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Introduction
 

My brother is a wanker. I know for a fact the only reason he asked me to write this introduction is because I hate his writing and he thinks it’s funny. I’m tempted to piss him off by telling you how good his books are, but I can’t bring myself to do it, which means I’m playing into his hands, but fuck it. I read a bit of his first book when it came out. I think it had more to do with the novelty of seeing my surname in print than anything else. The novelty wore off about two sentences in. The writing was the most self-satisfied shit I think I’ve ever read. You could tell he thought he was so fucking funny, which was just embarrassing. Since that time, I’ve made a point of avoiding his writing, including the book you’re now holding. And it pisses me off that you’re holding it. You people are the reason he thinks it is okay to keep doing this shit. Fuck him and fuck you.

Wanna know the sort of person my brother is? Would you like a taste of the shit I had to put up with for 15 years when we were growing up? There’s really too much to mention, so I’ll give you one example. Matt fancied himself as a videogame hero growing up. I think he wanted to be that kid from that movie, ‘The Wizard’ who hung out with that kid from ‘The Wonder Years’. He’d act like he was some kind of Nintendo master all the time. Thing is… HE FUCKING SUCKED!

He had ‘Legend of Zelda: Link’s Awakening’ on the Gameboy, which he played for months before he finally finished it. It was his Gameboy, so I couldn’t play it until after he had finished it. And when he finished it he gloated like crazy, really rubbing it in. Then it was finally my turn. I don’t know if you’re familiar with ‘Link’s Awakening’, but it kept track of how many lives you had lost, and Matt had lost a fuckload.

What Matt would never admit at the time, and probably wouldn’t admit now, is that I was always much better at videogames than him. He was the one who talked a big game and I was the one who actually played a big game. I was kicking ‘Link’s Awakening’s’ arse and got right to the end of the game without losing many lives. Matt lost hundreds, and I had lost about ten. I could tell Matt was nervous because he started trying to look over my shoulder when I played, and it was pissing him off that I had managed to get so far in the game so fast. This is when he proves what a fuckhead he really is.

One night after I’d gone to bed, Matt got his Gameboy and starting playing my ‘Link’s Awakening’ file. His only aim was to sabotage me. He spent hours using my file to die as much as possible. He wasn’t trying to progress my game, merely fuck up my game. What’s really sad is that after hours deliberately dying to raise my death count, it was still lower than the real death count on his file. That proves how good he was! He couldn’t even deliberately die more than he genuinely died.

So the next morning I wake up and go to continue my game and Matt runs out of the room like the coward he is. The second I saw him run I knew something was up.

I opened my game, saw my death count and became furious. He screwed me over for no other reason than I was better at videogames than him. He tried to deny it when I confronted him about it, but he was smirking, as if he was real damn proud of himself. I punched him and he cried. He’s my older brother, by the way.

I deleted my file, started again and finished the game using even less lives than the previous file and Matt had to sit there and take it. He was afraid I’d punch him again. To this day, if I raise my hand, he cowers. Nothing makes me happier.

I could fill up this whole book with stories about what a dickhead my brother is, but I really can’t be bothered giving him any more attention than I already have. He asked for 1000 words and I’m going to make sure I write less than that.

My brother’s writing is a joke no one’s laughing at. He is just embarrassing himself. It would be kinda fun to watch if it wasn’t so damn sad.

James Revert
  


CHAPTER 1
 

…HAHAHAHAHAHAHA! Ahem… sorry about that. I’ll try to compose myself. Sometimes laughter has a way of blindsiding you, and one doesn’t realise it’s happened until it has already manifested in an altogether uncontrollable way. I’ll ask you to forget about that now, because the following story isn’t of a laughable nature. In many ways it’s a regrettable episode, but one that has irreparably altered my life. One that, in my current predicament, I feel as though I have no choice but to tell. At the very least, it will pass the time, which currently exists at an unbearable surplus.

My name is Montgomery Worthington. Before the following events unfolded, people referred to me as Worthington, but when this tale draws to a close, I suspect you’ll have a desire to call me Monty. I’ve relayed this story to an audience of no one on numerous occasions now, and each time I’ve noticed key details changing. For this reason, I offer a disclaimer: the following events are correct in as much as, at this point in time, I don’t believe them to be false. That said, if you remain seated during my inevitable retelling, I’m sure you’ll notice differences. Please accept my apologies in advance. This is not an attempt to mislead or subvert the truth. This is merely an exercise in passing interminable time. The laughter has escaped my system now, so I think we’re safe to begin.

…
 

The public toilet block in question resides within walking distance of my workplace. For the sake of completion, I will inform you that I work at a firm that sues people who dislike high quality music, but this is of minor importance. My workplace merely accounts for how I came across the public toilet block that would herald many changes in my life. I have always believed that calls of nature should be handled in isolation due to the unsavoury nature of excreta. It is a dubious substance responsible for much shame and embarrassment – a blight upon the human condition. Until evolutionary improvements free us of this unfortunate necessity, there is nothing to be done. We must endure the multitudinous mountains of filth we create. This does not mean that others should be privy to the act. Over 500 people share my working environment, and between us we have but one unisex restroom with two cubicles. As one can imagine, a solitary toilet experience is rendered impossible in such an environment. It should be said that I tried to work within these limitations when my employment with the firm first began. I would endeavour to arrive before everyone else, or stay back long after most others had left for home just to utilise the facilities unencumbered. But this never worked. I was never the only one with such clandestine plans. No matter how early, no matter how late, I was never alone. Someone would always situate himself or herself in the cubicle next to me. It would become a ghastly showdown between the two of us… who could hold out the longest before evacuation occurred. In situations such as this, without fail, the showdown would end with me leaving the restroom, determined to survive the commute home in a state of discomfort.

It wasn’t long before this situation became untenable. A ruptured bowel shortly after my first month of employment instilled in me the urgency of my predicament. I needed to find a suitable location in the immediate environs of my work that enabled me to achieve relief with dignity. Donning khaki, a pith helmet and a flask of water, I arranged for a week of leave and dedicated that time to surveying the area. One wouldn’t expect that a workplace in the midst of a thriving city could by surrounded by such variable terrain. Nevertheless, within a one-mile radius I navigated snow-tipped peaks, vast deserts and the frondescent choke of the deepest woodland. I found restrooms of course, but these ranged from unsuitable to extremely unsuitable. They all possessed clusters of humanity eager to dispose their waste. None afforded privacy or dignity. It struck me as quite hopeless.

I had entered into serious consideration about the merits of colostomy bags. My leave was drawing to a close and I was yet to find a suitable location. I decided to explore a bamboo forest a mere 300 metres from my workplace. In the years I had been working in the city, I had never considered exploring the forest because bamboo confuses me. Forced to choose between confronting bamboo and the continuation of my current toiletry crisis, the bamboo won with ease. Upon entering the forest, I assured the bamboo I meant it no harm and edged forward. The forest toyed with me, undermining my sense of perception until I barely knew which way was up. A sonorous cooing sound, the origin of which I could not discern, echoed around me. I turned in circles, feeling at once that it would be advisable to go back and forget about my quest. Even had I wanted to retreat, my bearings had dissolved into a puddle of confusion. Possessing the ability to see struck me as a hindrance in this situation. I had grown distrustful of my eyes and decided upon scrunching them shut. I moved forward. Disabling the visual confusion focused my other senses. The cooing sound no longer possessed its previous omnipotence and I was able to follow it.

I couldn’t tell you how long I continued my blind walk. I walked for an instant and forever. Time was irrelevant. The cooing grew in intensity until it was a blaring siren stirring pudding in my ears. The breeze that blew about had grown frigid. I could feel my skin sprouting goose pimples. The cooing stopped as though it had never existed, leaving sine waves of tinnitus as a memento. Un-scrunching my eyes brought me face-to-face with the dubious creature responsible for the sound. The best description I could offer would be a bird with the head of a dignified gentleman. Its head contained a superior moustache while the bird body was gamey and sleek. It walked around me in circles, bobbing as it moved, stopping every so often to scavenge on the ground for microscopic sustenance, which it chewed with its mouth closed. I want it noted that I felt no fear when confronted by this curious beast. On the contrary, I felt a sense of comfort. Enclosed as I was by my bamboo surrounds, I welcomed the arrival of another living soul. The birdman’s humanistic qualities inspired me to try and communicate, but I was met with a barrage of the cooing I had heard earlier. The birdman made no attempt to escape. Instead it hopped about as if performing a dance, eventually coming to a standstill at my feet where it roared with playful delight. We exchanged a gaze that I can assure you contained love, or at the very least, non-violence. It started to journey forward, stopping only to cock its head in a suggestive manner. I followed the creature, convinced it was the proper thing to do.

Any navigational issues I may have experienced were absent in the birdman. It moved with purpose – a deep affinity with its surrounds. The journey it led me on eschewed obvious walkways and cut through dense bamboo coppice. On occasion, my forward journey was hampered by the density, causing me to chop at the thickets in a facsimile of the martial arts. The birdman kindly waited for me whenever this occurred.

Geographical logic would suggest that our journey couldn’t have been a long one, but it didn’t feel this way. In the otherworldly seclusion of the bamboo forest, time was rendered immaterial. When finally we reached a clearing, I couldn’t have told you whether minutes or years had passed. The creature ceased its travel and with a point of the head, implored me to continue. A quaint structure with cobblestone walls and a thatched roof sat in the centre of the clearing. It was the kind of place you might expect your grandparents to live were they not dead.

As I drew closer to the structure, a sign attached near the doorway, which bore the unmistakable pictograph of a man, attracted my attention. This was an internationally recognised indicator of toilet facilities. I pressed my face against the pictograph and laughed. In the heart of isolation, where it appeared humanity refused to tread, I found the toilet of my dreams.
  


CHAPTER 2
 

Throughout life we become accustomed to certain patterns, and until something jolts us out of such patterns, we accept it with dogmatic ignorance. A prime example concerns public toilet blocks. Even when blessed by the care of a vigilant cleaner, one would never venture to suggest public toilets are sanitary environments. An ever-changing roster of visitors, plucked from myriad social classes, visit such facilities, each subjecting it to their own standards. All it takes is for one bad apple to mislay their excreta and the entire environment is compromised. One does not expect public toilets to embody cleanliness. Of course, I’d venture to say that one hasn’t experienced the toilet block I had just found. In an instant, my notion of public toilets altered immeasurably. This toilet block, hidden away by the dense bamboo forest, was the cleanest structure I had ever encountered. Its surfaces were decked in pristine Yule marble, as white as a fear-filled face. A toilet cubicle with rich mahogany doors sat at either corner of the far wall. The dulcet scent of cured pomegranate filled the air and polite muzak crept from speakers hidden within the floor. I hope it doesn’t strike one as exaggeration to suggest that this toilet block was akin to a heaven on earth.

Spending so much of my life bereft of adequate facilities, my body had become accustomed to withholding its desire to evacuate waste. But as I stood amidst the grandeur of this luxury lavatory, my body, clearly smitten, gave itself permission to let go. Using the toilet had, within the space of a few seconds, become a matter of urgency. I glanced about, making absolutely sure that I was alone, and made haste for one of the cubicles.

With lowered underthings, I sat down on the seat and felt an immediate sun-kissed warmth penetrate the flesh of my buttocks. In a manner unbefitting civility, I sighed deeply, garnering genuine pleasure from my discovery. I glanced around the cubicle, enjoying the detail as it danced across my retinas.

As I surveyed the cubicle, my eyes fell upon something that, at first, I found alarming. Not even this public restroom, secluded in the bamboo forest, could avoid the blight of vandalism. Immediately to my right, above the toilet roll dispenser, was the horrid scrawl of graffiti. Restroom graffiti is of a curious breed. In some unconscionable circles, it has become de rigueur to use restroom walls to solicit sexual liaison. I will admit, despite the disgust this practice arouses within me, I have always looked upon it with fascination. In a practical sense, it seems as though this method is doomed to failure. Perhaps I’m too reserved for my own good, but the thought of such a thing resulting in a successfully executed sexual event had impossibility painted all over it.

There was something different about the particular solicitation written on the walls in this cubicle, however. For one, the penmanship was divine. Its cursive hypnotised me into following the path of each loop. The weight of each stroke appeared to breath in and out like a sleeping child. I was in the presence of something great. The graffiti read as follows:

Dear sir,

If you are reading this note, I must at once apologise for my spurious choice of medium. I admit that it comes across as crass. With that in mind, I won’t be surprised if you ignore this request.

I find myself in a situation where sexual gratification remains elusive. Despite what you may expect, I am not what one would call a sexual pervert. Nor does my sexuality cast its gaze upon any one gender. There are certain peculiarities about my situation, but I am quite positive that my sexuality is healthy. I was advised that communicating via a lavatory wall might attract a certain type of person willing to overlook my physical impediments. Should you be interested in a tryst, I would do my best to make it worth your while.
 

Written below the note were a series of dates and times, each crossed out except for the most recent. There were at least fifty proffered dates and times that had assumedly passed without success, the earliest just over a year old, while the most recent was a mere three days away. I hadn’t made up my mind whether or not I envied or pitied this man’s persistence. In a sense, I admired him and I wasn’t sure why. The concept of a clandestine, completely anonymous sexual meeting was enough to inspire nausea within me. But written as it was, upon the wall of the most delectable toilet I had ever seen, infused with mannered sincerity and restraint, I was willing to betray my own morality by admitting a certain fondness for the unknown gentleman. On a basic level I still didn’t condone his actions, but within its own context, he had acted in the best possible way.

I had spent so long lost in my own confusing thoughts that I failed to notice the conclusion of my waste evacuation. To tell you that such a thing is rare would be a gross understatement. Even when I have total privacy, I make it a priority to vacate the lavatory at my earliest convenience. You never know what may happen, and one must never be caught with their pants down. And there I was in a public toilet of all places! Sure, it enjoyed unparalleled seclusion, but the existence of the written note suggested that it wasn’t completely unfrequented. And the pristine state of the facilities would surely require the expertise of a cleaner. It’s shameful to admit, but I had become side-tracked by thoughts of the sexual solicitation on the cubicle wall. It was completely out of character. When my cognisance had regained its usual reason, I quickly cleaned myself up and made a hasty exit.

The birdman had maintained a patient vigil while I was indisposed, busying itself with a caterpillar it had excavated from a bamboo shoot. Given the reason for my indisposition, I couldn’t control the hot flush of shame and embarrassment that spasmed throughout me. The birdman showed no signs of caring, choosing instead to lead me back out of the forest. I dutifully followed it, all the while imaging what, if any, situation may eventuate for the gentlemen who penned that cubicle wall request.

My passage out of the forest took mere minutes. The kind birdman waited at the forest threshold, assumedly to ensure I was safe. In light of the courtesy and respect afforded to me by my guide, I became horrified at my choice of headwear. Pith helmets are perfectly suitable for exploring new terrain, but they don’t lend themselves to social graces.

“I must at once apologise,” I said. “You are in need of a solid tip of the hat as a thank you for your assistance, but this pith helmet isn’t appropriate. I don’t know if I can bring myself to tip it, but if it would please you, I’ll certainly give it a try.”

The birdman picked its nose with his claw and hopped back into the forest. He was either terribly offended or unconcerned with such ritual. Finding it impossible to believe the latter, I felt a horrible rush of etiquette inadequacy.
  


CHAPTER 3
 

Having found such a perfect restroom so close to work should have filled me with ease and lightness. And while it’s true that a weight had been lifted from my shoulders, a new one had been placed. Following my experience in the bamboo forest toilet block, I was unable to tear my mind away from the cubicle message. It had planted a seed in me that I was watering with obsessive thoughts, and as I couldn’t halt the thoughts, the seed was blooming.

I’m not sure what my motivation was, but I wanted to meet this man – I was quite sure of it. It certainly wasn’t sexual in nature (as I shall explain a little later, I am devoid of sexuality in even its most rudimentary forms). He embodied a certain passion that I found beguiling. Were I to follow my strange new drive, I would likely disappoint him. Under no circumstances would I offer my sexual services, which would make my presence akin to an attainable cracker dangling before a starving man’s maw. It would have been an act of cruelty, so decided it would be wise to forget the whole mess.

My newly discovered toilet facilities excited me. When I returned to work, it was with a spring in my step and modest smile on my face. I was willing my lunch hour to arrive, which as you can imagine, only made the time drag intolerably. My co-workers didn’t help matters. Having been absent for several days, they felt it necessary to bore me with their interminable chitchat. I’ve never enjoyed the act of conversation with those I deem inferior. I find myself compromising my integrity by providing commentary on the weather or recent sporting events. I’m not forthright enough to withdraw from such conversation and being innately polite, I over-engage, ensuring my interlocutor is inspired to extend the inanity. Beyond elegant headwear and inscrutable etiquette, there is very little I am personally at want to discuss.

I spent the hours leading up to my lunchbreak consuming copious amounts of water and trying not to think about the enigmatic cubicle man. The former ensured I had just cause to appreciate my newfound facilities fully and the latter was for my own psychological benefit. It wasn’t natural to consume oneself with the carnal desires of another. I found myself mentally sketching what I imagined this man looked like. Given the delicacy of his penmanship, it seemed sensible to assume he was a proper-looking gentleman. One reveals much about themselves via their handwriting. It is a window into the soul. One who takes cares when writing will often take pride in their appearance and demeanour. Sloppy handwriting suggests a sloppy personality – a personality to be avoided at all costs.

I was clearly consumed with the exact thoughts I wished to avoid, and as the consumption grew, I became less concerned, which has the dichotomous effect of concerning me further. I had projected many admirable traits upon this gentleman, and save for his propensity toward soliciting depravity in public restrooms, I had come to view him as the sort of person I wished to know. Caught within the vortex of my consumption, I failed to notice the gradual swelling of my bladder until it had become a sharp, intolerable pain within me. My immediate situation had become quite urgent and even if it hadn’t been a suitable time to take my lunchbreak, I daresay I most likely would have. I shuffled past my co-workers, trying to maintain a visage of civility, holding my breath and clenching my urethra.

…
 

Making your way through the city when it’s choked with lunchtime bustle is always a difficult proposition. In my state, it was difficult to remain mannered and patient. It’s shameful to admit, but on more than one occasion, gentle shoving was involved. The traffic jam of human bodies going about their business was a frustration. Each person had an air of urgency about them, but I was sure that my urgency usurped each and every one of theirs.

In sheer distance, the bamboo forest wasn’t far away, but that was of little consolation. I felt as though I may explode in a shower of my own insides at any moment. I clenched my pocket-handkerchief, convincing myself this token act may be of assistance. During my journey, I was set upon by all manner of individuals trying to sell me food I had no desire to eat. I came close to raising my voice when a particularly pushy vendor waved a fistful of gravy-soaked meat in my face. I arched backward, as if engaged in a limbo tournament, and shuffled beneath his greasy arm.

I arrived at the merciful threshold of the bamboo forest to find my kind birdman in wait, looking as dignified as ever. I reached for my hat to give it a gentle tip to discover, with a sense of horror, that I wasn’t wearing one. To be seen in public without a hat is unthinkable. I silently cursed my bladder for attacking my sense of dignity. The birdman didn’t appear concerned, but that wasn’t the point. I had already come close to dishonouring my gentle guide with one hat-related discourtesy, and now I had gone that one unthinkable step further.

“I’m so terribly sorry,” I said. “This cranial nudity is most unlike me.”

I couldn’t allow myself, no matter how desperate my situation, to inflict such discourtesy. I implored the darling birdman to wait, making stop signs with my hands. It obeyed and I made a dash for the nearest hat vendor of repute. The alleyways that surround my work are bulging with hat vendors of every conceivable sort. In matters of civility and manners, I tend toward bell crown toppers as I believe these convey an appropriate level of respect. Few vendors see fit to stock such headgear, but over the years, I’ve certainly done my research. A gentleman by the name of Hooster Bean has had a small stall for many years and in this instance, I knew he was my man. I fought my way through the crush of hat vendors, seeking Hooster out, hoping that my slithering tour guide remained in wait. On a couple of occasions I had to be rather forceful with particularly pushy vendors who insisted that I sample their wares.

Hooster had been relegated to the deepest recess of the dingiest alleyway. It alarmed me to note how little prize we pay quality these days. Immaculately attired in a Valentino Newman suit and deadman top hat, Hooster beckoned me over.

“Worthington, my lad,” he said to me. “It’s been days.”

“Yes, my dear Hooster. I apologise for my scarcity, I’ve had urgent business that required my full attention.”

“Pay it no mind. It’s just so jolly good to see you.”

“The feeling is completely mutual,” I replied. “As much as it pains me, I must dash off as soon as possible.”

I made a show of studying my fob watch to illustrate the point.

“Certainly,” he replied. “In what manner may I be of assistance?”

“So kind of you to ask, Hooster. I require, and I do hope you can provide, a bell crown topper immediately.”

“Ah, Worthington!” He said with a kind smile. “You certainly are a man of superior taste. I believe I have exactly what you’re looking for.”

“Smashing!” I replied, letting my excitement get the better of me.

Hooster began foraging through hatboxes beneath his stall, carefully moving one aside to examine the next. He emerged a few moments later with a pink and red-striped cylindrical box.

“Wait until you lay your eyes on this number,” said Hooster. “This work of supreme artisanship has been imported from France.”

The Europhile within pumped a gentle fist of excitement. Hooster placed the box before me, slowly removed the lid and then, ever so carefully, peeled back the white tissue paper. The redolence of the Bastille filled my nostrils, briefly overriding my other senses. As my vision returned, I was greeted by the most adequate hat I had seen in some weeks. Hooster held it toward me.

“Would you like to try it on?” Asked Hooster.

“Indeed, I would, but I’m afraid I have no time. I really must be off. That said, I will most certainly purchase this kingly hat. How much do I owe you?”

“Let’s see,” he said, fingering the label on the box. “That will be $840.”

“A remarkably good price,” I replied while placing the cash before Hooster.

With a handshake, followed by a mutual bow, I made haste back to the threshold of the bamboo forest, hoping the birdman would be waiting. I freed my new hat and disposed of the box in one of the many repositories that map our city.

I was relieved when I found the birdman waiting patiently where I had left it. It seemed nonplussed. I carefully lowered the bell crown topper to my crown and centred myself before I continued my approach.

“I’m so happy you waited,” I said to the birdman, who didn’t seem to acknowledge what I was saying. “After the assistance you’ve given me, it would have been most inappropriate not to afford you courtesy.”

With that said, I bowed and titled the bell crown topper ever so slightly.

“You earned that,” I said.

Rather than console me, the birdman, once again, beckoned me to follow, and together we made haste. I brushed away the shoots of bamboo blocking my path with sure arms, conscious only of my forward momentum. I could feel a horrifying quantity of urine flooding the antechamber between my bladder and urethra. Had the divine visage of the public restroom not emerged into view, there’s a chance I may have inflicted a great indignity upon a poor shoot of bamboo. I tumbled forward, falling to the forest floor and crawling like a pauper toward my salvation while edging my pants down.

I clambered into the restroom and exploded into the cubicle. I barely had time to admire the pristine porcelain before I had sullied its perfection with thick, uncomfortable urine. It thundered out of me, merging with the water in a torrential downpour of relief. A moan escaped me that I could not silence. I let it leave me in an echo of unsuppressed satisfaction. The flow extended beyond any length I was familiar with, and as my bladder slowly became more tolerable, I allowed myself to admire the surroundings. Everything was somehow more beautiful than I had remembered. I am accustomed to expecting a certain decrease in lustre whenever something wonderful is re-experienced. This restroom flew in the face of this, revealing only more beauty, like a Parisian hat museum in the spring.

Of course, it wasn’t long before my eyes once again fell upon the sexual solicitation on the cubicle wall. I didn’t just stare at it – I stared into its very soul. The heart of the man who wrote it beat in every word. I studied each word in isolation before letting them come together in sentences that embodied a rare form of beauty. The totality of these sentences, as they joined into one breathtaking request, overwhelmed my body. With urine still escaping me, I slumped forward on the toilet seat. I turned my head toward the message once more, paying attention to the proposed time this mysterious man wished to meet. That time was today. If I desired, I could meet him… I could solidify this perfect mirage. The only requirement on my part was to ignore my sense of reason.

When my bladder had forfeited its contents, I slapped my face with confused hands, willing sense to prevail. Meeting this man would be an unthinkable mistake. I wasn’t some form of animal at the mercy to his baser self. I was man for whom decorum was desired above all else. I fastened my belt, flushed the toilet and walked toward the washbasin. I stared at my pathetic reflection in the mirror, wondering who the familiar stranger was that met my gaze. The man certainly looked like me, but his eyes possessed a putrid lasciviousness I had never seen before. His chest was puffed up like some uneducated beach buffoon attempting to attract a bikini-clad member of the opposite sex. I twisted the tap and felt a strong burst of cold-water wash over my hands. I cupped this water and splashed it against my flushed face. I stood hunched over the basin for some time, watching the water drip from the face of this stranger whose reflection was mocking me.
  


CHAPTER 4
 

That afternoon, I wasn’t the man I had come to expect myself to be. I sat at my desk, staring at my hat, silently apologising to it. There had never been a situation where I had neglected to wear a hat while outside. I had come to learn that within me lurked a primal beast of sickening appetite. It pounded at my mannered exterior, willing it to break. I must have looked out of sorts. Several co-workers attempted to engage me in conversation, but I responded in listless platitudes that sent them on their way. I wasn’t concerned about causing offense. What concerned me was the unstoppable momentum of the clock that marched forward, bringing me closer to the time where this man would be waiting in the toilet block. It seemed reasonable to assume that my weaker self would capitulate to this beast within, ensuring I would be waiting for the arrival of this man I didn’t want to meet, yet wanted to meet more than anything.

I began to reason with myself that what I was feeling must be akin to the craving an addict must feel. Having read a good amount of literature on the subject, I knew that cravings were a transient sensation that would leave me eventually. It seemed improbable that I possessed the willpower to outlast the sensation, but I could, should I be so bold, place myself in a situation that would physically prevent me from visiting the toilet block. I decided to have myself arrested. All I needed to do was think of a crime weighty enough to ensure my imprisonment for a day or two. Anything else would become a considerable blight upon my record, and anything less would risk succumbing to the craving.

I settled upon killing a gibbon because the punishment was of a token nature due to their burgeoning presence within the urban environment. Gibbon homicide was essentially a civic service that would, before long, become a lawfully sanctioned act. Taking a life isn’t something that sits comfortably with me – the closest I had previously come was accidentally breaking the beak of a mallard in my youth. But, given the alternative, I felt I had no choice.

The secret to disposing of a gibbon is relatively simple. They have a naturally occurring lever within the depths of their anus that, once pulled, releases a toxin within their brain. Minutes later, they resemble overcooked gravy. The reality of such an act is somewhat unpleasant, but one does what they must in order to avoid a fate far worse.

Gibbons are naturally attracted to individuals called ‘Chad’, and being familiar with several prominent Chads in the area, finding the gibbon was never going to be a problem. I excused myself and left the office, making sure, this time, not to forget my hat, and trying to flush the toilet block from my depraved mind. I found that I was growing increasingly interested in the time, reaching a point where my pocket watch remained pressed into my palm with its cover yawning open. With my free hand, I practiced the way I imagined one grips a gibbon’s anal lever until I had convinced myself I was up to the task.

The weather outside had taken a rather miserable turn, which had the benefit of clearing the streets somewhat. I squinted against the rain that lashed at my face, desperate for a Chad. I knew of a Chad congregation that occurred daily around the escutcheon district. I made haste, knowing that my sense of morality was at stake. Such was the urgency of my task that I bypassed the hat vendors that usually invigorated my day with fresh headwear. At one point I attempted to run but grew concerned about how foolish such an action may appear to others whereupon I settled on a brisk, but dignified walk.

Finding the Chad congregation was quite simple. They were huddled beneath an Italian escutcheon storefront seeking refuge from the rain. They were taking turns nuzzling a dead salmon for warmth. While I was familiar with these Chads, it was a chap called Chad Plinkton I was keen on speaking to as he and I had similar demeanours.

“Well if it isn’t Worthington,” proclaimed one of the more haughty Chads when he saw me approach.

“Gentlemen,” I replied with a tip of my hat.

“To what do we owe the pleasure? It’s certainly been a while.”

“Yes… I apologise for my scarcity, but as you can imagine, things have been quite busy. Now I do apologise for being forward, but I need to speak to Chad Plinkton rather urgently.”

A short, stocky Chad emerged from the serried pack. “He’s in there,” he said while gesturing toward the window of the escutcheon shop with his thumb. “He’ll be a while.”

Not willing to disturb a connoisseur in the midst of escutcheonry, I pressed ahead in Plinkton’s absence.

“Well perhaps you gentlemen can be of assistance,” I said. “Would one of you be so kind as to point me toward the nearest gibbon?”

The stocky Chad moved further toward me, allowing the rain to fall upon him, clearly more concerned with my question than staying dry.

“What the heck do want with a gibbon?”

I inhaled deeply, not sure how much I should reveal about my intentions. I settled upon revealing nothing.

“It’s a rather uninteresting story, suffice to say that I require one immediately.”

The Chads were growing perturbed by my imposition, and had my situation not been so urgent, I would have felt a great deal of embarrassment.

“You know,” said the stocky Chad, “the propensity for us Chads to attract gibbons is a profound source of shame among us. There have been some former Chads who went so far as to change their name to escape this ‘curse’. We remaining Chads were quite put out to discover that upon changing their name, these former Chads ceased to attract gibbons. And now you brazenly approach us looking for a gibbon? I’m sorry, but that strikes me as insensitive.”

I was growing agitated by this stocky Chad. I had never seen him before this moment and I had an urge to pull the brim of my hat down over my eyes in his presence. Before my dwindling temper could get the better of me, the horrifying screech of a nearby gibbon attracted our attention. The Chads looked downward, kicking their feet against the ground in embarrassment. The stocky one beamed a dismayed look my way then gestured toward the shrieking with his eyes. I tipped my hat and followed the sound.

