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If, on that particularly
warm night in April, you had been anywhere near the one hundred
seventeenth exit of the US 108, just south of the city where the
road first wanders off like a drunken frat boy and begins to flirt
with the dangerous curves of the coast, you likely wouldn’t have
been able to see anything anyway because of the fog.

But if you
had wound up there—in
spite of the lack of visibility, and the fact that no one goes
there unless they’ve read the map wrong, gotten directions from an
incompetent friend, or been forced to stop due to some
bladder-related emergency—you likely would have parked somewhere
near the old stone fence off the side of the recently resurfaced
road to wait out the sudden, surprisingly thick and disturbingly
dark mist that had swept in from nowhere to envelop everything,
including the hypothetical you.

Had you been there, you
might have yelped a bit at the unexpected, unusual, and more than a
little scary, low-to-the-ground lightning that suddenly erupted
from the center of that eerily dense fog. Perhaps you would even
have turned off the engine, moved away from anything metal, and
begun muttering a prayer or two to whatever god you thought might
be able to help.

Had you been there, in the
right place, at the right time, and had something been visible once
the low clouds and mist had begun to fade along with the intense
lightning strikes, and low, rumbling thunder, you might have seen
the deeply worn, patchy, and faded, ostensibly white 1956 Rambler
explode toward you from the center of those flashes and booms like
a cannonball shot from the mouth of hell.

Had you seen, you
undoubtedly would have watched with fear and concern as the dingy
car slid headlong toward you with considerable speed and lack of
control until its brakes locked, its tires skidded, and the heavy
machine swerved to an eventual stop on the rain-slicked asphalt
mere inches from where the front of your bumper would have been,
had you been there.

If you had then stepped
out of your automobile and moved closer to the steaming, pinging,
rusted old driving machine that had nearly crawled into your lap,
you would have seen a very pretty—and very frightened—young woman
staring out the front windshield. She would not have been staring
at you, not at anything so much physical as the flickering ghost
images of her short, but mostly happy life as it continued flashing
before her eyes, complete with end credits, catchy song and special
thanks to the producers.

You might have noticed she
was sweating a little, shaking a bit, and breathing heavily as she
gripped the steering wheel tightly in white, blood-drained fingers.
You might have seen her swallow, once, very hard, as if downing a
small rodent that had become lodged in her mouth but would have
preferred to stay right where it was.

As she would have sat
there staring emptily at the space before her, and you would have
stood there staring emptily at her, you might have noticed movement
along the side of the road, and—with her—turned your gaze to see
one of those irritatingly healthy couples who do everything
together, including power-walk their excess caloric intake away in
public with the specific intent of shaming the rest of us for our
lonely, passive, and sedentary lifestyles.

You might have seen them
smile nervously at the frightened woman in the Rambler and then
continue along their way as the driver, in turn, watched them
stride off energetically toward their evening protein drink,
relaxing sauna, and erotic massage.

If you had paid particular
attention, you likely would have picked up on the fact that the
woman in the Rambler was paying particular attention to the
tight-fitting tank tops, spandex shorts, and name-brand running
shoes of the passing pair.

And if you were close
enough, you couldn’t have helped but notice the nervous, sweating,
yet still remarkably lovely young woman glance down at herself and
say quietly, “Damn.” Then shake her head sadly as she—and
you—realized that she was entirely naked in her little car. “I knew
I forgot something.”
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If you were asked which you think
a man would prefer: a long, hot, road trip to a comic book
convention with the hygienically challenged Morgan Wiggen; or hours
in a room full of sexy supermodels wearing wispy undergarments, the
answer might seem rather a no-brainer, wouldn’t it?

No, it
would not. I went to the comic book convention.

Wipe that look off your face. I am
decidedly heterosexual (assuming we are, of course, excluding that
awkward seventeen minutes in Mervin Wosserman’s gym locker after
the annual homecoming ‘drink-yourself-sick-athon’, which wouldn’t
even merit a mention if not for that damnable video which, for
obscure legal reasons, is still available on some offshore
websites).

The fact is: anything can get old, even beautiful,
sparsely clad women shamelessly baring their this ‘n’
thats—especially when you’re not allowed to touch. It’s a lot like
going to a strip club, for those of you who have never been. I
imagine there are still one or two of you out there, mostly women,
or, wink-wink-nudge-nudge, Republicans, no
doubt.

Some men consider a strip club
delightful fun, but most of us find it a rather uncomfortable
exercise in sexual frustration—though we’ll still run right out and
do it again if there’s nothing good on television. There are far
more colorful terms that might do a better job of conveying said
frustration: ‘Too much wood up for no good’, for example. ‘Called
to attention with nowhere to march’, would be another. Or my
personal favorite: ‘Stiff as a bored’; which really works only in
written form I suppose. Maybe that’s why I’m the only one who
laughs whenever I say it.

Food for thought.

In my grandfather’s day, the semi-naked parade was far
more entertaining I’m sure. Hanging with the feminine undressed has
far greater appeal when you’re not even supposed to see your
own wife in the all-together. How children were conceived
in those days is not something I ever want fully
explained.

My grandfather, himself, certainly found girls vastly
amusing, particularly unclad girls, at
least until they acquired rights and became unclad ‘women’. Once
what my grandfather considered ‘flirting’ became ‘unwanted sexual
advances’ all the fun seemed to go out of it for the old bird. The
birth of the sexual harassment lawsuit truly, and forever,
destroyed his impressively active sex life.

Of course, even after a good
several million was turned out in settlements, the randy old fart
continued to enjoy the aforementioned ‘semi-naked’ variety of
female while managing—mostly—to avoid actual physical contact. And
as long as he could call it ‘business’, the many restraining orders
allowed him to ogle and drool to his vaso-constricted heart’s
content without legal entanglements. But for myself, women in
skimpy underwear have become rather an annoyance. I’m sure you see
what I mean.

You don’t? I’ll
elaborate.

Did I explain that we run an undergarment company?
I didn’t? Good God, I’m so sorry! No wonder things seem
a bit confusing. Drove into a mental tree there apparently. Let me
back up the brain truck a bit and reroute, so to
speak.

We run an undergarment company. Rather, more
correctly, we own
an undergarment company. My family.
One of the world’s largest (the business, not the family, although
we do seem to have an ungodly number of relatives, most of them
apparently waiting for Grandfather to die). Wopplesdown Struts,
purveyors of fine briefs. (Wopplesdown is pronounced
‘Woo-puhls-duhn’. I don’t know—it’s an old-world English sort of
thing. Somewhere back in the depths of time we may have been
British. Or pretended to be. Now we’re just
snobs.)

So, part of my job at Wopplesdown is seeing how our
undergarments look on actual women. Well, not actual women rather supermodels who stand in for actual
women. Real, actual women
look more like my secretary, Mrs. Abrososa, a rather smart-looking,
gray-haired sixty-year-old, but hardly the kind of vision to hold
up traffic when seen semi-naked on a very large billboard; at
least, not for the reasons that sell undergarments.
Not that I’ve seen her naked on a very large billboard, but I can
imagine, unfortunately.

And me? My name is Corky. Corcharan Wopplesdown, to be
more formal. But please don’t. Corky works just fine. It beats the
hell out of having to explain the proper way to pronounce
‘Corcharan’ (Cock-ran). Or worse, ‘Wopplesdown’ (one paragraph up).
With a name like mine at least once a day someone is seemingly
required to point out to you: “But . . . it’s spelled Cor-CHAR-an
WOP-puhls-DOWN.” Which requires
me, in return, to open my eyes and mouth wide in mock surprise,
shake my head politely and pretend that particular pronunciation
never once occurred, nor was ever tactfully pointed out in the
twenty-some years I’ve possessed the name, and had it endlessly
sounded out to me by kind-hearted, amateur, English
pronunciers.

So call me ‘Corky’. Not a significant improvement, but at the very least simple, and more pithy.
(I like the word ‘pithy’, though it does tend to remind one of dead
frogs.)

I am the third grandson, fourth
grandchild, of the aforementioned oft-sued-elder
Wopplesdown, and as such remarkably useless. My job for the family
business became—some two years ago, and roughly coinciding with the
expansion of the scope and limits of various restraining orders,
now also encompassing my father, brothers, and sexually ambiguous
sister—to perform any and all functions necessary within a
fifty-foot radius of whatever supermodels we may employ. Initially,
for a man whose main interest had been, to date, masturbation, this
function was a godsend. But as I mentioned on a previous page (or
in a previous lungful, depending on whether you’re reading this, or
having it read to
you), anything can get old.
Especially when you learn, as we all should eventually, to
prefer being
touched over touching
oneself.

So my job—specifically—with Wopplesdown Struts, is to
convey information to and from management, to and from designers,
and so forth, after viewing and taking notes upon countless minimal
forms of garmentry. This could ordinarily be accomplished by seeing
our clothing on rather surprisingly attractive plastic mannequins,
which also barely resemble real women. But since mannequins rarely
file lawsuits, that job can still be handled by my various and
sundry—and I do mean sundry—relatives. So my job
is—exclusively—to view
our clothing on actual
near-naked women and not get sued.
There is, of course, a men’s division, but that’s handled by Mervin
Wosserman. The family gave him a kind of ‘pay-off’ job after the
drink-yourself-sick incident, and it’s worked out quite well
actually, as I have even less inclination to see
men in wispy undergarments, and Mervin seems to rather enjoy
it.

The thing is (and there’s always a thing that ‘is’,
isn’t there?) The thing is: I want to keep this job, and do
prefer it to my previous one; that job being primarily lying around
inhaling, then occasionally exhaling whenever the need might arise.
Being the useless, inert, pampered grandson made it rather
shockingly easy for me to live up to family expectations, largely
because family expectations were so incredibly
low.

So now, having exceeded minimal
familial expectations by actually performing a job with
arguable efficiency, and a complete absence of subpoenas, I have
discovered something extraordinary, something I believe may be
referred to as ‘pride’, though I can’t be sure, and want to
maintain the illusion of relative competence in my family’s eyes by
only escaping my ‘work’ from time-to-time. One of those times, of
course, being right this very minute.

You see, at this particular moment, my employment is
in serious jeopardy. My long and valued career—all eight months of
it—is, at this very
instant, as they say (whoever
‘they’ are), on—the—line.
The line. That infamous line no one ever seems to notice until
they have pretty much trampled past it, scampered over the hill
into the next town and are getting dangerously close to some other
unnoticeable line.

But now, as I said, right this very instant, I am merely on the line. My life
is flashing before my eyes, every second of it playing before me
like a long, boring movie about a man asleep on a couch, and I’m
realizing with horror how much time I wasted that I could have at
least spent playing video games (or going to strip clubs). It is
that serious and life-changing a moment.

So naturally I’m not going to tell
you about it, yet.

Instead, let me take you back a
little.
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This mess began right after Mrs.
Abrososa and I entered the room we have set aside for viewing
garments. In the business it’s called, interestingly enough, ‘The
Garment Viewing Room’. Mrs. Abrososa was present as a
chaperone/potential witness for the defense, and I was there to do
what many around the company laughingly refer to as my
‘job’.

The Garment Viewing Room is a
small antechamber just off the designer’s workshop and its primary
function is to hold clutter. Most of the time it’s filled with
fabric scraps, loose sequins, discarded feather boas, cardboard
boxes, old bolts of cloth, and dead mannequins. But once a week it
becomes a makeshift runway for…well…looking at semi-naked
girls.

“Joe Rudi led the league in
total bases with 287. . . . ”

“Muttering stats already, Corky?”
Mrs. Abrososa asked, amused.

“Have you met Ms. Nuckeby?” I
asked.

“I have not yet had that pleasure,
no.”

“Attractive and
charming.”

“Ah, I see.”

“An enchanting sense of
humor.”

“Oh, dear. Well, I understand the
preemptive strike, then.”

“Better safe than sued,” I said,
smiling.

She winced. “You sound like your
grandfather.”

“Isn’t that the
objective?”

“I hope not,” she said
distastefully.

Mrs. Abrososa had her issues with
the old man, as did we all. But my grandfather owned the place and
you followed his rules, no matter how arbitrary. Fortunately, the
laws of the state often superseded his and were generally more
socially and morally correct, which pissed him off to no
end.

I was moving my chair around the
varying bits of discarded fabric and thread that had become glued
to the tile floor, trying to situate myself in such a way that any
. . . em . . . ‘unexpected stiffening of the joints’, as it were,
could easily be hidden with a simple and nonchalant flourish of the
legs, and a subtle movement of my clipboard, when our newest model,
Wisper Nuckeby, stepped in wearing only the bottom half of
‘Satin-Lace-Babydoll # 43’ and nearly blew out the front of my
trousers.

Panicked by this instant…em…eruption of
embarrassingly obvious sexual attraction, I flourished my legs
rather too
‘chalantly’ and fell over into the
water cooler. Most of its contents sloshed over my groin area as if
Moses himself had ordered them to do so, before I could fumble the
thing off myself and onto Mrs. Abrososa’s lap.

She, as you can imagine, screamed
at the top of her sixty-year-old lungs and with the strength of ten
Mrs. Abrososas managed to grasp the gurgling tank, Hulk-like, and
hurl it and its furiously flowing contents, several feet mind you,
back onto me. With a precision born no doubt of many years playing
lawn-darts in the backyard with the grandkiddies, the elderly woman
corked a ringer, and for one seemingly infinite and utterly
horrifying moment I sat there staring at the bottle as the thing
pointed down into my lap, its remaining contents now ‘plugged’, as
it were.

Ms. Nuckeby seemed, surprisingly,
to approve.

“Nice save,” she said.

“Yes…wuh…well,” I stammered
efficiently, dropping my voice an octave in an effort to sound more
in control of the situation than a man with a sopping wet erection
stuck in a water cooler bottle could ever possibly sound. “I’ve
been practicing.”

“Really?” she asked, seeming
genuinely surprised.

“Um…no. I’m kidding.”

“I knew that. I was also kidding.”

“Oh.” She was good. “Well, I knew that.”

We both chuckled slightly at one
another and the loveliness of her smile helped tighten the fit of
my newly acquired codpiece. I looked at my lap and considered
removing the blue plastic container from my whatsit. But the image
of said whatsit exposed to the air—soaked, bolt-upright, clingy,
silken Natazzi slacks revealing its every swell and curve as they
gripped the thing more tightly than a sailor’s wife greeting a
husband who’s returned home on leave—possibly her own—froze me into
immobility. After assessing various rapidly considered options, I
simply laid my arms across the bottle as if I’d planned for the
thing to end up there all along and smiled at the semi-nude Ms.
Nuckeby.

“Well,” I said finally. “Shall we
get started?”

“Get…what? You want to…?” she asked, amazed, as I
struggled desperately to make it seem as though every high-powered
executive must, from time to time, conduct business with a water
cooler bottle clamped tightly to his mighty manhood. “Get
what started?”

“The posing. The
modeling.”

“Oh!”

“Showing us your…what is that
you’re wearing?” I said, trying to sound nothing-more-than-curious
while crossing my legs, leaning on the water bottle, and rubbing my
chin with my best author’s-photo-on-dust-jacket contemplative
expression.

A rather large bubble ‘blooped’ up
around my ‘cork’

Ms. Nuckeby, her lovely mouth
hanging open, watched the bubble in stunned amazement, and only
after considerable effort managed to shake her brain and loosen its
stranglehold of horrified interest on my nether regions.

“You want me to continue posing?”
she asked incredulously.

“These designs are behind schedule, and the fashion
show won’t wait I’m afraid.” I smiled, attempting to be firm.
Mentally that is. “Time is short.”

“That’s about all that
is.”

The red of my cheeks flushed even
redder, and I moved the clipboard to block her view. She continued
to look there as if she could still see it anyway. Perhaps she was
yet another of the many sole survivors from the planet
Krypton.

“Um…sir?” she asked. “Are you sure
you don’t want to…”

“Nope.”

“Maybe just take a minute
to…”

“No. Thank you.”

“But there’s a bathroom right
out…”

“No time, Ms. Nuckeby.”

And besides that, little Corky
would…

Hah! I just got that. Little
‘Corky’. Kind of a pun, if you…

Never mind.

Ms. Nuckeby paused and stared at
me as if my head were three sizes too big, and not because it had
extra brains. Mrs. Abrososa did the same.

“Well, all right,” said Ms.
Nuckeby finally. “As long as you’re comfortable.”

“I’m good.”

“I’m sure the water bottle thinks
so too.”

I flushed again.

“What is it you’re modeling for
us, today?” I asked, gesturing toward the fluff that dangled before
her fertile crescent.

“This?” she asked, surprised,
while turning her magnificent hazel eyes downward to examine her
own—in my obvious opinion—flawless womanhood. It clearly did not
have the same debilitating effect on her that it had upon me. “I
don’t know. This is just what they gave me.” She turned to look at
it from all her many fabulous sides and another bubble
blooped.

Truly, the wisp of a nothing she
had entered wearing was barely cloth. The design was little more
than a red, translucent, heart-shaped panty-like thing adorned with
a few feathers and a bit of a fringe. The feathers
were—presumably—for creating the illusion of potential flight,
while the fringe was intended to obscure the view of
her…em…

I made a note to have the fringe
removed from the design immediately.

Three thin strands of alleged fabric connected this
bit of gossamer fluff to something even more insubstantial in the
rear, which wasn’t even really trying to cover what
I considered to be her—and I’m sure others would have agreed with
me on this point—glorious backside.

Gloop, bloop.

“Yes. Of course,” I said, ignoring
the rising bubble, then creating another when I turned my
attentions to the faint indications of neatly trimmed pubic hair
through the shear weave of fabric. I turned away, flushing, and
scribbled more notes on my clipboard, supposedly in English, but
I’m not entirely sure.