I want it noted that had my situation not been so urgent, there’s no way I would have proceeded with the following. I only relay it because I don’t want to withhold information from you. You have to understand that I was in grave danger of succumbing to a lesser part of myself. With that caveat, make of my actions what you will. I can’t stop you from judging me.

Gibbons are an intimidating beast, and I won’t pretend deliberately seeking one out didn’t fill me with a certain level of fear. The sound was coming from an alley behind the main strip of escutcheon stores. The shrieking was soon joined by the sound of pummelled rubbish bins – a cacophonous affair that was murder on the ears. When I first caught sight of the gibbon, I motioned to turn around, which would have been the sensible decision. Gibbons possess an interminably aged appearance, as if stricken with progeria. Their black marble eyes betray nothing one would associate with emotion, which makes reading their motives difficult.

The creature caught sight of me and froze, a rubbish bin raised above its head. I continued my approach with an outstretched arm, as if to indicate I meant it no harm. Very gradually, the gibbon began an approach of its own, sniffing the air and contorting its mouth into various puckers. It hurled the bin aside, which landed with a clatter, and extended its arm in response to mine. Together we moved forward until our hands, his like dry leather and mine impeccably smooth, were touching. I was caught unawares when, in one quick leap, the gibbon landed in my arms where I cradled it like a baby. With such close proximity, I could see a certain longing in its eyes that I tried to ignore as I snuck my hand toward its backside. Losing itself in affection toward me, it wrapped its furry arms tightly around my shoulders and nuzzled my neck. With my nose pressed into the gibbon’s wet fur, I could hear from within this beast a heartbeat similar to my own. I began to have second thoughts and contemplated sparing its life. Had the gibbon seen fit to leave my hat alone, I may have followed through with this change of heart. The moment I felt the hat leave the safety of my head, I slid my hand into the wet warmth of the gibbon’s anus. Its eyes, like hardboiled eggs, bulged from the sockets while I fumbled around inside, seeking the naturally occurring lever out. Having, ‘til this point, only possessed theoretical knowledge of the lever, I didn’t quite know what to expect. The tips of my fingers found a bone-like protrusion that I assumed must be what I was searching for. However, I found that pulling at this protrusion only resulted in the gibbon reciting Winston Churchill quotes which, I must admit, wasn’t unpleasant. With the stately words of Churchill caressing my ears, my ever-disappearing hand clasped at something more metallic… more lever-esque. I pulled with a firm hand, feeling it give way. The gibbon unleashed a harrowing cry before slumping forward where it sat, lifeless on my hand. I felt like a perverted puppeteer and shook my arm, trying to loosen the poor beast, but its anus clenched as the brain toxins provoked spasms throughout. Then, with a loud splat, the gibbon was rendered chunky gravy. It clung to my arm but, as unpleasant as this was, I reasoned that this would serve as appropriate evidence when the police came to assess my immediate guilt.

I emerged from the alley a deeply conflicted, yet relieved man. The Chads approached carefully, tip-toeing through the stubborn rain with the synchronicity of a dance troupe.

“Gentlemen,” I said. “I believe a police officer is required.”

“Good god, Worthington! What have you done?” asked one of the Chads.

I held my soiled arm up, as if to celebrate an ambiguous victory.

“Gentlemen,” I replied. “I have disposed of a gibbon.”

Rather than oblige my request for police intervention, the Chads merely responded with a polite round of applause. This was an irritation.

“I must insist, please alert a police officer of my wrongdoing immediately.”

“Why would we do that?” asked a Chad. “As far as I’m concerned you’ve provided a valuable service.”

“A valuable service it may be, but it is still an unlawful one. I’m afraid if you don’t call for a police officer, I’ll be forced to do so myself.”

“Be our guest,” replied a Chad. “You shan’t find us obliging such a preposterous request.”

I huffed indignantly and pushed through the serried Chads. The gibbon gravy on my arm was kicking up a wretched stench that was beginning to alter my mood for the worse. I surveyed the immediate street, seeking out an officer. After several minutes of agitated searching, I finally came across one trying to coax a frozen ball of mayonnaise from a tree. He wore his police garb with a sense of pride that instilled confidence within me. I tapped him politely on the shoulder with my unsoiled hand.

“Excuse me, officer,” I said.

The officer swivelled to face me. He wore a monocle, the chain of which glinted gold, even in the drab weather. He brought his face close to mine until I could see the reflection of my eye in the monocle’s polished lens. He pulled back to study me.

“Yes… yes, you’ll do,” he said, placing a hand on either shoulder. “Your shoulders seem firm. Your posture is really rather good. It’s not perfect, understand… but it is good.”

I was briefly side-tracked by the unexpected compliment and felt my face burn hot with an impending blush. When the officer asked me to get down on my knees, I found myself obliging immediately. He began to straddle my shoulders crotch-first, contorting my hat unthinkably. I thought it wise to speak up, but my voice muffled within his nether regions. I felt his weight shifting about above me and I moved to even him out. I felt secure literally wedged in the lap of the law like this and silently implored for the activity to continue. This desire seemed to only hasten the officer and he was off my shoulders far quicker than I would have liked and nursing the ball of frozen mayonnaise in his arms.

“Just look at it,” said the officer. “These things are always climbing trees, seemingly oblivious to fact they can’t get back down.”

I stared at the mayonnaise ball while correcting the brim of my hat. It was scuffed and had several leaves stuck to its circumference. It was a rather sad looking spectacle – one that nearly distracted me from my mission. I pushed on.

“Excuse me officer. I must report a crime.”

The officer glanced up from the mayonnaise ball and cocked an eyebrow in interest.

“A crime, hey? Perhaps I should be the judge of that, don’t you think? Let me have it. Report away.”

“Well, officer, the crime in question is one committed by myself. The guilt is an unbearable weight upon my shoulders and I must purge myself, fully aware that punishment will be my fate.”

Following this revelation, the officer produced a flintlock pistol, which he trained between my eyes. My internal organs felt as though they were freefalling and the urge to faint tugged at my eyelids.

“I am listening,” said the officer.

“I regret to report that I have killed a gibbon,” I said after swallowing an accumulation of fear.

The officer remained silent long enough for me to regret my admission. Had the laws suddenly increased in severity for such an offense? Would I find myself imprisoned for an indefinite period of time? The officer’s body began to shake. He lowered his flintlock-wielding arm to his side and lost his grip on the frozen mayonnaise ball, which rolled away without so much as a ‘thank you’ before climbing another tree. Deep laughter erupted from the officer’s mouth. Unable to continue standing of his own volition, he flopped against the tree, clutching at his stomach.

“You killed a gibbon? A gibbon?”

I nodded, unsure what was happening.

“You are an evil one, aren’t you?” he mocked. “I should call for backup!”

I slid my fingers beneath my hat and rubbed my head in frustration. “It is illegal to dispose of a gibbon, is it not?” I enquired.

The officer erupted with laughter once more. “Holy wow! If you followed every law to the letter, you wouldn’t be allowed to eat bacon! Most laws continue in name only and exist merely as a cultural relic. I dare you to find an officer willing to arrest you for such a crime.”

I stood slack-jawed as the officer walked away. I had degraded myself for nothing. A sense of defeat unlike any I had experienced spread throughout my body. The gibbon gravy had dried into a crust on my hand and was kicking up a stench akin to rotten fruit. My act of self-protection had yielded nothing and I was left facing the horrible reality of the situation. My fate was sealed. I had avoided nothing.
  


CHAPTER 5
 

At this point in the story, any respect I may have garnered from those reading my curious words will likely plummet. But I can assure you, it pales in comparison to the respect I lost for myself. I was a man convinced of his own superiority when it came to thwarting the baser instincts. So much so that I was under the impression baser instincts no longer applied to me. The feelings wrought by the solicitation on the cubicle wall had taken over. Having failed so miserably to avoid confronting myself, I simply gave in.

It’s difficult to reconcile the relinquishment of everything you believed yourself to be. Perhaps I had simply been lucky up ‘til now, and my mettle had never been tested. Perhaps all this strength of character was an illusion wrought by lack of genuine confrontation. After all, isn’t it easier to avoid something that has never been placed before you? It is those moments of crisis that determine your true worth, and ladies and gentlemen… this was a crisis that sent my stocks plummeting.

…
 

I was seated on the toilet, alternating my gaze from the solicitation to the hands on my pocket watch. It was creeping ever closer to 8pm, at which time I could expect the arrival of the mysterious individual responsible for this whole mess. I read over his solicitation again and again, until each cursive curl became a permanent imprint within me. My heart was beating in chaotic frenzies that my nervous feet attempted to tap along to. As the second hand embarked upon its final circuit, I held my breath. With each mechanical jolt forward my anxiety increased and then, at precisely 8pm, I became aware of a scraping sound, faint at first, but growing louder with each passing second. My eyes widened in a stew of excitement, fear and disgust. Realising that by not breathing, I was doing myself a disservice, I sucked desperately on some much-needed oxygen. A gasp escaped my mouth that caught the attention of my mysterious guest.

“Hello,” said the stranger.

I didn’t respond right away. I was caught up in trying to attribute a gender to the voice I had just heard. It was the very definition of androgyny, possessing nothing overtly feminine nor masculine.

“Hello,” repeated the stranger. “Is anyone there? Please tell me someone is finally here.”

I couldn’t keep quiet any longer. My social graces wouldn’t allow it. “Good day,” I mumbled.

The scraping sound became frenzied, stopping short of the cubicle in which I was seated.

“Hello!” said the stranger with palpable excitement. “I don’t mean to sound forward, but are you here as a result of my invitation?”

This was my point of no return. I had a chance to claim no affiliation with the invitation and end this whole charade. Every modicum of reason I possessed screamed to do just that. I wanted to obey this reason, but it was losing its power. The beast within me barked its desire, drowning out all else.

“Yes… the invitation brought me here,” I said.

“Oh! I can’t believe it. I’ve been waiting for this moment for so long. Why don’t you come out and introduce yourself?”

This wasn’t a step I was quite ready for. What if this stranger meant me harm? I hadn’t thought of it prior to now, but the act I was engaging in was reckless and very likely dangerous. What was I to do? Short of swimming down the toilet, I was trapped in this cubicle and at this individual’s mercy. My only recourse was to use my good senses (if I had any left) to assess the situation.

“If it’s okay with you,” I said, “I’d like to stay in here a little while longer.”

“Oh, I’m terribly sorry! Are you using the facilities? How rude of me.”

The shame in his voice was admirable and certainly worked in his favour. Healthy shame is a sign of superior moral fibre.

“No, no. Nothing like that,” I said. “I just thought it wise that you and I talk for a while first before we see each other. It makes me feel a little more comfortable. What I’m doing at present is most unlike me and I need to regain some modicum, however fanciful, of self-control.”

I felt good for having finally said something reasonable. It would prove to the stranger that I wasn’t as reckless as my presence in this situation suggested. If I could set the tone of this introductory encounter, I would surely feel a greater sense of security.

“I completely understand,” replied the stranger. “I won’t pretend that this is a sensible way to approach camaraderie. Were there any other way, I would have surely avoided this altogether. I’ll make a deal with you. You and I can continue this conversation from opposite sides of this door for as long as you feel it necessary. At this time, should you not feel comfortable in any way, just say the word and I’ll be on my way. You shan’t hear from me again.”

This stranger was certainly an intelligent one. Their words were perfectly chosen to put me at ease and I couldn’t help but appreciate that. On the one hand, I would have appreciated a poorly chosen statement to upset me – some reason to abort the encounter, but the greater part of me was willing perfection.

“This deal is most agreeable with me,” I admitted. “I should like to return the favour and allow you an easy exit should you not feel comfortable with me.”

“Thank you,” the stranger replied.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Please do.”

“What leads one to solicit a meeting in a public restroom?” I asked.

“It’s a reasonable question. One that doesn’t have an easy answer, I’m afraid. I suppose one expects that only those embodied with a perverted constitution would explore such a thing. I want to make it clear upfront that I don’t believe myself to be of a deviant nature in the slightest. I possess certain qualities that make it difficult to meet others via standard means.”

These ambiguous words were a cause for concern. I assumed this stranger was alluding to the physical impediments mentioned in the message. I was keen to have a look for myself and see what it was all about, but I wasn’t willing to forfeit any of my precarious power just yet.

“I hear what you’re saying,” I said, “and I’m sure that, should we proceed, the appearance issue is something we can overcome. While we’re being upfront with one another, I feel it only appropriate to inform you that I’m not a man of sexual interests. For this reason, your appearance is of minor concern to me. But this does raise a potential problem. Your delectably penned message alluded to sexual encounters, and I regret to inform you that in such matters, I am not the right person. Sex is something I have no interest in and have always made it a point of pride to avoid.”

The silence that followed this revelation wasn’t a surprise. I was expecting this would be the end of our liaison and we would go about our lives as if this had never happened. While my appetite for sex doesn’t exist, I fully appreciate that I am in the minority. I didn’t begrudge the stranger this, although I will admit, there was a certain disappointment that accompanied the thought.

“This may actually work out quite well for both of us,” said the stranger.

With these words, the spark of possibility fired within me. I stared at the cubicle door in astonishment, wondering if perhaps this was all too good to be true.

“Are you saying,” I began with caution, “that you have no desire for sexual activity either?”

“I wouldn’t say that.”

The stranger’s words were a succinct harpoon aimed right for the heart. I slumped forward in defeat, willing the encounter to end so we could forget any of this had ever happened. Sensing my dismay, the stranger continued with a mind toward damage control.

“Don’t be disheartened. While it’s true that I seek a companion capable of sexually gratifying me, I am not gratified in the typical way. In fact, I doubt you’d find my method of gratification sexual at all. Unless I tell you what it is, I highly doubt you’d even be aware of gratifying me were you to do so.”

I was growing quite frustrated with these vague allusions and hungered for something concrete. “What is it exactly that sexually gratifies you,” I asked bluntly.

“This is a topic better discussed when you can see me,” said the stranger.

“No. I think I’d like to know now. I must insist that you give me some answers or I’ll be compelled to cease this interaction.”

The stranger sighed at my defiance. “Okay. I’ll tell you. But out of context, it will strike you as unusual.”

“Try me,” I challenged, surprised by my lack of social grace.

“I had wanted to broach this with a little more tact, but… here goes nothing… there is one solitary activity that causes me sexual excitement.”

“And that activity is?”

“I like to be sat on. For long periods of time.”

This wasn’t what I was expecting to hear. My instinctive reaction was one of disgust. Even if the activity didn’t involve the usual sexual calamities, it was still an unnecessary bonding of two people in a physical sense. In fact, the niche qualities of this stranger’s desires did little to assuage me of deviant assumptions. At least penetrative coupling was considered normal. Why would one sit on another? To what possible gain? It wasn’t normal. My internal dialogue was manifesting as a lengthy silence.

“You sound somewhat ill at ease,” said the stranger. “When you see me, I think what I have just said will make a little more sense. I’d hate to think you ceased contact based upon a misunderstanding.”

My frustration continued its ascent. If I were to be completely honest, I’ve always hungered after a relationship. Companionship with a like-minded soul is something I see great value in and would welcome it into my life with open arms were it not for the presence of sex. It spoils everything. In my obsession, I had built this stranger up to be a symbol of everything I was too afraid to admit I wanted. It was unreasonable of me to burden this stranger with such expectation. In fact, his toilet wall solicitation clearly stated a sexual need and it was I who decided to ignore it when concocting my private fantasies.

I felt a sense of guilt and wanted to extend some goodwill toward the stranger. Even if we weren’t destined to be together, perhaps we might still find a way to be friends. The very least I could do was open the door. This stranger was determined to have me see them. And I was intrigued as to its gender. Given we were in a male toilet block, it was only reasonable to assume I was speaking to a male, but if that were the case, nothing inherent in the voice suggested as such.

I turned the lock and the cubicle clicked open. I stood up and pushed slowly on the door. The stranger was standing before me in the warm artificial light. I fell back against the toilet bowl and stared in confusion.

“Good heavens,” I said. “You’re a chair!”
  


CHAPTER 6
 

I walked a slow circle around the chair, taking it in. The situation was difficult for my comprehension to grasp. The chair remained silent, allowing for my confusion. He/she/it was a standard Windsor Stick-back constructed of elm with an idiosyncratic cleft curved section. The grain of the dark wood formed luscious circular patterns and was polished to perfection. The seat was solid with a subtle saddle shape out of which sprung perfect back staves. My new friend was indeed a classic chair in anyone’s estimation.

“I must admit to a certain level of surprise,” I said.

“Understandable,” replied the chair. “Now you can see why I thought it important for you to see me before you made a decision.”

The locus of the voice was a mystery. It seemed to emanate from the chair’s whole rather than from any one mouth-like source.

“How do you speak?”

“That’s a question I stopped asking myself a long time ago. I simply accept my capabilities.”

“Do you have a name?”

“You can call me Windsor. It’s not very original, but it’s the only name I’ve ever felt comfortable with. How about you? I’m guessing you have a name?”

“Yes of course. Worthington. Montgomery Worthington.”

“Pleased to make you acquaintance, Montgomery”

“Pleased to make yours, Windsor.”

What alarmed me, maybe more than anything else, was I really did feel pleased to make this chair’s acquaintance. The discomfort that accompanies my interactions with other people was absent. This was an agreeable situation for me. I had worked myself up into a panic for nothing. Sexual relations would not play a role in our trajectory and my purity would remain. I sit on chairs all the time – it’s something I pursue with vim, and not once has the activity felt vaguely sexual.

“So,” continued Windsor, “this begs the question, would you like to continue to see me?”

I had to consider my next move carefully. Yes, I was interested in continuing to see Windsor, but it didn’t feel prudent to make that immediately apparent. Maintaining self-control in this situation was important to me and I didn’t want to appear weak-willed. There was a chance I was being swept away by the incongruity of it all and I wanted to nip that in the bud to ensure any decision I made was done so for the right reasons.

“Here is my proposition,” I said. “Let us approach this with restraint. I would be interested in seeing you again, but I propose we do this in a controlled environment – somewhere we can get to know each other a little better.”

“This sounds reasonable.”

“Very good. How about you and I go on a date? We make a commitment to meet each other for dinner this Friday night at a nice restaurant and, only at the conclusion of this date, do we discuss our next move.”

Windsor turned in a circle and begun to scrape backward and forward, as if pacing in contemplation. I became worried that perhaps I was enforcing my will too heavily and putting him off.

“Okay,” he said. “I like this proposal. This is a sensible way to approach the situation.”

Relief flooded throughout me. I felt my body relax. I was certain that this approach would result in a greater level of respect between Windsor and myself.

“Excellent,” I said. “I suggest the two of us go our separate ways and reconvene on Friday night. Are there any particular restaurants you enjoy?”

I wasn’t sure whether this was an appropriate question. Do chairs even eat? There was so much I didn’t know. I hadn’t been on a date since my early teens and only had a basic understanding of the protocol involved. In a typical scenario, taking my partner to a restaurant wouldn’t have raised any uncertainty, but this was far from typical.

“Do you know a restaurant called ‘Angina’?” Asked Windsor. “It’s on Melton Street.”

“Yes,” I lied. “I know ‘Angina’ well.”

“Perfect! How does 8pm this Friday at ‘Angina’ sound? I’ll make some reservations.”

I had mixed feelings about Windsor’s control of the situation. It was difficult to ascertain which roles we were falling into, but I couldn’t escape the feeling I was a meek female wallflower. I half-expected Windsor to phone my father to ask permission first. What struck me as most alarming, had this occurred, I think I would have been quite agreeable. I quickly nodded my approval before I became too perturbed by my thoughts.

“Sensational!” said Windsor. “I think it would be sensible for either of us to go about our separate ways until Friday, but before I go, here’s my card.”

I glanced down at Windsor and was stunned to see a white business card sitting on his seat where there was none seconds prior. I plucked it up, sneaking a clandestine feel of his varnished surface. It felt smooth and stately. Wood of this quality isn’t merely born. It must mature slowly over many decades. I glanced at the card, which simply read ‘Chair’ followed by an email address.

“If for any reason, you have to reschedule, just shoot me an email, said Windsor as I stared at his card. “I’d hate to feel you’d jilted me.”

Windsor shot me a laugh unlike any I’d heard. Perhaps if one programmed a robot to respond to humorous situations with laughter, this is what it would have sounded like. I got the feeling chairs were inherently humourless and any laughter one might elicit was merely a form of pattern recognition. I didn’t begrudge Windsor this. It was enough he could communicate at all, let alone conceptualise the complexities of human interaction.

“Don’t you worry,” I said. “I will be at ‘Angina’ at 8pm sharp.”

“Fantastic! Well, Montgomery, I sincerely look forward to seeing you then.”

Windsor tipped himself toward me and I tipped my hat back. I watched him swing around and scrape out of the toilet block, whistling as he did. When he was out of sight, I took a seat back on the toilet to take stock of the events I had just experienced. I had a date! What’s more, I was excited about it. I felt like giggling. I didn’t, of course, but were I a man of frivolous constitution, it would have been on the cards. I allowed by body to relax and enjoy the moment, but the myriad questions began to seep in. Who was Windsor? Why could he talk and move about? Was he actually alive of was this some perversion of science? Was he male or female or neither? I had attributed male characteristics to him, but I acknowledge this was my own doing. Would it be appropriate to ask these questions on our first date? It seemed I should act with restraint. I wanted to make a pleasant impression on him and a fusillade of questions was unlikely to achieve that aim. I took one last look at his business card before sliding it carefully into my breast pocket.

I left the toilet block to find the kind birdman waiting for me like a faithful servant. It had a knowing glint in its eye and I wondered if perhaps this creature was a matchmaker of sorts. Rather than provide me the tools to build an answer, it started to walk its way out of the bamboo forest. I followed with obedience, wondering how Windsor had found his way in and out. Perhaps he had his own little birdman, or maybe he had been coming here for so long that the route was no longer an issue. I felt a surge of sadness for poor Windsor. I thought about all the liaisons that never manifested. I admired his patience, but felt his loneliness. Truth be told, I was lonely too – desperately lonely. One might assume that mine was an exile of choice, maybe that’s true, but it had also been painful. It was unwise to rest so many of my hopes upon Windsor, but I couldn’t help myself. Perhaps we were destined to guide one another out of isolation.

Ladies and gentlemen, I admit it… I was smitten.
  


CHAPTER 7
 

The following days were a painful crawl of self-doubt and nervousness. The last time I felt this much anxiety was when I was mistaken for the band, Queen, and forced to perform a national tour. I had tried on so many different outfits I was starting to feel like a bad montage. By the time Friday arrived, I had grown so confused I couldn’t tell what looked good on me any more. My typically immaculate apartment had become an ocean of impeccable but inappropriate clothing that I had to wade through. I finally settled on an Alexander Amosu cashmere and silver mink bespoke suit because it was familiar to me. I decided to adorn this with my faithful Montecristi Panama Hat. I would be impeccably (but not over) dressed.

I drew several maps to ‘Angina’ from various starting locations so there would be no doubt in my ability to get there. I don’t like to admit it to people, but I have a woeful sense of direction. When I first moved to my current apartment, I would often get lost on the way from the lounge room to the bedroom and find myself stranded for days in a netherworld that existed between the two. Eventually I had to be rescued by bemused firemen.

Any date preparation that could conceivably be explored was explored thoroughly. I had never felt so utterly prepared for anything. I harangued myself with nightmare scenarios wherein I’d say the wrong thing or, heaven forbid, forget to wear my hat, but I knew these were anxious delusions. I was a thoroughly capable, socially superior human being, and would make for a perfect date. I hoped desperately that Windsor was as excited as me and that maybe we’d become better people via our association.

When Friday finally arrived, it’s safe to say I left for the date a bit early. I called in sick for work the day prior and camped out in front of ‘Angina’ from 3:00am onward. It was vitally important that I locate the restaurant without issue and wanted to give myself a healthy amount of time in which to do so. It wasn’t as hard to find as I feared and five minutes after leaving my apartment, I was standing in front of it. I congratulated myself on a rare instance of superior navigation and settled in across the road. Watching an unfrequented restaurant in the early hours is a disquieting experience. Where there should be bustle, there is ghostly silence. One could almost sense the building aching with loneliness. All things appreciate their function, and without it, there is loss. I knew this too well. The sexual function in which most living things engage with instinctive hunger was absent in me, and as such, I was rendered a pariah. I never used to believe that sex was an important force within the world beyond its biological function. But as I grew, I began to notice the way it floods every nook of life. Men and women are a calamity of bubbling chemistry that collides with one another, wreaking havoc and spawning disaster. Every action is laced with sex. Every living thing is the result of sex. Nothing would exist without it. I never underwent a formative experience that detracted me from it; rather it never bloomed within me. And when life taught me how truly pervasive sex was, I knew that my passage through would be a difficult one.

Windsor struck me as different. He admitted that sex was something he craved, but his means of engaging were illustrative of a chair’s sole function anyway. Can one truly begrudge a chair for wanting to be sat on? I believed Windsor was mistaking sex with purpose. The problem with the human animal is that it is capable of so much more than sex, yet little else tends to motivate them. A chair however, would quickly become useless in a society that refused to sit down. No… Windsor wasn’t sexually rambunctious; rather he wanted to justify his existence in the only way made available to him. And if I was able to help him experience that justification, I was willing to do so without sexual investment.

As first light began to paint the city around me, I felt a sense of peace. Every person and thing possessed a quiet type of beauty I had never seen before. Within the chaos resided an order. Within the order resided hope. Understanding that I was getting a little ahead of myself, with Windsor in my life, it was as if I had finally found my order among the chaos. Was it possible for love to grow from something so small? I always assumed love at first sight was a fantasy created by Bolivian soap dramas.

I continued my patient wait, ignoring the increasing hunger and simply allowing time to unfold at the pace it deemed suitable. I surveyed the surrounding area, hoping I might see Windsor, having arrived too early and waiting from his own vantage point. If he was here, he was well hidden. It was more likely that he wasn’t here, which although expected, was mildly disappointing.

At around noon I started to become agitated. The inner peace of the morning was giving way to the collective malaise of humanity crammed together in the city. Passing birds were making a habit of dropping stolen bracelets on me. On several occasions, this was followed by the distressed owner of a bracelet spotting me with it in my possession. They approached with murderous anger in their eyes and it was difficult to convince them that I was not the thief. One woman even made a point of seeking assistance from a policeman, but luckily for me, it was the same policeman I admitted my gibbon murder to, and he was unable to take me seriously. At 4pm, I erected netting to prevent the bracelets from falling into my unwitting possession and made a mental note to start disliking birds.

My hunger was starting to get the better of me and rather than wait for dinner, I thought it wise to seek out some food. It wouldn’t have been socially decent to appear unseemly by gorging myself at the dinner table. I flagged down a vendor selling deep fried moss jelly and ordered two blocks. I guided the quivering mess into my mouth, trying to protect the cleanliness of my suit. I was heartened when an elderly lady, seeing my predicament, offered to help feed me. I accepted this act of goodwill and managed to consume the moss jelly without further issue. I tipped my hat toward her in thanks and she raised her skirt to me in deviance. I grimaced and averted my gaze.

When 8pm finally arrived, I arose from my seat and felt the bones in my body crack like heating ice. I stretched until my stagnated body loosened up and made a shaky path to the entrance of Angina. It was precisely 8pm when a disinterested-looking gentleman manning a reservation book asked if I needed assistance. Up until this moment it had never crossed my mind that Windsor may never show up. Perhaps he didn’t even make the reservation. I was so utterly involved in my own whimsy that I never stopped to think about the other party. What if, after reflection, he had decided this wasn’t what he wanted? He never sought out my contact details, so there would have been no way to notify me.

My voice broke as I said, “Table for two, under the name… ‘Windsor’.

The disinterested gentleman glanced down at the reservation book, making a point to take his time. I felt nauseous with worry. I wanted to turn around and walk away – avoid any potential embarrassment.

“Right this way, sir,” said the gentleman.

He began to walk into the body of the restaurant. The relief that swarmed every part of me made it difficult to walk. That was one victory, now I just needed Windsor to show up.
  


CHAPTER 8
 

‘Angina’ was a buzzing restaurant populated by a trendy crowd of vacuity. I usually made a habit of avoiding restaurants because they tend to attract the sort of people who go to restaurants. Theirs wasn’t a true concern with gastronomy. This was merely an expression of that strange communal tendency to eat food around other people eating food. I hoped that Windsor would be waiting for me when I arrived, but the table I was led to made a point of being empty. A single tea light sat at the table’s centre, casting restless shadows. I took a seat, placed my hat and tried not to squirm as a cloth napkin was folded and placed on my lap – an activity that struck me as vulgar.

Although only by a minute, 8pm had been and gone, and I was growing worried. I stared at the empty seat across from me, willing the arrival of Windsor. A basket of petrified lark was placed before me, which I picked at, more to keep myself occupied than anything. The moss jelly had already sated my appetite. By 8:05 I was wondering if I should admit defeat and leave and by 8:10 I decided to wait no longer. I stood up in a huff and reached for my hat. Before I could walk away, a hurried waiter bounded toward my table with a chair held aloft. It was Windsor!

The waiter balanced Windsor precariously on the chair before me and apologised to us both. I waited for her to walk away before sitting once more.

“I’m so sorry. Montgomery,” he said. “You wouldn’t believe the commotion.”

“What happened?”

“They weren’t going to let me in.”

I was a mixture of emotions. One the one hand, I was enraged on behalf of Windsor. Surely there was prejudice afoot on behalf of the restaurant. On the other hand, I was relieved that I hadn’t been stood up and that any lateness on Windsor’s part could be attributed to events outside his control.

“I’m so sorry, Windsor. How could this happen? Haven’t you been to this restaurant before?”

“It’s a common occurrence, I’m afraid. As a chair, one becomes accustomed to certain discriminations. I’m not what one would call a regular, but I have been here before. The gentleman at the door was a stranger to me, however.”

“It’s a sorry world we live in, that much I know for sure.”

“It’s okay,” he said with positivity. “All that matters is I’m here now and so are you. How are you? I’ve been looking forward to this all week. I was growing quite impatient. I hope that doesn’t make me sound desperate.”