“Of course,” I repeated, my voice cracking like a tree
frog being devoured by a python, and subtly adjusted my clipboard
in another pathetic attempt to cover my ten-gallon fish tank and
it’s lone swimmer. I looked toward the ceiling and did my best to
appear disinterested. “But isn’t there supposed to be…oh, I don’t
know…a top
of some kind?”

Ms. Nuckeby, now suddenly
concerned, looked down at her clearly well maintained breasts and
scowled a bit. She absently reached up and cupped them as if she
needed to feel that there was, indeed, truly-and-honestly, nothing
between them and me. Multiple bubbles gurgled, and more water
splished to the floor. Finally she turned her large, liquid,
doe-like eyes to mine, smiled, and shrugged, which did delightful
things to the aforementioned boobs.

Bloop.

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t know. This
is all they gave me,” she said.

I turned—reluctantly I admit—away
from Ms. Nuckeby and consulted my clipboard through the blue of the
water bottle. “According to my notes, and the original drawing,
this version of Satin-Lace-Babydoll # 43 is supposed to have a top.
Corkscrew patterns with little hearts in the center to match
the…uh…your…uh… ” Glurgle. “…the panties.” Creak, ribbet,
gulp.

“This is all they gave me,” she repeated nervously,
shrugging again as if that settled the matter. The shrugging made
her now obviously natural and unaugmented breasts bobble yet again,
and that settled the matter for me.

She smiled apprehensively and
waited. I smiled stupidly and waited. What were we waiting
for?

After an uncomfortable pause I realized my gaze had
drifted down and I was staring, again, at Ms. Nuckeby where one
should never
stare at a woman one doesn’t
know—semi-clothed or otherwise—especially when smiling, silent, and
erect. Instantly embarrassed, I jerked my attention upwards back to
her face and smiled even bigger and more pleasantly, as if
reassuring her that this certainly could never be
her fault. She
wasn’t responsible for the missing
bit of non-clothing. I
wasn’t staring at her crotch. I was
‘working’. ‘Assessing the product’.
‘Contemplating the viability
of sales’. And the conclusion
I had reached was that if our customers looked half as good in this
as Ms. Nuckeby did at that particular moment, we could cut our
fabric costs in half and exceed every stock estimate for the next
ten years.

“Manschingloss?” I called out, suddenly enough that both Mrs. Abrososa and
Ms. Nuckeby jumped a bit. I made a considered effort
not to glance over to see how the abrupt movement had affected
Ms. Nuckeby’s chest—but failed miserably.

Bloop.

After sufficient time, during
which the room could preload Manschingloss’ silent irritation, the
large, bear-shaped man strode into the room wearing lipstick, a
floppy pink hat, a rainbow-colored scarf, and the kindly smile of
an ogre whose every fiber screamed, ‘anything you might think, say,
or do from this point forward can only aggravate me’.

“Manschingloss,” I asked. “Is there some reason Ms.
Nuckeby here wasn’t given the top to her…em…ensemble?”

“Is there some reason you’re having sex
with a Sparkletts bottle?”

I blinked.

I saw his point. What was I thinking?
Was I thinking? I believe the answer to that is patently
obvious; so patently obvious that it cannot be tautologically
over-expressed.

I stood, intending to exit, and in
so doing proved my penis to be not only robust, but also filled
with determination and resolve. The bottle remained suspended
before me.

“We’ll postpone the viewing until
the other half shows up, shall we?” I said, ignoring the fact that
no one in the room was looking at my face.

“I have it right here,”
Manschingloss said, holding out what looked more like a pair of
comedy glasses than something an attractive woman might wear over
her…em…

Gloop.

“I can put it on her now,”
Manschingloss said. “If you, and your girlfriend there can just
wait a moment.”

He began draping the bits of
fabric over Ms. Nuckeby’s breasts, and I walked into a
door.

“No. Necessary. Not. Later. What?”
I said, and managed to get out on the third try.

After I had been gone a
moment, I heard Manschingloss sniff. “Had I known all this time he
could fill a ten-gallon bottle, I might have been nicer to
him.”
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And this brings us to ‘the
line’.

My job description—as written by
my grandfather, personally—contains just three words, though one is
a contraction. ‘Don’t get sued.’

So you might be wondering why I
didn’t simply exit the viewing room once the water bottle had made
its interest in me known and put an end to the relationship quickly
and cleanly with a minimum of water bottle sex. Any sane man would
have. The answer to that is quite simple really: I am not sane. And
besides that, more tellingly, I wanted to continue looking at Ms.
Nuckeby.

Hence-o, Facto,
Problemo.

I’d seen many a beautiful woman in my years with the
family business; a high percentage had been erection-worthy. But
there was something electric about Ms.
Nuckeby that clearly revved up the old lust-engine where others had
left it merely idling in park.

Even now, here in my office
several minutes later as I stood shaking out the front of my
trousers in an effort to—I don’t know, give the water molecules a
ride—I was still fighting my way out of the
‘undergrowth’.

“Your grandfather’s going to be
furious,” said Mrs. Abrososa, watching me pace in a failed attempt
to hide my obvious and continuing attraction to Ms.
Nuckeby.

What was in that water bottle,
topical Viagra?

“Furious? Why?” I asked, stunned,
and somewhat frightened. Being at Wopplesdown Struts and hearing
the words ‘Grandfather’, and ‘furious’ conjoined was a lot like
being lost in the jungle while wearing barbecue sauce and hearing
‘lion’, and ‘ravenous’ in the same sentence. It instilled the kind
of reaction the makers of incontinence briefs live for. “Why
furious?”

“You just did a pole dance with a water bottle in front
of a naked girl. A naked girl employee.”

“It was an accident! I didn’t do it on purpose!” I
studied her for a moment. “You were there. You don’t think I
planned that, do you?”

“No, I don‘t think you planned that,” she
said, irritated, as if she were a motherly sixty-year-old woman,
and I was headstrong child, young enough to be
her…

Suddenly our relationship made
much more sense.

“But don’t you think,” she
continued, “you should have called off the meeting—maybe unstuck
little Corky there and not made her stand around and watch you
do…whatever it was you were doing?”

I gasped. I steadied myself
against the desk. I looked around the room for a clearly marked
exit.

“Make her stand there?” I said.
“I didn’t make
her…” I paused. I studied my
secretary-slash-mother-figure and slowly felt sadness and fear
overwhelm me as I realized she was right.

“Well, I didn’t mean to.”

“What did
you mean to do?”

“Nothing. I just…” I paused,
unsure if I should admit it, then suddenly realized that in
retrospect maybe it wasn’t all my fault. “She could have walked
out.”

“Don’t be such a
Wopplesdown!”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you’re being a sexist pig! She couldn’t have
walked out! You’re her boss! Her employment
hinges on staying and doing what you tell her to
do—even if it makes her uncomfortable! Do you understand that this
is why they call it harassment?”

Well, I did now.

“Oh, God. Really?”

Her expression said: ‘Yes,
dumbass. Really.’ She could be brilliantly nonverbal, Mrs.
Abrososa.

“Oh, God,” I repeated. “What have
I done? This isn’t what I wanted, I just… ” I looked at her
sheepishly and decided to just get it out there—as if it wasn’t
already. “I’ve just never seen anyone so beautiful in my life. I
didn’t want either of us to leave. I just wanted to stay there,
and…be near her.”

Mrs. Abrososa’s sarcastic demeanor
faded, and she studied me with deepening sympathy. After a tender
moment, she moved closer and put a gentle hand on my shoulder,
looking me in the eye with genuine affection.

“What are you, an
idiot?”

I flinched, physically.

“That’s how it always starts!” she said and smacked the
side of my head. “Men never mean to. But
they still do!
They like it, and they don’t think about the woman! This is why
we need laws—and more lady judges appointed by Democrats!” She put
her hands on her hips and glared at me. “That girl was
naked! Vulnerable! And you made her stand there and watch you
with your dick in a bottle! You think she found that attractive? I
sure didn’t. If she doesn’t sue you, I should!”

Blood left my brain. My knees
wobbled. My breathing shortened. I could already feel Grandfather
approaching with my severance package in his right hand and a
one-way ticket to shantytown in his left. I had no job skills. No
interests. I would be homeless, and probably still erect. I
wondered how much money one could make as a male prostitute. Maybe
Mervin Wosserman could point me in the right direction.

Mrs. Abrososa was right. Unfortunately for me, and our
family coffers, staying to enjoy Ms. Nuckeby’s immense beauty while
performing ‘Live Sex Show with Plastic Container’ could also be
interpreted as ‘intent to further inflict suffering, and harm’ by
the sort of masterful legal minds who spend their days handing out
business cards at funerals. At its simplest level, my staying in
the Garment Viewing Room might have seemed innocently lecherous.
But there’s another, very fine line between innocent and
stupid, and I think it’s becoming rather obvious that I am on the
other side of that particular line.

The…er…stupid side.

Quite plainly, I am not in a
position to judge the ‘reality’ of the situation. I am too close to
it. And I am a man.

If you’re not a man—and I’ll
assume some of you may not be, or are unsure—you may not have
experienced precisely how incoherent a male can become when
confronted with an object of immense desire, and/or female, so I’ll
try to make this as visual as I can. Are you familiar with how
cattle are slaughtered for their meat? Do you have access to the
Internet? What happens to a heterosexual man in the presence of a
deeply attractive woman is really quite similar to what happens
when meat producers fire those bolt-gun things into the
unsuspecting brains of a cow: instantaneous brain death followed by
several minutes of wide-eyed tongue lolling, and mindless
squirming. It’s enough to make one a vegetarian. Or
celibate.

Jokes seem funnier, especially
your own, the sun shines brighter, and what happens for the woman
really doesn’t enter into it.

Given all this, surprising as it may be to you, in my
line of work until today I had never felt the need to impregnate a
Sparkletts bottle. Even with the seemingly endless parade of
stunning young nubiles that have wandered up, and down the halls of
Wopplesdown Struts, I have managed to avoid—aside from the
occasional brief stiffy—any more significant attraction, and the
resultant gibbering, thrashing, and lawsuits that proceed
therefrom. Because for some reason, in order to overcome my
intense, mind-numbing shyness, and fear of failure in order to
actually approach
a woman, I—until
today—needed to be stimulated by a woman’s mind, as
well as her body. My grandfather believes this is
because I am a homosexual.

So in my case, the fact that I have found some
woman a-ttractive—debilitatingly so, even without so much as knowing her
political affiliation—and have managed to overcome my innate
insecurity and forced her to remain in my presence while I kept
throttling my bottle, so to speak, puts me way, way, way
over that damned line I mentioned
earlier, and into a part of the world where English is, at best, a
second language. Worse still, even now—as lawyers’ numbers are
likely being speed-dialed throughout the building—I am continuing
to feel a junkie’s desire to rub up against poor Ms. Nuckeby while
removing Satin-Lace-Babydoll # 43 with my tongue, entirely
convinced that she might find it appealing.

Brain-bolted indeed.

‘But…’ you ask, being the romantic that you are,
‘…isn’t it possible, by some miracle not yet known to modern
science, that she might actually want you
too?’ HA! You obviously know nothing about
me.

Beyond that, there is a reason the number of
company lawsuits far, far exceeds the
number of successful model/boss relationships at Wopplesdown Struts
(the actual number of the latter being zero.)

Take a moment to refer back to my
job description.

I’ll wait.
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Back? Good.

While you were gone, Mrs. Abrososa
went, at my request, to check on whatever trauma I may or may not
have induced in Ms. Nuckeby, while I attempted to dry my pants with
the iron I keep around the office for just such occasions. It might
have been more effective, and less painful, had I removed the pants
beforehand. But I was trying to hurry the process and avoid being
caught—literally—with my trousers down. Fortunately for my future
generations, Mrs. Abrososa returned and saved me before I singed
off something important.

“What are you doing?” she
demanded, snatching away the iron. Then, gesturing disgustedly
toward my Natazzi’s. “Give me those.”

“What? You mean take them
off?”

“That’s what I mean.”

“Here?” I said, horrified. “Now?”

“What? You think I’m going to see
something I didn’t see back there with Ms. Nuckeby?”

I grimaced at the
thought.

“Did you find her?” I asked. “Was
she upset?”

“From what I hear,” she said. “I
don’t know. I didn’t see her.”

“She’d already left?”

“If she did, she wasn’t wearin’
nothing but the company undies. Her clothes were still in the
dressing room.”

The thought of Ms. Nuckeby running
through the city wearing the bottoms of Satin-Lace-Babydoll # 43—in
slow motion—once again caused the little soldier to pop up out of
his foxhole.

“My God, boy,” Mrs. Abrososa said,
apparently quite amazed. “You’re like a party balloon how you
inflate. Lord, have mercy.” She held out a hand. “Now, gimme those
pants.”

I withdrew from her. “Mrs.
Abrososa, really…”

“I got twelve kids…”

“Twelve?”

“…most of ‘em boys—and twenty-seven
grandchildren. You ain’t got nothin’ I
never seen
before.”

“But . . . we aren’t even on a
first name basis.”

“Agrapanthila. Hand ‘em
over.”

“Agrapanthila?”

She raised the iron and gave me a
menacing look. “You want kids of your own?”

I still hesitated. “Wouldn’t this
constitute harassment?”

“I got an iron!”

I stripped off the slacks without
further hesitation.

Once I’d handed them to her, she
stood there folding them over her arm and continuing to stare at my
crotch. I moved my hands to block the view, and she looked up at me
with disgust.

“I ain’t admirin’. I’m
waitin’.”

“What? These, too?”

“They wet?”

I considered. “Damp.”

“Gimme.”

I paused, perhaps a beat too long,
and she reached for them. I recoiled and my voice rose to a chirpy
soprano.

“I can do it,” I said
petulantly.

Trying my best to keep everything
as tucked away as I could under the circumstances, I removed the
silken boxers and handed them over.

Mrs. Abrososa—Agrapanthila—looked
at them with revulsion.

“Haines?”

I shrugged, humiliated. “They’re
softer than ours.”

She grumbled and headed for the
door carrying my shame, stopping briefly in the open entryway to
turn back to me.

“It’s sort of sad, really,” she
said, glancing down. Not the sort of thing one wants to hear as a
woman studies your privates. “She seemed kind of impressed with it,
before you went and molested her.”

“Impressed?”

“Oh, yeah. You two might have made
a real cute couple.”

I felt suddenly flush with the
thought of Ms. Nuckeby asking me to bare my boyhood for her—smiling
and reaching for it.

“Right up until she sued you for
everything you got,” my evil secretary concluded.

My fantasy degraded as Ms. Nuckeby
stopped reaching and just pointed, laughing riotously at my
shriveling crotch while rolling around naked in my inheritance.
Somehow even that was erotic.

Gloop.

Mrs. Abrososa exited, laughing
hysterically.

Rather abruptly my immediate
situation overwhelmed me. Naked from the waist down. In a place of
business. Erect. After having—mere moments before—sexually
assaulted an attractive female employee. It was a rather
compromising position. Someone might come by and see. Someone with
authority. Someone who’d prefer that, while engaged in my
profession, I wore pants.

What if ‘someone’ was already on
their way? A representative from Human Resources with
anti-harassment literature, disapproving looks, and things I’d have
to sign while not wearing underwear? Or the police to discuss my
lewd and lascivious behavior—or worse—to arrest me and haul me
downtown in my overexposed state? Or perhaps Ms. Nuckeby’s
Schwarzenegger-like father with a machete in one hand, an Uzi in
the other, and a cigar to light the explosives he was going to
shove up my ass?

Terrified, I called out through
the door.

“Mrs. Abrososa? How long do you think it’s going to
take?”

“Gimme half an hour,” she
replied.

I felt a jolt run through me. I
couldn’t stay in here—literally buck-naked—while SWAT teams
converged on the area! I looked around, nervously trying to figure
out what to do next when the phone rang.

And rang.

“Are you going to get that?” I
called.

No answer. Must have gone into the
bathroom, or the closet, or the company kitchen to show off my skid
marks to other employees.

I looked at the phone. Internal
line. Reasonably safe. Besides that, all the tension was ‘felling
the old redwood’, if you get the supreme subtlety of my meaning, so
I felt less perverted and more able to pick up the
receiver.

So I did.

And heard the sound of an
indescribably sexy voice on the other end.

“Mister Wopplesdown?” Pronounced
correctly.

Gloop.

“Yes.”

“Mister Cor-CAR-an
Wopplesdown?”

Well, .500 ain’t bad.

“Corky. Yes. Who’s
calling?”

“Um…sir? This is Ms.
Nuckeby.”

‘Mini-Me’ noisily banged a cup of
pencils off my desk.

“What was that? Is everything all
right?”

“Fine, Ms. Nuckeby, fine,” I said
as if, for all the world, I still wore pants. “What can I do for
you?”

“I don’t know if you know who I
am, sir, but…“

“Of course I know who you are, Ms.
Nuckeby. You’re the model. The one wearing…”

“No top.”

I breathed deeply and fought to
keep blood vessels from bursting in my brain. “Yes.
Satin-Lace-Babydoll # 43 with no…no…no…em…correct.” I turned
nervously, and my ugly stepson slammed the phone’s cradle to the
floor where it clanged, banged, and ranged.

“Did something fall?” she asked.
“What’s that ringing? Do you have to answer another
line?”

“Yes. No! Something…uh…I have
a…uh.” I picked up the phone cradle Polyphemus had trashed in his
blind rage and tried to silence the ringer, “…the phone got…uh…hit
by…” there appeared to be no off-switch, “…knocked down by…” damn,
where was the “…it fell. It fell, somehow, all by itself, and…” I
smacked the noisy thing against the desk, and it shattered into a
million pieces, one of which continued to ring pathetically.
“Sorry. All good. Speak.”