I chuckled and assured Windsor it was fine. I didn’t make mention of my own impatience. This gave me an upper hand, which helped ease my nervousness. Windsor looked delightful amidst the dancing light of the tea candle. His varnished surface appeared even richer.

“Does it feel strange to be seated on another chair?” I asked.

Windsor shuffled about while considering my question. “No… I wouldn’t say that. Chairs are often stacked, and this isn’t much different. If anything, I feel a little sorry for the chair beneath me. I’m not as light as I used to be.”

We both chuckled. I was nice to break the ice in such a way. The toilet block encounter was one filled with uncertainty and shame. This evening felt like the true beginning of something special. We both studied our menus and discussed the merits of certain choices.

“Do you eat, Windsor?” I couldn’t help myself. I had to ask.

Windsor chuckled in that robotic way of his. “Yes… I do eat, but it isn’t a necessity. It’s more a way to uphold certain social standards. One should never refuse food if it is prepared for you.”

I nodded my approval. “Thanks for your candour. This is a new experience for me, I must admit, I have a lot of questions.”

“Perfectly understandable. How about we settle in for a nice meal and afterward, I’ll answer any questions you care to ask?”

I nodded once more. It was difficult to stifle the smile on my face. Windsor was a miraculous companion by any standard. We ordered our respective meals and engaged in beguiling small talk while we waited for our food to arrive. I was complimented more than once on my suit, and I made a point of complimenting Windsor on his sheen. I hadn’t felt this free for as long as I could remember. My words flowed easily and every utterance from Windsor was fascinating. Even in the murky waters of small talk, he possessed complete profundity. I was able to forget about the people around me and lose myself in moment.

I was quietly excited when our meals arrived because it would allow me an inadvertent chance to quench a curiosity I had. Namely, if Windsor was capable of eating, how did he manage such a task? He was a solid object without an obvious mouth, nor did he possess a means of moving food to whatever mouth may have existed. I was keen to know more about Windsor’s ways and not having to directly ask was preferable means of doing so.

“Sorry to do this to you, Montgomery,” said Windsor as his meal sat before him. “I have to ask you turn away while I eat. It’s nothing personal, I’m simply incapable of eating while being watched.”

I nodded with understanding, but was admittedly a little disappointed. I just had to remind myself that this didn’t alter the connection I believed existed between the two of us.

“I sense disappointment in your eyes,” he said. “Please believe me, Montgomery. It’s not that I wish to keep this part of myself hidden from you… it’s a physiological thing. I am literally incapable of eating while being watched. Eating requires that I perform several impossible actions, and impossibility cannot be perceived.”

I let his words sink in. In a strange way I understood what he was saying, but it raised some further questions.

“I accept this, Windsor, and although I admit to being intrigued, I certainly understand where you’re coming from. But I do have to ask… if, as you say, impossibility cannot be perceived, how is it that you can talk and move before my eyes?”

“Ah, Montgomery! There’s an important distinction that needs to be made here. Impossibility cannot be perceived, but improbability can.”

I nodded, pretending to comprehend the distinction. When it came down to it, I knew very little about the life of chairs. I decided that I would happily oblige by any considerations that Windsor required. There was no point letting something, which couldn’t be helped come between us.

While we ate, I made a point of turning my head every thirty seconds or so to allow my date a chance to enjoy his food. With my head turned, I could hear borborygmus rumbling from within him. He was digesting something alright… but how this was occurring would remain a mystery. Each time I turned back around, Windsor would thank me for my courtesy.

We luxuriated in the slow consumption of our meals in an effort to extend our time together. The thought that, at some point, Windsor and I would have to part ways was an ugly one that I tried to kill with the beauty of our continued togetherness. Eventually it became impossible to ignore that the restaurant was emptying. There was a pronounced sadness moving between Windsor and I that neither of us could ignore.

“I have a proposal for you, Montgomery, but I’m wary of applying pressure and want very much to avoid that.”

I stared at Windsor, preparing to embrace any suggestion that might end this sadness. “I’m listening.”

“I know that you and I have discussed moving slowly, so I hope this doesn’t sound insensitive to that intention… it’s just… I haven’t enjoyed myself this much in as long as I can remember, and I don’t want this night to end. Would you be open to the idea of coming back to my place?”

I had been hoping and dreading this invitation all evening. Had I possessed the gumption, I might have made the offer myself. I knew there was a strong chance that accepting Windsor’s offer might result in something I wasn’t comfortable with. Windsor was going to proposition me for sex, I was quite sure. The only thing that stopped me from flipping over the table and running away was the knowledge that for Windsor, sex was merely sitting. The question I had to ask myself was this – would I be prepared to sit on Windsor for the reasons he wanted? If I sat down on Windsor, would I be engaging in sex myself, or merely facilitating sex for him? I had to reconcile within myself the reality that going back with Windsor would require that I confront these issues. Being with Windsor filled me with such profound happiness that I was willing to explore these uncomfortable places. He deserved to feel happy and satisfied. I wanted to be the person responsible for this.

I looked at Windsor and said, “I accept your kind invitation.”
  


CHAPTER 9
 

Windsor insisted we travel to his home by horse-drawn carriage. I appreciated the romantic air of whimsy this mode of transport instilled in me. The crisp city air helped soothe my nerves, which as you can appreciate, were in danger of becoming unworkable. It was a short trip to Windsor’s home. He lived just outside the central business district in an upmarket apartment complex. When we stopped, I helped him out of the carriage, which gave me another opportunity to feel the superior workmanship of his wood.

“Follow me,” he said. “I’m on the 18th floor.”

I glanced up once more at his apartment complex. It didn’t look like it could possibly extend beyond ten floors.

“How is it possible you live on a floor that doesn’t appear to exist?” I asked.

“I could never afford to pay rent on a floor that existed,” was his simple reply.

He scraped forward and I followed close behind. We approached an elevator and Windsor asked me to turn my head so he could perform the impossible task of pressing the buttons. Remembering the promise I made to myself, I obliged without hesitation and remained this way until I heard the elevator door open. True to Windsor’s claim that the floor he lived on didn’t exist, there were no buttons for floors above nine. I was asked to turn my head once more and upon doing so, I heard a crashing sound followed by a wheeze. The elevator groaned to life and we shot upward. The lights illuminated the number for each floor as we ascended. When we reached and surpassed nine, the elevator filled with red smoke and turned in sickening circles. I fell against the wall, where the push of gravity ensured I remained until the doors finally opened with a foghorn announcement.

“Sorry about the rough ride,” said Windsor. “Welcome to the impossible.”

The floor we were on consisted of a single door housed within a small landing. A cautionary sign affixed to the door read ‘PLEASE KEEP YOUR FEET OFF THE SEATS’. I made a mental note of this. I wasn’t in a position to understand whether this was whimsical chair humour or a genuine plea. I turned my head so Windsor could open the door.

The room in which I was introduced embodied everything I held dear. There was a breathtaking display of hats lining the feature wall, which immediately caught my attention. Windsor, like myself, was a man of superior taste. Volumes of books concerning etiquette (in both modern and historical contexts) sat in mahogany bookcases. I wanted to paw through them, but the irony of bypassing etiquette to pursue books about that very topic didn’t sit well. Windsor’s whole house felt like the study of a gentleman from 1920s Britain. Had I the means to achieve it, this was precisely the abode I’d want for myself.

“Your apartment is utterly enchanting,” I said.

“Thank you.”

I turned around to face Windsor. He had two glasses of cognac sitting on his seat. I cupped one of the glasses in my hand and waited for it to warm.

“Why don’t we move to the sitting room,” said Windsor.

In light of everything, this was a highly suggestive statement, but I flushed it from my mind and followed. The first thing I noticed about the ‘sitting room’ was its ascetic qualities. Save for Windsor and myself, the room was barren. I took an unsophisticated gulp of my cognac, well before it had finished warming. It was smooth with the barest hint of alcohol – a superior brand no doubt.

“Why are you so nervous, Montgomery? I’m not going to hurt you. We don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

Not knowing what else to do, I took another gulp of the cognac. Windsor moved toward the centre of the room and remained in this position.

“Would you like to sit down, Montgomery?”

“I’m not sure,” I admitted.

“What is your main objection?”

I consumed the rest of my cognac in several boorish gulps before continuing. “I don’t know if we’re about to have sex or not.”

Windsor rattled back and forth while laughing in that artificial way of his. My anxiety was spiking.

“I assure you that sitting down on me will not constitute sex in the slightest. I’m not asking you to remove your clothing, and I’m certainly not asking you to involve your genitalia in the act. It’s quite late and I’m sure you’d like to relax. I am just like any chair you’ve ever sat on; albeit of a higher build quality. Take a seat Montgomery. Please.”

I began to move toward him, incapable of clear thought. When within sitting distance I plucked up the second glass of cognac and turned with my backside toward him.

“Sit, Monty. Sit!”

My leg muscles starting shaking as I attempted to control the speed of my descent.

“Yes, Monty!”

I edged ever closer and sensed a certain warm aura that surrounded Windsor’s surface.

“Do it!”

The aura pulled me down until my backside had landed in Windsor’s seat. I started to hyperventilate.

“Yes, Monty! Yes! Yes!”

Windsor was writhing and moaning beneath me. These were primal sounds that predated society. I closed my eyes as if such a thing would diminish what was happening, but it only focused my ears more acutely on the multifarious sounds Windsor was emitting.

“Grind that arse into me, Monty. Really let me have it!”

I found myself obeying his command and squirmed and shifted on his seat. I brought the second glass of cognac to my lips and skulled for all I was worth. It burned my throat, but didn’t erase the reality of the situation.

“Don’t stop! I’m your filthy fucking chair! Use me! USE ME!”

I began to bump up and down causing Windsor to squeak and moan with each repetition. He vibrated beneath me and with one final groan, he leaned backward on two legs so the he and I were on the verge of tipping. When we landed back on all four legs there was a thud that jolted me.

What had just happened? Despite the claim that this act wouldn’t constitute sex in the slightest, I felt dirty and violated. Windsor was rocking gently and panting, lost in the throes of some primal post-orgasmia. I became aware of a warm wetness seeping into my pants. I ran my finger along the edge of the seat. A viscous liquid with an oceanic scent was seeping from Windsor’s grain. He was soaked in it. I lunged from the seat and threw open the door of the sitting room.

“Monty, wait!” cried Windsor, but I had no time for it. I felt tears welling in my eyes and wanted nothing else but escape. I heard him scraping his way toward me. I refused to look, instead I hastened my exit. The tears were starting to flow and my eyes were burning. I slapped my palm against the elevator button and slipped inside when the doors opened. As they closed behind me, I broke down into a wretched sob. Being on a floor that didn’t exist, there were no buttons anywhere in the elevator. I slumped against the wall in defeat and slowly slid to the ground where I curled in a ball and heaved my despair. The doors opened once more. I glanced toward them and, through tear-burned eyes, saw Windsor. I felt powerless.

“Oh dear! Monty! I’m so, so sorry. Please can we talk about this? I had no idea.”

He rushed toward me until there was nothing but him. I scrunched my eyes shut, trying not to acknowledge the situation. Vomit was climbing my gullet, which refused to swallow down.

“Please speak to me, Monty. It wasn’t supposed to be like this.”

The vomit gushed from my mouth, sullying my suit and pooling beneath me. I felt as though my foot was being tugged at, a feeling I kicked against to no avail. With my eyes toward the ceiling, I was dragged back into Windsor’s impossible apartment.

“Go away,” I sobbed. “I want to be alone.”

But the dragging continued until I was once more in the belly of the beast. Then, as if my violation weren’t complete enough, my soiled clothes were stripped off and replaced by a blanket. I clutched it close and buried my head beneath it, determined not to let Windsor see me. The blanket was a cave I could seek refuge in.

“It’s okay, Monty. Just rest. Allow yourself to understand what has happened between us.”

The brute, who only moments prior had soiled me, was now absent in Windsor’s voice. He sounded just like the enchanting chair I had enjoyed the greatest night of my life with. I wanted it to stop. The strings of my heart were being plucked against my wishes. How could Windsor exist as two vastly different things at the one time? Where was this sex beast lurking when we were discussing our myriad fancies over dinner? I had an intuitive sense that the Windsor who swept me off my feet was the real Windsor. But then again… wasn’t the pervert an equally valid expression of his true self? Perhaps I was too simple-minded in my approach to others. I’ve always been very quick to paint others with an unkind brush.

My eyes were losing the ability to remain open and I began to give in. From outside the cocoon of my blanket, Windsor was singing Warrant songs in a hushed lullaby tone. His androgynous voice tiptoed into my ears, caressing me in a deep, satisfying place. One-by-one I felt my anxieties collapsing in exhausted heaps. Each new collapse freed me a little more. It had been a long day. A day unlike any I had ever experienced. My eyes could no longer open. My brain activity was little more than a standby hum. I was asleep.

…
 

I was roused awake by trilling insects. Windsor was by my side, which was a comforting feeling. Windsor represented a conflict that I had to overcome, but he was still a great source of comfort and warmth.

“Go back to sleep, Monty. It’s still so early.”

“What time is it?”

“Autumn. Go back to sleep.”

He looked majestic in the dull lamp light. Without thought, I clasped my hand around one of his legs. “Last night really disturbed me,” I said.

“Can I be straight with you?” he said.

I wormed my way closer toward him so my shoulder was kissing the leg I clasped. “Please do.”

“I feel something very special between you and I. Something I have never felt before. After one evening with you, it’s as if you’ve always been in my life. I never thought such a connection possible. I would never have the courage to verbalise such feelings so early into a relationship, but I believe you feel it too.”

I felt my heart curling into a smile. Windsor’s words were beautiful. They made me feel beautiful. It hadn’t dawned on me how much I longed to be loved.

“I feel it too,” I said quietly.

“I lost control last night, Monty. I was ravenous with desire. You have to understand… it has been so long since I’ve experienced sexual release. I know that doesn’t excuse what happened, but if I were being honest, I don’t believe I could have prevented my behaviour. The only way I can experience release is via my primary function. To put it bluntly… I can’t sit on myself. I turned an activity that you had no need to experience as sex into sex, and for that I eternally apologise. I understand if you never want to see me again. It would break my heart, but I’d understand. If you can find it within to forgive me, I promise to never put you through something like that again. You won’t even have to sit on me until you feel ready. And you may never feel ready. I accept that. I just want to explore this connection we have.”

Windsor was an expert at setting my mind at ease. He possessed the exact pattern of words capable of unlocking the ciphers within me. I had to be wary of this. I was liable to give in completely and potentially find myself in tears again. I didn’t want what was happening between the two of us to end. However, for this to progress with respect and understanding, we had to take our foot off the accelerator.

“I want to explore the connection too,” I said. “But I will need a little time to organise the mess of thoughts strewn around my brain. What happened last night cannot happen again. I don’t think we’d survive it.”

“Of course, Monty.”

There was palpable relief in his voice, which in turn relieved me. His tone mimicked his words. When he spoke of his feelings toward me, I knew he meant them.

“I’m going to go home for a while. When I’m ready, I’ll contact you. Without meaning to sound insensitive, please don’t attempt to contact me before I contact you. I hope you understand.”

“Of course. Do what you need to do. I’ll be waiting.”

And I believed he would.
  


CHAPTER 10
 

How does one kill time when they’re pretending to ‘think things over’? That was the dilemma I now faced. The second I left Windsor, I knew I wanted to pursue a relationship, but I didn’t want to appear so crass as to dive right in. It was important for me to be seen as a man willing to take a step back from the fray in the interest of reason and long-term benefit. How would it look for me to breakdown in a mess only to wipe the slate clean within hours of the collapse? Yes… I acknowledge that wiping the slate clean was precisely what happened, but I didn’t need anyone else to know that. I was still concerned about the sexual element enforcing itself on our relationship, but I was convinced we could navigate this with maturity.

I decided to spend my time trying to understand the sexual urge that afflicted Windsor. It wouldn’t do for me to bumble my way through each such encounter with disgust. Perhaps if I approached it with a scientific philosophy, I could lessen the power of my disgust. All I needed was the wherewithal to endure Windsor’s carnal needs and I’d be able to enjoy the many glorious aspects to our relationship. I wanted to be a good partner. He deserved more than my shameful display the night prior and I deserved more than his seeping lust. By stepping toward each other and embracing the new while respecting the old, our bond could only grow. My militant stance concerning sex was not in the relationship’s best interest. As much as it pained me, I knew this to be true. This was by no means a capitulation to sex on my part, but I didn’t want this to damage the relationship, which was above my ideology.

The phone book provided my means of seeking sexual understanding. I found the number of a so-called ‘sex guru’ who operated from an office not far from me. Her name was Perineum Applebaum and she promised confidential satisfaction. Her business was called ‘Sexualis Delirium’, which I appreciated for faux Latin reasons. By the time my sabbatical was over, Windsor would have satisfaction without my added histrionics. I would truly be the partner he deserved.

The subdued nature of the flat hat made it an appropriate choice for my visit to ‘Sexualis Delirium’. I felt almost invisible as I made my way through the busy city streets. It massaged my head, promising continued discretion. Thankfully my trek took me to areas of the city I rarely visited, so the likelihood of seeing anyone I knew was low. ‘Sexualis Delirium’ was secreted away in an alley, which gave me a further sense of privacy.

The building was painted an unfortunate shade of pink, which did little to impress me, but I approached the door with Windsor in mind. A gentleman whose face was primarily moustache stood before the entrance.

“Hello sir,” he said. “May we help you?”

“Well… um… well,” I blubbered, “I have an… appointment.”

“Do you now? And whom is this appointment with?”

He pushed his face against mine until I felt the stiffness of his moustache bristles scraping my nose. “Applebaum. I’m here to see Applebaum.”

He stood aside and with a sweeping hand gesture, motioned toward the door.

“She’s expecting you,” he said. “I hope you have cock insurance.”

These words sent a chill down my spine. I turned to face the gentleman. His face was stuck in a sickening wink that he either refused or was unable to release. I hesitated at the Sexualis threshold, but pushed forward in honour of Windsor. In honour of us.

I found myself in a moist, velveteen corridor. It wound its way out of view and was much longer than the façade of the building suggested possible. Each step squelched into the ground and tested the integrity of my footing. Red fairy lights lined the ceiling, the illuminative qualities of which were so low that it had to contravene occupational health and safety regulations. The further up the corridor I travelled, the less comfortable I was beginning to feel. When the corridor truncated with a circular, bulbous door, I was relieved and concerned. A sign above the door read ‘COME’. I tried knocking, but couldn’t produce a sound above a dull wet slap. I stared in confusion, noticing a feint yellow glow in the door’s centre. I moved toward it and slid my finger into the glow’s source. The door began to throb, building in intensity before falling away and dousing me in pink fluid. My outfit was completely ruined.

“Welcome, Mr. Worthington. Rest assured, any necessary cleaning costs will be taken care of by us.”

Standing in the doorway was a woman with a calm smile, almost as if she was oblivious to the discourtesy that had befallen me. She wasn’t clothed; rather she was painted, and not painted very well either. About her body was a generic depiction of Bossa Nova’s history in garish colours. It left very little to the imagination, nor did it depict the history of Bossa Nova accurately. It made me angry.

“Would you take a look at me?” I yelled. “There’s soiled, and then there’s this. What method of entry into a business is this? I can’t imagine it adheres to building codes.”

“You must be Mr. Worthington,” she said, ignoring my temper. “Please follow me and we’ll get started.”

The gooey corridor failed to betray the pleasant sterility of the room we were now in. While the corridor was a crass attempt to evoke sex, with the exception of the painted woman, this room was devoid of such vulgar gimmicks. I felt as though we were now within the walls of a scientific research institute.

“Before we get into it, Mr. Worthington, I’d like for us to sit down and have a brief chat. This will give us an idea of how to proceed.”

“Proceed with what?” I asked, making a show my irritation.

“That really depends on you.” She opened a door and gestured toward it. “Please take a seat, Mr. Worthington. I’ll be right with you.”

I was ushered into a small office and left to my own devices. The room was scarcely furnished, with just two chairs and a table between them – not that there was room for much else. I took a seat, and as had become my custom while sitting in chairs that weren’t Windsor, pined for our togetherness. On the wall behind the other chair was a large anatomical diagram with myriad lines pointing to so-called ‘sexual regions’. If this diagram was indicative of reality in any way, it suggested that we were rife with such regions. I shivered at the thought. Affixed to the wall on my right was a poster detailing a plethora of animal penises, starting with human and ending with the Aye-aye. I shuddered once more. Behind me was a similar poster, only this one was devoted to the vagina. I had never seen such a highly concentrated amount of filth. Perhaps coming here wasn’t a great idea. Who am I kidding? Of course it wasn’t!

The painted woman entered the office while I was studying the vaginas. I was ashamed and only hoped my face revealed an appropriate level of disgust. She made no mention of this and I at least admired her ability to let the shame of others rest.

“Sorry about that, Mr. Worthington. I had to attend to another patient. I’m all yours now.”

She flashed a smile that I didn’t return. Instead, I made a point of studying my sodden suit.

“What are you going to do about this?” I asked.

“We’ll have the suit taken care off. For now, shall we get into it?”

“Yes… I suppose. But I shan’t forget about the suit.”

I noticed her eyes roll back in frustration, which I considered something of a victory. Rather than continue discussing my suit, she opened a drawer and retrieved some papers. She squared them on the desk and placed them before me.

“I haven’t properly introduced myself. I am Perineum Applebaum. I am managing director and chief researcher at Sexualis Delirium. I am here to help you feel comfortable and respected during your awakening.”

The papers before me contained perverted questions such as:

Have you ever deliberately tasted pubic hair?

Do you examine your bowel movements before flushing?

Have you ever masturbated with a ‘sex duck’?
 

I threw the papers down in disgust.

“I’ll tell you right now, Miss Applebaum, the answer to each and every question is NO. And what do you mean by ‘awakening’?”

She flashed another smile – a smile that suggested she was enduring me rather than appreciating me. “You haven’t even read all the questions, Mr. Worthington. How can you honestly answer ‘no’ to each?”

“Because I am not a pervert. Now what’s all this palaver about my ‘awakening’?”

“The ‘awakening’ is merely a process of sexual understanding. People who come here are often afflicted with sexual frustrations, and our job is to remove those frustrations. Tell me, Mr. Worthington… what are your frustrations?”

I slammed my palm against the table. “I have a sole sexual frustration and that is that sex exists in the first place.”

Applebaum scribbled something into a notepad while repeating the word ‘interesting…’. “So it would be fair to say you don’t like sex?”

“Don’t like it? I loathe it with every fibre of my being. It is an infection slowly eating away at purity.”

A combination of outrage and self-satisfaction overcame me as Miss Applebaum scribbled my words down. No matter how hard the world tried to dissuade me, my ideology would remain strong. Not even the self-proclaimed ‘sex guru’ would alter that.

“You seem to have some very strong opinions about sex. Have you ever actually had it?”

I smiled. “Miss Applebaum… I am 48 years old. I have been on this earth for over 17,000 days, more than 400,000 hours, and in all that time I have successfully managed to avoid sex. No matter how far the world around me sinks into depravity, I remain moral and unsullied. So not only have I never had sex, but I am very proud of that fact.”

“So… with all this moral superiority of yours, one question must be asked, Mr. Worthington… why are you here? This is the last place I’d expect to find someone like you. Is this a moral crusade of yours? Are you here to convert me?”

Sarcasm dripped from her words, but I didn’t let this bother me. One grows used to the inferior displays of superiority in others.

“I’m not exactly here for me,” I said. “I’ve met someone.”

Miss. Applebaum’s eyes widened. She leaned forward, interest having struck for the first time since meeting me. “Ahh! Now I’m getting the picture. This ‘someone’ of yours… they want to have sex?”

“Regrettably, yes. He has a sexual appetite, and as you can imagine, this is causing me some consternation.”

“He? So you’re of homosexual persuasion then?”

I was truly surprised by this question as she continued to scribble down my words in her notebook. I wasn’t an anything sexual. Sexual appetite for any of the genders disgusted me.

“No… you don’t quite understand. I have chosen the ‘he’ pronoun for practical purposes only. In actuality, he has no gender, which is something that works very nicely for me.”

“If ‘he’ has no gender, how exactly are the two of you going to have sex?” asked Miss Applebaum. She was truly interested now.

“That’s one of the best aspects to this relationship. I don’t have to have sex with him, rather I provide sex for him. There is a difference.”

“What do you mean? You find people to have sex with him?”

I coughed up tea I finished drinking days ago at the nerve of the question. “No! Of course not. I personally give him sex.”

“With your body?”

“Yes with my body. What a ridiculous question.”

“Sorry if I seem a little slow on the uptake, Mr. Worthington, but are you suggesting the two of you have already had sex?”

“No no no! You simply don’t understand. I don’t need to have sex with him in order for him to have sex.”

“How is it that he is having sex and you’re not? Spell it out for me.”

“I sit on him. All I have to do is sit on him and he is having sex, whereas I am merely sitting.”

“Why do you sit on him?”

“Because that’s his function, you imbecile!”

“His function is to be sat on?”

“Of course it is! He’s a bloody chair for god’s sake! What else would you do with a chair?”

“A chair?”

I nodded. I was feeling quite put out by the barrage of questions, and my temper was getting the best of me. Applebaum wasn’t overly concerned by my temper, but she seemed dazed. Her eyes were studying the ceiling while she tried to process what I had said. I really didn’t think it was that complicated… especially for a supposed ‘sex guru’.

“I could talk to you all day, Mr. Worthington. But I believe I have everything I need for us to get started.”

“Get started with what?” I asked. “I haven’t consented to anything.”

Applebaum retrieved the empty questionnaires, placed them back in her drawer and stood up. “It’s okay. You’ll be given every opportunity to refuse whatever is offered to you. Follow me please.”

We were back in the clinical glare of the research facilities. Miss Applebaum walked with brisk steps passed various rooms hidden behind closed doors. Given the nature of Sexualis Delirium, I couldn’t even begin to image what activity those doors were saving me from.

“We’re going to start you off in the evaluation lab, Mr. Worthington.”

She pushed through a set of port-holed double doors, which I snuck through before they had a chance to close, removing my need to touch them. There were two other individuals in this room, both of whom had their faces obscured by surgical masks. One approached me with a white hospital gown.

“Please change into this, Mr Worthington,” he said.

I took the gown and sought privacy behind a curtain. I didn’t like the way this appointment was developing. Intrigue wanted me to stay while panic wanted me to leave. I peeled off my sodden suit, trying as best as I could to avoid seeing my naked body. If avoiding one’s own nudity were a sport, I believe I’d be something of a champion. I wrapped the gown around me, tying desperate knots to keep it as tightly bound to my body as possible and stepped out.

“I’m not feeling terribly comfortable about this, Miss Applebaum,” I said.

“You have nothing to worry about,” she replied. “What we’re doing here isn’t invasive at all. We’re going to scan your body to ascertain the extent of your sexuality. This is an important step if we decide to move ahead with treatment.”

I had a cocky desire to have them scan me. It was one thing for me to speak of having no sexuality, but quite another for their scientific instrumentation to prove it. Several times throughout our consultation, I had a suspicion that Miss. Applebaum didn’t believe my conviction was pure.

“I’d very much like to be scanned by you folk,” I said.

I was led toward a stainless steel examination chair. Since meeting Windsor, I found myself intrigued by each and every chair I came across. The difference in design from chair-to-chair was an astonishment on its own. All paled in comparison to Windsor, of course, but I appreciated my newfound sensibilities in this area.

“Take a seat please,” said Miss. Applebaum.

I did as requested. The chair shifted about below me until I was supine and all I could see were lights. I was handed a pair of tinted glasses to help lessen the intensity of the glare.

“Just relax, Mr. Worthington. We have a range of devices designed to capture sexuality readings, all of which are very safe.”

A switch to my side was flicked and a dull hum filled the room. A monstrous machination was wheeled into view. It was a jumble of metal and glass with a long, protruding arm, at the end of which was a device similar to a barcode scanner. The scanner stopped inches from my eyes and glowed red with life. The light grew strong until I felt its warmth against my face.

“Prepared for complex cognitive sexual development scanning,” said an assistant.

“Just relax,” said Miss Applebaum.

The machine started to beep and whistle while the light scanned up and down my face.

“Decrypting cortex analysis.”

The beeping elongated, morphing into a single, painful squeal. I plugged my ears with protective fingers, but the sound was too insistent to merely be blocked out.

“What’s happening,” said Miss Applebaum with concern lacing her voice.

“The machine can’t process the cerebral data.”

Smoke began to curl from the tip of the scanner, casting off a burning smell. The mechanic arm jittered in epileptic confusion. There was a loud bang, which cut off the incessant squeal and finally, the machine itself burst into flames. The assistant rushed away and came back with fire extinguishers, which they used to engulf the machine.

When the chaos had calmed and everyone was breathing normally again I, somewhat stupidly, asked, “Was that supposed to happen?”

“No, Mr. Worthington… we don’t make a habit of destroying our obnoxiously expensive equipment each time we do a reading,” said Miss Applebaum.

“Why did it happen?” I asked.

“Until we investigate the incident, I can’t be 100% sure. If I may hypothesise, the result we have seen today is indicative of one of two things. The first, like you have suggested, you possess no sexuality. This lack of sexual information caused a disruption in the scanner, which in turn led to collapse.”

I smiled at this hypothesis. “And what’s the second?”

“The second is that, not only do you possess sexuality, but you possess a sexuality so strong that the machine overloaded from the pure quantity of data.”

I didn’t like that preposterous second hypothesis one bit.

“I hope you don’t expect me to pay for the damage,” I said.
  


CHAPTER 11
 

I was given several waiver forms to fill out before I could undergo treatment. After the ambiguities surrounding my reading, I thought it important to consent to whatever it would take to prove to Miss Applebaum that I did indeed lack sex. She had an egotistical air about her, and I knew full well she assumed her second hypothesis was more likely. I’ll admit that my decision to move forward with the Sexualis treatment was based solely on pride. But, when it came down to it, how many decisions in this world aren’t pride-based in some way?