“Woof.”

“What?”

“Nothing,” she said. “Just
kidding. I…uh…I wanted to come by and see you, sir. I…”

“No!”

She paused. Struck.

“Are you sure?” she asked. “I was
hoping that if I saw you…”

“I’d rather you didn’t come to see
me, Ms. Nuckeby.”

“Oh.”

“Right now, I mean. Parts of me at least. All of me.
What there is of me to
see.” I sucked air. In lots of ways.
“Now is just not
a good time.”

“Then when might be? See, I was
hoping maybe I could buy you lunch, and we could
discuss…em…”

What? Settlements?

“I’d rather you
didn’t.”

Another pause. “I see,” she said
finally.

I flushed again, but from a
different kind of distress. “I didn’t mean…what I meant to say was:
I’m in the middle of something.” I looked down angrily at my
throbbing, insistent little friend. “An unexpected guest has popped
up in my office and is demanding my undivided
attention.”

Her voice fell. “Oh.”

“He and I—we have other pants.
PLANS!”

I repeatedly bit my tongue,
angrily punishing it for its failure to get off its lazy ass and do
its job properly.

“Oh. He?” she said,
sounding—what—I don’t know—relieved? “Of course.
I understand. Then maybe we can schedule another
time?”

“Ooooh, I don’t know, I…it’s
probably best if you talk to my lawyer.”

“Your lawyer?”

“He’s much more equipped for this
sort of thing than I am. He’s intelligent.”

“Well, you see, this is what I was
afraid of, Mister Wopplesdown…” She paused a moment as if carefully
considering her financial demands and my greater malleability over
lunch as opposed to facing actual legal counsel with functioning
brains that didn’t have to struggle with competing thoughts of her
mostly naked. “See, that was just a really strange and awkward
situation down in the storage closet, just now…”

“Garment Viewing Room.”

“What?”

“It’s called the Garment Viewing
Room. It’s not a storage closet.”

“Really? It seemed more like some
kind of storage…”

“I would never force you into a storage closet, then
make you stay there naked. I mean, while you were naked.
I wasn’t naked. I had pants on then. And now, too, if you must
know. You were naked, true, mostly, but I was
just…”

“See, that’s what I want to talk to you about. I think
you have the wrong impression of me. If you would just
see me for a moment…”

“Honestly, Ms. Nuckeby,” I said, throbbing at the
memory of already having seen most of her. “I saw all of you
I need to see. I MEAN…”

“Oh!”

“That came out wrong!”

“No, I’m sure it didn’t. I’m truly
sorry to have bothered you Mister Wopplesdown.”

Click.

“Ms. Nuckeby? MS.
NUCKEBY!”

Why I yelled louder, as if somehow
the sound might actually explode out the other end of a
disconnected line, I don’t know, but I’m a man, and as I’ve said,
when an attractive woman is involved, the brain farts. I just
desperately needed to reconnect with Ms. Nuckeby and tell her I was
sorry, please don’t sue me and take away all my money, and, oh, by
the way, let’s make lots of babies together. So I refused to be
deterred by the fact that her extension was already resting in a
cradle somewhere deep inside the building.

Wait.

Somewhere deep inside the
building.

I looked at the reader phone and
read the extension.

4912.

I ran around the desk, grabbed my
address book and looked through the various numbers.

4912. Henri Manschingloss. We
still hadn’t changed the directory to reflect his insistence that
he was now a single-named celebrity.

I dialled.

“Manschingloss,” he said with
clear irritation.

“Henri, is…”

“Manschingloss.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Manschingloss. Is
Ms. Nuckeby there?”

“Why? Did you want to be rude to her some
more?”

“I wasn’t rude to
her.”

“Then why was she
crying?”

“She was crying?”

“Actual tears. She stained my
crinoline.”

“Can I speak to her,
please?”

“You could. But she’s
gone.”

“Gone where?”

“Shopping. The movies. Nude
horseback riding, perhaps?” He paused. Waiting for a laugh I
suppose. It didn’t come. Not from my end. “Home, I would imagine,”
he continued. “She’s a good model you know. Dedicated and
professional. Not like some of the prima donna flakes we usually
get around here. You could have forgiven her.”

“Forgiven her what?”

“The topless thing! It wasn’t her fault she
walked in wearing only half an outfit. I was fixing a stay. She
didn’t even know there was a top. Sometimes
there isn’t you know.”

“I do
know. Of course I know. Our designs
are sometimes barely even clothes.”

“My designs
are more than clothes.”

The mounting tension in his voice
thickened the air around me and ate at my life force like some evil
Star Trek vampire alien. A really ugly, cheap-looking one from the
original series.

“Of course they are, Hen…Manschingloss,” I
said. “They’re beyond all, verbal description. But back to Ms.
Nuckeby. She was upset because…” I found it hard to believe.
“…because she was topless?”

“Why else?”

“I don’t know,” I lied. “Lots of
reasons, I suppose. None of them litigious. Perhaps she didn’t like
the room, or Mrs. Abrososa, or…”

“…your preference for fucking
plastic?”

Okay, that hurt.

“Really, Corky. Water bottles? Ugly men with no fashion
sense? God knows what else. There are other options you
know,” he said with significance.

“I keep telling you, I’m
straight.”

“I know. You keep telling me,” he said
seductively. “The closet is a lonely place,
Corky.”

“The water bottle thing happened
because of my reaction to Ms. Nuckeby.”

He paused, apparently confused.
“What reaction?”

“The…you know…the erection
reaction.”

“You got an erection because of a
girl?”

“Yes, because of a girl!”

“Wow. I figured you were thinking about
me. Or Mervin.”

“I—am—straight!”

“Since when?”

“Since always!”

“Then what about that
video?”

“You’ve seen the
video?”

“It’s on my desktop right now. I
watch it all the time.”

I heard him click something with a
computer mouse and pause while he absorbed.

“That video is not allowed on
company property.”

“You did this, and you claim
to be straight.”

“I’d been drinking!”

“Alcohol reduces inhibitions,
Corky. It doesn’t change your orientation.”

“I thought he was a
girl!”

“He has a beard.”

“I’m straight, I’m straight, I’m straight! Can we get back to Ms. Nuckeby?”

“You got an erection because of a girl—then
made her stay and watch you do the nasty to a water bottle?” He
paused and considered it. “She should sue.”

“No, she shouldn’t,” I said, my
voice squeaking as a life of potential moneylessness flashed before
me like an independent film with big name actors about ugly,
drunken, mean people; the ‘arty’ kind of movie everyone thinks is
‘brilliant’, and ‘moving’, and a ‘surefire winner’ because they
don’t actually have to live it.

Then, finally, something in his answers seeped through
the porridge I like to call a brain. 

“Is that why she called?” I asked,
choking on the words. “To sue?”

“What, Wisper? No! She called because she was
afraid she
had done something wrong by walking
in mostly naked. She was afraid she’d get fired. I tried to tell
her that if she could make a homosexual hard, she should be
extremely proud. But maybe not so much.”

“Uuumm. Manschingloss. Does she
think I’m gay?”

“Everyone thinks
you’re gay. There’s video,
remember?”

“I thought he was a girl!”

“And you claim a pretty thing like
Wisper got you hard. Can you understand our confusion?”

“I was drunk!”

“In the Viewing Room?”

“In Mervin’s locker! I…” Suddenly something hit me.
“Wait a minute. Did you show her
the video?” I asked, humiliated,
clasping my hands over my face and saying a silent prayer that even
Manschingloss could never be that thoughtless.

“Of course I showed it to
her.”

“Of course you did. So she thinks I’m gay.
And that I like hairy men. And that I’m going to
fire her.”

“Boy, does she. Which is good.
Otherwise she’d sue.”

I considered what he’d said and
realized he was probably right. She would never want to go to court
and have it on the public record that the idiot who could mistake a
hairy man for a woman—even when drunk—had become sexually aroused
by her. I suppose I should have left well enough alone at that
point, but I really have no common sense.

“How can I get in touch with her?”
I asked.

“Why?”

“I need to talk to
her.”

“About what?”

Good question.

“Do you have her number?” I
asked.

“What am I? HR?”

Then I heard horrifyingly
familiar, intimate moaning and slurping sounds in the
background.

“Sooo.” Manschingloss asked, clearly distracted.
“You’re not
gay?”

I hung up and called HR. They had
no home phone number for Ms. Nuckeby. She had come to them through
one of the smaller agencies outside the city, and they wanted me to
remind her, when next I saw her, that she still hadn’t given them
her tax ID number. I made a mental note to do so, filed it under
‘Things To Promptly Forget’ and hung up, very frustrated, in more
ways than one. I was about to call Manschingloss and fire him just
because he used crinoline, when a nagging thought in the back of my
brain bitch-slapped me.

Manschingloss was two floors above me. I
could still reach Ms. Nuckeby before she escaped the
building.

I raced for the doors of my
office, threw them open and ran out into the usual madness beyond:
secretaries, designers, seamstresses, delivery men, all of whom
gasped and screamed because I was still naked from the waist
down.

I ran back into my office and slammed the door behind
me. Even more frustrated I began pacing, which only added injury to
insult because all my thinking about the potential nearness of Ms.
Nuckeby had brought the little general to attention again, and it
kept bumping objects, getting caught in things and knocking
breakables off my desk. It was like it had a mind of its own and
was trying
to do it, the little
prick.

Heh. Funny. I didn’t mean to do
that.

I was just about to call security
and have Ms. Nuckeby physically restrained from leaving the
building when Grandfather burst in, an apoplectic Yosemite Sam in a
tailored business suit with a face like a cherry red, out-of-tune
piano.

“What’s this I hear about you fucking a water bottle in
public?” he yelled, not really asking—other than
rhetorically.

“It’s not…”

“Is it true you performed some kind of sordid sex act
in front of one of our models?”

“Sordid? Nooooo… ”

“Trying to impress some young hottie who’s modeling for
us?”

“Trying to impress? If I were
endeavoring to impress some ‘young hottie’ as you so eloquently put
it…”

“’Endeavoring?’ ‘Eloquently?’ Speak English, you
damned re-tard! This is what I get for sending you to
Oxland.”

“Oxford.”

“Shut up! I gave you this job because you were the one
person I thought I could trust not to cross the line! You
know: The line!”

“I am aware of the line,” I said,
staring at him and seething a bit myself. The only reason he
thought he could trust me with the models was because he—and
everyone else in the company, apparently—still thought I was a
homosexual. Or at least bisexual with a leaning toward men. Damned
Miller Lite. “And I haven’t crossed any…”

“Oh, you’re a lawyer now, are
you?”

I didn’t answer. He knew I wasn’t.
Or was fairly certain. He was never really clear on exactly what
I’d achieved at ‘Oxland’.

“We can’t afford another lawsuit, Corcharan. I made
that clear when I gave you the job, and I thought that you—of all
the family members available, including that damned, bush-diver you call a
sister—could control yourself!”

“I have it on good authority she isn’t planning to sue.
And until now, I think I’ve controlled myself quite admirably considering the circumstances, thank you
very…”

“So you’ve been good up till now,
and you figured it was the perfect time to start sticking your dick
into water bottles…”

“I didn’t do it on
purpose!”

“…in some sordid, attempt at
foreplay?”

“Foreplay?”

“You’re not intending to date her, are
you?”

“What? Date her? I’d be
lucky if she could think of my name without laughing, let alone…”

“As a beard, or
something?”

“I am not
a homosex…”

“Lawsuits are one thing. It’s to
be expected when you’re rich, though we’d obviously prefer to avoid
it. But dating? Potentially marrying away significant portions of
the family fortune to a commoner just to hide your perversions? You
know the rule!”

I choked. The ‘rule’ was the only
thing that thus far had managed to keep my oversexed family truly
in line. We all knew the rule: ‘Date outside the accepted, social
circle of the equally rich,’ and earn instant disinheritance.
Immediate pauperdom’. “I know the rule. I would never…”

“I’d also hate to lose this model.
I hear she’s good. Professional. Not like the prima donnas and
flakes we usually get.”

I squinted at him, wondering. That
was almost exactly what Manschingloss had said just moments ago.
“Were you in the room when I called Henri…”

“Manschingloss.”

“…Manschingloss? Because he said
something…”

“I was trying to sort out your nonsense before it
went legal!”

He said ‘legal’ as if he were
saying ‘nuclear’. Or ‘nuke-yular’ if you’re from Texas.

“Were you in the room?”

“Waiting outside. I met with this
Nuckeby girl as she was coming out. She’s a real looker. I can
understand how you’d falter—even outside your own
preference.”

“It’s not outside my
preference…”

“All right, outside your ‘genetic
determination’ then. Your ‘sexual orientation’. ‘Need for speed’.
Whatever the PeeVee term for it is these days.”

“P.C.
term.”

“Shut up. You couldn’t help
yourself. I saw her. I understand that. She’s damned attractive;
the kind of girl who could turn a man such as yourself, if only for
a while. So I had to make certain she wasn’t going to involve
lawyers. Fortunately for you…”

He stopped cold. He was no longer
aware of me, as a whole, but was instead staring down with a deeply
frightened expression at my…er…‘be fruitful, and multiplier’. Pale,
lips quivering, eyes expanding madly like Peeps in a microwave (try
it. It’s fun). I adjusted my hands to cover my ‘Ballpark Frank’ and
Grandfather ratcheted his attention away from those
‘plump-when-you-cook-‘em’ loins back up to my face, and seethed,
rather spectacularly, for several seconds.

“What the hell is wrong with your
head?” he asked through clenched teeth.

“The water bottle soaked my pants
so Mrs. Abrososa…“

He closed his eyes as if in pain
and held up a hand to stop me from going further. “Mrs. Abrososa? I
can’t hear this. Now you’ve involved Agrapanthila? I knew her
husband. We were friends. He was a pious man, offended by the very
notion of sex.”

Unlikely, I thought, with twelve
kids. But I let it go.

Older generations have an interesting gift for
compartmentalizing their sexuality away from their real lives,
honestly seeming to believe themselves sexless and disinterested—as
if just saying so makes it true—often in the face of overwhelming
evidence to the contrary. Of course, counter to this fact, Mrs.
Abrososa had apparently reached a greater comfort level with her
own—suddenly, images of my
elderly secretary monkey-loving her wrinkled, dead husband exploded
into my brain, and I had to steady myself against the
desk.

“Armando Abrososa was not the kind of man who would
approve of you parading your wood around in front of his beloved
wife, Corky. Hell, no one
would! ESPECIALLY OUR LAWYERS!”

“Mrs. Abrososa offered to dry my
pants,” I said, still weaving a bit, but I managing to banish most
thoughts of my elderly, rutting secretary. “And the water bottle
was an accident. It fell on me…”

“…and you sat there with your dick in it, then made the
Nuckeby girl stand around and watch you.”

He made it sound filthy. A lawyer would likely do the
same. I wilted. Most of me anyway. I suppose it was kind
of filthy. What the hell was wrong with
me?

Grandfather rubbed his temples and
opened his mouth as if hoping to expel demons.

“This ‘sexual harassment’ bullshit
is going to be the death of me,” he said quietly. “No more, you
understand? I need this model for the show next week a lot more
than I need someone to take notes on clothing designs,” he said
pointedly. “You get me?”

I got him. And seeing that I had,
he gestured toward my family tree as if it were
diseased.

“So, if you want to keep your money, your house, and
your cushy ride on the Wopplesdown family gravy train, you will
learn—like the rest of this oversexed family—to squelch your urges, and keep that thing where it
belongs—under at least
two layers of clothing!”

I lowered my head and spoke
softly. “I’m sorry.”

“And until you can, you are to come
nowhere near
this office—or that model! In fact,
I never want you to see that model again! Ever! Even in your imagination!”

He paused a moment to let the hot
lava in his veins distribute itself evenly.

“Now, take the week off,” he said. “Take two! And
before you leave today, Human Resources has a video. I want you to
get a copy and watch it—repeatedly—and don’t come back to
Wopplesdown Struts or its affiliates until you can quote it back to
me, verbatim. You don’t have to believe it—lord
knows I don’t—but know it! And if you
ever come back to a job, here—any job…”

I winced.

“…I never again want to hear that you’ve been
sticking any
body parts, in any water
bottles, anywhere…”

“I
wasn’t..”

“…EVER AGAIN!”

He paused, glaring, and let the
moment settle. Then he glanced down again and immediately regretted
it.

“And if I catch you doing—whatever it is you’re doing
with your pants off, and that goddam stiffy sticking out between
your shirt tails—in this office, or anywhere else, in my
lifetime—if I so much as hear
you had a little extra blood flow in that thing because of another
employee, some contractor, or just a random
stranger walking by on the street—you will be
disowned and tossed into the
GUTTER! YOU HEAR
ME?”

I quivered a moment, then wilted
more completely and slumped down into my high-backed office chair.
I could feel the skin of my butt sticking fast to the pleather, my
erection now dying rapidly on the vine. There were times, with
Grandfather in particular, when you just had to roll up the
carpets, put up the chairs and turn out the lights.

“I hear you.”

He stared at me with contempt and
loathing.

“I am deadly serious, Corcharan.
If I hear you went anywhere near that model,” he said with more
calm, but greater threat, “I will end you. You
understand?”

I nodded like a bobble-head doll
in the back of a 4x4 racing insanely over ski moguls.

“You are not to see her for
business,” he continued, “you are not to see her for pleasure. In
this building, or out of it. Wearing clothes, or wearing air.
Flaccid, erect, or…” he took one last look at my wriggling,
shrinking erection and shuddered, “…or otherwise.”

“You don’t have to
worry.”