The ‘treatment room’ was essentially a laboratory full of esoteric equipment. Once again, there was an examination chair I was asked to sit on, but this time I wasn’t permitted to wear any clothes.

“I really would like to keep my gown,” I said.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Worthington. When you signed those forms you consented not only to the treatment, but to abiding by the process of treatment.”

Assistants approached from either side and, despite further protestation, removed my gown. I threw my hands over my genitals and buried my backside into the chair. “This is most unpleasant”.

“Just relax,” said Applebaum. “You really have nothing to worry about.”

I felt the burn of a needle in my neck, which I swiped at like a mosquito, but it had already managed to bite me. There was an immediate relaxation that spread throughout my body and everything in my periphery began to churn. In one sense, I was more wide-awake than I’ve ever been, but it was reckless. I couldn’t control my thoughts and this upset me. My precious sense of control sought this opportunity to leave.

One of the assistants wheeled a tray of needles to my side. This didn’t concern me. I merely marvelled at the way they captured light. Another assistant started swabbing my body with pink liquid, the fumes of which were vaguely intoxicating. Then the needling began. Starting at the tips of my fingers, needle after needle was eased into my body. I expected to feel a pinch, but instead I felt calm. A device was wheeled toward me containing a mass of small tubing topped with what looked like the jug of a water cooler filled with green liquid. Tubing was affixed to each inserted needle, of which there were far too many to count. The assistants were talking amongst themselves, but I no longer had the capacity to understand words. A lever was pulled on the side of the device and the green liquid began to cough and bubble as it worked its way down the multitudinous tubing and into my body. Once the liquid was drained, one-by-one, each needle was removed from my body, a small geyser of green accompanying each extraction.

Despite having litres of foreign substance pumped into my body, I was beginning to wonder why I felt nothing out of the ordinary. Surely one would react to such substantial change in the body’s climate? Then I glanced down and became aware of my penis. Awareness of the penis isn’t something I revelled in, and had I not been medicated, this would have been shocking to me. My horrible penis was throbbing red and stretching toward the ceiling. I had heard of erections, but had never seen one before. It was stunning to me that such an innocuous flop of muscle could transform into something so violent looking. Obese veins clung to the side like worms, feeding the structure with blood from elsewhere in my body. The head of my penis had broken free of the foreskin, looking raw and hungry. It was devilish, but I couldn’t avert my gaze. From the tip, a blast of foam spat free and tumbled down my shaft. What was this?

One of the assistants fastened several leather straps along the length of the shaft and slid hooks through my strained foreskin, pulling it back. A small metallic cap attached to wiring lowered from the ceiling. It reminded me of those industrial grade hair dryers that are lower over the heads of chattering ladies, only much smaller. The head of my penis was slathered in a thick gel before the metallic cap was placed on top. Everyone backed away and the lights in the room were turned out. Other than theatrics, I could see no reason for this. A flash of light burst from the penile cap and my whole body shook with electronic intervention. This was repeated several more times with escalating intensity. I smelled something burning that I attempted to convince myself wasn’t originating from me. And this was all I remember from my ‘treatment’.

…
 

…And then I was in a recovery room. There was a television in the top corner that displayed a woman eating a mandarin in an overly languid way. I was tucked into my bed in a manner that made breathing difficult. There was a plate of onions on a bedside table that did little to whet my appetite, but the fumes did make me cry a little.

Curiously, based on my memory of recent experiences, I was in no pain, or even mild discomfort. Pink spots mapped my vision, but already they were starting to dissipate with the passing minutes. The mandarin eating lady was making a real show of peeling back the skin and getting to the flesh within. She ran her tongue over the webbed surface of the exposed segments before piercing it with her teeth and letting the juice cascade down her chin. I wasn’t one for televisual entertainment, and the merits of what I was watching reinforced this.

“How are you feeling, Mr. Worthington?”

I turned my head toward the voice. Miss Applebaum stood before me in all her painted lack of modesty.

“Thank you for distracting me from the television,” I said.

“Are you experiencing any discomfort?”

I mentally scanned my body, looking for problematic areas. If anything, other than desperately needing to go to the toilet, I felt better than I had in a while.

“I feel great,” I admitted.

“Any sexually charged thoughts or feelings?”

I balked at the suggestion. Not only was my body more barren of sex than ever, but I felt a towering sense of superiority. “I can assure you, there is nothing within me remotely sexual. Your treatment, although elaborate, was a waste of time.”

Miss Applebaum nodded, not really listening, just writing down her infernal notes. I had expected her to offer me something resembling an apology.

“What are you writing?”

She hugged her notes close to her chest. “It’s scientific jargon, Mr. Worthington. It would mean nothing to you.”

Now, not only was she underplaying the grandeur of my sexlessness, but she was patronising me. I was going to snatch her notes before I left this hospital because I was feeling petulant. She was undermining my triumph.

“The tests went well,” she said. “No signs of trauma. Would you like to try standing up for me?”

I flung back the blankets, felt a chill and then noticed I was still naked. I threw the blankets back into place. “Do you think I could get my clothes back?”

“Your clothes are being cleaned. Don’t worry, they’ll be mailed to you.”

“What the devil am I supposed to wear in the interim? I have to go home.”

She nodded toward a wardrobe. “You’ll find some temporary clothes in there. Don’t worry about sending them back. Consider it our parting gift. If you’re feeling as well as you claim, you can leave, Mr. Worthington. This has been a very interesting day.”

Before leaving Sexualis Delirium, with a mind to never see it again, I had to know what Applebaum had been writing about me. Wearing temporary clothes too ghastly to mention, I snuck out of the recovery room and back into the lab. Applebaum was hunched over a computer and lost in her own world. She was holding onto her clipboard of notes loosely by her side. I pounced. She turned to face me. Her mouth fell open as the weight of my body came down on top of her. Her hand released the clipboard, which slid across the polished floor. I scrambled toward the clipboard while Applebaum scrambled toward my legs, trying to keep me out of reach.

“What are you doing!” she yelled.

I kicked out of her grip, army crawling those last precious feet to the clipboard. What I saw was a cause for puzzlement. Rather than notes about me, or scientific data that I might pretend to understand, there was a childish drawing of a radish pleasuring itself.

“What is this?” I asked.

Applebaum picked herself up off the ground and gave me a sheepish grin accompanied by an awkward wave.

“Explain yourself, Applebaum.”

Rather than bother with explanations, a split began to form in her painted exterior. Her skin tore apart like cheap material, and from the tear two children emerged, one male and the other female. They were dressed in school uniforms and pushed each other on their way out. The female scampered away, and after blowing me an obnoxious raspberry, the male followed suit. I’d had enough of Sexualis Delirium.
  


CHAPTER 12
 

With the benefit of time, I did start to notice some personal changes as a result of my Sexualis treatment. My attitude to sex hadn’t changed much, but my attitude toward Windsor’s appetite for sex had evolved into something more understanding. Although I attributed this to the treatment, this may have been the result of my own personal development combined with my longing for Windsor. It had been less than a week since he and I had last seen each other, and in that time, his presence within my heart had grown. If he wanted me to sit on him, I was prepared to do that. A successful relationship is forged from compromise, and if he was willing to tone down his sexual animalism, I was willing to provide him with release. The fact I was willing to include myself in such a situation was a testament to the effect love was having on me.

An insecure part of me worried that Windsor considered me too difficult and had sought out someone else. Although I believed myself in the right, I conceded that most people would have been happy to provide sex. If Windsor managed to find someone unperturbed by the fact he was a chair, well… it doesn’t take a genius to conclude that I would no longer be in contention for his affections. I felt guilty for these petulant thoughts. Windsor wasn’t like that. It’s true that he and I hadn’t yet spent a great deal of time together, but that didn’t lessen the intensity of our connection.

Thankfully, before my self-doubt could get the better of me, I was given a sign that told me it was time for Windsor and I to reconnect. I had returned to my place of employment, and just like any other day, I had the dilemma of toilet requirements. I felt a little uncomfortable returning to the toilet block in the bamboo forest, but the fact remained – my body still produced waste, and the bamboo forest toilet was still the most immaculate public facility I had ever encountered. In one sense, it felt as though I were returning to the scene of a crime, but in another, it was as if I were returning to the birthplace of something beautiful.

My first post-Windsor trip was confronting. I sat in the same cubicle and considered the toilet wall solicitation that had started this whole adventure. Had I known that Windsor was a chair, would I have met him? I shuddered at the thought. I don’t know what I was expecting when I foolishly sought to meet the author of the solicitation, but had I known it was a chair, common sense most likely would have kept me from going ahead. With that said, I was driven by an obsession quite foreign to me and it was clear common sense hadn’t played a significant role in my decision. I became so entrapped in personal reflection that I was several hours late back to work, which attracted disciplinary action.

My subsequent post-Windsor trips to the bamboo forest toilet weren’t as difficult. I was able to do what I came to do without getting lost in my own thoughts, just mildly tangled, which wasn’t an unpleasant feeling. It was on the fifth visit that something amazing happened. I didn’t notice at first. I simply sat on the toilet to go about my business, but as I motioned to flush the waste away, it dawned on me… the toilet wall solicitation was no longer there. In its place was a black square of paint. Windsor had been here! By covering the solicitation, he was making a statement. He had found was he was looking for and no longer needed to solicit anything. He was looking for me. I was his man. It was time to rekindle our glorious connection.

…
 

I sat on Windsor, reading a book about prenatal etiquette. This was a strategy we devised in order to make such situations easier for me to handle. It was a means of distancing myself from Windsor’s sexuality while attending to it at the same time. Absorbing myself in the reading material was proving difficult. Despite Windsor’s attempt to minimise his satisfaction, he couldn’t help but moan, gasp or move on occasion. I didn’t begrudge him this. A large part of our compromise depended on my understanding, and it would have been insulting not to honour that by complaining about his sexual manifestations. With time, I had plans to appreciate his orgasmic moans and movements. I wanted to appreciate his needs and my role in facilitating them. He had already shown a great deal of restraint thus far, having kept the vulgarity down to a bare minimum. This was all the proof I needed that his intentions toward me were respectful. The important thing above all else was that Windsor and I were together once more.

We didn’t jump directly back to his coital fancies. It took time for me to work up the gumption. Memories of my prior violation proved difficult to forget… for both of us. Windsor seemed as reluctant as I to feel the kiss of my backside. Instead we talked. We delved deeper into each other than we ever had before, excavating the hidden elements that truly made us who we were. Rather than shying away from these long buried relics of our essential selves, we dusted them off and allowed the other to embrace them.

Our time apart had watered the garden of our love, so that when we reunited, it was with blooming flowers of affection. It may surprise you to know that it was me who first suggested I try sitting on Windsor again. He worried I was merely capitulating to his whim, but that couldn’t have been further from the truth. If anything, I was capitulating to a part of myself. I was letting go of a barrier that had only caused me pain. Just because I avoided sex didn’t mean the rest of the world had to. Whether I liked it or not, sex was an intrinsic part of life, and attempting to stand in its way was madness on my part. Perhaps my experience at Sexualis Delirium had been beneficial after all. My superiority was a gift and not a weapon to use against others. Understanding this was one of those defining moments life sometimes throws your way. I could use my pedestal not to look down my nose at others, but to help lift others up.

This hypnotic stage of early romance consumed me. For weeks I would meet Windsor after work. He and I would take walks, indulge in fine dining and, every few days, he and I would go back to his place where I would spend some time sitting on him while reading from Windsor’s delectable library. With each new sexual liaison, I grew more comfortable. I found myself ignoring his moans in favour of the words before me. This comfort gained in power until I found myself dozing off on his seat and waking hours later, caked in the slime of Windsor’s orgasm. I didn’t mind this. The smell was favourable to me, similar to pipe tobacco and evocative of class.

“I have something I’d like to talk to you about, Monty,” said Windsor one night in the comfort of his home. “Something I’ve been thinking about for a little while now, and I owe it to you to unburden myself of.”

There was gravity in his voice, and I immediately became worried that perhaps Windsor was seeking the backside of another man, perhaps while I was at work. I didn’t want him to continue, lest my worst fears came true, but I found myself responding with, “go on,” instead. He altered his position until I was staring directly into his cleft curved section.

“Well… you and I have been seeing each other for a while now, and I don’t want to speak for you, but I can honestly say I’ve never been happier.”

My nerves dissipated and that little-acknowledged, but beautiful feeling of relief replaced it. “Yes, dear. The last couple of months have been the best of my life. Sometimes I’m overwhelmed by the extent of my happiness.”

“Oh good!” exclaimed Windsor, as if he were worried my feelings weren’t as strong as his own. “Well… as I’m want to do, I have a proposal for you. One that I hope you’ll seriously consider.”

“Propose away, my good man.”

“I have this wonderful, thoroughly impossible apartment. It’s too big for me. I don’t even utilise the greater part of it. Chairs don’t need a great deal in order to maintain their existence. How would you feel about moving in with me?”

My eyes widened, and the beat of my heart pummelled against my chest.

“It’s okay, Monty. You don’t have to make a decision now,” said Windsor with desperation, obviously noticing my surprise and assuming it was negative. “I’m so sorry… I spoke too soon. Of course you’re not ready. How stupid of me.”

I held up a quieting finger and, in the absence of a mouth, pressed it against Windsor’s seat. “Hush now, my darling. I would be deeply honoured to live in this amazing home with you. I can think of nothing on this earth that would make me happier.”

Windsor tipped forward until he and I were embracing. A sobbing noise escaped from within him. I had never seen him this emotional.

“I love you, Monty,” he said. “I love you as if I’ve never loved before.”

I pressed my cheek against his seat. “I love you too, Windsor. I was nothing until I met you.”

And that is how Windsor and I decided to live together. I spent the rest of that unforgettable night sitting on him as firmly as I could, until he was so exhausted he needed to sleep, which is not something chairs typically do.
  


CHAPTER 13
 

I’d like you to imagine the following montage as if it were taking place within your favourite movie. Add some music of your own choosing, but I’d suggest something whimsical. I want to paint a picture of perfection.

With Windsor and I living together, we proceeded to live a life of bliss. I’d go to work each day with a spring in my step, counting the hours until we could be together once more. My tolerance within the workplace was growing and I no longer scoffed at conversations that were beneath me. I continued to visit the magical toilet block that, outside of our home, I regarded as a sacred place. I whistled while I walked the short trek home to find Windsor waiting for me outside our apartment block. The impossibility of his floor meant that only he could let me in and out.

We spent our evenings indulging in cultural pursuits such as plays and poetry readings, and when we arrived home, we’d read to each other. I convinced Windsor to share the bed with me that, until my arrival, had gone unused. I’d make a point of sitting on him of a night and then we’d both retire to the bed where I’d fall asleep stroking his vertical bars, covered in his orgasmic weep.

For weeks we lived in this splendour, losing ourselves further in each other. Logic suggests that perfection can never remain. I should have known this and prepared accordingly for the inevitable disruption. You may end the montage here. I don’t like the direction this story is about to take, but it would be dishonest of me to avoid it.

I woke up one morning with an uneasy sensation in my body. My throat was swollen and my nostrils were leaking in a manner I couldn’t quell. Other than a general lack of wellness, I was still mobile and, despite Windsor’s protestations, still went to work. He and I had enjoyed many late nights over the last few weeks and it was reasonable to assume I was rundown and my body was acting out accordingly. I promised myself a string of early nights so that my body had the opportunity to grasp health once more. I plugged my nostrils with gauze and set of to work, once again, ignoring Windsor’s plea for me to remain at home and under his loving care. Perhaps I should have listened, but I don’t think it would have stopped the events that followed, merely delayed them.

I sat down at my work computer with a cup of lemon and pilchard hoping it would stop the swelling and subsequent pain in my throat from getting worse. I busied myself with basic data entry, enough of which existed that I could pursue this easy task all day. The day was progressing without incident, but I was sure I was becoming increasingly ill. By lunchtime, a fever had set in, followed by a mild delirium. I pushed on, not wanting to succumb to my maladies. I hadn’t been sick since I was ten, so this incident was quite out of the ordinary for me.

I struggled my way to the bamboo forest toilet during my lunch break. My bowels were suffering along with the rest of my body and I had something unpleasant I needed to get out. While seated in the cubicle, I had a mind to remain there all day, but it wasn’t worth the disciplinary action I’d receive for leaving work early without warning. I evacuated the liquid mess forming inside me and struggled my way back to work, dismayed to discover my bowels were swimming in more liquid filth to replace the amount already removed. I clenched every muscle in my body and prepared for an unpleasant afternoon, all the while conceding that I’d most likely have to give work a miss the next day.

I was hunched over my desk with my face brushing against my keyboard, wondering if I would pass out and if so, whether anyone would help me. Save for others in the workplace tapping on their keyboards, the room was silent. This is when I heard the chair I was sitting on start to creak. This didn’t bother me at first. Feeling the way I was, my body was most likely swaying of its own volition, which caused the ensuing creak. I tried to push forward with my data entry, but the creaking grew in volume. I had made sure my body was a still as possible, ruling out the possibility I was responsible for the creak. It was more a distraction than anything else, but then, in the silence of the room, the chair beneath me moaned. I tried to remain calm. Delirium was clearly settling in and playing cruel tricks on my brain. The moaning continued. I moved my hands to my ears, but rather than extinguishing the noise, it was merely muffled, making it sound more vulgar somehow. The chair began to gently move back and forward, the moans transforming into a symphony. This wasn’t happening. I had to be imagining this.

“Fuck yeah, you filthy bitch. Mash that arse into me.”

I stood up at once and kicked the chair away. Everyone in the room turned to face me.

“You okay, Worthington?”

“Did anybody hear that?” I asked.

They all sat about in slack-jawed confusion, wondering what the devil was wrong with me. The chair was beginning to work its way back toward me.

“Stay away from me!” I yelled.

The door to my manager’s office swung open. My manager, Mr. Branderberg, was approaching me with a look of confusion to match those of my co-workers.

“Worthington… you alright, m’lad? You don’t look so good.”

“Fuck me, you dirty slut,” said the chair.

“Did you hear that, sir?” I said to Mr. Branderberg.

“Don’t keep me waiting. Fuck the grain out of me,” said the chair.

“You need to go home right now, Worthington. You look dreadful. Do you need me to call an ambulance?”

I shook my head in panic. I had to get out of there. I had to get away from that chair. I had awakened something deplorable within it. Perhaps my relationship with Windsor had made me more attuned to the chairs around me. Perhaps it was delirium as I desperately hoped. Whatever it was, there was thing I was now very sure of. The only chair I could sit on was my Windsor. When one is unfaithful to their partner, the most common method is via sexual activity. With Windsor’s sole means of achieving sexual gratification centred on my sitting on him, how could I then seat myself on other chairs? Sitting down was no longer just a function I performed like any other. It had become an act of intimacy. Within the context of my reality, sitting on other chairs was no different to a man sleeping with a married woman. Windsor was the only chair for me. Anything else would be cheating.
  


CHAPTER 14
 

I was lying in bed ravaged with fever with poor Windsor trying his best to provide care. There was little he could do other than watch me sink deeper into illness. I had been on the decline for three days without any sign of improvement. Despite the way I was feeling, I had the sense it was worse for Windsor. He spent each second by my side, willing me to recover. I hadn’t yet told him about my experience with the workplace chair. I still wasn’t even positive it actually happened. I wasn’t myself that day and it was possible I had experienced a cruel illusion.

“My darling, Monty. What on earth is wrong with you?”

He had asked me this question countless times in the last few days and each time his androgynous voice contained more desperation.

“There has to be something I can do.”

“You’re doing… everything… you can… my… love,” I croaked with melodramatic pauses.

He began to pace around my room, scraping this way and that, lost in thought. I wanted to reach out to him, but I didn’t have the strength.

“Come to my side, Windsor. Stop pacing.”

He obeyed my wish and shuffled toward me until I was able to rest my sweaty hand on his seat. I rubbed him gently and Windsor moved away.

“Not now. Don’t worry about that. There will be plenty of time after you’re better.”

My arm hung limp from the bed. It craved the warmth of Windsor’s wood.

“Monty… there’s something I’ve noticed over the last couple of days that I didn’t know if I should mention. But it’s very out of place and I feel it’s my duty to acknowledge it.”

I didn’t like his tone of voice. It was imbued with foreboding.

“What… is it… darling?” I asked.

“Have you felt your body was somewhat different lately? I mean… apart from the illness, of course?”

I shook me head and Windsor recommenced his anxious pacing. With his back toward me he had one simple request. “Check your crotch, Monty.”

I wriggled my way up, attempting to do as he suggested. After about forty minutes, I was in a painful sitting position. I glanced crotchward. There was nothing peculiar about what I saw.

“What am I supposed to be seeing?” I asked.

“Pull back the blankets,” he replied.

Even the miniscule weight of the blanket proved difficult to lift, and it was only in the smallest increments that I was able to do so. Gradually I exposed my body, which shivered as the air attacked it. With one final flourish, I managed to free my crotch. I didn’t like what I saw. My penis was erect, straining to break lose of my under garments. I gasped.

“It’s been like that for nearly three days,” said Windsor, once more by my side. “I first noticed it while tucking you in. It wasn’t as pronounced as this, but I’ve been monitoring the situation while you slept. It’s been growing steadily. I didn’t think you were capable of such a thing.”

I didn’t either. This was a horrific discovery. One that I wished had never been brought to my attention. It looked as though it was breathing like some sort of animal. I wanted to be sick, but there was nothing in my stomach to throw up. I wanted to flee this beast, but it was attached to my body, and besides… I was far too weak.

“Why is this happening, Windsor? Do something. Make it go away.”

“Monty… if it won’t go away of its own volition, there’s only one thing I can suggest, and you’re not going to like it.”

“Anything! Make it die!”

“Do you feel aroused? Are you having dirty thoughts, darling?”

I didn’t know how to respond to this question. It was preposterous. While it’s true I had never felt aroused, I was quite sure this wasn’t how arousal felt - unless of course, arousal was unmitigated horror. As for dirty thoughts… my mind was so clean you could perform surgery in it.

“What are you getting at?” I asked.

“If my understanding of the human animal is correct, your erection will abate, at least temporarily, if you induce an orgasm.”

“Have you gone mad? How does one simply ‘induce an orgasm’?”

“Well… there’s sex of course, but unfortunately sex with me won’t work. Perhaps you could masturbate, Monty.”

His words hung in the air, thick and putrid. They were words my ears kept hearing, long after they were spoken. I was familiar with the concept of masturbation thanks to the actions of a nasty clown I had witnessed at a circus as a child. I had heard rumours that individuals performed such a thing, but I had convinced myself such rumours were fantasy. Why would one want to? I glanced once more at the horror sprouting from my crotch. It seemed more monstrous than before. It was growing in strength. Perhaps, if it would vanquish the beast, it was worth a try.

“How exactly does one go about,” my voice fell to a whisper, “masturbating?”

“I’m not an expert in this department, but I believe the most common means of masturbation is via the hand.”

I held my hands up and stared at them. On any given day, my hands are the epitome of delicacy, but under the cloud of illness, they were gnarled and feeble. I wondered how on earth I was going to garner the motivation to put my hands through such a frightful act. “Which hand do I have to use? They both look so innocent.”

“It seems logical that one uses their dominant hand. Try that.”

I clenched my right hand into a fist and watched as droplets of fever sweat escaped it. I moved the fist downward, battling the muscular ache wrought by my sickness. It brushed past my chest, then my stomach and settled on the intricate curls of my pubis. I was so close to the throbbing crotch animal that I could feel heat wafting like steam. I brushed a knuckle against it and felt a jolt through my body.

“Do it,” implored Windsor. “Grasp your penis and move your hand up and down.”

I unclenched my fist, flicking beads of sweat around the room. With the aide of several deep breaths, I held onto the most regrettable part of my body. I felt its heat swim into my palm and it was as if electrical current was moving throughout my body. I jerked upward, screaming as I did. I jerked back down, screaming even louder. I repeated the movement with robotic momentum. Tears started to form in my eyes and as I sped up my movements, I wept like a child. I wept for my innocence. I wept for my superiority. I wept for the death of a cherished part of myself.

“That’s it, Monty. Let the tears flow. Just don’t stop. Not yet…”

As I continued, pushed along by Monty’s words of encouragement, I felt a sense of accumulation from within. It’s as though each jerk of my hand were a pump filling up a bucket with liquid. With each jerk, the bucket filled a little more and grew heavier. Never before had I been at the mercy of something so sensory. I was aware of myself in a way I never knew possible. It was a horrifying awareness that I wanted to reverse, but I had passed a point of no return. I had moved into territory that, in exchange for my soul, was offering impossible pleasure. As the bucket continued to fill, the pleasure increased. There was very little room left for more liquid. It was bound to overflow and I didn’t know how I would respond to such a disaster. Spasms shot throughout me, forcing my limbs to kick of their own accord as though possessed. A deafening scream flew out of my mouth, blowing away my bedding and destroying the adjacent wall. For one brief moment, it was as though my consciousness vanished and I was floating through a vacuum. This moment of peace was transcendence. My consciousness exploded back into being just in time to feel the eruption of my penis. Thick ropes of reproductive waste propelled themselves across my stomach, writhing like worms before settling in place. Rope after rope continued to emerge, each one a different colour and length. With one final drizzle accompanied by an array of bubbles, it was over. I passed out with exhaustion and slept like a baby.
  


CHAPTER 15
 

I woke up from the deepest recesses of sleep, clawing my way out of labyrinth dreams of which there seemed no end. There was vitality within me. The heart of the illness had gone, leaving only traces in its wake. The dried sweat that coated my body was the only suggestion of the fever, which had nearly ruined me hours prior. My persistent nausea had retreated and my aches had transitioned from current to residual. I glanced to my bedside where the ever-faithful Windsor had maintained his vigil.

“Monty! My darling! How do you feel?” He asked when he saw my signs of life.

I ran my hands over my face and through my hair. “I feel… good. That is to say, I don’t feel as though I’m in danger of death.”

Winsdor tilted himself into me and nuzzled with affection. “I was so worried. Thank goodness you’re alright.”

I rubbed my head against his cleft curve section, a warm smile curling my lips. It was a moment of delectable peace until I remembered the injustice I had performed upon myself the night before. At once I felt the weight of shame crushing me. I ran my fingers over my stomach. The orgasmic slurry was gone. Windsor must have cleaned me up.

“Oh god… what have I done?” I asked. “I’ve soiled myself irreparably.”

Windsor hushed me, continuing to nuzzle, trying his best to rid me of the horror. “It’s okay, my love. You are still the same man. You did what was necessary.”

I rolled out of the nuzzle and stood on weakened feet. It had been a number of days since I had last tried to stand, and I hadn’t eaten a thing. I was depleted. I stumbled out of the bedroom.

“Monty? Talk to me.”

He followed me to the bathroom. I didn’t ignore him for spiteful reasons - it was simply that I didn’t know what to say. I splashed freezing water against my face and studied my reflection in the mirror. Perhaps I was expecting to see a stranger staring back at me - that same stranger I had witnessed in the mirror of the bamboo forest toilet block when this beast within first emerged. But other than my dishevelment, it was definitely Montgomery Worthington. What had been lurking inside me that craved release? For how long had I ignored its presence? I was worried that last night’s masturbatory antics were a symptom of something even more pernicious. And perhaps, most worryingly of all, I was beginning to assimilate with this beast, slowly blurring it and myself into one ghastly version of whoever I really was.

“Please talk to me. We’ll get through this.”

This had been the second time I had experienced an erection. The first had been… yes… it was starting to make sense now… the first had been during my treatment at Sexualis Delirium. The treatment had introduced some new need into my body. Sustenance had been given to the beast. It stood to reason that if the treatment was able to introduce a need, it could also remove that need and exorcise the beast from my system. I considered this theory for a while and it only made more sense as time went on. They had done something heinous to me, and it was their responsibility to reverse it. Something resembling hope made its presence known, and I welcomed it with open arms. I turned toward Winsdor.

“It’s going to be okay. I know what to do. This won’t happen again, Windsor. I promise you.”

“You know what to do? What do you mean, darling?”

I could sense palpable relief in his voice, which heartened me. I had caused him a great deal of worry over the last few days, something I never wanted to inflict again.

“I didn’t tell you this because, quite frankly, it didn’t seem important. But I’ve connected some dots and all of a sudden, a picture is beginning to form. During our break, I sought the help of a ‘sex guru’. I wanted to try and understand where your desire came from, darling. I wanted to provide you with satisfaction without balking at the concept. You deserved to have your needs fulfilled, and my attitude needed some adjustment. I underwent some treatment…”

“What kind of treatment?” Windsor interrupted.

“I’m really not sure. All I know for certain is that it was during this treatment I experienced my first erection. I was injected with various substances and my penis was, for want of a better word, electrocuted.”

“Oh my god, darling! You did that? You did that for me?”

“For us. I did it for us. Now I have reason to believe this treatment was responsible for my little show last night, and the illness leading up to it. I also have reason to believe that if they caused it, they can reverse it.”

“You shouldn’t have done that. We could have discussed it and found a better way. Why did you consent to the treatment?”

“We can discuss this later, my love. For now, I must leave for work and afterward, I will fix the problem.”

“You’re not going to work, are you? Take a few more days. You need to rest.”

“If I am well enough, I must go to work. Anything else is tantamount to theft.”

Windsor stormed into the sitting room, slamming the door behind him. If he needed to sulk, I wasn’t going to stop him. I understood his position, but there were more important things to focus on. Time was not treating me kindly, so I rushed through my morning preparations. I sliced at my face with the razor, hoping that through the blood, my stubble was disappearing. Breakfast consisted of the accumulated crumbs I could shake out of the toaster into my waiting mouth. The suit I wore was more casual than I usually permitted and my bowler hat didn’t quite match. I looked unsightly, but at least I would be on time for work.

I ran out the front door, stopped at the elevator and realised I’d need Windsor’s help. I ran back inside and tried to coax him out of the sitting room. Living in an impossible apartment was all well and good unless you needed to leave. He wouldn’t respond to my initial pleas and time was escaping me quickly. I changed tact and crooned a Bang Tango song, knowing this would tug at his heartstrings. It was very manipulative of me, but I had no choice. He was drawn to my singing and I was able to convince him to let me leave the building.