“I’d better not.”

Finally, he took a deep breath,
working hard not to glance down at ‘it’ again.

“You didn’t get that from my side of the
family,” he spat.

Then the old man turned and headed
for the door, opened it without another word and slammed the thing
behind him. A picture fell. My coat dropped off its hanger. Someone
in the outer office screamed.

Eventually the room settled into
silence as the vibrations died down.

I slumped and stared for a moment at the wood-paneled
exit, then slowly rotated my chair until it looked out the
floor-to-ceiling picture window behind my desk, staring through it
into the city beyond. A man in a building adjacent waved, then
dropped his own pants and enthusiastically showed me
his penis; clearly thinking he was returning some kind of
favor. He then proceeded to get up on his desk and do a kind of
perverse happy dance when a woman entered through the office door
behind him and screamed. He promptly slipped on some papers and
fell into a trashcan. I wondered absently if he could sue me for
that, then turned my attention lethargically away from him and down
toward the teeming streets below.

There, far beneath me (as my
grandfather would prefer it), was Ms. Nuckeby stepping into a cab.
After a moment of giving directions, telling the driver about her
perverted boss and his water bottle lover, the cab slowly pulled
away and drove her to that nude horseback riding lesson.

I could see her so clearly: naked,
smiling, and galloping toward me in extreme slow motion.

Gloop.

I stared down sadly at my mindless
renewing erection, and all other energy drained slowly from me as
whatever ridiculous fantasy I might have harbored about Ms. Nuckeby
bearing me twelve children after years of meaningful sex on
horseback gradually faded away.

Lost in my own sad little world, I
found myself saying her name out loud, and with longing.

“Wisper.”

What a delightful name.

The Nuckeby part I could do
without.
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It was an hour or so later when I
finally left the building—pants dried and in their proper place,
erectionless and anti-harassment tape in hand.

I felt defeated and lost. I didn’t
want to spend a week, or more away from my job. That meant someone
else would have to do it. Someone who might actually be
qualified.

Worse still—I didn’t like the idea
that I would never again see Ms. Nuckeby.

There had to be a way I could
solve both problems by simply learning to remain unaroused in her
presence. Was that so hard?

Ha! ‘Hard’. I’m
pathetic.

But really, dogs could be taught
to overcome their natural urge to drink from toilets. Was mind over
member just too much to ask?

Apparently so.

Even now, as I exited the elevator
muttering to myself, still trying to control the various lewd
thoughts of Ms. Nuckeby swimming naked through my brain—doing
primarily a form of the breaststroke—there was an increase in blood
flow which I doubt Grandfather would consider safely within the
legal limit. I covered my crotch with the anti-harassment tape and
hoped my fellow Wopplesdown Struts employees would have the decency
to pretend they hadn’t noticed.

As I walked awkwardly, turned
slightly to the wall, I focused intently on last year’s World
Series. Not getting the desired result, I moved on to the previous
year’s games.

Then the year before.

Unfortunately, there didn’t seem
to be enough baseball statistics in the history of the game to tag
out Ms. Nuckeby as she rounded third and headed for home wearing
only cleats, socks, batting gloves, and a cap.

What I really needed was a hormone-removal kit. Not
being an avid reader of Scientific American (they don’t have
cartoons), I was unsure if such a thing even existed. Perhaps a
home penis-removal kit? I bet you could make one of those
for yourself.

I shuddered as I realized what I
had just, genuinely, considered.

Grandfather was right. How could I
come to work tomorrow—or ever again—as long as Ms. Nuckeby roamed
free, and sometimes naked? My life as I knew it would be over the
minute I saw her in anything even remotely sexy. Hell, let’s be
honest; my life was over as soon as I saw her, period, even if she
was smeared in mud with leaves and twigs protruding from her hair
while wearing wet, pungent animal skin.

Mmmm. Revealing, easily removed, wet, pungent animal
skin.

Gloop.

AAH! HAD I NO SELF
CONTROL AT
ALL?

Clearly, any thoughts of
her—clothed, or otherwise—would doom me. I needed a
complete distraction of some kind. But short of installing an
ice machine in my trousers, what could possibly…?

Aaaaaah. That was it. I would stop
someplace and buy one of those liquid-filled bag things. I believe
they were called ‘icepacks’. I’d heard about them from people who
were physically active. Supposedly you could find them in something
called a ‘drug store’. From what I’d been told, all you had to do
was purchase one, take it home, and put it in the freezer. It was
that easy. Then, once frozen, you simply applied it to the
afflicted area.

My area
was quite afflicted. I bet I could slip one in my
underwear before any potential Ms. Nuckeby sighting and—voilà! I
would freeze my nuts into submission.

Genius. Pure genius.

Feeling renewed vigor, and
confidence that I could squelch my penis’ vigor, and its
confidence, I headed for the door leading out to the street and
passed another of the Wopplesdown Struts employees, my childhood
friend, and once-fellow comic-book collector, Morgan
Wiggen.

Yes, I was—until very recently—a superhero comic book
collector. I’m sometimes ashamed to admit it, but no one died or
anything so I’m learning to let go. Still, people often think
there’s a disease of some kind involved when a grown man is
interested in adventure stories about unrealistically well-endowed
people who run around in brightly colored, skin-tight clothing. But
you have to keep in mind that my parents wouldn’t let me buy porn.
If you haven’t looked at a superhero comic in a while, keep in mind
that the art is very detailed and those costumes are
really tight.

Sometime back in my late teens I left the superhero
fantasy world behind due to a waning interest in the bad stories,
repetitive situations, and the newfound freedom to buy
actual porn. Of course, when you consider the colorful,
tight-fitting costumes on unrealistically endowed women I get to
view on a daily basis—live, and in person—you might see the
pointlessness of paying money for the relatively inferior,
hand-drawn versions of same.

Hmm. Unrealistically endowed women
in scanty, tight-fitting costumes appear to be a common theme here.
I wonder if there’s some deeper significance I’m not
seeing?

Probably not.

Anyway, my friend Morgan still seemed to enjoy said
superhero experience quite thoroughly, and more power to him. Based
on what I know of him, he’d probably feel the same even if he had
my job. His interest in women wearing scanty, painted-on
clothing never
seems to flag, even to the point of
his occasionally asking attractive women to dress up as one
‘superheroine’ or another so that he and she might re-enact certain
classic, comic book sequences as a kind of foreplay. The Wedding
Night of Yellowjacket and Wasp. The Wedding Night of Cyclops and
Marvel Girl. The Wedding Night of Hawkeye and Mockingbird. Date
Night With She-Hulk and just about everybody.

He was likely doing that now while
chewing happily on something brown; chatting up some bleary-eyed
young woman I recognized vaguely from the shipping department in
hopes of getting her into tight-fitting clothing while she was
clearly searching for any opening in his monologue that would allow
her to escape him.

“Archangel is my favorite X-Man,” he said, apparently
going for the ‘Date with Psylocke’ angle, unaware of the fact that
this woman could not possibly care less if he were lying on the
floor bleeding from the ears. She was leaning, turned away from him
and primed to run at the slightest visible crack in their one-sided
conversation. “Or he was until they hired
this hack writer who changed his skin from blue to normal
flesh-colored. White people flesh-colored. They’re always changing
writers, and each one is worse than the last. But this
guy—woo! Ruined
Archangel. Archangel, not
‘Angel’.”

He said ‘Angel’ in the kind of
whiny, sarcastic, singsong voice that homophobes with little or no
acting talent believe sounds exactly like an unattractive
homosexual. “He claimed he quit. The writer. But Marvel fired him.
I know someone who was there. He cried. And he should have after
what he did to Archangel. You see the movie?”

“Which mo…”

“The third one. It sucked. ‘Angel’ was that
faggy, feather guy. Archangel, from the
comics, was tough and scary. He could fling them at you, you
know—his wings—and these razor-feathers would
disengage, and they could shoot at you, and cut you! So
COOL! Now he’s just back to being like the guy in the movie. Gay
white guy with ‘downy’ feathers who ‘heeeeeals’ people.
He’s a ‘heeeealer’. So
faggy.”

“My brother is
gay…”

“Either of you see the third
movie?”

“No. I…”

“It soooo sucked. Especially…” unattractive,
gender-challenged, singsong “…‘Angel’. Even gay guys
wouldn’t like him. We should see it sometime. Wanna rent it and see
it with me?”

“No, I…”

“I don’t blame you. It was the worst of the three.
First and second ones are great. But the comics are still better.
Especially Archangel, and Psylocke.”

Cha-ching. Moving in for the
‘kill’.

“Psylocke, as any true fan knows,” Morgan said sagely,
“is Archangel’s one, true love. Not that
dippy little Paige Guthrie.”

Morgan winked at her as if she
were one of the chosen few who understood. She stared back blankly,
clearly one of the teeming masses that did not.

“And you,”
he concluded, “would look great dressed as
Psylocke.”

“Dressed as…“ she shook her head,
lost. “As what?”

“Psylocke. Yeah. And I could be
Archangel. I have a couple cases of blue face paint. We’d look
great together. Like an Adam Hughes cover! He draws women like you!
SMOKIN’ hot! WOO! All feminist and strong in their tight-fitting
little outfits. And he draws them really realistic so their boobs
actually squeeze out in places where the costumes are too tight.
Like they would on a real woman with naturally big ones who
couldn’t find anything in her size.”

He glanced down at her, ‘naturally
big ones’, and she reflexively covered them, goggling at him,
open-mouthed and horrified, then began backing quickly
away.

“So it’s more true,” he continued.
“The way he draws them. Like actual art. You’d look like that.
Squeezing out all over.”

“Squeezing out…what?” 

“All over.”

She was moving away from him very
quickly now, and Morgan stepped a few paces to stay with
her.

“Or, now that I think about it,
maybe Nekra. Ooooh, yeeeeeah. The original black costume where the
bottoms of her boobs hang out from under the top. So
sexy.”

He indicated on his own chest
where his boobs would hang out if he had them and were so dressed,
and she flinched.

“With a body like yours, you’d look amazing as
Nekra,” he promised her. “And if I had to, I’d be willing to dress
like Mandrill. It’s not out of the question.”

“Ewww! Yes, it is!” And finally,
with a look of total revulsion on her face, she turned and ran away
from him.

“Okay. You’re right,” he called after her. “Mandrill’s
a stupid costume. What about Hellcat!
You’d be so hot as Hellcat! And I’d
consider being Son of Satan! He’s not too gay-looking.”

But the woman was gone. She had
reached the building’s exit and slammed through its door, barely
more than a Jesse Quick speed blur that was quickly lost in the
crowd.

“Maddie?”

Morgan stood silently for a
minute, watching for any distant sign of her.

“See you tomorrow!” he finally called cheerily, smiling and waving at no
one.

After a minute or so of looking to
see if she’d turned around to see his farewell, he looked over to
me.

“It’s great how women totally dig
comics fans, now that all the superhero movies have shown how right
and cool we were all along.”

“The movies show that?”

“Duh.”

“Well, she’s certainly
attractive.”

“She’s not attractive,” he said
doing air-quotes around ‘attractive’, “she’s HOT. I can
tell, man. I
have pictured her naked. She’d look
so great in our lingerie. Like Emma Frost. I’m getting her some for
her birthday. Put that company discount to some good
use.”

“Lingerie? But you’re not…” It seemed impossible,
“…dating, are you?”

“Not yet. But once I get her the
lingerie…” He pumped his fist in a gesture that was hard to
interpret but might have indicated something sexual to a female
mastodon, and I nodded as if I understood. We turned and began
walking together toward the door at the opposite end of the
building from where ‘Maddie’ had made good her escape.

“Buying lingerie for a fellow
employee might be considered harassment.”

“Yeah, right,” he
sneered.

“I’m serious.”

“What are you? Harassment Man?” he
asked, apparently amazed at my stupidity. “Nothing’s harassment. I
took that anti-harassment thing HR makes you do online. Now I can
say whatever I want and it’s okay.”

“I don’t think that’s how it
works.”

He cocked an eye toward me with a
‘what do you know’ expression.

“She can cook, too. Look.” He
showed me some of the food in his mouth. “She made that. Madelyn
Windom’s world-famous zucchini bread. She threw it to me when she
saw me coming.”

“Threw it ‘to’ you? Or threw it
‘at’ you?”

“To. At. Same thing, Proper
English Man. Want some?”

“Do you have any that isn’t
pre-chewed?”

He offered up a Ziploc baggie so I
took a greasy piece and joined the fun. Madelyn Windom’s zucchini
bread truly was a marvel. You couldn’t taste the
zucchini.

“Heard you
had a day today.” Morgan said,
smiling evilly through another mouthful.

“That’s putting it
mildly.”

“Did you really dry hump a model
in the fitting room?”

“What? Good God, no! Is that what
people are saying?”

Morgan smiled. “No. Just some nonsense about a water
bottle that was so lame everyone knew it had to be bullshit. Of
course, they might be saying it tomorrow if you don’t
go to the comic book convention with me.”

“I don’t know how many ways I can say ‘no’, Morgan.
Should I try Russian? Nyet. German? Nein. Swedish?” I paused.
How did you say ‘no’ in Swedish? How did you say
anything in Swedish? I’m not even sure how the Swede’s speak
the language.

“Come on,” he cajoled. “It’ll be
fun.”

“A comic convention? No it won’t. You always say ‘it’ll
be fun’, and it never is. Not even remotely. Those things are
always filled with lots of people like that fat, rude guy on the
Simpsons. Overweight, balding ‘writers’ who think they have a right
to be surly to you because they’re the latest hired hand on ‘Boogie
Man and His Disco Sidekicks’. Plus, everyone there has a body that
should never be seen in public, yet there they
are—exposing
themselves in brightly colored
superhero spandex, thongs, and electrician’s
tape.”

“Not everyone dresses like
that.”

“You only need one.”

“That’s the best part of the
show!”

“If I thought people in outrageous
costumes was ‘the best part of the show’, I’d find a way to stay at
work.”

“Find a way?”

“Um. Yeah. Um…I can’t
because…”

I flushed as I remembered why.
Fortunately Morgan is in no way emotionally sensitive and it went
unnoticed.

“Becaaaaaaaaause…?” he
asked.

“Because I’m taking some time
off.”

“Why?”

“Grandfather thinks I need a
vacation.”

“Vacation? Dude. Your job is a
vacation!”

“I’m sure you see it that
way.”

“Any normal guy would see it that way. Hey, maybe the
old man would let me
do your job!”

“He’d sooner feed alligators
wearing a duck suit.”

“You could put in a good word for
me.”

“No, I really
couldn’t.”

“Maybe I’ll just call him myself
and ask.”

“Maybe you should.”

“Maybe I will.”

We both chewed and walked a moment
in zucchini bread silence.

“Well,” he finally said around liquefied brown that had
gathered around the rim of his mouth. “If you’re not coming in to
work, then you have
to come to the convention with me.”
He read my expression. “Come on! I’m going to invite Madelyn. Now
that I think of it, she’d look perfect in a Phoenix costume. Duh.
Why didn’t I think of that before? Madelyn. Like in
Pryor?”

The Phoenix’s real name. In the
comic, not the movies. Or one of the Phoenix’s. See, a long time
ago, in another dimension…

Sorry. Nearly geeked out there for
a second. Then I realized that it’s a long, complicated story, and
no one cares.

“I should have realized sooner,”
he said, glancing at me as I chewed silently, not at all getting
that my own semi-clad superheroine still mentally distracted me.
“Why don’t you invite Mindie?”

My brain froze. All erotic
thoughts of Ms. Nuckeby ceased their attack on my exhausted
libido.

“Invite Mindie?” I
asked.

Morgan knew, of course, that I had
been in love with Mindie Butterwycke since the dawn of hormonal
time. She was a childhood friend of my sister’s; one I had longed
deeply and unrequitedly for as the first girl who could—simply by
entering a room—make my penis swell. Mindie had been—since my
crossing the threshold of sexual, if not mental, maturity—an object
of perpetual personal desire; the kind of woman whose image you
carried off into sleep then dreamt of fitfully—probably because you
had wanked off while imagining her jumping naked on a trampoline.
I’d considered marrying her at one point, but she wouldn’t go out
with me.

Since my first encounter with
Mindie, I’d thought of her at least once daily. But I suddenly
realized that since sexually assaulting that water bottle in the
presence of the semi-nude Ms. Nuckeby, Mindie hadn’t even crossed
my mind. Naked trampolining or otherwise. Not once! It was a
startling revelation, and might have told me something significant
were I more than just marginally sharper than Morgan.

“I think she’d be less interested
in the convention than I would,” I said, not actually
‘thinking’—more ‘knowing full well’.

“Yeah,” he said, clearly
irritated, but accepting the truth. Then he brightened a bit. “So,
fine. Come without her.”

“No. I have to convince my
grandfather I should come back to work.”

“Yeah,” he laughed. “Work. How
many naked girls did you have to ‘work’ with today,
Corky?”

“Just one. One was
enough.”

Visions of Ms. Nuckeby danced in
my head again. Before long I needed ice. I moved the
anti-harassment tape to obscure things; unfortunately, Morgan
noticed anyway.

“Dude,” he said, looking
disgusted. “I hope that’s because of the zucchini bread and not
me.”

“I’m straight!”

“I’ve seen the video.”

“You took
the video!”

“Yeah. It was pretty funny. I
can’t believe you bought it when I told you he was Mindie.” He
glanced down. “Is that because I mentioned her?”

“No, it’s, um… ” I looked around nervously. “Something happened in the
Garment Viewing Room. I…uh…I really can’t really talk about it,
here. ”

Morgan looked surprised, then leaned toward me and
whispered in a voice that sounded almost afraid. “Holy crap. Did
you really
fuck a water
bottle?”