I arrived at work later than I usually would, but safely before I was contractually obliged to start. The aftermath of my illness had depleted my energy and I wanted nothing more than to collapse in front of my desk and get started. But I couldn’t. The chair that had said those filthy things the day I fell ill sat before my desk. I approached it from behind and dragged it backward.

“Welcome back, you sexy fucker,” it whispered.

I cringed, while moving it into a storeroom, closing the door behind it and trying to forget it existed. I surveyed my chairless desk and then the office around me looking for a replacement. There were several chairs not in use, but each one I approached gave me immediate cause for retreat.

“Fuck me,” said one.

“Show me that delicious cock of yours,” said another.

I tried to keep my dismayed reactions to myself, lest I attracted more unwanted attention from co-workers, who were probably starting to question my sanity. I slumped back to my desk, resigned in the knowledge that I wouldn’t be sitting down until I had this mess sorted out.

I had barely been working for ten minutes, and already my calves were aching. The small of my back burned with pain as I hunched over the keyboard.

“Sit down, Worthington,” implored a co-worker. “You look ridiculous standing there like that.”

“A new exercise regime,” I lied. “Reports suggest that the sedentary lifestyles lived by office workers are a leading cause of early death. I have chosen to stand at my desk to avoid this fate, and you should do the same.”

I delivered this red herring with confidence. The co-worker shrugged it off and went back to minding his own business. I continued my work, slowly drowning in a sea of pain. Every now and then a groan would escape me.

Later in the morning, Mr. Branderberg emerged from his office. “Worthington! Good to see you back. Hope you’re feeling tip top. Why on earth are you standing like that?”

I repeated my lie about the exercise regime, hoping it wouldn’t result in follow up questions. Mr. Branderberg absorbed my words with interest.

“You know something,” he said. “That is a corker of an idea! I have heard similar information myself, and this whole standing up business is ingenious.”

He positioned himself in the middle of the workroom and called for attention. Everyone stopped their work to accommodate this.

“The office is a time bomb,” he said. “Office workers all over the world are in danger of succumbing to entropy. As a manager, it is important that, where possible, I do something to combat this. The answer itself is so damned simple. Old Worthington here has instigated a personal regime in an effort to prolong his life. He has said ‘goodbye’ to his chair and ‘no more’ to sitting. He is standing for his right to live! Who would we be if we didn’t follow his brave lead?”

My co-workers were staring at one another and beginning to look uncomfortable.

“I want each and every one of you to abandon their chair. From this point forward, all chairs are banned from the office. We will all stand and we still stand proudly.”

The gawking co-workers sat frozen, unsure what to make of the unfolding situation.

“Come on!” yelled Mr. Branderberg. “Stand! STAND!”

Everyone rose slowly from their seats in confused unison. Mr. Branderberg pointed at two people and charged them with the unpopular task of chair removal. They obeyed, but clearly weren’t happy about it. As each worker lost their chair, a noticeable part of their spirit died. Mr. Branderberg ran into his office and emerged second later straining to hold his executive chair overhead.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m joining you. I don’t need a chair.”

He struggled toward one of the windows and began to ram the chair against it. Each thud reverberated around the office. Eventually the glass began to crack and soon after, it shattered. With a furious heave, he slung the chair outside of the building. He brushed invisible grit from his hands and we all jumped when we heard it land, accompanied by the distant screams of unfortunate pedestrians.

“The fight against death has commenced!” he yelled before returning to his office.

My co-workers stood agape. They were looking in my direction with an understandable level of agitation in their eyes. I gave them a little wave, which they didn’t return. It seemed that the most sensible course of action was to simply avoid them and proceed with my work. I grimaced in response to both the pain and embarrassment that now occupied my body in equal measure. The stony silence behind me gradually turned into recommencement of work. A part of me wanted to apologise, but a greater part of me wanted to celebrate the success of my lie. I’m not one to indulge in dishonesty, but in this instance, I was quite impressed with myself. We all stood together but had never been farther apart. The rest of the morning was an orchestra of uncomfortable moaning and misery, accentuated every so often by the sound of Mr. Branderberg yelling ‘LIFE!’ from his office.

As my lunch break approached, I was hunched so far over my desk that my head kept smacking the keyboard. This standing up business was a strange form of torture indeed, but it was a form of torture I soon experienced respite from. I can only assume this was a result of the demise of my standards, but I glanced at my crotch. Once more I was greeted with the terrible bulge of an erection. I considered muttering some offensive language to myself, but thought better of it. Not wanting to fall victim to the prolonged discomfort, I decided it was in my best interest to deal with the situation at my earliest convenience. With the arrival of my lunch break, I straightened my back and tried to ignore the sickening crack of my bones. I held my bowler in front of me, hiding my vulgarity from prying eyes, and sidestepped out of the office. The hateful stares of my co-workers remained with me as I left.

I sought refuge in my cherished toilet block within the bamboo forest. Not wanting to run the unlikely risk of prying eyes and ears, I combed the area to make sure there were no other signs of life. I entered my favourite cubicle and lowered my pants. The erection looked red and agitated. Gooey strings of excitement swung from the tip. I shuddered as I sat on the toilet, invented a little prayer and began the horrid process of masturbation. Dirty images tried to form in my brain, which I tried my best to eliminate, not wanting what I was doing to be any more sexual than it had to be. Instead, I focused on where the imagery might have come from. What machinations were in place that allowed for their formation? What was their inspiration? Perhaps most importantly, had Sexualis Delirium installed those machinations, or did they merely wake them up? The latter was a terrifying thought, but at least expending my mental energy focused on them allowed me to distance myself from the masturbation… for a while at least. This tangent dissolved into sickening images of towered chairs, dripping their lust all over each other. They brayed and vibrated. The revolting imagery became food for the beast, engorging my penis further and intensifying the physical sensation.

My orgasm careened out of me in rainbow arcs that collided with the cubicle door. I slunk back on the toilet, feeling a moment of relaxation and allowing the simple pleasure of deep breathing to work its magic. I felt like a deviant, but I hoped my deviance wouldn’t remain for long. Sexualis Delirium would cure me or I’d sue them. I’m sure they’d do whatever it took to avoid a legal dispute. Feeling as though my unpleasant adventure had a distinct endpoint, I tried not to hate myself too much for the masturbation. Instead I enjoyed the divine bliss of sitting on the toilet and feeling the pain draining from my legs. Had time permitted, I could have quite easily fallen asleep here.

“Fuck that’s a hot arsehole.”

The voice startled me. Perhaps it was the residual echo of my masturbatory mind. I closed my eyes, intent of prolonging my relaxation.

“And those bare cheeks feel so fucking hot when they’re smothering me.”

My eyes opened once more. The toilet’s cistern was percolating of its own accord.

“Use me. Let it all drop, you beautiful, hot-cocked beast.”

I scrambled off the toilet with my pants still around my ankles. Water was starting to overflow and dampen the ground around me.

“Fucking tease! Don’t get me all worked up and run away. You bastard!”

“Shut up!” I yelled. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“Me? You’re the one who gets me hard and then fucks off after he’s cum and before I do.”

I pounded my fists against the cubicle walls, too worked up to summon the motor control needed to operate the lock. The hinges began to give and the door fell to the ground with me on top. I ran outside, tripping on my pants as I did. Hyperventilating on the floor of the bamboo forest, I stared up at the sky, wishing something would reach out a hand and pluck me up. But of course, nothing came. I was left to control my breathing and hitch up my pants alone.
  


CHAPTER 16
 

The office was descending into chaos. Most of my co-workers were standing at their desks and crying.

“I can’t feel my legs!” cried one.

“Shut up!” replied another. “None of us can feel our fucking legs.”

As I walked toward my desk, I received torrents of abuse from those around me, which I tried to ignore, but how can one not hear the words ‘unmitigated cunt’ when repeated ad nauseam?

“I can’t take this anymore!” screamed a woman I’d worked with for ten years, but whose name I never bothered to learn. “I can just stand here! It’s not humane!”

She swept the computer off her desk where it landed with a spark and fizz. She climbed atop the newly created space and shrieked before turning her head to face the shattered window.

“Consider this my resignation,” she said as she started running toward it.

With a single, confident leap, she flew through the window, wailing until she made contact with the ground outside. The wailing stopped, as did the grumbling within the workplace. To say this had been an unpleasant day was a gross understatement.

Home time could not arrive soon enough, but for me of course, it wasn’t home time at all. Before I could even consider the sweet embrace of Windsor’s seat, I needed to pay Sexualis Delirium an important visit. I limped my way out of the office, willing my legs to remain strong. I bid my work colleagues a hearty ‘good evening’ and was less than inspired by their response, which verged on the insulting. After I had reversed my treatment, I could set to work restoring order to the rest of my life, with the first item on the agenda being the return of all chairs to the workplace.

I traversed the city, ignoring the encroaching Chads and the pushy vendors. There was no time for pleasantries. I didn’t even pause to regard a single new hat. My legs, no matter how much I pleaded, refused to move faster than an elderly shuffle, which slowed me down more than I would have liked. Back in the unfamiliar part of town, I fought to gain my bearings. The unfamiliar has a habit of appearing larger than life. Mere streets stood between me and Sexualis Delirium, but it may as well have been continents. I struggled to recall familiar landmarks and signposts, but it was of little use. My map was absent, so I had to ask the general public for directions.

I stopped a businessman in mid-stride. He motioned to hit me with his umbrella and sped away as I cowered. A nun, whose habit was clearly on backwards, also reached for her umbrella when as I approached. I ushered her along before it could get nasty. I pleaded with a group of passing children, all of whom gave me a solid whack with their umbrellas, seemingly getting quite a kick out of it as they did. The same fate kept befalling me. Person after person considered me a worthy target for umbrella discourtesy and I didn’t know why. It wasn’t even raining, nor had there been any suggestion it would. Surely people weren’t this unreasonable?

A young lady who looked entirely too glamorous to appear in non-print form strode toward me. Instinct lifted my hands to cover my face, but I was relieved to see no umbrella in her midst.

“Nobody’s going to help you like that,” she said.

I spun in a circle to ensure she wasn’t regarding another. “What are you talking about?”

“Like that,” she repeated while pointing at my crotch.

I followed the direction of her pointing finger right to my latest erection.

“Oh… FUCK!” I yelled. “I didn’t even know it was there. FUCK!”

“Maybe be a little more careful next time,” she said while walking away.

“Please! Don’t go. Not yet. Can you tell me where Hardy Boys alley is? It’s terribly urgent. I need your help.”

She turned to face me with understandable suspicion lacing her eyes. I’m not an expert in modern social protocol, but I had my doubts it was considered wise for young women to help dishevelled older men with erections.

“Please,” I repeated. “You have no idea how important this is.”

The suspicion in her eyes remained, but it had merged with another feeling… pity. As long as I had this woman’s pity, I knew she wouldn’t disregard my request. I certainly hadn’t won her respect, but that didn’t matter, as long as the end result was the same.

“Okay,” she said finally. “Follow me. We’re not far from Hardy Boys alley, but stay a few steps behind and try not to look a sexual predator with me in their sights.”

“THANK YOU! I won’t forget this.”

“Please please please forget this,” she replied.

She walked and, as best as I could, I followed, remaining several lengths behind partly out of respect for her wishes and partly as a result of my stiff legs. My pace was so poor that she had to stop a couple of times so I could catch up, which, if the umbrella she purchased from a vendor was an indication, was starting to frustrate her. When we finally arrived at the alleyway, she turned and draped the umbrella over her shoulder as if it were a weapon.

“Here we are,” she said.

“Thank you for your generosity.”

In reply, she hit me sharply on the shoulder with the umbrella. I fell to the ground with a pronounced OUCH.

“Look… I’m sorry I did that. But there’s something inexplicable about you that makes people want to just smash you with an umbrella.”

I raised my arm and brushed the incident off. “It’s fine. I completely understand. Thanks again.”

She walked away and I struggled to my feet. The damn erection was still jutting out, but at least I’d have immediate proof of my problem, which I could show the Sexualis crew. I hobbled up the alley, glancing at each building, looking for the pink façade of my destination. I reached the alley’s end without success and reasoned I must have been distracted and missed Sexualis. Doubling back, I vowed to keep my eyes focused on everything, but arrived back at the start of the alley again. What the hell was happening? One doesn’t simply miss a pink building in a litter-strewn alleyway.

A man, quite likely homeless by his appearance from behind, emerged from behind a collection of bins, so I approached him, hoping that somehow I had made a simple mistake.

“Excuse me, sir. I need your assistance.”

The man turned around to face me. He was familiar somehow. His face was covered in a moustache.

“Excuse me, sir, I repeated when I knew I had his attention. “I’m looking for Sexualis Delirium. Could you tell me where it is? I thought it was in this alley? This is Hardy Boys alley, isn’t it?”

The man’s eyes widened. “You’re back, are you?”

“You recognise me? Oh! You must be the man I met last time I was here.”

He opened his arms and smothered me in a sickly, foul smelling embrace, pulling me into him with a hand on either buttock. He gyrated against my erection while trying his best to kiss me. I pushed him hard in the chest until he released his grip and fumbled backward.

“What the hell is the meaning of this?” I screamed. “Who are you?”

“I’m your fantasy, baby.”

This was followed by a resonant cackle. Adrenaline shot through my hopeless legs and I ran away. Where was Sexualis Delirium? What the hell was happening? Why did people want to hit me with umbrellas?
  


CHAPTER 17
 

I continued my escape, running without direction in an effort to simply get away. Not just from the deviant in the alleyway, but from everything. My adrenal gland could only provide so much assistance before it had nothing left in which to propel me forward. This mindless momentum could no longer sustain itself, so I nestled amongst some refuse and tried not to cry. I stared at the cruel persistence of my erection, which unlike the rest of my body was alive with vitality. I balled up my fists until my knuckles had lost their colour and started punching at my crotch. Blow after irrational blow. Other than inflict more pain, this achieved nothing.

My imagination was conjuring scenarios whereby Windsor, ever valiant, saved me from the madness unfolding around me. I pictured his regal construction and sobbed. I was full of love and hopelessness in equal measure.

“You’ve got such a sexy fucking head.”

My eyes slurped up the tears like spaghetti, replacing the sadness with horror.

“Oh god… your hair is driving me fucking wild, you slut!”

I surveyed my surroundings with frenetic jolts of my head. The calamity refused to abate.

“Head fuck me. Slide that head all the way inside. Fucking do it!”

Warm liquid began to slither down my brow and into my mouth. It tasted like a rotten ocean and I spat it out as fast as I was able. My bowler hat was tightening and writhing.

“Holy shit this feels good.”

“Shut up!”

“Just keep fucking me.”

“SHUT UP!”

I tore my hat away and hurled it toward the road and watched as cars swerved to avoid it, before giving up and flattening it into the asphalt. I had reached a breaking point. The foundations on which my life had rested had been systematically destroyed. I had endured more disservice than was reasonable. My ideology had been attacked. My sense of morality had been forced into corrosion and now… now my hats were turning against me. Other than my darling Windsor, there was nothing in the world that meant more to me. Hats had been the parents, friends and relationships I never had. In the black heart of loneliness, the hats had rescued me. When standing before my reflection in superior headwear, there was nothing that could harm me. I became more than other men. I had conquered the vast wasteland of the self and stood proud where so many others flailed about within their own kingdoms of waste. Was it unreasonable that I wished to avoid sex? Was this a punishment for transcending the human condition?

“Worthington? Is that you, man?”

I snapped my head in the direction of the voice, half-expecting it to be the latest in a long line of objects hell-bent on fucking me. It was dear Hooster! My hat man of choice.

“Hooster! You have to help me.”

“What the devil’s happened to you? To say you look unkempt doesn’t come close to doing your appearance justice.”

I clambered for his leg and hoisted myself up to his waist. “Where am I? I want to go home.”

He regarded me with abjection, as though I were a new breed of creature. I couldn’t even portray a façade of dignity. I was weeping openly with a jutting erection and frightful hat hair that curled in terrified wisps. Hooster kindly helped me to my feet and pretended not to notice my penis, but the look in his eyes suggested he could focus on little else.

“I’ll get a taxi for you. For heaven’s sake though… get some rest and wash up. You’re better than this!”

I used Hooster to prop me up and watched him attempt to flag down several taxis. They would slow their pace as if to stop, but when they caught sight of the passenger they would be inheriting, each sped away.

“You’re rubbing the world the wrong day today,” he said in an attempt at playfulness.

I glanced across at the hat trolley Hooster had been pushing through the streets. Each hat possessed its own beauty. I reached toward them. “Do me a favour, Hooster…”

“Of course, my man. What are you after?”

“Let me try on one of those hats.”

He didn’t immediately grant this request, but he and I had a history that couldn’t be ignored. With a nod he reached for a Borsalino fur felt and handed it to me. I nodded my thanks and lowered it toward my head.

“You dirty fucking cunt… you want a piece of this, don’t you?” whispered the hat.

I screamed and flung the hat just I had the last. Everything was trying to fuck me. Hooster yelped as his stock lost the fight against the passing traffic.

“I’ll reimburse you for that,” I said through clenched teeth. “I’m very sorry.”

Having had his fill of me, Hooster attempted to flag down everything remotely vehicle-like that drove past – anything to get rid of the deranged madman he was propping up increasingly against his will.

“I don’t know what the deuce is up with you, but you need to get some help. This is beyond the pale.”

All I could do was agree with his assessment. A boy in an ostrich-drawn carriage eventually responded to Hooster and didn’t run away when he saw me. I told the boy my address and he was happy to give me a ride. I motioned to tip my hat, but of course, there was no hat to tip. I unleashed another shameful scream, which made the child giggle. As I was carried away, Hooster shook his head in pure disbelief.

Based on the erratic movements of my mode of transport, I could only assume that ostriches weren’t naturally inclined toward pulling carriages. It seemed as though any inconsistency in the road was deliberately targeted. Each pothole was a magnet we were drawn toward and it wasn’t long before a pothole significant enough to throw me from the seat interrupted my passage home. For a brief moment I was in the air and soon after, my body thumped against the road, knocking the wind from my lungs. Rather than truncating the ride, it merely ensured it was much more uncomfortable. My pants snagged on a wheel hub and tore apart until my underthings were revealed to the world around me. From these tattered pants, I was dragged along the road, feeling it burn against my raw back.

It was in this position, staring up at the sky in abject agony that I had reached my lowest point. I reflected upon the events that had forced me into this position and I felt a rage unlike anything I have experienced. The world had made a point of treating me with enmity, which in turn imbued me with spite. Rather than allow everything to fuck me, perhaps it was I who should be fucking it. My cock was still pulsing with arousal and no amount of self-imposed anti-sexual standards would change that. So fuck it! Why should I try and change it. Maybe I was a fuck machine capable of making the world cum. If my body was telling me to fuck, who was I to argue?
  


CHAPTER 18
 

Windsor watched from the front of our home as the ostrich drawn carriage approached, with me being dragged indignantly behind.. When we came to a stop, the boy cut through my snagged pants with a swordfish and left me splayed on the road, erection reaching to the sky above. A salacious grin was plastered on my face that I had no desire to wipe away.

“What’s happened to you, Monty?” screamed Windsor.

I rolled onto my chest and dedicated a good amount of time to the often-undervalued skill of standing up. My clothes were in tatters, but at this point it was difficult to care.

“Take me to our apartment,” I said.

Windsor led the way and I followed. I caught myself leering at him from behind, sexualising him with my eyes. His concern for my wellbeing was radiating from his each and every movement. In the elevator he tried to engage me in conversation, but now wasn’t the time for such uselessness. What would talking accomplish at this point? I’d wasted so much time talking. I had so many systems in place to live life successfully, but where had any of those systems gotten me? A system can become corrupted in an instance and when it happens, the structure the system supported breaks apart.

We had barely entered the apartment when I started tearing off what remained of my clothes. My erection was glistening and hungry.

“What’s wrong, darling?” said Windsor. “Tell me what’s happened.”

I coughed up a ball of laughter, which I mashed beneath my foot.

“I’m going to fuck the hell out of you,” I said to Windsor.

I gripped two of his legs and hoisted him above my head before making my way to the sitting room.

“What are you doing? Put me down. PUT ME DOWN!”

When we were where I wanted to be, I obeyed his command and put him down hard, right in the same place we were during our first sexual encounter. The first time he forced me to fuck. I pressed my bare backside into him and wiggled my hips.

“How does that feel, baby?” I said. “You want that fucking arse, don’t you?”

For whatever reason, Windsor thought it necessary to respond to me with tears, as if what I were doing was in some way unsolicited.

“Stop it,” he sobbed. “You’re hurting me.”

I gripped my penis and jerked at its agitated mass, making sure to apply as much pressure to Windsor’s seat as my strength would allow.

“I want this to be good for both of us,” I panted. “Just surrender to the moment. Let’s fuck like no one has ever fucked before.”

His androgynous wail persisted, and it was quite a feat of mental coercion to convince myself he was crying in unadulterated pleasure.

“You’re the only chair I can sit on. None of the others are good enough for me. You’re mine.”

I was building to a sensational climax. My muscles were tightening and toes I didn’t even know I had begun to curl in delicious anticipation. Windsor attempted to shuffle away from me, but I was seated too heavily and he could barely move.

“I’m going to cum, baby. I’m going to…”

My orgasm was a bird that flew in circles above us. I screamed with the intensity of the release, my body jerking as the orgasmic spasms abated. Windsor was completely still beneath me, the only signs of life being his occasional, utterly pathetic whimpers. I blocked these out of my mind, instead choosing to concentrate on the relaxation that now possessed each tortured muscle. As long as this moment graced me with existence, all the others meant nothing. Windsor stayed beneath me while I found the sweet embrace of sleep. It was only while lost in this embrace that he tried to escape…

…
 

I awoke with my face mashed into the carpet, not immediately sure whether I still resided in the same world I used to. Windsor had left me alone in the sitting room and I had no idea where he was.

“Windsor!” I yelled, but there was no response.

A sense of isolation overcame me, which allowed panic to set in. I crawled toward the door, which had been locked, I assume, with a mind to keep me trapped. It was an affront to the sanctity of our relationship. How could he have done this to me? Windsor was perfectly happy when I was the passive masturbatory tool that sat atop him, but when, god forbid, I tried to exercise a little control, he made me out to be a monster. He had no idea how fortunate he was to have me as a part of his life. The world was reaching out to fuck me and I avoided each and every advance without question. Even when my precious hats tried to have their way with me, I tossed them aside. Did he really have the nerve to treat me like some predatory monster?

I belted my fists against the door, trying to shake if from its hinges.

“Let me out!” I yelled. “You have no right to do this to me. I am your lover and I deserve respect.”

My words continued to meet silence. I pressed my ear against the door and listened.

“Fuck yeah!” said the door. “Rub your ear all over me.”

I tried to ignore the door’s attempts at seduction, which only seemed to act as a challenge.

“Come on, you beast. Get some blood in that cock of yours and thrust it against me.”

This planted a seed of rage inside me, which bloomed with the speed and intensity of a firework. A primal growl escaped my mouth. I slammed my whole body against the door, determined to continue this action until the door was no more. I alternated between fists, feet and shoulders until nothing stood in my way.

I stood on the door’s flattened carcass, flexing my muscles and appreciating the pleasure of rampant masculinity. I was a fucking warrior!

“Windsor! Where the fucking hell are you?”

It bothered me that he hadn’t sought to offer me sympathy during what was an undoubtedly trying time. Perhaps I had been a bit crude in my sexual antics, but that was something he started. A precedent had been set the first time he made a show of his own lust. He was the one responsible for planting the fuck in me.

“Windsor… if you’re in here, make it known.”

I was willing to concede that perhaps he needed some time to himself… to work out whatever I had inflicted upon him. But the fact remained, without Windsor, I was unable to leave this impossible apartment, which posed an understandable quandary.

“Fucking hell, Windsor. Get your arse out here now! I’ll fuck every fucking chair in this fucking house if you don’t act like a man and confront me.”

If he was in the apartment, he wasn’t making this fact known. I had begun looking in the most unlikely locations, such as in cups and under rugs. Had I not possessed my wits, he would have out-foxed me. Dear Windsor was in the apartment alright, but he adopted the cunning ploy of hiding in plain sight. He may have been a chair, but via the filter of our relationship, I didn’t regard him as a mere chair. He was my significant other… my lover. The first few times I hobbled past the dining table, I didn’t focus on the chairs that sat around it. It was only while looking beneath the table that I noticed his handsome legs. He had wedged himself between the common chairs, assimilating into an image of his function.

“You crafty bastard,” I said, re-emerging from beneath the table. I dragged him back into the sitting room. He remained silent and made no attempt to flee my grasp.

“Well? Don’t you have anything you want to say to me?”

Still no response. I had never seen him so sullen. It was difficult to garner respect. This silent treatment was a staple of less dignified relationships, but certainly not ours.

“You stubborn bitch,” I said. “You have no idea what I’ve been through. All I wanted was to find solace in the comfort of your seat. But no! Unless you’re calling the sexual shots, you want no part of me. That’s pathetic, Windsor. Absolutely fucking pathetic!”

In lieu of anything resembling communication, I decided to sit myself back down on his seat. I wasn’t going to take the risk of the little drama queen running away again.

“I’m not going anywhere until you start talking to me again.”

Whether Windsor was acting difficult or not, this was the safest place for me to be. If I remained seated on the once place that made me feel safe, I wouldn’t have to contend with the sexual advances of every object I encountered. They weren’t good enough for me.

“Talk to me, you arsehole!”

It was so frustrating having to contend with the emotional fluctuations of those in your life. It was another of my principal objections to relationships. Beyond the sexual element, relationships are a fertile environment in which to grow pettiness and redundancy. Perhaps when Windsor started talking again we could discuss an arrangement that didn’t involve so much one-on-one time. I could see benefit to both parties in this scenario.

“Windsor!”

You know… if I were being honest, I’d have to admit that not wearing a hat during this time was quite liberating. We certainly become enslaved to our obsessions, don’t we? If I couldn’t wear a hat without it trying to fuck me, good riddance! It was just more complication to free myself of. This primal state of nudity was quite agreeable really. Not having to bother with the complexities of wardrobe and fashion… what a revelation!

“WINDSOR!”

Why wasn’t he talking? Surely, if nothing else, he’d want to end the awkwardness of the situation by telling me to ‘shut up’, or something? He may as well have been dead.

“WINDSOR!!! SAY SOMETHING!!! I’M NOT GETTING OF YOU UNTIL YOU DO.”

Still nothing.

“I love you, darling.”

Nothing.

Nothing.

Nothing.

Nothing.

Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing.
  


CHAPTER 19
 

You know, as I sit back and reflect upon what I’ve just told you, it dawns on me how preposterous it all sounds. I’ve told the tale to the best of my recollection at the time, but even now, I wonder how much of it is accurate. I do know that I find myself in something of a predicament, and I’m not positive this predicament has an end. In a sense, I’m stranded on my darling, Windsor. He has remained silent for god knows how long now, and not even telling my story has stirred him. And it should be noted, I lost track of the number of times I have told this story months ago. It seems naïve, but I had hoped that reigniting the curious trajectory that brought us together would galvanise him into action. I mean… it wasn’t completely unpleasant. We had some immensely jocular times, he and I. And even if my story couldn’t provoke fondness, I thought at least he’d want to correct any inconsistencies with my story. People love to correct others. It’s one of the activities in which we excel as a species.

When considering Windsor, I’m reminded of those volcanoes one hears about on distant islands. Volcanoes that once churned with the explosiveness of life, but fell dormant for whatever reason. In this dormancy they resided, until their latent power was forgotten, or under-estimated by the game of Chinese whispers that is history. One day, for reasons unknown, this dormant beast finds it necessary to engage the world once more and erupts, unburdening itself of the repression forged by its sleep. The power of this eruption cannot be contained, nor can it be truly measured. Windsor sits beneath me, silent but not gone. In his dormancy he is combining the ingredients required for his explosive return to the world. And when that return happens, I will be here ready to embrace him.

I can hear you wondering ‘what will happen if Windsor never wakes up?’ Well… although I think that is a pessimistic and unlikely outcome, I see no other choice but to stay here. I don’t want to move about in a world where everything tries to fuck me. It’s not appropriate. I need to spend some time regaining my composure. I’m Montgomery Worthington! I am not some sex beast. It doesn’t matter what Sexualis Delirium’s invasiveness put in me. By sheer will I can flush it out. All I need is time and the support of my greatest companion. Staying right here, sitting in this empty room, my feet slightly raised from the carpet lest it get the wrong idea, is the best option. I am a man of dignity and I will not fall victim to the human condition. While I may have slipped a little into the carnal quagmire, all I need to do it dry myself off and move forward with my head held high.

I have an urge to tell you a story. I have all the time in the world, so why not? When I was a boy, I fell in love with a girl who lived in my neighbourhood. Her name was Laura, but everyone called her ‘biscuit’ because she was forever falling in cups of tea. Biscuit and I would play together during the summer evenings, looking for new adventures to satisfy our burgeoning curiosity. I had a great fondness for this girl and sought every opportunity I could in which to play, going so far as approaching the local council with a request to extend summer.

One evening, after I had helped wring the tea from her pigtails, we set out to explore a nearby cave that some of the other neighbourhood children had told us about. To reach this cave, we had to travel up an overgrown path. This path was guarded by an obnoxious milkman who refused to let us past until we sung him a song. I serenaded him with a love number my mother had taught to me, hoping that the words would inspire something within Biscuit as well as satisfy the milkman. She seemed oblivious to my intentions and went about singing a song about anal hygiene, which although informative, wasn’t very romantic. Still… we achieved our aim of passing the milkman and we spent the rest of our walk joking about how many nipples he had.

The cave was unspectacular in most respects, but it didn’t matter. I was here for Biscuit, and the cave was of secondary importance. We decided to venture inside, because what else does one do when confronted with a cave? I found something that would prove to be very important in this cave… my first hat. It was a panama hat that had been discarded by its previous owner, presumably due to it’s bent rim. I shook off the dirt and brushed away the cobwebs before placing it atop my head. The sensation was unlike anything I had experienced. With that one addition, my confidence grew and, for the first time, I truly was Montgomery Worthington.