“No!” I lied and wondered if I
looked as guilty as I felt. His smile said I did.

“Dude. I gotta hear
this.”

I sagged and gave up. “Maybe I shouldn’t come in to work, tomorrow.”

“And maybe you should go to a comic
book convention?”
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Since you are undoubtedly
noticing that our friendship seems a bit unlikely, this would be as
good a place as any to explain how Morgan and I became
friends.

The two of us met in high
school. I was a student at Wellmsley, an all-male boarding school,
and he was a student from a neighboring institution of the more
public variety who had come through our institute of higher
learning in order to steal things.

I was lying on the
floor near my locker comparing tiles, moaning, and bleeding
profusely after one of Wellmsley’s more exciting, semi-regular,
male-bonding events—one which involved some of the larger boys
beating me severely about the head, groin, and torso. Theirs was a
more-than-occasional act of camaraderie that centered, primarily,
around the violent repositioning of my facial features, Mr. Potato
Head-like, then racing off to bond further with other boys about
how funny it all was. I’m not entirely sure why I always happened
to be the focus of their affectionate ‘ribbing’. It was likely just
a straightforward example of the stronger wolves culling out the
weaker; following Darwin’s lame ideas of strengthening the pack or
something. It’s the sort of thing the Nature Channel is always
warning us about. Unfortunately for me, I usually watched
Room Raiders on
VH1.

It was at this particular
low point in my adolescent struggle towards pseudo-manhood that
Morgan happened to wander by with an armload of shiny,
expensive-looking items of no real value. He looked down at me, saw
the blood, and asked if I needed a Kleenex.

I told him I had a box in
my locker if he wouldn’t mind opening it for me. I gave him the
combination, and he did so, pulling several white tissues from a
carton within, then dropping them near my head. As I daubed the
raging flow of my life’s precious liquid, Morgan helped himself to
some of the personal items he found behind my Kleenex—a pen, some
cartoon character key rings, a picture of a naked girl I’d cut from
one of father’s old Playboys—and slipped them into his
pockets.

“Holy, shit!” he said, apparently stumbling
across something of actual value in there.

“What?” I asked, almost as
surprised as he was.

He pulled a
plastic-covered comic from behind some of the textbooks—Incredible
Hulk number 181—the first appearance of Wolverine, and right behind
it—in my opinion the gold standard of modern superhero comics—Giant
Sized X-Men number one by Dave Cockrum, Len Wein, and Chris
Claremont—the first appearance of the current version of the X-Men,
the ones who came to be the foundation for all the cartoons, toys,
and movies. The total value of said comics was several thousand
dollars when graded at 9.2 out of a possible 10, or higher. These
were 9.8. Quite valuable and exceedingly rare at that grade
level.

“Can I have these?” Morgan
asked. I was surprised he even bothered to ask.

“I’m surprised you even
bothered to ask.”

“Dude. I’m a fan. You don’t rip off
another fan.”

He began replacing the
items he’d stuffed in his pockets. He stopped short with the image
of the girl from Playboy (Marianne Gravatte, October 1982. Quite a
lovely girl with—I was sure if I ever met her—a darling personality
to go with her large breasts), and re-pocketed it. Then he knelt on
the tile and helped me up.

“So? Can I have ‘em?” he
asked again.

“Sure,”
I said. As long he wasn’t going to hit me, I felt he
deserved some reward. “I’ve got more you know. Would you like to
see?”

“Dude! Does Wolverine shit
in the woods?”

“Not in any issue I’ve
ever read.”

“He
does between issues. They never show it, but he does. The guy’s an animal.
He’ll crap anywhere and wipe his ass with leaves. Trust me. I wrote
a fan-fic about it.”

“A what?”

“A fan-fic. Fan fiction.
Online. People write all kinds of shit and post it on websites.
Mostly it’s girls writing about Nightcrawler being all romantic and
fucking Kitty Pryde. But some of us write Wolverine stories, and
they’re cooler than the one’s that get printed. We don’t have
censorship.”

“Marvel doesn’t get
mad?”

“What
are they gonna do? It’s the Internet! No one controls the Internet!
It’s Lord of The Flies, man!”

“Wow.” I considered it,
then blanched. “Lord of the Flies was kind of scary
though.”

“So’s the Internet! But it’s all anomalous, so no one cares!”

“Anomalous?”

“Secret! People don’t know who you
are! So you can pick on people and then pretend it wasn’t
you!”

“Ah, anonymous. Though
your description of ‘fan-fic’ sounds anomalous as well.”

“Oh, it totally is! You
could even write some if you want.”

I immediately began
thinking of a story where Wolverine massacres an entire school of
snobs in one afternoon, then urinates on the bodies and sets them
on fire. A morality tale. Very uplifting. With laser-like clarity,
I finally understood the real
value of the Internet.

“Are you a student here?”
I asked.

“No.”

“That’s good.”

Morgan, and I
continued talking as we walked out of the building and into a
lasting friendship. Not exactly the first meeting of Gilgamesh and
Enkidu, but our epic tale nonetheless. And at least neither of us had been
decreed by the gods to die. At least up till now.
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Morgan and I bonded
quickly, and we considered, for a time, becoming professional
thieves. For my part, I would point Morgan in the direction of
truly valuable items as opposed to the things he assumed were
valuable because they were ‘gold-colored’ and ‘shiny’, and he would
devise clever ways of removing them from their proper owners,
usually by dangling from high ceilings like Tom Cruise in Mission
Impossible. But since I was already fiendishly wealthy, and girls
weren’t realistically interested in joining us, Bonnie and
Clyde-like in our never-ending run from the law, we decided to
collect comics and write fan-fic instead. Which still makes you a
social outcast, but at least you get to eat at home.

I became quite good at
online storytelling, and even developed a following of sorts, which
was anomalous in, and of itself. My fake screen-name of
‘Fool-Killer’ grew in popularity and notoriety among other fake
screen-names, and given that I generally wrote to please Morgan,
that meant lots of outrageous violence, nudity and sex among the
heroes. Had I been a bit more astute, I might have worried about
the people I was appealing to, but when you’re essentially a
nonentity in the real world, you take your adoration and acceptance
where you can get it—whatever the source.

Brainstorming exciting
scenarios and lurid episodes for our online audience while bonding
through comics collecting made for a fast and lasting relationship
through our early teenage years. But eventually I grew out of all
that owing to the fact that I had traveled to England, seen some of
the world, debatably matured, and most comics were really terrible.
My stories became more complex and sexually frustrated, like me I
suppose, and the life lessons to be learned from mainstream
superhero comics never really seemed to apply in the real world (as
opposed to the ‘Real World,’ where the life lessons of comics gave
Judd Winick lasting employment).

No woman was ever likely
to discover that I was secretly cool and heroic; spandex only
looked good on people who worked out constantly, and very few
people felt comfortable around those who wore it anyway; when
anyone was bitten by any member of the arachnid family, fever,
swelling, and bed rest were not followed by the ability to climb
walls, leap tall buildings, and trap thieves in webs just like
flies. It was more likely followed by vomiting.

Morgan, however, as
recently as last week, still secretly hoped that his mother would
one day sit him down and tell him how she had, years ago,
discovered his infant body in a crashed rocket ship, that he was
really born on the planet Kryp-Lor (his own, made-up world of
superheroes that had nothing whatsoever to do with Superman’s home
planet of Kryp-ton), and that by eating unusual combinations of spinach,
B-vitamins, and Ginko Biloba, he would soon be able to knock over
buildings with bad people in them. Like the White
House.

When his mother did
eventually sit him down one day for an important talk, he was
horrified when she started discussing penises, vaginas, and ‘when a
man truly loves a
woman’. Parents take note: These things are better left learned in
the street. Hearing them from someone you never want to imagine
naked and doing them can cause fever, nausea, and even death in
extreme cases. I was up with Morgan very late that night, paper
bags at the ready. He didn’t eat for days.

Somehow, in spite of
our differences, we remained friends, possibly because no one else
liked us. We got together for ‘hi-octane, big-screen’ movies,
lunches, and talked often about what he would do if
he had as much money
as I did.
Occasionally, he would drag me to a comic book convention, and we
would arrange to meet some of the real people behind the online
screen-names, hoping and praying that they were attractive females
who wanted to have sex.

With us.

They weren’t. They were
usually just average people—mostly male—many of whom apparently
spent all their free time between reading fan-fic, working on
elaborately detailed costumes which they would then wear every
waking moment of the convention, talking only as the characters
would talk, and behaving only the way the characters would behave.
It was an odd, disconcerting experience, and I was all set to spend
my evenings with Morgan ridiculing the folks doing it when he
showed up as Archangel, complete with over-large metallic wings,
blue face paint, and yellow hair.

“Anyone seen Psylocke?” he
asked me.

“Morgan, what…”

“Warren,” he said rather
sternly. Then wandered off without another word.

It was a lot like the
first time I learned Mimsi was gay. Suddenly you’re no longer
allowed to be a homophobe because you’re faced with it being
someone you know and care for. Their sexuality may still make you a
bit uncomfortable, but from now on you’ll keep it to yourself,
learn to understand, and be supportive of the one you love. Or, in
Morgan’s case, at least someone you like hanging out
with.

Ironically, Morgan
claimed to have spent the next three days trying to get under the
blue body-paint of a ‘hottie in a Nightcrawler suit’. But on the
final evening of the convention, when she at last relented—likely
because nothing better than Morgan had come
along—he couldn’t
get past the idea that Nightcrawler was a guy, even though it was a
woman portraying him, Peter Pan-like.

Somehow, even after it was
apparently quite obvious that she was genuinely a woman once he’d
gotten her costume off, and she was mostly naked right down to her
painted, blue skin, he believed that by her pretending to be a guy,
his being attracted to ‘Kurt’ called his own sexuality into
question. Why it should make a difference once she was mostly naked
and willing I honestly don’t know, but Morgan has attained a level
of homophobia that clearly sets a new standard for the
term.

Amazingly, our friendship
had survived all this, and Morgan had—in his own way—been as good a
friend as he was capable of being. Which wasn’t much, but I was,
obviously, not picky.
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“You should write fan-fic
again,” he said as we prepared to climb into our cars and head home
for the night.

“Nah,” I sighed. “I’ve
said all I had to say about superheroes and their intimate sex
lives.”

“But you were so
good.”

He was genuinely
complimenting me, and I was touched by his sincerity, if not his
judgment.

“Thanks,” I said
appreciatively. “But no.”

“We could make another
movie. I could be Archangel. The real Archangel, not that wimpy guy
from X-Men three. People would love it!”

Not likely. Morgan and I
had wasted a lot of our time, first studying how to make movies,
and then, ostensibly, making them. Unfortunately for us, no one
else wanted to be in them, and there’s only so much drama you can
get from watching a guy wander around by himself picking things up
and putting them back down again.

It’s a sad day when you
realize Ed Wood, or Doris Wishman may actually have had more talent
than you.

“Maybe,” I said, not
meaning it.

“You just gotta do it,”
Morgan said. “You can’t care what people think.”

He stared at me for a long
time, waiting. Then, in a last, supreme effort to be honestly
supportive, he told me, “Just because a couple of assholes online
said you sucked, doesn’t mean you do.”

I said nothing. We’d had
this debate before and there was no winning it. Not for Morgan
anyway.

Morgan dejectedly got into his little, beat-up Toyota,
I got into my recently detailed BMW, and we drove off in very
opposite directions. 
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I pulled my car onto Vale Place
and passed through the gates at number 1. The familiar feel of
gravel crunching under my wheels as I approached the oaken entry
doors told me I was home. Safe. Warm. Grandfatherless. I could hump
all the water bottles I wanted to here and no one would complain.
Except perhaps the Sparkletts man, but he could be paid for his
silence.

I live in a very exclusive
neighborhood known as Epsoms Roads in a house with more rooms than
cells in my body. It often amuses me to think that I could be
thoroughly dismembered, every piece of me hidden in a different
room, a separate part of the house, and it would take specialized
CSI people years to find them all and put me back together
again.

Yes, I have a dark side. Who
doesn’t?

As I stood in my foyer surrounded
by all the opulence; lavish furnishings, very expensive first
issues of exceedingly rare comics, and original art lining the
walls at regular intervals, I, once again felt eternally grateful
to whatever fluke of genetics had made me very rich.

And, as you might imagine, I
wanted to stay rich. I would go to the comics convention. Something
completely asexual and uninteresting. Let someone else examine Ms.
Nuckeby and her non-clothing. My odds were far better never seeing
her again and hoping they hired someone who would have less luck
with controlling his urges than I’d had. Having seen Ms. Nuckeby, I
knew that to be damn near impossible for anyone; anyone interested
in women that is. And his foregone failings would forever cement my
position as voyeur du jour at Wopplesdown Struts, purveyors of fine
briefs.

But…what if they hired a gay man? Or—God forbid—a
straight woman? Promoted
Agrapanthila? Moved Mervin over from men’s underwear? Ms. Nuckeby
wouldn’t have near the same effect on them that she had on
me.

Damn. I needed a drink. And those
Frezee-Pacs I’d bought.

“Woodruff?” I called.

Woodruff is my butler. His job is
to wait on my every need, and he does so reasonably well, mostly
because I have very few needs. He’s a little long in years and not
the best manservant around. In fact, if it were anyone but me
employing him, he’d likely be dead in a ditch by now at their
hand.

“WOODRUFF?”

Nothing. He might be sleeping in a
corner somewhere. He had a habit of doing that—stopping and
dropping off—sometimes in the middle of a sentence.

“Mister Wopplesdown, your bath
is—zzzzzzzzzzz…”

One got used to it.

I opened my evening paper hoping to forget my woes by
focusing on someone else’s and tossed my coat onto a nearby divan
from the eighteenth century, but which held a discarded coat as
well as anything made in the seventeenth century—damn those snooty, seventeenth-century
people.

I noticed in the headlines that
there was something of world-altering political significance going
on in some other part of the globe and promptly skipped past it to
the sports and comics sections. Those annoying political things
take up a vast amount of valuable newspaper space that would be
better left to athletics, funnies, and crossword puzzles if you ask
me.

I was still trying to figure out the latest Opus
cartoon, and confused as to why I never found it funny, when
Woodruff wandered in carrying my evening drink with the shirttail
of his tuxedo hanging out. As I took the offered libation, I found
myself wondering if he
had enjoyed his own adventure with a
water bottle today as well. I folded away Opus and made a mental
note to set it on fire later (something not to be filed under
‘Things To Promptly Forget’).

“Woodruff? How are you this
evening?”

“Still breathing, sir.”

“Glad to hear it. Listen. I’m
going out of town tomorrow and staying through the weekend at
least. Could I trouble you to pack me a bag, please?”

There was a momentary pause as
Woodruff stared at me blankly.

“You could
trouble me,” he said
hopefully.

“Yes,” I said more pointedly. “I
could.”

“Sooo…” he said, giving up rather
quickly I thought. “…a week? That’s a good deal of luggage,
sir.”

“I hadn’t thought about
it.”

“I just did. It’s a lot of
luggage, sir. So—you’ll be needing that first thing in the morning
then?”

“If I plan to take it with me,
yes. That’s the idea. Is there a problem?”

He stared blankly again; he seemed right on the verge
of saying something else, but finally changed his mind.
“No, sir. No
problem.”

He stared a moment longer. Then,
as though he saw death about to overtake him with its swinging
scythe of…em…death, the old man shuffled off in the direction of
the stairs. There are a lot of them. Stairs. And within minutes
that seemed like hours, I heard the methodical THUMP.

Pause.

THUMP.

Pause.

THUMP.

Of the ancient Woodruff ascending.
I took a sip of my organic grape-apple-cranberry juice blend and
smacked in deep satisfaction.

“Oh, and Woodruff. I think I’d
like to take a swim this evening.”

The thumping on the stairs
stopped. There was a longer pause.

“Will you be bathing anytime soon,
sir?”

“Now, I think,” I said and heard
him sigh heavily. I took another sip and considered. “Yes.
Definitely now. I need the relief after the day I’ve
had.”

He sighed again.

Another lengthy pause.

Nothing.

Then finally, “Very good,
sir.”

THUMP.

Pause.

THUMP.

Pause.

THUMP.

Woodruff descended. After a number of thumps equal to
the ones for the ascending, Woodruff
turned the corner once more, looking for all the world as if he
might at any moment suffer a welcome coronary. Apparently
exhausted, he leaned against the doorjamb and breathed
heavily.

“Indoors…or outdoors…
sir?”

“The pool? Outdoors. It’s summer,
Woodruff.”

“It all…blends together…sir. Will
you…require…a bathing suit?”

“No. No, tonight will be au
naturel, Woodruff. Just a towel for me, thank you.”

“But…the
neighbor…sir…Mister…Weebimix…”

“To hell with Weebimix, Woodruff.
Let him take in the glory that is me this evening. A bracing dip in
the altogether is just what the doctor ordered.”

“Your doctor, perhaps, sir. Not
mine.”

“Oh, and can you put this in the
freezer, please?”

I tossed him a bag containing the
recently purchased ice packs. He looked inside then glanced up at
me, curious.

“Injured, sir?”

“A little swelling. Nothing to be
concerned about.”

“I wasn’t concerned,
sir.”

And with that, Woodruff
departed like molasses over sandpaper, oozing down a corridor that
led to the outside pool.
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There’s nothing like the gentle
sensation of cool water flowing freely over one’s testicles. Take
it from someone who has them.

I had just enjoyed my third or fourth lap in the pool,
much to the immense irritation of the man Grandfather makes me let
live in my guesthouse, Bailey Weebimix, whose upstairs office
window afforded him a full-frontal view of my swimming. This was my
little method of payback for his dog’s endless incontinent episodes
on my various lawns. Or perhaps that was
his payback for my
endless late evening skinny-dips.
Once in full motion, it was often difficult to tell where the cycle
of life began.