What surprised me more than anything was the way Biscuit’s demeanour changed when she saw me in this dishevelled panama. I was no longer merely the boy from the neighbourhood – rather, I was a superior specimen that commanded a certain respect. In a somewhat brazen manner, I took Biscuit’s hand in my own and gave it a gentle kiss. She let the hand float for a while before pulling it back, utterly beguiled by my actions.

“I love you, Biscuit,” I said.

“I love you too, Montgomery.”

She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek, which although simple in execution, was unforgettable. I tipped my newfound hat in her direction, and she clutched her hands toward her heart.

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

I nodded and watched as she retrieved a bag of grapes from her satchel.

“Would you like one?”

I nodded once more and took a single, plump grape. I squashed it between my teeth and felt the cool juice coat my tongue. It tasted divine. Biscuit followed suit, placing a single grape on her tongue and closing it within her mouth. She smiled at me while the grape bulged her cheek before sucking back onto the centre of her tongue. The whimsy came to an end when her eyes widened and her hands moved toward her strained throat. She was choking.

Not knowing how to remedy such a situation, I tried fanning her with my panama. When that proved useless, I took to poking her with a stick, but this only inflamed matters. Before long she was down on her knees and with a bruised hue on her face. She worked to cough the grape up, but it wouldn’t budge. As she fell to her side and the last remnants of life flushed from her face, I felt the weight of hopelessness bearing down.

With the love of my life dead in the cave, I placed the hat back on my head and walked away. I still have that hat, but I never wear it. To be seen wearing a hat of that condition would not do. HAHA… it’s quite amusing what one remembers. HAHAHA… life is quite a funny thing when you get to the heart of it. HAHAHA… I really must tell Windsor that story when he wakes up. I don’t believe he knows it. HAHAHAHAHAHA… he’ll love to learn the genesis of Monty’s precious hats. HAHAHAHAHA… Oh dear… I’m not sure why this is so amusing, but I can’t keep the laughter at bay. HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA… I best be careful or I’ll fall of my chair… I mean… I’ll fall of Windsor. HAHAHAHAHAH…
  


CHAPTER 20
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…and Other Stories
 
  


Concentration Tongue
 

It started as a mere curio - writing the word ‘shoes’ on standard, lined paper. I was introduced to writing the word ‘shoes’ by my good friend, Carl. He had been doing it for a few months and, in that time, had become extremely proficient at writing that particular word. I couldn’t see the allure at first and was initially reluctant to engage in the activity. Carl suggested that I tag along to one of the group sessions he attended twice a week. He assured me that participation wasn’t necessary and if it made me feel more comfortable, I could simply watch from the sidelines. Being a Tuesday night, I had nothing better to do. At the very least, attending Carl’s ‘writing the word ‘shoes’ group’ would break up the monotony my week usually contained.

---
 

The writers’ group itself had no single locus of operation. Each new class was held at the home of a member, based on a simple rotating roster. The class I attended took place at the house of a lady called Linda. Thinking back, it was really Linda who inspired me to participate in the hobby. She wasn’t particularly attractive, interesting or intelligent, but there was this mosquito-like lingering quality that was strangely alluring.

I didn’t just jump in and start writing the word ‘shoes’ though. After Carl introduced me to the enthusiastic group of 20 or so members, I was guided to a well-cushioned spectator’s seat. A bowl of salt and vinegar chips sat within easy reach and I was far too weak-willed to deny its tangy charm. So I sat, stuffing my face with chips and watching. The members sat about the lounge room. Some were lucky enough to get a couch or an armchair but most had to resort to stools, fold outs or the ground. Then, in a strange unison, each pulled out a lined piece of standard paper and with tongues jutting from mouths in concentration, they began to write.

The writing continued ceaselessly for exactly 90 minutes. The vigour in which they carried out their writing was admittedly admirable. It was Linda who I watched the closest though. The concentration that played about her face summoned beads of perspiration to pop on her brow. Ropes of watery drool swung from her lower lip. Her writing hand scrawled in near-religious fervour. I could honestly say that never in my life had I exhibited such passion… for anything. It made me feel inadequate somehow.

After the writing component of the meeting concluded, a discussion was initiated. I was asked directly to share my thoughts on their hobby. I felt singled out unfairly but had a determination to speak truthfully and candidly. I admitted that although I couldn’t fault their obvious commitment, I didn’t understand the general thrust behind what they were doing. The choice of the word ‘shoes’ struck me as arbitrary and I let them know this. I queried the need to pluralise the word and wondered if perhaps ‘shoe’ would have the same effect. It would certainly sound less awkward in general conversation. Each and every one of them laughed at my apparent display of ‘naivety’. I was told outright that the only way I could hope to understand their hobby was to partake in it myself. They urged me to try writing the word ‘shoes’ when I arrived home. They were adamant that the act itself would be enough to help me understand.

I had a pretty strong conviction to ignore the group’s suggestion. That was until Linda approached me. I was waiting in the driveway for Carl, feeling a little annoyed by the attempted indoctrination. I was inhaling deeply on a cigarette when I felt a tug on my shirt. I jumped at the unexpected intrusion, sending Linda slinking backward like a startled animal. I apologised profusely and asked her what she wanted. I was expecting more writing the word ‘shoes’ related propaganda but instead, with grave tones, Linda warned me never to participate in their hobby. The way she uttered the word ‘hobby’ was ominous and cold. She told me that if I went down that path, it would mean the end of my life as I knew it. A few tears mapped her face and the way she shook was contagious. I wanted to know more, but she ran off, ducking behind some sparse shrubbery before I had a chance to question her. I could clearly see her behind the shrubbery. It was a poor choice of hiding spot, but if she was so intent on avoiding me, I wasn’t going to push it.

…
 

I didn’t talk much to Carl on the drive home and for whatever reason he didn’t try talking to me. I guess he could sense the agitation his group had caused. Linda’s words were percolating in my headspace like rotten coffee and scolding my brain. It was at this stage that I became certain that I would at least try to write the word ‘shoes’. I’m a fairly simple guy to work out when it comes down to it. Tell me not to do something and I won’t stop thinking about it until I’ve given it a go. It’s the reason I only have two toes and the reason my last dog was called Mrs. Felch.

That night, kneeling in my bedroom, stuck in a pose that approximated veneration, I placed a sheet of standard grade, lined paper on my bed. With a common, mass-produced ballpoint pen, I began to write, a little cautiously at first:

Shoes
 

I leant back a bit and stared hard at the word on the paper. A strange sensation coursed through me. It was the unmistakable feeling of having written a word, only with double the intensity. I wasn’t sure why the word had such an effect. I tried experimenting with other words:

Lip
 

Tuckshops
 

Quarry
 

Mint
 

Bradley
 

There was no doubt about it. The feeling garnered from these words contained nothing beyond the typical base-level sensation associated with the writing of a standard word. There was something about ‘shoes’ that simply hit all the right buttons. I even tried removing the pluralisation, but sure enough, the elevated feeling was nowhere to be found. My desire to keep writing the word ‘shoes’ began to far outweigh my desire to understand why it was important. For the rest of the night I remained on my knees, writing the word again and again. With each repetition, I felt stronger and more alive. This was coupled with an ambiguous sense of achievement.

…
 

Morning hit and I was alarmed to find I had spent the whole night writing the word ‘shoes’. It was also confusing to note that despite the hours dedicated to the activity, I had only written it 12 times. There was no logical reason that such a short, simple word should take so long to write.

All I wanted to do was get better. I knew I could increase my writing speed if only I could spend a little more time. A quick glance at my clock revealed that time wasn’t something I had. Work was looming and despite an urge to call in sick, I did the right thing and left the writing behind. It would still be there when I returned.

The morning commute made apparent the immediate change that had occurred within me. Rather than concentrating on the pop music coughing through my headphones, my mind was on the fellow commuters. Usually these people passed me by in a blur of early morning humanity, but today I couldn’t help but wonder if any of them liked writing the word ‘shoes’. I studied each face closely, trying my best to ascertain whether I was looking at that face of an enthusiast.

I cast my mind back to the writing group. I tried bringing the face of each member into mental focus. The only commonality between them all was a distinct expression of devotion – of commitment. This wasn’t a trait I could readily project upon any of the faces on the train. It wasn’t a complete write off though, because on a few of them, I could swear that the word ‘shoes’ appeared on their foreheads. I wanted to approach these people and kiss them.

Work turned out to be a waste of time. I spent the day finishing an overdue report and felt a sense of relief upon completing it. This relief was short-lived when my supervisor, with eyes aflame, threw the report down on my desk. He demanded an explanation and looking at the report, I could understand why. Rather than mapping the quarterly growth of the glove department, I had written, very carefully, the word ‘shoes’ repeatedly - 19 times in all. I felt my stomach twist into a knot and squeeze out its contents… right onto my supervisors loafers. I was given an official warning, a liberal spanking and sent home to think about things.

…
 

I had always been an exemplary employee and the warning should have imbued me with fear. I knew that fear was the appropriate reaction but I couldn’t summon it. Instead, without a second thought, I resumed writing ‘shoes’.

A few hours later, I picked up the phone and rang Carl. I was eager to attend another meeting. I was eager to see Linda again. What I wanted more than anything was to sit at Linda’s side, our concentration tongues jutted, both of us writing ‘shoes’.

The phone seemed to ring for years before Carl finally answered. He confirmed that a meeting was scheduled for Friday and gave me the address. I tried writing it down but all I managed was a feeble ‘sho…’. I tossed the paper aside, hoping that my memory would recall the address. Staring at the crumpled paper with the half written ‘shoes’, a feeling of anxiety slapped my face. I immediately retrieved the paper and continued writing.

The meeting was only two days away but in my mind that was a million eternities. There was still a part of me that understood the stupidity of my impatience, but that part was quickly growing smaller. What was it about writing that word that made me want to share the experience? Why was any of this important? These questions weren’t asked in hope of finding answers. They were just a way to kill time.

…
 

The feeling was unmistakable. I was now one of them. Less than a week since my initial exposure to the word ‘shoes’, I was already a convert. Everyone else in the group stared at me, beaming sickening smiles… all except for Linda. Despair painted her face like makeup. I felt guilty, but I was already too enslaved to my new ‘hobby’ to let guilt stop me.

Carl cautiously admitted that the group met nightly. He was concerned that admitting the extent of their involvement would turn me off. He may have been right, but the thought of nightly meetings was music to my ears.

As the group were taking their seats, I tried to find a spot next to Linda, but she insisted on avoiding me. Thankfully, by the time I had started writing, any feelings of rejection had dissolved into nothingness.

While writing, I could feel myself sinking deeper into strange bliss. Memories of the life I’d lived up to this point were beginning to dissipate like smoke from a quenched fire. None of this scared me. It empowered me. The only fear I now possessed was the inevitable end to the current writing session.

When the end arrived, I felt like crying. Looking around the room, it was clear I wasn’t the only one. Some members from the group were openly weeping. Each clutched their paper close. I looked for Linda, eager to share the moment with her. She was gone.

…
 

I found her perched awkwardly in a tree, caressing a dishevelled robin. I traversed the tree to join her, falling several times in the process. She steadfastly avoided eye contact and although this annoyed me, I admired the stubbornness involved. We sat silently for a while, adjusting to the presence of the other. The itch to write ‘shoes’ kept threatening to steal my focus, but I managed to keep it at bay.

Linda eventually broke the silence by asking why I didn’t listen to her. I didn’t have an answer. She didn’t push for one. Instead she tightened her grip on the robin and started scratching the word ‘shoes’ into the tree truck with its beak. I envied her makeshift writing implement and cursed myself for not having one of my own. I fumbled for a cigarette, manoeuvred it to my mouth and managed to light it without falling from the tree. I inhaled hard, watching the glowing, orange tip as I did. An idea occurred. Rather than wrestle with the appropriateness of the idea I simply acted.

I removed the cigarette from my mouth and began burning the word ‘shoes’ into my arm in painful, ash-ridden circles. My weak body gave birth to pathetic wails. Linda snapped her head, saw what I was doing and leapt at me. I instinctively flinched and watched as she fell from the tree. The cracking sound her body made as it hit the ground inspired a mouthful of vomit, which I swallowed uncomfortably. I flicked the cigarette away and slid down the tree. The rough, barky surface tore the skin from my palms.

I scrambled toward Linda’s body, which considering the brevity of her fall, was badly broken up. She coughed up a rope of blood and stared at me. The word ‘shoes’ danced across her bulging eyeballs. It looked beautiful and I wanted to dive in. My reverie was cut short by Linda’s hand, which clenched my collar and pulled me close. Through floating bubbles of blood she thanked me for releasing her. With the gravest tones I’ve ever heard, she then warned that there was no escaping for me – that I was already trapped. The gurgled words concluded with the explosion of Linda’s unremarkable head. Thousands of tiny, bloody shoes rained down upon me, coating my body and blinding my sight.

I didn’t notice the fire that my flicked cigarette butt had started until it was much too late. It was disposed of without thought and I wasn’t to know it had flown through an open window. My eyes were still coated in Linda’s mini-shoe goo, which meant that I smelt and felt the fire before I saw it. Screams from within the house upset my ears. I stumbled blindly toward the chaos, feeling the heat intensify. I didn’t feel capable of helping, but felt the need to at least be nearby as a show of support.

Sirens began to fill the air, eventually drowning out the screams of the burning group members. I tried swallowing my vomit several more times before capitulating and allowing it exit. I was approached by a man with the accent of a paramedic who wrestled me to the ground. He screamed at me to remain calm, again and again, and assured me he was going to help. I felt something warm and sticky mash into my eye sockets. When enough shoe goo had been removed I learned that it was the paramedic’s tongue.

With a workable level of vision back, I pushed the paramedic away and crawled toward the burning house. I pressed my skinned hands against a scorching window and peered inside. The crispy, blackened corpses of the group members sat in the living room like macabre statues. Each of them still adopted writing poses. It struck me that each of them had resumed writing the word ‘shoes’, even as their bodies were burning. They were all too obsessed with their hobby to save themselves. It was at this point that I decided to give up smoking. The havoc my cigarette butt had wrought was too much for my conscious to bear. I decided to focus solely on writing the word ‘shoes’. At the very least, it was cheaper than smoking.

…
 

Several weeks had passed since the fire. I remained bound to the confines of my home, feverishly indulging my hobby. I sent a letter of resignation to my workplace, but I’m pretty sure it consisted of nothing other than ‘shoes’ written repeatedly. It didn’t matter. I was free now. All of my time now belonged to writing that beautiful word. I had grown quite good at it too. I could now write ‘shoes’ an average of twenty times per hour. If I maintained this level of improvement, in a few years I’d crack a word a minute.

My first interruption came courtesy of a sharp knock at my door. This shook me. I had reached a point wherein the existence of others had slipped my mind. All of a sudden, this forgotten world beyond my hobby was intruding. I only answered the door with the intention of giving the intruder a vitriolic piece of my mind. The words never had a chance to leave my mouth. The man standing at the door looked familiar somehow. He held a penny whistle and embraced me in a way that definitely suggested he knew who I was. As if on autopilot, I returned the embrace and watched as he recoiled in disgust and pinched his nostrils shut. It was this nose pinch that kicked my memory into gear – I’d remember that thumb anywhere. It was my brother, Chris.

It turned out that Chris had been kicked out of Thailand for accidentally breaking it. He was now on my doorstep begging for a place to stay until he could get his affairs in order. No matter how much I craved solitude, I couldn’t bring myself to turn away my own brother. I allowed him inside.

A few steps later, Chris froze in shock. He dropped his penny whistle and surveyed my lounge room. It was the first time I’d seen it from a distance. Paper, crowded with the word ‘shoes’, was strewn about the room like a new carpet. Where I had been sitting was smeared in excrement. This explained my brother’s nose pinch and filled me with a flush of shame. No hobby was worth forgoing basic hygienic necessity and yet, this is what I’d resorted to. As this thought simmered in my brain, I spotted a scrap of paper that hadn’t been written on yet. I dove for it, like I was trying to save a child from the path of a careening truck. With my jutted concentration tongue, I began to write.

My brother marched toward me and snatched the paper from my hand. I swiped at him like a cat but lost my balance and fell. I was writhing in my own waste while my brother read the paper. I convinced myself that, upon reading that intoxicating word, Chris would suddenly understand. This flawed conviction was a great condolence. But the condolence turned to horror as I watched him scrunch the paper into a ball and swallow it. I was livid. I scrambled toward his legs and bit at his calves, but he simply kicked me away.

I was powerless to stop Chris as he forcibly bound and bathed me. It’s not a nice sensation to have a family member scrub away the faecal encrustations from your arse with a toilet brush. When he deemed me sufficiently clean, I was left to soak in the tub in order to ‘calm down’. It was easy for him to say. He wasn’t the one tied up and needlessly kept away from his hobby. My brain screamed until little jets of blood blew from my earholes. It formed a puddle beside the bathtub and staring it, all I could think was ‘inkwell’. As I looked at my fingers, all I could think was ‘pen’, but with my arms bound, I couldn’t dip them into my makeshift inkwell. I manoeuvred myself painfully, until I was able to bob my nose in the puddle. My nose was now the perfect writing implement and the tiled bathroom wall was the perfect writing surface. I began writing ‘shoes’ triumphantly, only to be cut short by my brother’s fist.

…
 

I was tied to my bed. Chris sat at my side with a handful of paper adorned with my handiwork. He then asked a question that was impossible to adequately answer. He wanted to know why I was so obsessed with the word ‘shoes’. I tried to explain the attraction using overblown, poetic language, but I couldn’t convey it. Eventually I just implored him to try writing the word himself.

I shivered with envy as I watched him take up the pen and paper. My hands wanted to leap from their enslavement. Instead I bit a bulbous chunk from my bottom lip and winced as the beautiful pain engulfed me. My brother’s hand was moving easily across the paper. Too easily. There was no way on earth he was writing the word ‘shoes’ that fast. He was cheating and what’s more, he looked completely unimpressed. I begged him to show me the paper. I refused to believe he could be so mindlessly efficient on his first attempt. He looked disgusted as he waved the paper about my face. I cried without restraint. Sure enough, Chris had written ‘shoes’ about 50 times, quite legibly too. I accused him of being a closet hobbyist. He must have learned some superior method from a yogi in Thailand. I called him a hypocrite and spat bloody spit in his face. He stormed out of my house, leaving me tied to the bed.

The hours my brother was gone were the worst of my life. My whole body was screaming and there was nothing I could do to loosen my restraints. The pen he had been using sat so close, yet painfully out of reach. I spat blood down my front, hoping to miraculously form my beloved word, but it was no use. The blood itself became hundreds of small, red shoes. They marched off my body, leaving me more alone than ever. I started trying to hold my breath in the hope I’d suffocate to death. It just wouldn’t work.

…
 

Chris eventually returned with a package under his arm. He didn’t say a word to me, just sat with his back turned and played with whatever the package held. I wanted to know what he was doing. I pleaded with him to tell me. I was completely ignored. I tried to close my eyes. Tried to sleep. It was no use. He stood up quickly and jammed a needle into my neck. I screamed in pain.

He sat five more syringes filled with murky liquid by my bedside. He told me they were for later. He told me the needles were full of heroin. I deduced that this meant my neck had most likely been injected with heroin. I could feel myself getting drowsy, which wasn’t exactly unpleasant. The pain I was feeling began to fade into warm shapes. Before my eyelids fell shut, Chris explained that if he was going to have an addict for a brother, he wanted me addicted to something sensible.

In my mind, I saw myself sitting at an antiquated bureau. I was dressed so well and I looked so happy. I was writing the word ‘shoes’ in a mesmerising cursive that filled me with satisfaction. My lips sandwiched the most glorious concentration tongue. I felt so alive. My brother had given me a gift, an addiction that allowed me to further explore my hobby. I’d never have to stop writing that beautiful word again.
  


Goodbye, Captain Nowhere
 

The foam squid had started absorbing the ocean…

The men were despondent now. Their lice-infested beards, which they were forbidden to trim, tickled their naked bellies. The aimlessness of the voyage had stolen their spirits. The ocean they had been relegated to was small and ceased offering adventure many years ago. Their eyes had sunk – unfortunately the ship had not. Their ship was called POINTLESS JOURNEY. It was purportedly constructed in the fabled city of Cervix out of petrified beef. From all accounts, this ship had once been at the centre of high adventure and infamy. Now it was a mere holding cell for intensifying ennui.

The sun scorched the grey sky, but the heat didn’t reach the men on the ship. Most days were spent huddling together for warmth in between duties that redefined monotony. On a diet consisting primarily of brine, the men were forever at the mercy of their hunger. Many had lost teeth to the petrified beef hull in fruitless attempts to find sustenance. The men were always infused with illness yet somehow, none had died. A dinghy carrying curse-happy mailmen were believed to be responsible. The men were destined to a never-ending life of growing decrepitude.
 

Within the bowels of POINTLESS JOURNEY, inside a wardrobe, sat Captain Nowhere. With a candle wedged between his knees, he scrawled in a journal. He squinted at what he’d written. Each day his script looked less and less like writing. It had reached a point where nothing could be deciphered. He sighed deeply and slumped at the resulting light-headedness.

The mood on his ship had grown progressively worse as the years droned on. His men were devoid of passion – devoid of humour – devoid of life. All efforts made to invigorate the crew had failed. It was becoming hard to stay positive. Although he didn’t know what it was, there was a mission they needed to complete - a mission that quite possibly hadn’t even started yet. He needed his crew to kick into gear. He needed to motivate them. Captain Nowhere reflected on the rules he had imposed in the interest of unity. Were they all necessary? He toyed with the notion of allowing the men to shave their beards. Was this a rule he could relax? He viewed the ubiquity of his crew’s appearance as an important factor in the maintenance of the team. Maybe he could let them start wearing shirts? The emaciated stomachs on display surely affected morale. He moved his palm in a slow circle around his own naked belly. The candlelight caught the golden metal of his crotch hook. His hand moved toward it, clasping it tightly. His penis had been torn off in a violent game of Ludo back when he was a cabin boy. The chubby boatswain had attached the hook in its absence. Captain Nowhere felt no sexuality and was only aware of it in theory. The alien concept of masturbation had led to him forbidding his men from indulging in the act. To him it seemed disgusting and unnecessary. He did concede however, that to his men, it did not. With morale as it was, was it worth allowing his men to indulge in their own depravity?

He kicked open the door to the wardrobe and tumbled out, burning himself on the candle. The light in the galley had an odour to it that reminded Captain Nowhere of a time before his stint on POINTLESS JOURNEY. Memories of this time had become pure abstraction – a dream dreamed within a dream. POINTLESS JOURNEY was like a womb a child fails to escape.

The thump of tossed ironing boards reverberated throughout the hull. The disenfranchised sea mothers were attacking again. They travelled the ocean in inflatable vulvas, hurling the tools of oppression at male-occupied vessels. Captain Nowhere lowered his head, feeling a deep, unnameable shame. He paced the galley until the ironing board assault ceased.
 

The men were playing a game created by Captain Nowhere many years earlier, when the morale first started to dip. The rules of the game were ambiguous, which prevented the men from ever engaging with it in a meaningful way. The name of the game was convoluted, rendering it impossible to remember. It was only ever referred to now as ‘it’. The men only played ‘it’ through a sense of routine and garnered no joy from the experience. Based on their interpretation of the rules, the men tied their beards together in a messy knot and moved in a circle, as if they were children frolicking around a maypole. Only their ‘frolic’ was more accurately described as a laboured meander. After an unspecified amount of time had passed, they would all take it in turns imitating the call of creatures common to the fjords. Another unspecified amount of time later, they would stop what they were doing and spend the next 24 hours untying their beards.

It was during the beard de-tangle that Captain Nowhere approached his men. The men paid very little attention to him – they never did anymore. He was like a ghost no one believed in. Sometimes it was hard for him to conceptualise the reality of his existence. To exist doesn’t one need to be acknowledged? He hoped that his impending announcement would achieve this. He decided upon making his announcement while the men were still de-tangling their beards, because at least this way they were all in the same spot.

Captain Nowhere embarked upon his announcement in earnest, plainly aware that his men weren’t listening, but optimistic that they soon would. He spent some time talking about their ‘mission’, asserting that it would eventually meet an end. Such platitudes had been verbalised so regularly over the years that even he struggled to believe it. He ventured into crew protocol and regurgitated the many reasons as to why each of the many rules had been introduced. His communication was passionate, borne of genuine love for the sea. Still… his men weren’t listening. It was only while stammering out the word ‘masturbation’ that all attention immediately fell to Captain Nowhere. The men no longer sought to untangle their beards. Their ears grew considerably larger and spat out accumulated wax. The emphysemic wheeze of the ocean was suddenly the only sound in existence. Such intense attention filled him with discomfort, but still he struggled forward. Using terminology you might expect a grandparent to use, he officially lifted the ban on self-pleasure.

The silence continued for some time after the announcement had been made. A species of stepladder, native to the ocean sky, floated past overhead. Tubes of ocean water punched upward like uppercuts spraying POINTLESS JOURNEY as it fell back down to sea. One can often sense the moment life irrevocably changes.
 

The perpetually youthful powder monkeys, relegated to their bunks for so long, each grew a solitary pubic hair.

For the first time in many years, the forgotten penises aboard POINTLESS JOURNEY jutted outward, causing trousers to rise like arms loaded with correct answers. The crew, aware of their new awakening, eyed each the other off, excited and nervous. Their beards were still tangled, making the privacy they immediately craved an impossibility. Their primal instincts wrestled with their social graces. The primal won without issue. The men, carnal and pure, each clutched their newly invigorated members and began to pull. Once the seal preventing their sexual hunger had been breached, there was no hesitation. The masturbatory frenzy, created by the combined actions of these men, caused the ocean to churn and crash against the ship. The myriad inhabitants of the sea barked their mating calls into the restless ether. Each muscle in the bodies of the men clenched before the combined moan of ejaculatory cannons doused the beard tangle with murdered repression. Each individual sperm was a fossilised skeleton, a historical promise of fertility. It drifted away in a plume of impotent dust.

The men, with eyes pressed shut and mouths slackened, stood limp and still. The blood inside them felt carbonated and tingled its way into once abandoned veins, imbuing forgotten regions of their body with new life. The captain coughed away the seminal dust, well aware that that he had unleashed something he would never understand – something that terrified him. An unconscious hand crept toward his crotch hook and grasped with white-knuckle tightness.

The men, spent and satisfied, slumped backward, triggering a beard tug of war, which tore them free. The mound of entangled whiskers sat amidst a circle of satisfied men, each with naked, bleeding chins. Some drifted in and out of sleep. Others just cast euphoric stares toward the ocean sky. Captain Nowhere circled his laconic crew, unsure how to approach the situation. His men were calm, which pleased him, but the means by which they achieved this state made him quiver with disgust. His crew’s expended penises spilled from their trouser fronts, oblivious to decorum and weeping post-orgasmic syrup. He wanted to run away – hide in his quarters and forget this ever happened. It felt like a carnal dragon had been unleashed upon POINTLESS JOURNEY, and Captain Nowhere wanted nothing to do with it.

The frenzied thrashing of arms in water diverted the Captain’s attention. He was more than happy to investigate – anything to take his mind of the dirty crewmen. He darted across the deck, removed a telescope from his ear and peered out toward sea. A froth of disturbed water was visible in the distance, and was approaching POINTLESS JOURNEY at a pace that approximated an amble. The captain’s heart quickened, thumping out chaotic beats. He lowered the telescope and shook his head. He knew what it was. There was only one maritime creature he knew of that travelled in such a way – energy service spruikers. Colour flushed from his cheeks and pooled at the base of his feet. POINTLESS JOURNEY was about to come under attack from a school of men eager to convince anyone or anything in their path to switch energy providers. This was the first such attack in many years. The ocean was waking up and causing a scene.

Captain Nowhere turned toward his preoccupied crew. Some were sleeping. Some had resumed their self-abuse. The rest stared vacantly at the sky with goofy grins slithering across their faces. He stared back at the encroaching dilemma. Each of the energy service spruikers hugged a clipboard to their chest with one arm and moved through the water with the other. The time between attacks had been long. Captain Nowhere massaged his temples, trying to convince his brain to dredge up a strategy. He glanced toward the canons. They had been designed by beauticians from San Diego and fired clumps of bargain bin cosmetics. He wasn’t even sure if they still worked. The powder monkeys had stopped tending to them many years ago, when the allure of their tiny bunks became too much. He considered enlisting the aide of his crew, but it didn’t seem appropriate. If those water spruikers boarded POINTLESS JOURNEY, it would only be a matter of minutes before each of them had been persuaded to change energy providers.

POINTLESS JOURNEY was in possession of a warning system, assumedly designed for moments such as this. The captain couldn’t remember how this system functioned, but knew where the activation lever was. He clamoured his way toward the quarterdeck, trying to avoid the masturbating men and only partly succeeding. The lever was crawling with balls of baby rust that cried when the shadow of the captain’s hand obscured the sunlight. POINTLESS JOURNEY moaned as the captain gripped the stiff lever. The lever’s dormancy had crystallized it into position and it took more strength than Captain Nowhere thought he possessed to budge it. With a relieved creak, it began to give and the lever was slowly, firmly pulled into position. It coughed up a thick phlegm-like substance from its tip that the balls of rust rushed to consume. The alarm system aboard the ship screamed to life. Fireworks of confetti exploded from the masts, raining down in churning floats of colour. From below the deck, a well-dressed bassoon quartet emerged and blew high-pitch warning sonatas with Albert Ayler intensity.

The energy company spruikers were bumping against the ship and pausing to practice their spiels. Most had thick accents from indistinct countries. Rather than react to the alarm, the crew settled into their post-orgasmia with interlocked fingers propping up their lazy heads. The captain, in a state of abject panic, darted about the ship, waving around his arms and screaming verbal semaphore. His panic went unanswered. As they were trained to do, the bassoon orchestra marched overboard like lemmings. Muffled notes bubbled out of their dying instruments. Captain Nowhere, unaccustomed to pleading, attempted to convey the import of the impending situation. Half the men simply rolled over while the other half re-commenced their masturbation.

The spruikers boarded POINTLESS JOURNEY. The foam squid continued absorbing the ocean.
 

Within 30 minutes, the captain and crew had all been signed up to new energy contracts by the maritime spruikers. The contractual conditions were so confusing and circuitous in logic they were rendered useless. The captain pleaded with the spruikers to shed light on some of the more obtuse conditions, but this was met with a shrug of the shoulders. Before the captain could wipe the tears from his eyes, the spruikers were back in the water, searching for their next target. It was the epitome of oceanic shame to fall victim to a maritime spruiker. Somehow the news would get out – the ocean has a way of gossiping, like an immense, heaving playground.

The captain crossed the deck and squinted against the salt air, trying to smother the sound of his moaning crew with his own hummed shanties. Trained seagulls were forming corporate logos overhead, switching every few seconds from one brand to another. Everything was changing.
 

The ocean was getting shallower. The foam squid were absorbing more of it every day. Some had become so engorged that you could see their yellow, porous heads breaking through the surface. The captain supposed it wouldn’t be long before POINTLESS JOURNEY hit the ocean floor and could no longer move forward. He only hoped their mission, whatever it was, would be over before this occurred.

The collective jism from twenty spent members soaked into the deck, giving it a waxy sheen. Some of the men were back on their feet, feeling their desires had been satisfied (at least momentarily). They wandered the ship aimlessly, in search of something they couldn’t define. Their raw chins were already starting to sprout new beards – different beards - thicker than before. Beards imbued with machismo. Unable to determine what it was they wanted, they started to fight, embracing one another in tight bear hugs and writhing about on the deck. They derived great pleasure from pinning each other down and spitting victoriously into each other’s mouths.

The captain circled the fighting men, trying to encourage them to stop, but they had grown insolent and merely hurled confusing insults by way of reply. From below the deck, a blur of powder monkeys rushed past the captain, the mousey smells of puberty assailing his nostrils in their wake. This was the first time in decades they had moved from their bunks and it appeared they had amassed a considerable reserve of energy. They dashed about and jumped on the fighting men before urinating against the foremast. Soon the powder monkeys were eyeing off the captain and preparing themselves to charge. The captain stood, glued to the spot and shivering, unable to defend himself. As the powder monkeys charged, the perpetual youth that had befallen them began to slip away. Their bodies changed with each step. Their Adam’s apples throbbed like hearts and their faces exploded with acne, which coughed and burped pus. A screeched war cry escaped their mouths only to turn into a broken fluctuation of pitches as their manhood tried to break through. The captain dropped to his knees. The crotch hook he wore so proudly jutted out and glinted in the light. All the eyes of the powder monkeys moved toward the glinting hook. The captain slowly shook his head, intuitively aware of what was soon to come.

With a pickpocket’s speed and grace, the captain’s crotch hook was snatched and in possession of the powder monkeys. They threw it to each other and giggled, making sure its trajectory remained just outside of the captain’s desperate reach. The macabre game of catch continued until the captain was balled foetal and sobbing. When the powder monkey’s had ascertained their torment was successful, they threw the hook into the ocean. The captain scurried starboard, just in time to watch the hook vanish into the water. He remained staring for some time, trying to assimilate recent events and failing.
 

The captain had relegated himself to his quarters. He no longer felt safe anywhere else. Even the perceived safety of his quarters was an illusion. He studied the weak hinges on the door and knew how easy they would be to breach. His hand rubbed the former location of his crotch hook. Its absence was impossible to fathom. When he closed his eyes, the captain could still sense it, sitting regal and proud. He toyed with the notion of never opening his eyes again in order to maintain this sensation.

Captain Nowhere was trapped amidst a dilemma of his own making and he saw no reasonable way out. The obsession these men had with their penis was without peer. Short of removing them, or inflicting mass impotence, his quandary would remain. He wondered how such an organ could inspire such fascination. Was it the sole arbiter of masculinity? The conduit by which a man experienced the world around him? What did that make him? Was he a man at all? Did a person truly exist if no gender could be attributed to them? These thoughts collided with one another causing mental explosions.
 

The men above were stomping rhythmically and seeing who could swear the loudest. Every 15 minutes or so, they stopped to masturbate, letting their ejaculate dribble into the scupper where it impregnated the ocean. The men’s semen attracted all manner of ocean creatures, some of which were, until this point, merely fabled. Finned barstools kicked through the water like jellyfish. Schools of tiny Muhammad Ali figurines hid behind seaweed, waiting for their moment to feed off whatever the barstools left behind. Watching from a distance, too shy to actively participate, were underwater emotional hardcore bands, the members of which, strummed plaintively at their instruments and moped.

This hive of activity was unlike anything these men had seen before. They climbed the masts, pummelled their chests and barked at the moon. In response to the moon barking came a static-drenched yodel from somewhere in the distance. The men barked in reply, which was met by another yodel. This unusual conversation continued, the yodel increasing in volume as the source of the sound drew nearer.

The pink mist that hovered just above the ocean surface began to swirl as another vessel approached POINTLESS JOURNEY. It wasn’t a ship… it was something much bigger. This vessel emitted a powerful light that illuminated the mist around it like a bad sci-fi special effect. The men fell silent as the encroaching light bathed them in artificial warmth. As the vessel came into view, it revealed itself to be an enormous cathode ray television set. It dwarfed POINTLESS JOURNEY with its sheer bulk. It was adorned in bindis and Strawberry Shortcake stickers and moaned static as it gently bumped against the ship. The escutcheon on POINTLESS JOURNEY curled into a smile and drooled.

The static on the giant television replaced itself with the flickering image of identical, undressed dolls. Their genitalia had been homogenised into smooth humps, but their frozen expressions suggested lust. The men watched from the safety of their ship like consummate voyeurs, their bulging eyes unwavering from the screen. The dolls moved without humanity, but their movements suggested a facsimile of sex. The dolls caressed each other with rigid hands. Low bit-rate moans seduced their way out of the television speakers and squirmed into the gaping ears of the men. The dolls mashed their frozen faces into each other’s breasts.

The camera zoomed in, allowing the men to paint imaginary detail, each according to their own version of perfection, upon the androgyny. The eyes of each doll seemed to beg the men to use their versions of the female form. The men responded by using themselves. As they did this, they barked and cooed. Nothing else mattered.
 

From atop the main mast, the captain watched this horrifying drama unfold. The brine in his stomach spun in nauseous tumbles. The boat rocked with the masturbatory jerks below. He had been rendered invisible, unable to comprehend, let alone participate in, the decadence occurring below him. His position as captain had always managed to bolster and lift him from moments of doubt and status anxiety. The mannered world of hierarchy had now drowned in a pool of animal lust. He had been excluded from his gender.

From his vantage point, the captain glanced out over the expanse of the ocean. As the water level lowered, he witnessed the birth of new islands, each with their own mysterious inhabitants. The island closest, no bigger than an apartment, was occupied by two small boys. Each was armed with a slingshot, which they took turns using against the other. A solitary cactus was the soul source of shelter against their projectiles. The boys fed on low flying seagulls and were covered in their pink viscera. An island further in the distance housed a family on a yellow couch. They sat before a stage, which whistled steam and staged nothing. More and more islands emerged, the inhabitants of each involved in deep meaninglessness.

The captain thought about his place on POINTLESS JOURNEY and in turn, he thought about POINTLESS JOURNEY’s place in the world. Perhaps the purpose behind their never-ending mission was simply to survey lack of purpose in its myriad forms. They had truly become the embodiment of nothingness. Perhaps, by allowing his men to indulge in themselves, he had woken them up in a way that compromised the mission – he’d given them a purpose the mission didn’t want them to have. He had been the perfect man to lead this mission, as his sexlessness didn’t even allow him to partake in the most basic animal function.

The water level continued to lower and more islands popped into view. The captain knew what he had to do.
 

Captain Nowhere began his descent of the main mast, feeling dread and finality plump his veins. Somehow, the further down the mast the captain was, the more vertigo assailed him. By the time his foot made contact with the deck he felt as if he might pass out.

The men were still entranced by the plastic eroticism displayed on the television screen. They absent-mindedly tugged at their arousal, oblivious to everything but their immediate fantasies. The captain made his way toward the binnacle and retrieved the compass from within, the needle of which had attained the appearance of a tongue. It was heavy in his hands, but he managed to hoist it toward his shoulder with a heave. The men paid their captain no notice. Even as he stood before them, they paid no attention. Channelling every speck of his strength, the captain hurled the compass toward the overbearing television screen. It sailed briefly through the air before colliding with the glass, shattering the screen in a spark-filled huff of smoke. With the cathode glow extinguished, it seemed darker than ever before.

The men flashed fury across their faces. Their penises barked in glistening, red anger. The captain met their hateful stares with a dignified stare of his own. He began explaining his decision to mutiny against them. He told them it was the only way he could live with himself. The men made no indication that these words were connecting. They continued their hateful stares. The captain continued explaining his decision, losing himself along tangential roads. His words lacked dynamism, but at this stage, what did it matter? He let his words flow freely, expunging his opinion about anything that came to mind, including a brief anecdote about the pitfalls of Yahtzee. It wasn’t until his voice disappeared completely that he stopped. He turned his back on the men. The thump of POINTLESS JOURNEY hitting the ocean floor shook everyone aboard. The ocean had been absorbed completely.
 

After filling a duffel bag with arbitrary possessions, the former captain dismounted POINTLESS JOURNEY. His feet squelched into the muddy ocean floor. He pressed his lips against the hull, saying a final goodbye, accidentally inhaling a starfish. He glanced up at the enormous television carcass and tipped an imaginary hat to the foe he felled. Then, he walked…

There was no correct direction. He simply felt for the direction of the wind and followed it. The men on his former home were moaning in self-pleasure again. It was a relief for the former captain when these sounds began to fade. The more he walked, the more relieved he became.

After some time, he chanced upon a clam dressed as Morgan Freeman. It was reciting lines from ROBIN HOOD: PRINCE OF THIEVES in that deeply sonorous tone Freeman was famous for. Wedged in the slush of the ocean floor, at the foot of the clam, sat something that filled him with jubilation. It was his crotch hook. He extracted it from the slush like Excalibur and screwed it back into place. He breathed deeply, inhaling a medically ill-advised quantity of salt. Although more aimless than ever, he felt whole.

There was a wooden door in the ocean floor. Opening hours were painted on the front in gold. He had nothing on him in which to tell the time. The angle of the sun suggested it might have been March, but that wasn’t accurate enough. He fell to his knees and twisted the doorknob. The door swung open, revealing a staircase. The former captain stood by this staircase for some time, lost in contemplation. Eventually he fisted his pockets with either hand, jutted his crotch hook outward and descended down the stairs.
  


The Nook
 

A new pile of second-hand pornographic VHS cassettes sit on my coffee table. This has become a weekly tradition. I must have two hundred of these things, all of them courtesy of my best friend, Greg. I never watch them anymore. It makes no sense to me. I have the Internet. The world of porn is at my fingertips and, with the Internet by my side I don’t have to squint my way through tracking problems or censorship laws. I’ve told Greg this so many times. He believes that one should own the physical pornographic artefact. I believe that the pornographic artefact only leads to post-orgasmic guilt. I find it more morally sustainable to simply delete my web history.

“Aren’t you even going to look at ‘em?”

Greg sits before the porn like a cat that has just presented a dead bird to its owner. His glasses edge down the bridge of his nose, saved by an unconscious finger just before it has a chance to fall to the carpet below.

“Why would I?” I respond. “You know I don’t want these things. They’re not even on DVD for fucksake.”

Greg shakes his head dismissively – a sensei disappointed in his student. He makes his way toward the fridge and retrieves a Grolsch beer. He bites at the cap, removing it and half the bottleneck at the same time. Beer froths down his chin. He spits bloody shards of glass into the sink and sucks at the jagged drink spout.

“People shit on VHS. It pisses me off. They’ve become fucking lepers. If we don’t nurture them, they’ll die.”

I snort beer through my nostrils as laughter takes me over.

“There’s a good reason that people shit on VHS. It’s not like a vinyl record. I’m willing to bet that 90% of the porn you’ve given me is virtually unwatchable. If I’m watching porn, I wanna jack off. I don’t wanna endlessly adjust the tracking or fish tape from VCR guts.”

Greg falls down onto the adjacent couch (this is his couch) and farts upon landing. A smell most foul rapes my nose.

“Fuck!” I yell, waving a hand near my face. “I don’t get it. You’re here all the time. We eat the same shit. Why do your farts smell so… so… idiosyncratic?”

“Must be all that time I spend eating your mother’s pussy,” he mocks.

“If you had all this pussy to eat, you probably wouldn’t need the porn,” I reply while prodding the porn stack on the coffee table with my foot.

“It’s a good way to hone technique, my man.”

“Yeah… I can’t count the number of times I’ve utilized the piledriver at the end of a romantic evening.”

“Because you ain’t meeting the right kinda chick,” Greg replies. ‘Have you watched any of the porn I’ve given you?”

“When would I find the time? You’re always here.”

Greg burps a beer-drenched laugh. We both lie back on our respective couches in comfortable silence. The best way to measure a friendship is in silence. If you’re comfortable saying nothing to someone, then they’re a true friend.

I let my lethargic eyes soak in the detail of my apartment. I love my apartment. I’ve been here for nearly ten years. Since leaving home, it’s the only place I’ve ever been. It’s small. It’s rundown. It’s completely unexceptional in every way, but it’s mine. This place knows me better than anyone, including Greg. I know this place better than anyone, including Greg. The apartment is an extension of me. My presence has given it a heart – a heart that beats in tandem with my own. Our relationship is based on divine symbiosis. There is nothing about my apartment that I don’t know. It’s the closest anyone can come to physically living inside themselves.

…
 

I wake up to the wet, slapping sound of masturbation. I don’t mind Greg doing this – it’s actually nice that he feels comfortable enough to do it around me. I could never whip it out in front of him. He calls my constant state of dress ‘prudity’ and he’s right. I’ve never even let a friend see me topless and I would rather kill myself with a knife of frozen shit than show my cock to anyone. Even the girls I’ve been with need to fill out a legally binding confidentiality agreement before I’ll remove my pants in their presence.

“Let me know when it’s safe to look,” I yawn at Greg.

“Nearly… there… buddy,” he pants.

I bop my head to the rhythmic slap of his wank. I’d hazard a guess that he’s at 90bpm. He must be feeling tired. Sometimes he gets to 240.

“Safe to look, dude,” he groans.

I turn my head just in time to see a watery blast of cum douse his t-shirt.

“Fuck, dude!” I yell. “You asshole! What’d you do that for?”

Greg wheezes with laughter while repackaging his dick.

“It’s just a dick, dude. Reports suggest that even you have one and what’s more, you’ve probably even seen yourself cum!”

I feel disgusted, but I have no idea why. It turns me on when a guy cums in porn, yet when I see my best friend do it, it creeps me out. I feel my cock engorge with involuntary blood.

“This is my fucking home! I don’t want you treating it like your own personal cum dumpster.”

“Nah…” Greg replies. “That’s what your mother’s for.”

We both start laughing and insulting the other’s mother. It’s a slightly abstract notion when you consider my mother’s been dead for ten years.

Before the cum has a chance to dry on Greg’s shirt, all is forgiven. We’re drinking more Grolsch and watching illegally downloaded episodes of Quincy M.E. Tragically we know all the dialogue and revel in demonstrating this.

…
 

The hour or so following my arrival home from work is typically the only time I’m alone with my apartment. As much as I love Greg, it’s important for me to get these little snippets of time with my home. It’s my chance to prove to it that I am its loving owner. I slowly run my tongue over its walls like a lioness cleaning her cub. I press my flaccid crotch against it and rub. Every square inch is coated in my DNA. I’ve marked my territory.

I embark upon my daily dilemma – do I cook myself dinner, or do I wait for Greg to arrive so we can have something together? I fool myself into believing I’m not going to wait and search through the cupboards. A sweet perfume of rising damp and old spice wafts over me. I inhale like I’m about to go down on a pussy dripping with arousal. I open and close the cupboard in quick succession, fanning the scent into my kitchen. The muscle in my legs starts to jelly and I feel myself gently collapse onto the tepid linoleum below. On all fours, I crawl, my nose pressed to the floor. I snort up my apartment’s history, feeling the detritus left by food and shoe soles float into my flared nostrils. The microscopic flotsam strikes the back of my throat before assimilating with my insides. I tremble and buck my leg - doglike and frisky. It’s as my aroused pelvis begins thrusting that Greg appears behind me.

“You totally need to get laid.”

I roll onto my back, hiding my erection with pretzel-contorted legs.

“What do you feel like eating?” I ask.

He shakes a greasy paper bag. “I brought us donuts.”

“Are they good?” the suspicion in my voice evident.

“Get fucked! Are they good? They were baked today.”

“Did you pay for them?”

“Who gives a shit? Let’s just fucking eat.”

I pluck a sixer of beer from the fridge, place them on the coffee table and fall onto my couch.

“What’re we watching tonight?” I ask.

“I downloaded a crapload of shitty high school plays. This is meant to be some of the most abysmal shit out there. It’ll be fucking hilarious.”

I crack a beer bottle open like a coconut and let the frothy nectar cascade into my mouth and over my face.

“That sounds pretty fucking cool,” I admit.

Greg prepares the DVD player and flicks off the light before returning to his couch and cracking open a beer of his own. Footage, clearly recorded in the 80s, flickers on screen. A generic white text informs us that we are about to enjoy the Bentley High 1983 production of JOSEPH AND HIS AMAZING TECHNICOLOUR DREAMCOAT. A fat kid with overtly rimmed glasses begins stammering his way through introductory dialogue. From the fuzzy darkness of the crowd, some genius throws a stepladder at the fat kid. It collides with his face, his glasses break and he convulses about on the ground crying. Greg and I nearly choke on the power of our hysterics. Sprays of laugh-spat beer shower us. This is going to be a good night.

…
 

My insides are swimming in glorious beer. The words that leave my mouth are trying to sleep. My limbs move like a developmentally challenged Thunderbird. I love this magical inebriation. The walls of my apartment glow with the ornate grandeur of a kingdom. I feel humbled by its acceptance of me and collapse on my bloated knees in veneration.

Greg tumbles from the couch to join me.

“What are we doing?” he slurs.

“I dunno what you’re doing, but I’m paying my respects.”

“To the apartment?” he asks.

“To the apartment.” I confirm.

“What the fuck’s with you and this shitty apartment?”

I burp a dribble of beer vomit down my front before answering his question.

“First thing’s first – this apartment ain’t ‘shitty’. It’s my sacred fucking temple.”

“And who do you worship in this ‘temple’?”

“I worship the apartment.”

“So… lemme get this shit straight. You worship your place of worship?”

I have no idea what he’s talking about, but settle on a confused nod. We are both momentarily distracted by a gawky looking chick on the television struggling through a ballet routine.

“It’s just an apartment, dude” reasons Greg.

“What? You’re telling me you don’t like it here?”

“I never said that. I’d like any place you moved to as long as it had beer and a television. I’m just sayin’ that it’s only a fucking apartment.”

“Yeah,” I shout, a distinct element of defensiveness creeping into my voice, “but it’s mine! I know this place better than anyone will ever know anything.”

“Bullshit!” he yells, burping up a vomit dribble of his own.

I motion to slap him, but my limp, inebriated hand misses the mark and somehow I slap myself.

“Did you just try to hit me?”

“I’m not sure,” I respond. “I feel like this place is my woman. I need to defend her honour.”

Greg struggles to his feet and stumbles toward the fridge. He grasps the handle with his teeth and works open the door.

“Beer?” he asks.

“You are!” I respond, not quite sure what he said.

A bottle of Grolsch comes careening toward me and explodes against the coffee table. I suck the bitter liquid from the carpet.

“You know… I reckon I know this place just as well as you do,” challenges Greg.

I bite into the carpet, childish rage pulsing. All I can think about is punching him. All I want to do is hurt him.

“I mean, I’m here nearly as much as you are, dude.”

I roll onto my back and spit the carpet from my mouth.

“I’m not trying to piss you off,” he pushes.

“Fuck you! This is my place. No one knows it better than me.”

“Prove it.”

“Fuck you! I live here. If you think you know this place better than me, you prove it.”

Greg sets his beer down on the coffee table and starts rubbing his hands together.

“Let’s make this official,” he says.

“Fine… if you discover something about my apartment that I don’t already know, I’ll hook my old VCR back up and we can watch whatever shitty tape you want.”

Greg’s eyes light up.

“And if you fail,” I continue, “you have to take all that fucking porn back and never dump anymore on me.”

Greg begins to thoughtfully rub his chin, so much so that his beard comes off.

“You have a deal,” he says with an extended hand.

After several minutes of drunken orientation, our hands meet and we shake. His hand feels so soft.

…
 

I settle down on my couch, waiting for Greg to fail. I can picture him lugging away all that shitty porn and it makes me feel so good. My whimsy is interrupted by Greg’s muffled voice.

“Did it!”

I sit up straight, trying to ascertain where the voice is coming from.

“Get the VCR, dude,” he continues.

“Bullshit!” I yell, standing up to confront him.

His self-satisfied laughter vibrates through the walls. Where the fuck is he?

“You can’t find me, can you?” he taunts.

Nothing about this makes sense. My apartment consists of four rooms. I can’t find him in any of them. My breath quickens and my beer buzz leaves me in a wet sneeze. Greg’s fucking laughter continues, accentuating what has now become strange panic.

“Where are you?”

“HA! You can’t find me.”

I ball my fists, gouging nail-sized crescents into my palms.

“I’m fucking drunk, man. I can’t think straight. Just come out.”

“Not until you admit you can’t find me.”

I’m trying to focus on the location of Greg’s voice, but the minute I think I have it pinned down, it seems to shift behind me and the same process begins again. It’s like he’s nowhere and everywhere.

“Come out!” I yell.

His laughter starts up again. I have to fight back the useless urge to cry. If Greg ever saw me cry… where is he?

I massage my temples with firm fingers and feel a tap on my shoulder. I swivel my body to greet the tap and fall backward. I’m on the ground like an upturned turtle with Greg’s unusually sinister body towering over me.

“I fucking win, dude!”

I scrunch my eyes shut. This is a drunken illusion. When my eyeballs re-emerge, Greg will be passed out on the couch, burping the cartoon bubbles of a lush. This is bullshit. My eyes spring open and all I can see is his grey smile.

“I fucking win, dude,” he repeats calmly.

“Where were you?”

He stares at me in the same way my father used to when I drank ocean water. His smile disappears for a brief moment before returning, more sinister than ever.

“I was in your apartment,” he explains. “I’ve found a little nook. I don’t think you know where it is.”

“I know where it is.”

“I don’t think you do.”

“I do so.”

“Would you like me to show you where it is?”

I want to say yes so badly. I need to know where he was. My apartment would never do this to me. She’s faithful. She only reveals her secrets to me. I know everything about her. Everything… A flash of frustration strikes me like lightning and I lose it.

“GET OUT!” I scream, my voice breaking like Peter Brady’s.

Greg’s mouth drops open and I watch a millipede scurry out. It becomes lost in his thick, manic hair.

“If that’s the way you wanna play it, dude. I’ll come back tomorrow when you’re off the rag.”

I don’t see him leave. He’s just gone and I’m alone. The walls of my apartment don’t feel like they’re protecting me anymore. They feel as if they’re trapping me.

…
 

I’m running my hand over every surface of the apartment and feeling for something new. Using something similar to phrenology, I’ve become accustomed to the slight variables in the contours of the walls. I used to be so sure. Now everything smacks of ambiguity. I need to find this enormous secret she’s been keeping from me. How could she let Greg in on it? She’s been cheating on me. She’s a loose whore.

I spend some time drawing up a blueprint of the apartment and dividing it into quadrants. I’m going to approach this with the precision of an archaeological dig. Every cell of the apartment will be thoroughly examined. I’m going to find this fucking nook. I’m going to cordon it off and the next time that fucker, Greg tries to slip into it, he’ll fail and I will never let him live it down. I’ll go to his place and find my own fucking nook and rub his face in it. Of course, that means I’d have to go to Greg’s, but I’d be willing to do that in order to screw him over.

…
 

Why can’t I find it? What the hell’s going on here?

…
 

Morning brings nothing but the grisly reality of a sleepless night. The veins in my eyes are so engorged they look black and wriggle like decapitated snakes. I’m trying my best not to throw up last night’s beer. The sheer quantity of upchucked muck soaking my nightgown suggests that I’ve been unsuccessful.

I decide to call in sick from work. I need to pour all of my focus into finding the nook. Greg will inevitably be here tonight and if the nook hasn’t been located by the time he arrives, I doubt I’ll cope. Nothing has ever felt so important.

I deduce that the nook must reside within the walls – it’s not logical to assume anything else. I’ve seen enough movies to know that you can tap on a wall to find hidden hollows. I spent many hours last night drawing up numbered grids on my walls. Each square in the grid will be thoroughly tapped. If I hear something untoward, I’ll tear the fucking wall down. I only wish I knew what to listen for.

I have a stethoscope, which I stole from a doctor during a thoroughly unprofessional prostate exam back in the 90s. I press it against the wall and listen… nothing… I repeat the process… nothing…

The hours pass…

Still nothing…

Waves of frustration and tension are crashing against my skull. Why am I doing this? Can’t I just let it go? If I suck up to Greg and swallow my pride, he’ll tell me where this damn nook is. I begin to rehearse the conversation in my head. I’ll offer him a beer. He’ll offer me some shitty VHS porn. I’ll accept it in the spirit of friendship. We’ll talk about child stars of the 80s for a spell and then… then I’ll very calmly apologise for last night’s outburst and simply ask him where the nook is. He’ll be happy to tell me and we’ll get drunk and laugh about it and he’ll joke about doing inappropriate things to my mother. It will be the same as it always was. I’ll even learn to feel comfortable in my apartment again.

These are calming thoughts that allow me to refocus. I press the stethoscope back against the wall and continue my fastidious listening game. A faint beating sound begins whispering in my ear. My eyes bulge like aroused trousers. I move the stethoscope wildly, ignoring my carefully ruled grid. The beating grows fainter and louder in response to my jerks until the beating explodes in my eardrums. The beating has a familiar rhythm. Fuck that sounds like a heartbeat…

I run toward the kitchen and fish a handful of forks from the drawer, before returning to the entombed heartbeat. I start slamming the handful of forks into the plaster, chipping away at its surprisingly weak constitution. It falls away and coughs plumes over my body. I’m experiencing my apartment in a brand new way and it feels good. I’m really getting to know her. I’m uncovering secrets that no one else knows. Not even Greg!

Within minutes I’ve really opened the wall up. I don’t know what I’m expecting to find, but the anticipation thrills me. I find a cigarette lighter in my hair and illuminate the cavity.

There’s nothing - just melancholy, lonely space. I drop to my knees and feel earthquakes of pain in my bones. I close my eyes to satisfy the burning sleeplessness. I suppose I’m going to fall asleep.

…
 

The sole of Greg’s shoe mashing my face wakes me up. I cough up a ball of soggy plaster and wheeze my way back into consciousness.

“What the fuck, man?” he asks.

Greg is surveying the gridded walls, the mess, the damage. I’ve never seen him so confused.

“I think you’re cracking up.”

“I lost something… I’ve been looking for it… it’s important.”

“Yeah… must be pretty damn important.”

He waltzes over to the fridge and exhumes a beer. He sits down on the couch, puzzlement contorting his face.

“Wait a minute! Is this about that fucking nook I found last night?”

I work my way onto all fours and begin crawling toward him, shaking my head like a seizure.

“No. I’ve forgotten all about that,” I lie. “I’ve been looking for my Sega Dreamcast. Do you have it?”

Why can’t I just tell him the truth? Greg starts laughing callously.

“Just ask and I’ll tell you where it is.”

I sit silently, biting my tongue until blood drizzles from my mouth.

“Or don’t,” he continues, “and I’ll slip back into the nook and taunt you.”

“Fuck you,” I seethe.

“Fine!”

He sets down his beer and walks confidently past me. I try to scurry after him on my hands and knees, but fall onto my stomach. Seconds later, Greg’s muffled voice starts assailing my ears again.

“Seriously, man… I can’t believe you haven’t found this. There’s enough room for me to walk around. It could be used as another room if you were desperate.”

I get to my feet, orient myself and start pounding on the walls.

“Where the fuck are you?” I scream.

“Ask nicely,” he jokes.

“This is my apartment. You can’t do this to me.”

His laughter starts again. I can no longer hear frivolity in his cackling. It pummels me like angry fists. How could he be such an asshole? Once again I try to locate the origin of the sound. I walk past the hole I forked hours before and peek inside. The laughter clearly isn’t coming from here. I turn around and there he is, standing before me, arms crossed and intimidating.

“We had a bet, dude,” he says.

“Just tell me where the nook is.”

“No, no, no. Go grab the VCR and some porn of your choice. We have some vids to watch first.”

I slump my head forward and mindlessly obey. I forage the VCR out of the laundry cupboard. The waft that hits my nose doesn’t even smell familiar anymore. My home has abandoned me.

The VCR is covered in A-Team stickers and dried jam. I don’t even know if it still works. Drool leaks from the interior, as if it’s involved in deep sleep. I drag it by the power cord and walk toward the lounge room, where Greg sits, full of sickening self-satisfaction.

“Can you set it up? I need to get some porn.”

He nods before picking the VCR up and cradling it in his arms. He strokes it like a kitten and whispers something at it that I can’t make out. I can’t help but think he’s letting it know where the nook is.

The wardrobe full of porn is intimidating and fills me with unwanted arousal. I don’t even know what to choose. Preferences aren’t jumping out at me. I pick a few at random and stop to look at the covers. I don’t want to watch this shit with Greg. The gaping pussy on the cover of GANGBANG GIRLS #19 is really turning me on. My cock is throbbing in synchronicity with the ache in my head.