To be honest, though, my thorough enjoyment of this
evening’s naked float had less to do with annoying Weebimix than it
had to do with reminiscing about Wisper Nuckeby. There was
something so captivating about her, so utterly enchanting, so
blazingly sexual, that in spite of (or perhaps in conjunction with)
the terror of potential loss of home, possessions, and livelihood,
mere moments into re-imagining her in my mind’s eye I was forced to
turn over and swim face down so as not to expose more than
even I was comfortable revealing to old-man Weebimix.
Let’s just say the human rudder began to put up some rather fierce
drag.

Fortunately, that drag had a rather sensual quality,
not unlike the actual ‘act’ itself, and before long I was
frog-kicking my way toward ecstasy, praising the name of Ms.
Nuckeby very loudly in silent prayer, for the first time
actually thanking
whatever perverted gods might have
caused her to arrive half-naked before me earlier that
day.

Rather quickly, illicit thoughts
of her combined with the flow of water to become a rather potent
combination. So much so in fact that I felt the need to finish out
the obvious, and had concluded that swimming alone might not be
sufficiently stimulating.

As I passed the filter pump, noisily floofing
theoretically cleaned water back out into my pool, a brilliant idea
flowed over me like warm honey. Or perhaps not so brilliant. But
when the human male is nearing climax, sticking his most precious
body part into a machine whose primary function is to remove
foreign objects from the water surrounding them will oddly
seem somehow brilliant. It’s only after the paramedics
have been called that the truth becomes rather
obvious.

Consequently, I swum my way over
to the wall where the jets were blowing warm, frothy liquid in a
steady stream so that I might engage in what was now, in my altered
state of consciousness, how the original designers had always
intended their jets to be used. I rested my arms on the brick
ledge, positioned myself appropriately, and leaned back to let Ms
Nuckeby do the things to me in my mind that even Grandfather would
have had to admit clearly made me a heterosexual.

The experience was intense. Glorious. Amazing. The
most fantastic sexual experience I’ve had since—well—since actual
sex I suppose. What made it so magnificent, though, I knew, was the
mental image of the elegant, sensual, and willing Ms. Nuckeby. As I
was nearing culmination, I realized the only thing that could make
this experience any better was the actual Ms.
Nuckeby.

Which is just about when she
showed up.
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“Mister Wopplesdown?” Ms. Nuckeby
asked quietly.

“Yes, Ms. Nuckeby?” I purred
sensually.

Then, deftly realizing that her voice was coming
from outside my head rather than inside it,
my eyes shot open and there she was, just as she had been mere
moments ago in my mind’s eye. Except not naked or straddling
me.

I jerked so hard, I convulsively
drove my ‘thingsis’ deep into the jet tube, far beyond the
manufacturer’s recommended limit (I’m sure there is one), and for
the second time that day found myself stuck in something I really
shouldn’t.

“Ms. Nuckeby!” I
repeated with more awareness. “What…? Who…?
How…?”

She held out her hands to calm me
and the bouncing of the braless breasts under her shirt did just
the opposite. She was wearing far more than she had this
afternoon—jeans, top, shoes, jewelry—and yet she was sexier than
ever. I felt additional swelling below the surface and realized I
might be stuck there for several days.

“I’m sorry, Mister Wopplesdown. I
didn’t mean to intrude. Your butler said it would be all
right.”

“Oh, did
he? Well, he’s going to get the
surprise of his life the next time he’s naked in the…” I
paused, realizing she might not as yet be aware of the fact that I
was, in every way, naked. Or—that I had my
wanker shoved someplace that was likely to void my pool service
contract for life.

“…tub.” I finished, correcting
myself, barely in time.

Unfortunately, as you can probably
figure out for yourself, the ‘correction’ created a whole new set
of problems.

My ill-conceived choice of word,
together with the lobotomized look on Ms. Nuckeby’s face, struggled
valiantly through the waxy build-up that protects my brain from the
avoidable twin traumas of understanding and reason, and kicked in
the door marked ‘No solicitors, no peddlers, no intellejent thots.
Deliveries in rear.’ Having stormed the Castle of Debatable
Intellect, my words and her expression together knocked down my
mind, tied it up, waterboarded it, and forced it against its will
to sign a confession stating that it was, indeed,
stupid.

Unable to face the truth, my brain
fainted.

“In…in…in the…uh…the tub,” I said,
foolishly continuing as if more brainless words were either needed
or helpful.

I tried desperately to kick my mental engine back to
life, but only managed to get my foot caught in the gears.
“Because…that’s when I…or rather when he…would
be…uh…you know…naked. As opposed to in an…uh…outdoor pool, where
one should always…and by that I mean always…wear clothes,”
I said. “Always.”

“Really?” she said, genuinely
surprised. “I never do.”

Bloop.

Without a doubt, I would die,
stuck here.

“And anyway,” she continued, “why
would you want to give him the surprise of his life in the tub—and
when he’s naked?”

“Because he never uses the
pool.”

I could see by her lost expression
that the best method of clarifying this line of thought might be to
stop talking entirely. “What can I do for you, Ms.
Nuckeby?”

“Well, I apologize for coming by
unannounced, but I really felt the need to explain my behavior this
afternoon during the garment viewing.”

“Oh, really, Ms. Nuckeby. That’s not necessary. Your
behavior was entirely
appropriate. My behavior, on the other hand…”

Slowly, horribly, a groaning noise
had begun to build from some machinery behind the shrubs that did
pool-related things. Never having seen, let alone touched, any of
them in my life, I only vaguely knew where they were, and what
their true purpose was. But even my limited experience told me they
were, at this very moment, having difficulty overcoming some
obstruction in the pipes.

“My behavior, on the other hand,” I continued, speaking more loudly and pretending
the noise and whatever was causing it did not exist in my
world, “is what requires an
apology. You see…”

Behind the bushes something began to grind, and was
apparently making serious inroads toward blowing up. A furious
amount of bubbles began to rise up all around me as if I were
having the indigestion episode of a lifetime. Ms. Nuckeby was
beginning to show the strain of splitting her attention between me
and the now-deafening noise that I—apparently—could
not hear.

“YOU SEE,” I shouted to be heard
above the clanking bangs that had joined in the chorus. “I’M NOT
EVEN SURE HOW TO BEGIN…”

“MISTER WOPPLESDOWN, THERE SEEMS
TO BE SOMETHING WRONG WITH YOUR POOL EQUIPMENT!”

“YOU THINK? INTERESTING. I CAN’T
IMAGINE WHAT.”

“SHOULD WE CALL
SOMEONE?”

“TO FIX IT? DO YOU KNOW SOMEONE
WHO WORKS NIGHTS?”

“NO. MAYBE YOUR BUTLER
DOES.”

“MY BUTLER DOESN’T WORK DAYS, MS. NUCKEBY.
BUT IF YOU FEEL COMPELLED TO ASK HIM—OH! YOU MEANT HE MIGHT KNOW
A POOL MAN. EXCELLENT IDEA. WHY DON’T YOU GO AND CHECK
WITH HIM, WHILE I CONTINUE TO MONITOR THE SITUATION FROM OUT
HERE.”

I gestured toward the house,
indicating that she should feel free to run inside and away from my
nakedness. Slowly, showing herself to be unsure whether there might
not be something seriously wrong with the chemical balance of my
brain, she peeled herself away and headed for the door. I watched
her go, my eyes wandering places they really shouldn’t for a man
trying to counteract disadvantageous swelling, and did myself
absolutely no good in aiding the extrication process.

Stopping in the doorway just
before entering the house I, myself, might never again enter with a
fully functional penis, she turned and gave me one final confused
look. I waved her in with a smile.

“GO ON! REST ASSURED, I’M KEEPING
AN EYE ON THINGS!”

Reluctantly, she entered the
building and turned away in search of Woodruff.

With Ms. Nuckeby out of sight, I
began to pull with all the force I could muster hoping to yank my
way to freedom. I felt certain that, at any moment, the intense
pain would cause the swelling to subside. But damned if my little
friend didn’t show all the gusto and perseverance of an early
American pioneer. Let’s hope he didn’t end up like a
Donner.

Twisting my lower half in ways a
man should never have to, I looked up to check on Ms. Nuckeby’s
progress and saw her through the French doors at the end of the
hall. Rear lit, as she was, silhouetted in the main foyer and
trying to explain herself in some fashion or other to my retarded
manservant, I could quite clearly see her breasts bounce and sway
as she gestured urgently.

The plug tightened. The machinery
behind the bushes began to smoke.

“We are going to die here,” I said to
my penis, who apparently liked the
idea.

I pulled harder, as it were,
and—on the off-chance I might survive—began rehearsing explanations
for Grandfather:

“…slipped, and fell…”

“…first my shorts were viciously sucked off…”

“…three men in dark masks held me at gunpoint and
made me do it…”

I had nearly culled the possibilities down to one or
two that seemed least ridiculous when Woodruff, the incompetent
fool, waved Ms. Nuckeby back
in my direction! She nodded
her thanks and began running straight toward me.
Running! Good, God, NO!
I watched in horror as her breasts
jounced about, magnificently!

I gave a couple last-minute jerks,
but to no avail. Smoke now pouring from the pool machinery, I
urgently drew in a deep breath and turned sideways underwater just
as Ms. Nuckeby crossed the patio and reached the pool’s
edge.

“MISTER WOPPLESDOWN?” she
called.

She stepped farther into the
darkness of the evening, glancing briefly over at the now sparking
pool equipment, and leaned out to look around the yard.

“MISTER WOPPLESDOWN?”

When she got no answer, she
stepped closer to the pool, just as the filter popped and sparked,
and threw some flaming debris near her feet. She screamed and
danced aside, but remained in the back yard, scanning and
searching, apparently determined to find me and make sure I was all
right.

Damn her.

I grimaced under some last-minute, increased pressure
on the dying machinery’s part, and found the pain suddenly
deflating my stuck balloon.

Finally! 

The good news was: before long I’d
be loose. The bad news was: before long I’d be loose. Meaning: the
only thing holding me to the wall was about to let go and set me
drifting, naked, into the middle of the pool with a mutilated
Johnson.

I gritted my teeth at the embarrassment to come and
supposed it to be only fair. I had seen her naked after
all. I wondered if she’d find me as alluring, particularly given
the angry black-and-blue shade little Corky was undoubtedly taking
on.

I decided not to go down floating
as it were—that the solution here was to take things head on. So I
made one last Herculean yank and—glory-be-halleluiah—jerked myself
free with a minimum of skin ‘lossage’. I then popped up over the
edge of the pool as if I’d been waiting for Ms. Nuckeby all along,
merely taking a moment to check things out from below the surface,
and hoped there was no blood trailing up from my self-inflicted
genital wounds.

But she was gone.

I looked around anxiously, then
spied her inside. She was pointing and gesturing with concern back
in my direction, and speaking in agitated tones, again to Woodruff.
He seemed—surprise—to be having difficulty understanding. I took
his sluggishness as an opportunity to make good my escape and
bolted for the other side of the pool, splashing and thrashing like
a sea lion being attacked by a killer whale.

Now was not the time for
subtlety.

Somewhere in the distance, I swear
I heard Bailey Weebimix laughing with glee.

Once at the pool’s far side, I
leaped out and dashed into the house through a side door, traversed
the kitchen in a mad slide, slipping only once and managing to
avoid impaling myself on some well-placed kitchen knives I had
never used and whose only purpose, as far as I knew, were to skewer
homeowners racing naked through their own kitchens.

I skidded briefly into a cupboard,
banged my head on a hanging pot ($169.95 from Williams Sonoma, and
apparently you can use it to cook things in), bounded over a
dinette chair and managed to slip out the pocket-door leading into
the foyer, at the back of which Woodruff was finally beginning to
understand what Ms. Nuckeby was desperately attempting to convey in
life-or-death terms.

“Do you suppose Mister Wopplesdown
has been injured?” he asked, sounding curiously pleased.

“I don’t know,” Ms. Nuckeby said,
sounding quite frightened. “Shouldn’t you do something? Check the
grounds? Call someone? Turn off the power breakers?” Her voice was
magnificent. Like milk and honey to a dying thing that needs—milk
and honey. It made me sigh, audibly and desperately.

“What was that?”

Dammit.

“What was what,
madam?”

“That sound. Like someone sighed.
Didn’t you hear it?”

“I try not
to hear such things, madam. It
usually means I’ve done something wrong.”

Footsteps headed my way. Too quick
and efficient to be Woodruff, so I dove into the foyer coat closet
and silently shut the door. Outside, I heard someone come to a
stop, and—presumably—look around in befuddlement.

“You think that was him?” Ms.
Nuckeby asked.

“He has been known to sigh,
madam,” Woodruff offered.

“Then where is he? Is he avoiding
me?”

“Avoiding you, madam? You’re an
attractive woman. I can’t imagine him doing such a thing,” he said
with almost undetectable sarcasm. “Unless…
”

I gasped. He wouldn’t!

“Unless, what?”

“Well,” Woodruff said, pausing for emphasis. “There
are rumors.”

He would!
I wanted to kick him through the
door. There are no
rumors! There’s a few minutes
of video, and I
was clearly
in an altered state of
mind!

“Oh, the gay thing? Yeah, but I’m
pretty sure that’s not true. This afternoon he…” she
giggled.

She giggled?

“Madam?” Woodruff
asked.

“Nothing. Then if he’s not
avoiding me, where is he?”

“I’m sure I do not know,
madam.”

“Well, he may have other reasons for not
wanting to see me.”

No! NO! I wanted to see you, but just not naked. At
least not me
naked. Or, rather: not me being
naked alone. I mean, not
with other people, but with…

Lord. I can’t even talk to myself.

Then, finally realizing I was in a
closet, I began searching feverishly for an article of clothing.
After several seconds of silent, mad groping in the near-total
darkness, all I could feel were a vacuum cleaner, a flashlight, a
box of old Christmas paper, and ornaments, a power drill, a
fireplace lighter, and some cans of spray paint. I considered my
options a moment, and then decided these were really the wrong
ingredients for me to be improvising with.

“He likes comics,” Ms. Nuckeby
said, sounding pleased, apparently admiring my collection lining
the foyer walls.

“He does,” Woodruff replied with
disdain.

“My little brother likes comics,”
Ms. Nuckeby went on, sounding almost nostalgic. Happy even. “I have
a lot of fond memories tied to comics around the house.”

A woman who thought of comics
fondly. I flushed and felt excitement swell inside me as something
else swelled outside me.

Then—dear, God—the doorbell
rang.

Ms. Nuckeby: “Who could that
be?”

Woodruff: “I’m sure I don’t
know.”

I sighed again, and horrified at
my lack of self-restraint, quickly shoved my fist into my mouth. It
nearly fit.

“I’m not supposed to be here,” I
heard Ms. Nuckeby say.

“Why not?” Woodruff asked, trying
to sound as if he cared.

“It would take too long to
explain. Is there somewhere I can hide?”

It was at this instant that I
finally saw life for the great, cosmic, professional wrestling
match it so obviously was. I, literally looked skyward toward the
great god ‘Fockyoo’ as he positioned his darkling game pieces with
malevolent mirth and sadistic glee cursing his very
name.

Really, really quietly.

“Fockyoo, you
sunnuvabitch!”

For just
then, Ms. Nuckeby—looking for a place to hide, as I knew she
must—turned the knob and opened the door to the very closet that I
had, until that moment, been so safely ensconced within.

And I was still naked.

Oh,
and you just know Grandfather is the one ringing the doorbell, don’t
you?
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“Mister Wopplesdown!”

“Ms. Nuckeby!” I said, faux-smiling and covering as much of myself as two
hands, arms, and legs can; which is surprisingly little under the
circumstances. “How lovely to see you again.”

“Mister Wopplesdown,”
Woodruff offered, standing beside her, ever the helpful one.
“Someone is at the front door, sir.”

“Yes. I
heard. Could you close this
one, please?”

“Should I answer it, sir?”
Woodruff was always hoping I might say no on the off chance that he
could continue sleep-standing. This time I considered it. But then
I realized that my car was out front, and anyone who knew me
understood that Woodruff never went anywhere.

“Only after you’ve closed
this one,” I said.

Woodruff looked at me for
a long moment. Then, exasperated, he moved off to greet whatever
new person was certain to add tension and suffering to his life and
mine.

“And tell them I’m not
here!” I whisper-yelled.

Woodruff moaned something
incoherently.

“I have to hide,” Ms.
Nuckeby whispered forcefully to me, sounding truly
frightened.

“There
are many, many other closets in this house from which to choose,” I said and
reached out for the door handle. But she grabbed it first and
pulled it from me.

“Ms.
Nuckeby, please.”

Chewing her lip
nervously—and quite sensually I might add—she glanced back at
Woodruff and saw, as I did, that he might actually reach the front
entrance during our lifetimes. Seizing the opportunity, she leaped
into the closet beside me and closed its door on us
both.

“MS. NUCKEBY!” I shout-whispered.

“Sssh. They’ll hear
you.”

“Ms. Nuckeby,” I whisper-shouted. “In case you haven’t noticed, I
am naked.”

“So?
You’ve seen me naked.”

“But I
didn’t climb into a closet with you.”

“No, but
I bet you wanted to.”



Her daring left me
speechless. And, once again, hard. I had to turn away from her to
avoid unintentional intimate contact and nearly severed my
ever-ready appendage on the rough edge of a cardboard Santa Claus.
I yelped, slightly, and she shushed me. Shushed me!

With my masculinity
wounded in more ways than one, I stood there, sulking and
throbbing. We’d been through a lot, today, my penis and I. A comic
convention would be just what we needed. Something distracting,
uninteresting, and completely sexless.

I turned to Ms. Nuckeby,
barely seeing her silhouette in the darkness, and felt her warmth
too close to me for comfort. It softened my tension a bit. Some of
it.

“Well. As long as we’re
trapped here, Ms. Nuckeby, I’ll take the moment to apologize for
my…you know…my earlier…eh…” I let it hang there. At least the
words, if not the actual item in question.

She waited, apparently a
bit lost or confused.

“Erection?” she said, maybe not so lost or confused. “Oh, that’s
all right. I didn’t mind. Honestly, I’d have been disappointed it
if hadn’t happened.”

She laughed a bit,
and I melted at the sound of her delicate tones. I could see a bit
of her smile in the small amount of light coming in under the door
and wished I could see more. More smile, that is.

Okay, other things
too.

“As it is, I was kind of
flattered actually,” she said.

That surprised me.
Who would have thought? I looked down into the darkness and
wondered if seeing it now would flatter her even more. It never
felt so…big. Like
it was filling the entire closet and at any moment might take on a
life of its own, knock her down, and start rubbing itself all over
her like a neglected pet.

“More
importantly, Mister Wopplesdown, I hope you didn’t think I was
being unprofessional, or provocative in some way. Walking out
as I did. You know. Topless and all.”

“No, no.
No, of course not. Many of our designs are topless—you know…by…em…design.
And you were marvelously professional. Visibly professional.”

“And, of course, I don’t
mind being seen that way, you know.”

Bloop.

I said nothing. I was
expending all my energy fighting to keep my panting erection down,
boy, down.

“Topless,” she added,
taking my silence to mean—I don’t know, lack of understanding?
Ignorance? Having become a eunuch since last we saw one
another?

Gloop.

“Otherwise I couldn’t do
it,” she continued. “Model lingerie, I mean. You have to have
confidence in yourself, right? Know you’ve got something worth
looking at.”

Glorp.

“Indeed,” I
said.

“I just
thought you should know,” she said, her voice and stance relaxing a
bit. “I appreciate my job. I need
my job, and I didn’t intend to jeopardize it in
any way. When your grandfather came in so angry, insisting that I
stay away from you…”

“Yes. Well, he has other
concerns. Some of them valid.”

“Oh, I know. We’ve all
heard the stories. Quite a libido your family has.”

“We pay extra for
that.”

“So I
hear. Anyway, it’s drummed into the models before we leave the
agency that we aren’t supposed to date any Wopplesdown—male, or female,”
she paused, and her voice lowered a bit. “No matter how desperately
we may want to.”

There was a rather pointed
edge to her last sentence fragment that made me seriously wish that
I was either a) not a Wopplesdown, or b) at a comic book
convention. Unfortunately for me I was neither, and, c) didn’t have
the brains to leave well enough alone.

“I
suppose,” I said, “that’s not a problem though. The ‘desperately
wanting to’ part, I mean. I can’t imagine any…eh…Wopplesdown
appeals to you well enough that you might feel…em…in any way…you
know…desperate about them.”

“Oh? You
imagine that, do
you?” she asked, rather too seductively I thought. Or perhaps it
just felt that way, my being naked and all.

“Are you
saying there may be some…” I swallowed with some difficulty. “…A
little…a tiny bit of…em…desperation,
you know, to date a…uh…a
Wopplesdown?”

“There
is one I find
somewhat attractive,” she said, breathing deeply
herself.

“My sister,
Mimsi?”

She laughed again. A
mesmerizing sound.

“She leans that way, you
know,” I said.

“Everyone knows. No. It’s definitely one of the
male Wopplesdowns.”

“Ah,” I said.

“Your
grandfather.”

“What?”

More laughter. It melted
me.

“Oh, he’s so hot,” she
said sarcastically. “When he came charging at me, threatening me—it
was hard to contain myself. Especially when he began verbally
berating me. I love it when an older man treats me like a bad
child. Particularly when I’ve done nothing wrong. It’s so
sexy.”

“I’ll
have to remember that,” I said, smiling.
“Sooooo—not that
Wopplesdown, then?”

“No.
Not that Wopplesdown.”

I breathed deeply and
leaned closer to her. “Any Wopplesdown within earshot.”

I felt a tantalizing bit
of her brush against someplace it certainly wasn’t expected to and
my temperature rose high enough to bake a potato.

“A lot closer than that,”
whispered Wisper.

“Um…wow. Okay,” I said,
stunned and amazed. And still naked.

“But,” she began, pulling
back slightly, which made me a bit fearful. “I never imagined there
even being a possibility, at all, of acting on that attraction, I
mean. He and I…we come from such different worlds.”

“You mean because your
closets are smaller.”

Another laugh. I was
on fire.

“Actually,” she said, “I
meant a difference a bit more significant than that.”

She could properly use the
word ‘significant’ in a sentence. What a girl!

“The only real difference
between closets,” I said, “is the clothes hanging in
them.”

“Or not hanging in them.”

“A
Wopplesdown could afford to fill
your closets with all the clothing you could ever
dream of.”

“But could a Wopplesdown
be comfortable wearing what he finds in a Nuckeby
closet?”

“I would wear anything you
asked me to,” I said, more meaningfully than even I expected, “if
it made you happy.”

She paused. I heard her
breathing deepen, and I saw a smile spread warmly across her
face.

“Really?” she asked, and I heard the heat in her voice. It
made me weak in the knees, ankles and hips. “You think you could be
happy with me—living in my world? In my closet? Wearing what I
wear?”

“I could
be happy with you completely naked,” I said with confidence, given
that I already was happy with her completely naked.

She giggled, hotly; she
felt startlingly close and seemed to be breathing harder. Was it
possible for either of us to breathe harder at this point? How long
before all the air was gone from this tiny room and we both passed
out? I had decided I wanted to kiss her and felt it might be more
romantic if I managed it without fainting in the middle.

“You
see, Ms. Nuckeby…“ I said, the words hanging a bit in my throat,
“if I were to ignore the combined wisdom of our many, highly paid
legal counselors on this subject and be dangerously honest, I find
you—truly—the
most attractive women I’ve ever seen, in person or on the Internet.
And your personality is certainly scoring
some…eh…significant points in this closet.

“To
expose myself further—I mean, legally, I mean, not…em…you know—I
would love nothing more than to find some way for us to…uh,” my
voice trailed off. The room was filled with quiet breathing. I
slowly, cautiously, took her hand. It trembled slightly at my
touch. “But—you see—I have this problem…”

And as if on cue, Woodruff
finally reached the front door, and once opened, in burst my
problem himself.

“Where’s
Corky?” I heard Grandfather bellow from
out in the foyer.

“I’m never coming out of
this closet,” I said.

“Oh,”
Ms. Nuckeby said, withdrawing her hand. “So, it’s
true.”

“What?
Oh, no!” I said,
almost too loudly. “I meant literally ‘this closet’. That’s my
grandfather just arrived. He’s
the problem I have.”

“Oh,” she said again, her
voice dropping to a safer whisper. She stifled a laugh. “I guess I
don’t blame you. He seems a bit…difficult.”

“Word problems are
difficult, Ms. Nuckeby. Grandfather is an uphill mountain mud-run
dressed in cement.”

I could hear him moving
around in the foyer, shoes clapping in circles as he undoubtedly
tossed coat, gloves, hairpiece, and whatever else to poor Woodruff,
who like as not wanted to toss them right back.

“Mister Wopplesdown is not
in, sir.”

“Bullshit! His car’s right
out front.”

“Mister Wopplesdown is…”
Woodruff stalled. “…In another part of the building,
sir.”

“Well, get him. I need to
talk to him before the others get here.”

The others? What
OTHERS?

“The others, sir?”
Woodruff asked. Clearly almost as agitated as I, though for
entirely different reasons I’m sure.

“Yes. The family’s coming
over with a few guests. We have a solution to this Corky
problem.”

Corky
problem? Ms. Nuckeby gasped. Did they know
she was here? The hair on the back of my neck stood up. Turned
white. And fell out.

“Would you care to adjourn
to the study, sir? I’ll endeavor to find Mister Wopplesdown, and
direct him to you.”

“Good. And bring me one of
those big tumblers from the kitchen. I hate those tiny glasses he
keeps in his liquor cabinet.”

“Of course,
sir.”

“If he spent half the
money on glasses that he does on these damn funnybooks, he might
have some grownup friends instead of retards like that Wiggen
boy.”

“Yes, sir,” Woodruff
agreed, a bit too cheerily.

The nervous clicking feet
moved away and there was a momentary silence. Then Woodruff opened
the closet and began hanging Grandfather’s coat between Ms. Nuckeby
and myself—rather metaphorically.

“Your grandfather is here,
sir. He…”

“I heard! Get me some
clothes, Woodruff.”

“Very
good, sir. What should I select from your rather expansive
wardrobe? Would you prefer the cotton pullover, and tan slacks, or
are you feeling more in the mood for the other cotton pullover and tan
slacks?”

“Ha!
Aren’t you the charmer this evening! Bring me anything, Chuzzlewit!
Just get them now, please.”

“Very good, sir.” Having
hung the coat, he closed the door on myself and my delightful
houseguest.

For a long time Ms.
Nuckeby and I stood in silence, and I didn’t hear anything from the
outer rooms. Then, after a seeming eternity:

THUMP

Pause.

THUMP

“Oh, dear God. I’ll die of
old age waiting for him.”

“At least I’ll be right
beside you, taking care of you in your twilight years,” Ms. Nuckeby
said in that smiling-voiced way of hers. I warmed and calmed all at
once.

“You know, you could
likely escape, now,” I said, not wanting her to. “Before someone
else arrives.”

THUMP

“Probably a good idea,”
she said. “Why don’t you take that coat and run upstairs? We’ll
make a break for it together.”

“I’m better off waiting.
If Grandfather catches me with my bare bits rubbing against the
inside of his good coat, he’ll feed me to starving
Pomeranians.”

THUMP

“He owns
Pomeranians?”

“He’d buy some, starve
them, then slather me in bacon grease and toss me all into a very
small cage.”

“Kinky,” she said. Then
sounding genuinely sad, “Well. I suppose this is where we say
goodbye.”

My heart sank. I didn’t
want her to leave. I wanted to kiss her. Parts of me wanted to do a
lot more than that.

Bloop.

“I…eh…suppose so,” I said,
not kissing her.

She waited. Did
she want me to
kiss her?

THUMP

“Okay,” she said, still
waiting. “Well. I guess I’ll go now.”

She reached for the knob.
The one on the door, unfortunately.

“So, do you suppose…em…”
She paused.

“Yes?” I asked.

“I don’t know, I…” She
couldn’t bring herself to ask whatever was on her mind.

THUMP

Damn the bloody lines.
“Ms. Nuckeby. Would you like to go out with me
sometime?”

Not the most
romantic way of putting it, I suppose, but honest and to the point.
In the dark, I could feel
her smile.

“I’d like that,” she
said.

“We
could go down to Bourdaine’s,” I told her. “I’ve never been. But I
hear their coat closets are to die
for.”

She laughed. I overheated
and had to turn slightly sideways to avoid poking her in the
ribs.

THUMP

“I doubt it will be as
much fun as this one,” she said and opened the door.

Light flooded in and
nearly blinded me. Or was it her stunning beauty?

Ha! I’m such a
sap.

She turned and looked at
me, then her eyes were pulled down by the gravity of my manliness,
which I had forgotten was now exposed to the illumination from the
foyer, and she grinned with obvious pleasure. It was an unexpected
reaction, and a satisfying one. Better than screaming and throwing
things certainly.

“Had I known, I might not
have opened the door,” she said and smiled at it.

I nearly pulled her
back inside. Then, for a brief moment, the thought flashed,
We hardly know each other. But being a man, it faded almost
instantly.

“It’s very hard,” she
said, staring.

“Yes. It really
is.”

“Is it
bruised?”

“No. That’s just…um…the
bad light in here.”

“Oh,” she said, still
staring at it intently. “Kind of a waste not to take advantage of
it, don’t you think?”

Incredibly, it got harder.
And throbbed.

“Oh, my!” she
said.

I gulped. “Um, Grandfather
is in the next room.”

She looked up at me sadly
and sighed.

“I suppose he’s in every
room, really.”

She was right. He
was like a ghost, haunting me, Jacob Marley-like complete with
chilled bones, chains, and moans. I was an idiot. This was my home.
I could have sex with a supermodel in my closet if I wanted. To
hell with lawsuits. You aren’t really considered rich if you aren’t
being sued anyway.

Unfortunately, before I
could say or do any of the wonderful things my fevered brain was
finally starting to imagine, Ms. Nuckeby reluctantly and very
slowly—glancing down repeatedly and smiling, I noted—closed the
door. As I stood inside, aching for her to return, I heard her
tentative footsteps on the floor of the foyer padding for the exit,
and felt the loss of her for the second time that day.

Then the doorbell rang
again, accompanied by several laughing voices on the porch and Ms.
Nuckeby’s tennis shoes squeaked harshly on the foyer floor. They
squeaked again, squeaked a third time, then rapidly padded back my
way until the closet door suddenly exploded outward. Ms. Nuckeby,
sheer terror in her eyes, practically fell into the darkness beside
me and closed us both in again with a slam.

She had seen my
erection and liked it. Now she was back, Grandfather was
in the building, and
yet others had
arrived.

Can you see how this might
be leading to trouble?

Somewhere overhead I heard
Woodruff sigh with annoyance.

THUMP

Pause.

THUMP

Pause.

THUMP

Coming
down.

“My clothes!” I said, loudly enough for only Ms. Nuckeby to hear. She
didn’t reply—only breathed heavily—apparently still recovering from
her near miss with whoever had just arrived. And—maybe—just a
little from thoughts of my magnificent penis. At least that’s what
I wanted to believe.

After several more
Woodruff THUMPS, the newly arrived whoever-it-was felt they’d
waited long enough and opened the entry door for themselves,
shuffling, clicking, removing coats, and talking amongst
themselves.

“—Why
doesn’t he decorate—I love this neighborhood—how did he get
this house—he still has
those damned comics hanging everywhere—is that smoke back by the
pool?”

Several genders, mostly
female. One was my sister, another my younger brother, and the
third sounded oddly familiar—

“Hellooooo, Woodruff! How
ARE you?”

“Miss Wopplesdown. Mister
Wopplesdown. Mister Wiggen. Good to see you.”

Morgan? What
was he doing
here?

“And
Miss Butterwycke.
How delightful to see you, again.”

That’s
why it sounded familiar!

I nearly choked. Mindie
Butterwycke? My lifelong secret love?

Standing naked in a
closet beside Ms. Nuckeby with what seemed my entire family just
outside, you couldn’t imagine it getting more awkward—but
you are sadly lacking
imagination.

“What
brings you tonight?” Woodruff asked, apparently waiting for an answer to
the exact question that I, myself, wanted an answer to. He could
only be this efficient by accident.

“Well,”
Mindie began, sounding oddly giddy, “it’s supposed to be a surprise
for Corky, so I can’t tell you. But I think you’ll like it. I
really, really think you’ll like it!” Her voice practically sang out,
cockatiel-like.

“Who’s that?” Ms. Nuckeby asked.

“My…uh…er…old family
friend,” I said, trying not to sound in any way interested.
Curiously, my erection died like a carnival goldfish.

“Really? Because you sort
of stiffened up. And not in a good way.”

“Did I? Fascinating.
Because there’s no reason for me to. None whatsoever. Zip. Zero.
Nada.” I considered continuing, but I still hadn’t learned
Swedish.

Outside, Mindie forged on,
talking about how much she loved my place, how it had everything
one could want, except a woman’s touch, and that someday someone
would make me get rid of all those damn cartoon books and pictures
messing up the walls. She laughed. Others laughed. I
gulped.

“None whatsoever?” Ms.
Nuckeby asked, somehow unconvinced. What was she, psychic? “So,
she’s not…like…an old flame, or anything?”

“Hardly,” I said, trying to come off
as shocked and annoyed, but sounded mostly like I’d sucked
helium.

“So you wouldn’t be
nervous that she might find us in here, together. You in your
‘state of undress’ and all?”

I snorted derisively and
felt something fly out of my nose. Please, God, don’t let it have
landed on Ms. Nuckeby.

Outside, as if on cue,
Mindie laughed, loudly and overly enthusiastically. Like Brad Pitt
had dropped ice down the front of her pants and was holding it
there while licking her neck.

”Wouldn’t bother her in the least,” I said confidently. If
there was one thing I was
certain of, it was Mindie’s indifference to my
body. “She might be amused
by it, as you can imagine. But bothered? No. Oh,
no. Not in the least.”

“Then
she couldn’t possibly mind if we were both naked, now, could
she?”

Gloop.

It was just an up-and-down
kind of day.

“I…uh…what are you saying,
Ms. Nuckeby?”

“Well, I
was just thinking,” she said leaning closer, “that since it seems
we might be stuck in here a good, long while and all, that there’s no
sense in you continuing to feel awkward because you’re the
only one
naked.”

I heard a button
pop, and she began doing things that, mere moments ago, I would
have paid her to
do. But somehow the timing, now, was…ehhh…not so good.

Outside, Woodruff was
directing the guests into the study with Grandfather, and I knew he
was mere seconds from opening the closet door, yet again, with
additional coats and derisive comments.

“Woodruff’s coming,” I
said.

“I’d
rather you were.”