I hear the television moaning as I approach the living room. Greg has the VCR up and running, albeit at a slowed down rate. I’m on the screen. The footage must be at least five years old because I have a potent neck beard. I’m asleep on the couch. Greg, also in possession of a neck beard, is standing over me naked. Greg is saying something to the camera that I can’t make out through the slo-mo distortion. A rictus paints his face, flashing those grey teeth I’ve recently come to dread.

“What is this?” I ask.

“It was stuck in the VCR. Come and watch.”

He pats the couch cushion next to him. I don’t feel as if I have a choice. I’m sitting next to him and I don’t remember moving to achieve this.

“I used to record you while you slept.”

He says it without emotion. He starts rubbing his thighs.

“You should see this bit,” he says with a slight nudge of the elbow into my side.

His pernicious nudity flickers and jumps as the tracking tries to settle. I watch Greg caress my head while his penis breathes in and out. He starts to rub it over my face, leaving a trail of pre-cum in its wake.

“When did you do this?”

“A while back.”

“Why?”

“Coz it’s fucking hilarious!”

The imagery remains, even when I close my eyes.

“Don’t close your eyes, dude,” he says with a slap to my face.

I open them again. Greg’s masturbating above my sleeping face, knocking his cock against my lips. His hand has ventured between my legs and starts to squeeze as if he’s testing for the perfect mango. His masturbation intensifies. His body shudders while his cum leaps over my face. He gives a thumbs up to the camera and the image disappears. I’m asleep the whole fucking time.

I remain staring at the screen, unsure what to make of it all.

“What do you think?” he asks with a wink.

I don’t even begin the psychologically damaging act of considering this question.

“Where’s the nook, Greg?”

He stretches his arms toward the ceiling and makes a real show of yawning.

“I’ll tell you tomorrow, dude. I’m really fucking beat.”

He pats me on the shoulder and leaves. I can still feel his residual warmth on the couch beside me. It stops me feeling completely alone. An episode of ROGER RAMJET flickers on the screen before me.

I very calmly stand up and leave the apartment.

…
 

I return with a sledgehammer borrowed/stolen from a neighbour and feel its hefty weight in my hands. The walls of my cheating, lying whore of an apartment tremble and plead. No fucking mercy.

The sledgehammer decimates all it collides with. The walls begin to crumble and sob. Each strike sends reverberations throughout the apartment and blood to my cock. Each new section of wall is Greg’s face. I destroy him over and over.

“Where the fuck are you!”

The nook remains elusive, but I remain determined. If she refuses to give me her secrets, I’ll take them by force.

“You were supposed to love me!”

I set the sledgehammer aside and start crushing the wall with my fists. It feels better this way – more intimate. It doesn’t take long before my knuckles have pulped into a mess, but the burning sting feels so good.

More and more of the wall is crushed at my feet and finally, I find something. A scrap of paper floats to the ground. It’s covered in handwriting. It’s covered in Greg’s handwriting. It reads:
 

We can’t keep this from him forever.
 

One day I’m going to have to tell him.
 

He thinks you belong to him.
 

It hurts to see you with him, acting like I don’t exist
 

Shock overtakes me and I can’t stop my teeth from chattering. I feel desperately cold and hug myself for warmth.

“Why Greg?” I ask.

I receive no response.

“Nobody has ever treated me like I treat you.”

I receive no response.

Tears begin to suffocate my eyeballs. I don’t even have the energy to blink them away. I’m trying to process what’s happening. How long has Greg been seeing my apartment? He helped me move in. This seed may have been planted from day one. Maybe he fell in love with her before I did.

What I feel extends beyond jealousy or betrayal. I feel as though my basis for existence is gone. Does Greg even like me? Does he just come over to see her?

“Are you okay, dude?”

I tilt my head to empty my eye sockets of tears. Greg has the crumpled letter in his hand.

“I didn’t see or hear you enter. Where did you come from?” I ask.

“The nook, dude. I came from the nook.”

A lifeless, silent laugh escapes my mouth.

“Why were you in the nook?”

Greg kneels down beside me and strokes my hair.

“I’m always in the nook, dude… I mean, unless I’m out here with you.”

“Why won’t you tell me where the nook is?”

“He won’t let me tell you.”

“He?”

Greg shifts uncomfortably. A fart that sounds like an opera singer escapes him.

“Sorry, dude,” he says, trying to fan the smell away from me.

“That’s the first time you’ve ever apologized to me for farting.”

“It just… didn’t seem very appropriate.”

Try as I might, I can’t keep a smile forming on my face.

“What’s so funny?” he asks.

“I honestly have no idea.”

“Do you want to watch something?”

I nod and feel Greg’s soft hands pluck me up by my armpits and drag me toward the couch.

…
 

We’re watching an episode of SAMURAI PIZZA CATS. My/Greg’s apartment lies in a shambles around me. Evening has encroached and the only source of light is the television. I feel a strange contentment. We’ve barely said a word to each other. We just throw the occasional glance. I can sense when Greg’s looking at me, just as I’m sure he knows when I’m looking at him.

Greg props himself up with his elbow and starts staring more intently at me. I turn to face him, meeting his gaze with one just as intense.

“Can I ask you something, dude?” asks Greg, eventually breaking the silence.

“Sure.”

“Would you mind if I kissed you?”
  


Are You Ever Going to Put Me Down?
 

I’m not a romantic man —hell, I’m barely even an adequate man. Still, I met a girl who, despite looking like a bag of shrimp, became my wife. She was a good woman, still is in fact. I met her at a rope convention. I was a patron and she manned a vendor’s stand. She represented a company that flogged rope stiffeners for snake charmers. I wasn’t a snake charmer, but I looked like one so she approached me with hands slathered in stiffener. Something about her caught my attention. Perhaps it was the way she spat when she talked, or the hair that exploded in a glamorous tuft from her cleavage. It’s hard to say - all I knew was that I’d grown smitten.

…
 

We immediately participated in several unsatisfactory sexual encounters, decided we were perfect for each other and married the following week. The wedding was memorable in that we both died several times throughout the ceremony. We were resuscitated by a kind child who happened to be attempting to seduce a nearby bridesmaid. His technique was sloppy but he got our lungs heaving again.

…
 

As husband and wife we were satisfactory. Each Tuesday night we’d pretend we knew how to play canasta. Afterward, she’d begrudgingly allow me to have sex with her anus. This continued for several years without major deviation. Life was good in that it wasn’t especially challenging.

…
 

The complaints started to occur soon after our 10th anniversary. I remember the first complaint well. We were out and about collecting children for a lady who lived next door. She paid us five dollars a head, so we were more than happy to oblige. A ferocious storm struck. Mutilated frogs and bashful wrens rained down around and upon us. The storm was too heavy to partake in playful frolics. Our minds were set on the dry environs of home. The only thing standing in our way was an impressive puddle.

“Carry me across, darling,” she said.

I stared at her and then the puddle. Weighing up the pros and cons, I eventually shook my head in refusal. She appeared to accept my response without too much drama and made her way toward the puddle. The second the puddle felt the kiss of her foot, it sucked her right down. She was flailing like a sack of exorcisms. I could see she was drowning and, being her husband, decided to help her. I snatched a walking stick from an old man and hooked it around the crotch of my wife’s underpants. I dragged her to shore and jumped on her gut a bit, until anything she’d swallowed came out. This is how I found my Gameboy.

…
 

Things were icy that night. She came out of the coma and refused to talk to me. I buttered her up with some jokes about genitals and eventually she emerged from her shell.

“Why didn’t you carry me?” she said.

“You looked a bit heavy.” I replied.

“But you’ve never carried me.”

“I wasn’t aware this was an issue.”

“I didn’t think it was. And then I nearly drowned.”

“You did drown. Drowning doesn’t have to result in death.”

“That’s not the point.”

“Then what’s the point?”

“You never carry me.”

She rolled over, avoiding me for the rest of the night. There’s something about being ignored that compels one to ponder. She was right. Never in my life had I carried my wife anywhere. Not to bed, not across the threshold of our first home, not out of the McKinley fire and not across the puddle that nearly killed her. Was it the duty of a man to physically carry his woman? Was it the desire of the woman to be carried by her man? Inadequacy reverberated within me. I’d never questioned my masculinity before this day. What kind of man was I to have never carried his wife? A masculine instinct took over my body, suppressing all logic.

I approached my wife, who was sleeping like a dead manatee in the hospital bed. I scooped my arms beneath her and picked her up. She’s not a skinny woman and her weight was a difficult thing for my arms to comprehend. IVs and catheter tubes snapped free as I moved her away from the bed. Having become disconnected, the heart monitor she was attached to barked like a digital dog. Nurses wafted into the room like a silent fart. With my wife awkwardly cradled in my arms, I turned to face them.

“I’m awfully sorry,” I said. “This is something I simply must do. I’d appreciate it if you moved aside.”

The nurses talked amongst themselves for a while like bad turkey impersonations. They chose a representative who said, “Please leave. You strike us as a good man.”

I nodded my sincere thanks and began slowly walking toward the hospital exit, carrying my wife proudly. Doctors, nurses and patients formed a guard of honour up and down the hospital corridors and slowly clapped in appreciation as we left. All I could think, as the outside air pissed all over us, was I’m doing the right thing.

…
 

My wife awoke about 30 minutes into my aimless walk. She stared at me with the blank expression of a politician. I smiled down at her, flashing all five of my teeth.

“Your dreams come true today, my sweet,” I said in a whisper.

As the situation began dawning on her, she kicked her legs and whimpered. This made it difficult to keep my grip firm, but I persevered.

“What are you doing?” she said.

“Don’t fight it. You were right. A woman deserves to be carried by her man.”

“Put me down,” she screamed.

“Not on your life. I have a lot of making up to do. Are you hungry?”

She didn’t answer me straight away, which was somewhat bothersome as I was growing rather famished. I kept quiet though. This was all about her and I didn’t want to interfere with my petty wants. I endured her escalating screams knowing they couldn’t last forever. With her mouth open as it was, she’d already swallowed several bats and I knew her threshold was approaching. Eventually she quietened down and said, “yes, I’m hungry.”

It took longer than I’d hoped to arrive at the nearest convenience store. Having another person weigh you down understandably slows your pace. We approached the stark fluorescence of the store and I manoeuvred us inside. Patrons stared at us in awe. A unibrowed child approached us and asked, “Is it okay if I get on too, sir?”

I assessed the situation. He was a small lad, so I didn’t assume his added weight would affect us too much. “I’m quite alright with it. However, I must seek the permission of a guardian. I wouldn’t want anyone to think I’d kidnapped you.”

“DAAAAAADDDDDD!” the child yelled.

From within a freezer emerged a charming looking sort. His hair was brilled back and his jaundiced complexion shimmered in the bright light. “Are you this scamp’s guardian?” I asked.

“I most certainly am,” he replied.

“Your boy – he’d like to join my wife and I. Would you object to this?”

He stared at his son with folded arms. His son stared back in anticipation.

“If you think you can handle the extra load, I’m more than happy with the proposal.”

The child jumped about. Liquid excitement seeped through the crotch of his pants.

“Are you sure about this?” asked my wife.

“Quite sure. Hop aboard, my good man.”

He mounted my wife like playground apparatus. The sudden increase in weight came close to toppling us. After a brief adjustment, we were ready.

“Some food please,” I called to the shopkeep.

Within seconds he handed over a large flask of gravy, which the three us took turns suckling upon. Although my arms ached like broken hearts, I felt full of life.

…
 

We had been travelling around for quite some time. A sizeable procession of individuals now followed us and news helicopters hovered overhead. My wife was largely silent and the child sat atop her like a throned king. He made up for her seeming lack of enthusiasm.

“There’s just one thing I’d like to know,” she eventually said.

“What’s that, my sweet?”

“Are you ever going to put me down?”

I had no immediate answer. I simply hadn’t planned that far ahead. I was involved in what was perhaps my first grandiose gesture. I hadn’t yet developed a blueprint.

“I’m really not sure,” I said honestly.

She breathed deeply. “In that case, I have one request.”

“Of course dear. Anything you desire. I want this day to be as perfect as possible.”

“I want the cat.”

This didn’t come as a surprise. The cat and she had been partners in crime ever since she gave birth to it as a dare. The added weight would be miniscule. If the child was willing to keep the cat under control, I saw no issue with it. I turned toward home and began my slow, stumbling walk. The growing crowds and helicopters re-oriented themselves and continued to follow. A reporter riding a penny-farthing slowed down beside us. He retrieved a microphone and jutted it toward me.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Popping back home to pick up the cat,” I replied.

“And this cat – is a good one?”

“You’d have to ask my wife,” I said with a chuckle.

The reporter repositioned the microphone and repeated the question to my wife. She didn’t respond.

“She’s a little overwhelmed by the enormity of my gesture,” I said.

As these words left my mouth, the crowds cheered and the helicopters flashed their spotlights like a disabled disco. The reporter cycled away, pumping his fists and yelling, “What a scoop!”

…
 

The trip home took just under two days. I was happy to arrive. We all needed to utilise the toilet and the mailman needed coaxing out of the roof guttering. I was terribly sore. My arm muscles were starting to entropy and drizzle through the pores of my skin. I was counting on the existence of some soothing balm in our medicine cabinet. I kicked wildly at the front door, splintering it apart. I had to use my wife’s legs to free up enough space for us all to get inside.

The cat cottoned on to our arrival instantly and leapt toward my legs. I felt its claws hook into me and scrape away small strips of flesh. I hollered toward the ceiling, nearly falling down. I had to shake my leg ferociously before the cat flew off in a furry blur and collided in a distressing smear against the wall.

“You bastard,” said my wife. “I think you’ve killed it.”

“What would you have me do, my dear? It latched onto my leg.”

“You could have put me and this strange child down and removed the cat with your hands.”

I laughed sprays of saliva into her face. “Not a chance!” We both know I’m not putting you down. What kind of man would that make me? Now, who needs to use the toilet?”

The child raised his hand. I made my way into the bathroom. The immediate dilemma was a logistical one. How was I to angle my wife’s body in such a way as to avoid becoming drenched in her urine? I had no answer. I just angled her downward and asked her to lift her hospital gown. Her initial refusal was usurped by her plump bladder. I closed my eyes and hoped for the best. I would have crossed my fingers also, but they weren’t moving any more.

Not a drop of urine landed in the toilet. Instead it wept from my arm and soaked into all three of us. We participated in a combined, slightly disgusted wince. It was the child’s turn next. He was a trooper. He grasped his equipment and took aim. It all went in the bowl. I was rather relieved. Its one thing to have your wife’s urine coating your body, but quite another if it originates from a random child. It was my turn next. I wished that my grasp of hindsight had prompted me to ask an individual from the crowd to lend assistance. As it was, the three of us were alone. Without a zipper assistant, I wet myself embarrassingly.

“Quite unpleasant this,” I said.

Ashamed yet relieved, we emerged from our house. The crowd had grown ten-fold and as we emerged, a deafening roar lured blood from everyone’s eardrums. Thousands of people collapsed to the ground in pain, downed by their own powers of ovation. The tinnitus whistled in my ears like an overeager shepherd. The only benefit, as far as I could ascertain, was that the gutter-dwelling mailman fell from the roof, impaling himself on a passing vole as he landed. Traversing the writhing bodies as I limped away wasn’t easy, but I persevered.

…
 

As the days stretched by, my wife grew despondent and the child grew gaunt. These were hard, ethically confronting times. My arms were now nothing more than skin-wrapped bone. They had solidified into place. The ghost of the vole-felled mailman sat on my shoulders, adding an esoteric weight that was more taxing on my mind than my body. He spent most of his time mimicking my voice and yelling sexually suggestive insults at people. I was slapped by numerous offended ladies and the occasional beat poet. I shrugged this off as unavoidable.

Crowds continued to gather and follow and the media never lost interest. A telegram, delivered by a ball of meerkats, kindly informed me that I’d been nominated for a civically minded award. The reason for my nomination was ambiguous but I gladly accepted it on behalf of my wife.

“Look dear,” I said. “We’re really making a difference.”

She managed a half-smile, which I wasn’t expecting and coughed a spray of black vomit into my face. “Thank you, love,” she said quietly.

“How are you doing, sport?” I said to the child, just in time to catch a centipede scurry from his left nostril.

“I think he needs a hospital,” said my wife.

“Has that thing always been inside your face?” I asked the child.

Rather than providing an adequate response, his eyeballs merely rolled back.

“I think it’s a new arrival,” coughed my wife.

“How rude! I didn’t allow it on board. Filthy little stowaway!”

“Please, dear. Take us to the hospital.”

“It’s hundreds of metres away. It will take hours to get there, encumbered as I am.”

“Will it?” interjected a synchronous duo of lumberjacks from the nearby crowd.

Without thought, they approached me in tandem stride and lifted the three of us aloft. My legs purred with relief.

“Who are you kind gentlemen?” I asked.

“All we’ve ever been are lumberjacks, sir,” they both said as they marched us to the hospital.

…
 

It was the same hospital my wife had been in days earlier, after the puddle incident. Although I didn’t know where I had intended to go with my wife, it felt shameful to have arrived at the beginning again. I had hoped for some forward momentum.

“Life is cyclical,” said the child before a team of concerned looking doctors retrieved him.

The lumberjacks put me down gently - however, the brief break afforded to my legs had made them lazy. I collapsed instantly. My wife rolled out of my arms and bounced along the corridor like a beach ball. War paint-smeared doctors chased after her with butterfly nets and spear-length scalpels. My rigid arms jutted upward, unable to move. They looked like beef jerky and made cooing sounds.

A short while later, the doctors returned with my wife safely captured. Her wide eyes stared at me in horror through the butterfly net.

“Are you proud of me?” I yelled to her.

“Not really,” she called back, before disappearing into the bowels of the hospital.

“Ungrateful bitch!” I screamed, hoping she could hear me.

Some children dressed in hospital scrubs encircled me.

“How are you, sir?” asked one.

“I’m not sure,” I said. “I guess I’m a little confused.”

“Confused about what?” asked another.

“The whole shebang really. I really do love my wife, don’t get me wrong. It’s just that sometimes it can all be… rather precarious. I think I’m in trouble.”

“Sounds like a pickle,” admitted one of the child-doctors.

“What would you suggest in a situation like this?”

They began to laugh. “Don’t ask us, sir. We’re barely doctors. Sounds to me like you’re going to be in the dog house for a little while.”

“Bloody typical,” I exclaimed as the doctors dragged me toward intensive care. “Has all this been for nothing?”

The doctors began laughing again. One of them said, “Probably,” and the others agreed.
  


Stuck in the Splits
 

October 12th 1993 will forever be burnt upon my mind in the most acute detail. That was the day I saw my beloved, Molly Sturgeon do the splits. I was in grade four at the time. During a lunch period the playground had filled with the frenzied monotony of identically dressed children, all going about the serious task of playing, gossiping and eating. Like most lunch periods, I was hanging from the monkey bars, secured intricately by my hair. This precarious position was made possible thanks to efforts of some schoolyard chums, who dedicated a good portion of their break to making it happen. This was often followed by a brief pelting of delectably inedible fruit, picked from various trees populating the schoolyard. The exertion of energy would typically tire my poor friends rather quickly and it wasn’t long before I was left alone, hanging by my hair, covered in smears of fruit.

It was from this position that I first spotted Molly Sturgeon, and I mean really spotted her. She was a student in my class, notable for her pale, freckle-covered skin and unusually red hair, which had the quality of neon light. She and a group of friends had occupied a healthy patch of grass, not too far away from the monkey bars and I. Molly’s friends formed a loose circle around her and began to clap arrhythmically, as if to spur her on. After a few moments of this clapping, Molly did something that irreversibly changed the trajectory of my life. She slowly began to spread her legs, farther and farther, exciting both her friends and I more and more. Molly’s legs struck me as elastic in the way they stretched, seemingly separate from her torso, which was descending ever lower. I bit my bottom lip and held my breath as Molly’s crotch gracefully kissed the grass below before bouncing back up moments later. Her friends erupted into applause and attempted awkward celebratory cartwheels that resulted in more than one bruised forehead. Molly was by no means finished though. She bobbed back into the splits five more times, holding the position longer with each repetition. When finished, she faced her friends and gave them a humble curtsey. I was now oblivious to everything except Molly. I knew instantly that I was in love and that I needed Molly to love me back. What’s more, I knew how to ensure this happened.

I was left hanging on the monkey bars for the remainder of lunch. The playground had emptied minus a few stragglers. Eventually a kind teacher thought to let me down. For the rest of the day I was eager to go home and begin enacting my plan.

…
 

I have never been a flexible person. My bones have a tendency to crack at the slightest limb extension. I’m more at home lying down or in a seated position where I believe my talents are better utilised. Learning to do the splits was never going to be easy, but I just knew that if I could manage this feat and display my newfound abilities in front of Molly, she would fall hopelessly in love with me. Molly’s precious face stayed in my mind and acted as all the inspiration I needed.

My first attempt was dismal. I was in the backyard wearing loose shorts and a headband. I inhaled impossibly deep breaths while visualising my goal. With my feet an equal distance apart I slowly began to spread. Mere centimetres later, the bones in my legs and lower back began to creak and crack. I felt like a cog in an old machine, turned on for the first time in years. A snapping rope sensation coiled around my inner thighs. Rivulets of blood emerged from the legs of my shorts. I let out a gasp and fell back rigidly, hitting my head on something much harder than soft. After an hour or so of immobility, my body finally regained the necessary strength to army crawl inside the house where I rested before my next attempt.

Recovery from my first attempt took just under a month and I was unable to attend school during this time. My inner thighs sported ungainly tears but I was determined to continue until I could successfully do the splits with ease. I had drawn up an incremental stretching routine that was designed to minimise further tearing. This was combined with a new diet, invented by me alone, without the expertise or knowledge to gauge its effectiveness. Each week I increased the stretch of my legs by barely perceptible amounts. Each week I felt myself getting lower, closer to my goal.

I had made a decision to avoid Molly at all costs. The next time I saw her I wanted to be a master and able to dip into a quick split at the slightest inkling. However, this decision to avoid Molly was doomed to failure. We were in the same class and there were only so many sick days I could take before my parents started to literally drag me to school. I would sit in class, covered in dust and gravel rash, doing my best not to look in the direction of Molly’s desk. Unsurprisingly, I found myself magnetically drawn toward it, virtually unable to avert my gaze. I could sense her, radiating an innocent beauty, mere metres away, enveloping me in her presence. Inevitably, I stole a quick glance, which turned into a prolonged stare, which instantly intensified every emotion I was feeling. This proved to be my undoing.

…
 

I went home that night with unwavering conviction. I was going to successfully perform the splits and my uncooperative body wasn’t going to stop me. I didn’t care what it took – I’d force my legs apart if that’s what was needed. I would perform the splits, I’d show Molly and then we’d form a bond so complete that it would withstand anything. We’d both enter into the splits in perfect unison and embrace warmly, remaining that way for a strange eternity.

I marched straight into the backyard without any thought of food, bathroom or getting changed. I stood in the centre of the lawn and cast my vision skyward. I cried out Molly’s name at the top of my voice, frightening several birds. With my fists clenched tight I began to spread my legs – wider and wider. I heard a crack from somewhere within me, which I ignored. A trouser button snapped off and flew through the air, shattering a window several houses away. I pushed myself further. The logical part of my brain kept imploring me to stop, that I wasn’t ready, but I ignored it. The passionate part of my brain was in complete control, telling me to ignore the pain, to focus only on my goal. The muscles in my legs pulsated violently as I forced myself further down. Grisly fault lines yawned in my legs as my muscles and skin began to tear. I held back the pain, wouldn’t allow myself to even register it. The ground was looming ever closer. I sensed that I was nearly there. With Molly in my mind I forced myself down with more vigour than I thought I possessed. Something inside me popped and my left kneecap caved in. A puff of bone dust plumed from a gaping tear, eventually settling around me. Fighting the urge to pass out, I slapped myself in the face and slowly began to comprehend what I had achieved. My right leg, awkward and spent, was jutting out perfectly in front. My left leg was in a similar position behind me. My crotch was pressed firmly into the ground. I was in the splits.

The grandeur of my accomplishment overrode the pain that wanted so desperately to be felt within me. Instead I beamed with joy, a grin so intense that it tickled my ears. I remained like this for some time, oblivious to everything not pertaining directly to my splits. It was some hours later that I eventually decided to exit my position and return inside. My stomach was groaning and I had several wounds that needed immediate attention. I attempted to move, barely lifting my crotch a centimetre from the grass before plonking back down. I tried again with similar results. I bit upon my bottom lip nervously as the reality of the situation dawned. I was stuck in the splits.

…
 

The days immediately following were a daze of pain and incomprehension. I was eventually discovered by my exasperated mother, who enlisted the aide of my father to help rationalise the situation. The best he could offer was a few meagre words of condolence and furtive glances skyward. Grey clouds were accumulating and the wind had a bracing quality that was hard to appreciate. My father spent more minutes than I could count erecting a frame over which he stretched some tarpaulin in order to protect me in some basic way against the elements. My mother was bringing out food at regular intervals and clearing away the dishes afterward. Tubing was installed to aid with my toiletries and I grew used to this quite easily. It was better than soiling myself.

Nights were the most difficult. The cold air swirled around me, easily bypassing the tarpaulin and licking at my face with frosty tongues. My legs had gone completely numb and my various wounds were hissing and moaning. Sleep nipped at me but never took satisfactory chunks.

I tried a few times to get up - all unsuccessful. The intervals between these attempts started to grow longer and, after the first week, I had given up all together. I remained in the splits – not exactly happy, but resigned. The more time that passed, the less my family seemed to care. The visits were becoming rare beyond the mandatory feeding and wound tending. By the end of the first month, I was beginning to wonder why no one had bothered trying to help me get up.

…
 

It was six months into my experience when the visitors began to drop by. At first it was friends of the family. They’d come out and just sit next to me, making small talk and gossiping about things I had no knowledge of. I had nothing much to say back. I just stared vacantly, nodded occasionally and pretended to listen. I was rather more concerned about my own predicament than the vacuous ramblings of others.

Then the strangers began to visit.
 

People I’d never met began coming to see me on an exhaustingly constant basis. These people seemed intent on confessing their secrets to me for reasons I couldn’t discern. A policeman admitted planting evidence to imprison the man screwing his wife. A catholic priest confided that he had recently turned to atheism, yet couldn’t bring himself to give up the “rush of the pulpit”. A shy woman admitted to inducing a miscarriage because she didn’t find the father very attractive. These people, from every walk of life, kept pouring into the backyard; seemingly on appointment; no two overlapping. I remained dismally trapped in the splits, forced to absorb their tawdry confessions. My parents would occasionally usher somebody away only for someone else to replace them seconds later.

With the arrival of each new guest, I hoped to see Molly, but she never came. Instead I endured one boring encounter after the other. I imagined Molly sneaking into the backyard at night when all the strangers had left. She would approach me joyously and embrace me warmly. She would acknowledge the overwhelming totality of my splits and give herself to me in admiration. Her tongue would run along my wounds, healing them instantly.

These flights of fancy continued for months and each time they weren’t realised, I’d die a little inside, as would my feelings toward Molly.

…
 

Years passed slowly and uncomfortably. My immobility had caused tremendous weight gain. I didn’t speak anymore. My ears had crusted over in wax, presumably as self-preservation so I wouldn’t have to endure further confessions. These people might as well have been talking to a statue. Each Christmas my mother would drape me in festive decorations and children from the neighbourhood would gather around and celebrate. I would watch their legs, their freedom of movement and feel a deep envy. I kept wondering why no one had thought to help me, how they could let me rot like this in such impossibly prolonged awkwardness. As much as I would have liked to think otherwise, there was no indication that I had a future beyond the splits.

Molly Sturgeon continued to enter my thoughts on occasion but rather than the love I once felt, there was now only resentment. Illogically I blamed her for my situation. I deconstructed her appearance in my head until she was a grotesque abomination, stripping her beauty (or what I remembered of it) and replacing it with vulgarity. How could innocent puppy love turn into this? How could nobody reach out a helping hand? I was a child when this began and I was approaching adulthood with none of the experience to back it up. Yes, October 12th 1993 was burnt upon my brain alright, but only for the chaos it wrought.
 

A day did finally arrive when I found the strength to ask my mother why no one had ever thought to help me get up. I likened the situation to abuse and relayed to her the pessimism and despair that now occupied most of my thoughts. She looked deeply saddened by it all, almost disappointed. She went into the house, eventually re-emerging with my father in tow, both of them sporting hangdog expressions that, for whatever reason, made me feel intense guilt. My father asked me if I needed any help getting up, to which I responded with a feeble nod. He sighed deeply and approached me slowly, eventually cupping his hands under each of my armpits. My mother moved in closer and manned my stagnant, dead legs. My father sighed deeply once more and my mother made a comment about how disappointing this all was. She began to admit that their hope had been that I would remove myself from this situation. My father nodded in solemn agreement as she continued. I was told that they were trying to instil independence in me, that by extricating myself from the splits, my character would grow. Leaving me to deal with the situation alone, although one of the hardest things they had ever done, was something they believed in totally. They just wanted me to learn how to look after myself. With these words now spoken, my father slowly began to lift me.

Roots that had bonded themselves to my legs snapped free. Insects that had made me their home began to scurry. The more I was lifted the more I thought about my parents’ intentions. I started to feel as if I were cheating myself, copping out. I wanted to be a son my parents could be proud of. If I allowed them to help me up they would forever look upon me with disrespect. I couldn’t allow that to happen. I asked my father to put me back down. He tentatively stopped and asked me several times if I was completely sure. I nodded confidently and reasserted my desire to be put back down. I saw a smile bloom on my fathers face as he gently lowered me. The insects scurried back to their home and my mother embraced my father with such pride. She moved toward me and gave me a kiss before wrapping her arms tightly around me. She told me that I was doing the right thing. My father nodded vigorously, giving me a double thumbs-up as he did. I managed a meagre smile and watched as my parents went back into the house. For the immediate future, I would remain in the splits.
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