I gasped in a very
unmanly way for a man, yet for some reason she still moved closer
and popped another button somewhere. Inexplicably, I was truly
uncomfortable with her newest idea. Why, when a woman goes from
being cute and sensual to overtly sexual it should oftentimes give men
pause, I’ll never know. Something I’d learned in college about a
Madonna and her whore slithered through my mind, but left only a
slime trail. As I said, the thinking cells simply fail us males
from time to time.

Maybe it was my
inexperience with romance. Or maybe it had something to do with the
growing number of people one panel of wood away, coupled with the
fear of being caught and ridiculed by said people. They were
family, after all, and
that’s what family does
in these situations—laugh scornfully and then
dredge up the material at each and every opportunity thereafter
until the end of time. Parties, family gatherings, wedding
banquets, Internet blogs. Familial humiliation lives on forever,
and grows funnier and funnier (to them) every time it’s remembered
publicly.

It was bad enough to think
of Grandfather lurking around out there, and possibly catching me
illicitly engaged with an employee then disinheriting my ass. At
least he might keep it a secret out of shame and lawsuit paranoia.
But Morgan? Mimsi? Rupert? Daniel?

And Mindie? Why in
God’s name was I thinking about her
at this particular moment as more of Ms.
Nuckeby’s buttons exploded open?

“I’m sorry, Ms. Nuckeby,
but I’m really not up for something like this right
now.”

She grabbed hold of the
thing that proved me a liar.

“Liar,” she
said.

“Whoa,” I said, swallowing
something and hoping it wasn’t my tongue. “Really. I have a heart
condition. Or am considering getting one. I’m just not cut out for
this kind of daring.”

“I think
you need a little
daring in your life, Mister Wopplesdown. A little spontaneity! A
little fun!” She
laughed, attempting to encourage what just wasn’t there. “You’re
too damned repressed for someone so young, and so cute.” Then she
squeezed me in a way that would have made any man spontaneous, and daring, and
fun. Like a Wright Brother, Jon Stewart, and Rudolph the Red Nosed
Reindeer all rolled into one. I’m
cuuuuuuuuuuude!

“Life is hard enough,” she said,
laughing, “not to take advantage of a little harmless joy when it
comes your way.”

Then, horrifyingly on cue,
the door opened, and I had to use Santa to obscure my Christmas
present for Ms. Nuckeby. She turned away and smiled at
Woodruff.

“Could you give us a
moment, Woodruff?” she asked. “We were just about to have
sex.”

I nearly passed
out.

“Very good, madam,”
Woodruff said and began closing the door. I stabbed a hand out and
pulled him into my small, dark, sex chamber from hell, accidentally
knocking the coats from his grip as I shut him in with us. He stood
immobile beside me, arms at his sides, and though it was hard to
tell in the darkness, he seemed not the least bit concerned that I
was naked and shaking various body parts dangerously close to him
in such a confined space.

“Why
didn’t you send them away?” I asked
him.

“Would you like me to,
sir?”

“Yes!”

Ms. Nuckeby rubbed a hand
up the back of my thigh and I jumped. “We both would,” she
said.

“No,” I corrected, my mind
racing around its brain track, and narrowly avoiding mental oil
slicks. “Take your pants off.”

“Okay,” Ms. Nuckeby said,
instantly unzipping her tight-fitting jeans, and hula dancing out
of them.

“Not you!” I
said.

“Ah,”
Woodruff said. “Me, then? Assuming we three are the only ones in
here.”

“Of course we
are.”

“Very good, sir,” he said
and began unzipping.

“Leave your pants on,
please, Ms. Nuckeby.”

“Too
late,” she said, and I felt her bend over, and push them down to
her ankles. Dear God. Bend over? Push them
down to her ankles? “Why should you two
have all the fun?” she asked, straightening up and stepping
completely out of her Levis.

“It’s
not fun!” I whisper-shrieked. “It’s funless! There’s no fun to be
had here! I simply want to get into Woodruff’s pants!”

I could feel her studying
me. “Are you sure you’re not gay?”

“It’s a
question I’d like
answered as well, sir,” Woodruff said, “before I
continue.”

“Continue,” I said. “I am not
gay.”

“Then
wouldn’t you rather get into my
pants?” Ms. Nuckeby purred, holding them out to
me. “It would be easier. They’re already off.”

I began to have difficulty
thinking. The image of Ms. Nuckeby standing beside
me—pantsless—possibly not even wearing—Dear God—not even
wearing—there had been no visible panty line…

“Are
you…wearing underwear, Ms. Nuckeby?” I asked, the words vibrating,
frog-like.

“Just a thong,” she said,
and I knew she was smiling. “But you can have that too if you
want.”

“Does
this mean you won’t be needing my
pants, sir?”

Things had gotten terribly
out of hand here.

“Please put your pants
back on,” I said.

Woodruff began refastening
his.

“No, not
you! Off! OFF!” I
said.

“Very good,
sir.”

“Ms. Nuckeby,
please…”

“You
should know,” she purred, “being in the clothes biz Mister
Wopplesdown: It draws unflattering attention to oneself being the
only person overdressed at a party,” she laughed. “And the last
thing I want is to draw attention to myself.” She had become
entirely too giddy. Maybe the air was getting thin in
here.

“Ms. Nuckeby…”

“So here,” she said, “let
me even things between us.”

She tweaked my member. It
was amazing how she could hone in on that thing in near total
darkness. “There’s no reason you should be the only one naked in
here.”

“NO!”

She made quick work
of her underwear. They didn’t come off so much as evaporate, and
then with a sensual twist-lift-pull, she stripped her shirt to
complete the Adam and Eve ensemble, holding the discarded garments
out to me. “If you really
feel the necessity to be dressed now, you can
have my clothes.
I won’t be needing them anymore. Of course, as you wander about the
house inside them, feeling the warmth that was me, just remember
that I’ll still be here—inside your closet—completely naked.”

She paused, presumably to
allow me a moment to take a breath and compose myself.

I obliged.

“Completely…naked,” she continued.
“Of course, you’ve never seen me completely naked. Fortunately it’s
dark in here, and there are no water bottles. But take my word for
it. If we had light, you’d be able to see everything from the tip of my
nipples to the crack of my ass, because I am completely naked.” She paused again
for maximum effect. I got the feeling she was trying to get a rise out of me. “To
the skin,” she finished in a sensual whisper. “Here. Feel.” And
with that, took my hand and guided it to something soft and warm,
and pliant. I nearly fainted as blood surged everywhere but my
brain.

“I’m sorry,” Woodruff
said. “I didn’t get that last part. Would you mind repeating it,
please?”

She gently pushed her
clothes against me and let them go. Struck dumb and immobile, I
failed to take hold and the loose fabric fell somewhere near my
feet. As I struggled, briefly, to remember what one does in a
situation like that (to this day, I have no idea, so if anyone
knows, please send a letter care of the publisher) she kicked the
stuff that used to make her not naked somewhere away from me and
into a darkened corner of the closet.

“Oops,”
she said, not really at all
upset. “Whatever will we do, now, Mister Wopplesdown? Now
neither of us has any
clothes.”

“Dear God,” I
wheezed.

After a moment of
mouth-hanging-open silence, I shook my head to defog it.

“Ms. Nuckeby. This is
highly inappropriate…”

“I know. That’s what makes
it fun.”

“There are people out
there…”

“And
won’t they wish they’d been in here when they hear about what a
great time we had?”

She trailed a finger down
my chest, heading right for the gold. I jumped and turned around,
which didn’t please Woodruff, who had his pants down to his thighs
by now. Another two to three years and they’d be off entirely. When
the man undressed for the night, he must have finished around dawn.
No wonder he was always so tired.

“That’s a side of you I
hoped never to see, sir,” he said.

“Makes two of
us.”

“This may be beyond the
realm of my job description.”

“It’s not for you,
Woodruff. This is the only safe place to put it at the
moment.”

“Says you,” Ms. Nuckeby
trilled, and reached around me, taking a firm grip on
things.

“Oh!” I said.

“Oh!” she mocked, using my
designer’s handle to pull herself closer, pressing her bare breasts
against my back.

“Oops,” she said. “I
fell.”

“You
did not.”

She laughed, breasts
jiggling against me, and I felt everything going dark. And it was
already dark enough.

“The pants, Woodruff,” I
wheezed weakly, my voice growing faint. “Give me the
pants.”

“If I must,
sir.”

“I’m trying to show you,”
Ms. Nuckeby purred, and squeezed, “that there’s an easier solution,
here, than all this ridiculous clothes swapping.”

“There is?” I
asked.

“There
is,” she said. “Have Woodruff tell everyone you’ve unexpectedly
left the building, Elvis-like, and he doesn’t expect you back. Then
just stay in here with me.” Leaning close, Wisper whispered
the rest of her idea into my ear. “And fuck me till I walk
funny.”

“Oh, dear God,” I
said.

“I know, sir,” Woodruff
said, sadly. “The lady’s brazenness is taking its toll on me as
well.”

“Oh,
dear, GOD!” I
said, realizing he had removed his underwear and only
appeared to have three
legs. The middle one looked as though it should be climbing trees
in the Amazon and swallowing monkeys whole.

“I get it from my father’s
side,” he said, sadly. “It’s why I’m an only child and
unmarried.”

Unbidden and unwanted, I
briefly flashed on Woodruff’s potential wedding night. He’d need to
rent two honeymoon suites. He’d be in one, while his penis was
having sex with his new bride in the other.

“Wow,”
said Ms. Nuckeby. “That
would hurt.”

“As I’ve
heard many times,
madam. Yes.”

Many
times?

“Woodruff?” I asked. “Why
have you removed your underwear?”

“When it gets like this,”
he groaned, “it’s far more comfortable if things are
unencumbered.”

“Far
more comfortable for whom?”

“You can have the
underwear along with the pants if it pleases you, sir. It will be
some time before I can fit them back on anyway.”

“Thank you, no, Woodruff.
I won’t be needing the underwear,” I said.

“No,” Ms Nuckeby said,
squeezing, “you certainly won’t.”

Whereupon my voice hit a
register only dogs can hear. “Never mind. I’ll take it all,” I
said, bending and reaching for his trousers, feeling Ms. Nuckeby’s
breasts slide down my back.

I paused and lost track of
what I was doing. Why was I trying to get out of here,
again?

Then I heard Grandfather’s
voice.

Ah, yes.
That’s why.

“Where
the hell is Woodruff?” he bellowed, coming
closer. Of course coming closer. There were six million square feet
in this house. Why should he be using any of it but the four square
feet I happened
to occupy?

“And where’s
Corky?”

Mindie’s voice.
Undoubtedly also heading right for this closet. Life was just a
vicious bitch with rabies and huge teeth. “I can’t wait!” she
squealed. “I want to tell him our surprise!”

The doorbell
rang.

“That must be the
others.”

Dear
God, there were
still others? A
door opened with a chorus of voices “ . . . hello . . . lovely to
see you . . . how have you been . . . are you sure you want to do
this . . . what’s that smoky smell?” And then the sentence from
hell . . .

“What are our coats doing
on the floor?”

Perceiving the obvious,
even Ms. Nuckeby gasped and her libido seemed—at long last—to
subside. She panicked right along with me and immediately began
scrambling for her clothes. But amidst the boxes, objects, and
clutter, all we found was the thong. Not really much help unless I
wanted to floss my teeth, which I didn’t.

Woodruff—either
because he didn’t feel the need, couldn’t fit them back on, or
simply because he was Woodruff—took his time pulling on his boxers
while we continued to search frantically. When the closet door
finally began to crack open—as we all knew it had to—I stopped my
search and tried desperately to pull it shut. But whoever was on
the other side fought viciously and with the strength of
ten men.

“It seems to be hung on
something,” Mindie said.

Mindie?
Mindie was the one
pulling?

She’d been working
out. Or I hadn’t.

As the door popped open
with brief flashes of light, and views of the foyer from Mindie’s
incessant yanking, it became abundantly clear I couldn’t hold the
knob (the one on the door) forever. So, in what I imagine was an
effort to help, Ms. Nuckeby began throwing stray bits of ribbon and
Christmas decoration over me in an apparent effort—I supposed—to
disguise me once the door ultimately slipped free of my
hands.

“Never mind that,” I
whispered. “Just help me hold this damn thing shut.”

She did, wrapping
her hands over mine and pressing her breasts into my
face—unintentionally I’m sure. But before long it had become a
parlor game for those on the other side, and we were, without a
doubt, about to be on the losing end of things. Judging by the
amount of effort it took to hold the door closed,
hundreds of people must
have been in the foyer, all laughing and jerking us from our hiding
place.

Creeeeak, SLAM, creeeeak,
SLAM, creeeeak, SLAM.

After what seemed like
hours of wrestling fun for the whole family, the handle at long
last slipped from Ms. Nuckeby’s and my sweating fingertips and the
closet door exploded open—flying nearly off its hinges—exposing us
for the entire world to see.

Or, at least, for
all those in the foyer to see. Which certainly seemed to us at the time like the
entire world. Mimsi, Morgan, Daniel, Mindie, Grandfather, and
standing in the now open doorway some new arrivals: my aunt and
uncle (the Struts of Wopplesdown Struts), my father, his new wife,
and stepdaughter, my older brothers, and—of all people—the leader
of the family church I never attended, Pastor Berthram Winterly,
were all there, and alternately amused, stunned, or deeply
horrified.

The sight that greeted
what amounted to my entire family, and then some, was a naked Ms.
Nuckeby, who had managed to find an old package of Christmas bows,
and was holding a few over one or two of her unmentionables. A
naked me, holding a small cardboard Santa face over my crotch with
a word-balloon saying ‘Presents Inside!’ as well as a few ribbons
and garlands thrown gaily over my shoulders, and Woodruff in his
boxers—pants still around his ankles—standing stiffly and waiting
to serve.

“I’ve found Mister
Wopplesdown,” he announced helpfully.
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As you can imagine,
reactions were somewhat mixed.

Morgan and most of the
males stared in awe at Ms. Nuckeby. My sister snorted a laugh. My
little brother, Daniel, goggled with wide eyes, and open-mouthed at
everything. My Aunt Helena stood to one side, alone, watching and
smiling, seemingly amused by the whole thing. Her husband, Pjuter,
had—likely to avoid being caught by his wife ogling Ms.
Nuckeby—disappeared somewhere, possibly to the same darkened corner
Mindie had vanished into when she had—inexplicably—run crying from
the room.

Grandfather was the first
to speak.

“Jesus
Christ on a fucking BIKE!”

An excellent way to get
the conversation going I thought.

As everyone stood in a
circle around us, apparently too stunned by the events to bother
getting us some clothes, I decided now was a good time for a
vacation.

Ms. Nuckeby, though
nervous, was obviously far more comfortable being naked to the
world than I. She stood rather calmly beside me, hands at her
sides, gift bows still adhering to various parts of her body
through no effort on her part, while I still held the cardboard
Santa as if my life depended on it. Woodruff had returned his
trousers to their rightful position and slunk away someplace,
undoubtedly to laugh his ass off.

On the plus side, I was no
longer fighting an erection.

Morgan sucked on a
lollipop as he stared at Ms. Nuckeby like a partially opened
Christmas present he longed to finish unwrapping. He was drooling
puddles of colored spit onto my inlaid, Italian marble floor and
making odd, moaning sounds as if his engines were overheating—which
I suppose they were.

Eventually, Grandfather
stopped pacing and screaming, screaming and pacing, and stared me
right in the eyes.

“Apparently you’re not
even a homosexual.”

For the life of me, he
sounded disappointed.

“There’s a simple
explanation… ” I began.

“The
explanation is rather clear,” he
snarled, glancing over at Ms. Nuckeby’s exposed
everything.

“He didn’t do anything
wrong,” she said, wading into the deep end of the shark infested
waters.

“Excuse me?” Grandfather
goggled, apparently startled that she could do more than just stand
there and be naked.

“I said: ‘he didn’t do
anything wrong.’ It was all a crazy misunderstanding, and the more
we tried to fix it…”

“Are you
aware that just by being
here, let alone in your obvious situation, you
are in violation of your contract with us, and the morals clause
your agency has you sign before…”

“The
situation may be obvious to you, but in
reality…”

“Madam—you are naked. He is naked. I can’t believe you’re still talking.” He glared her to silence,
then turned to me. “And you…”

“He didn’t do anything
wrong,” she interrupted again, utterly unfazed by Grandfather’s
anger or strength of will. She certainly had one up on
me.

And then, in what could
have been a magnificent act of heartfelt defiance, she did
something so small, so very simple, and so beautifully touching;
she reached out to take my hand.

And in an act equally
small, massively cowardly, and stupendously insensitive, I did
something I would regret until my dying day.

I pulled my hand
away.

The act shook her, and she
glanced up at me with hurt and surprise. Then, without ever looking
at her, I felt her expression change and was immediately chilled as
the room temperature dropped at least a hundred and thirty-two
degrees.

She took her hand back and
folded her arms across her stomach, lowering her head to hide her
embarrassment. The silence that suddenly filled the room was
deafening.

“I’m sorry, Grandfather,”
I said, completing the defeat.

He stared at me intently,
then glanced briefly at Ms. Nuckeby, who kept her eyes on her
painted toenails—and had, to his personal amusement—lost her
edge.

My dear Aunt Helena
stepped forward with Ms. Nuckeby’s clothes and kindly handed them
to her.

“Here you go, dear,” my
aunt said, putting a gentle arm around Wisper’s
shoulders.

Ms. Nuckeby took the
clothes wordlessly and held them to her chest. Aunt Helena handed
me a pair of trousers, then guided the silent Ms. Nuckeby away,
head still down and silent as a tomb, into an adjoining room and
away from prying eyes.

I didn’t even turn to
watch her go.
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Sitting shirtless on a
footstool in the study with Grandfather as he continued pacing and
repeating himself for the ten thousandth time, or more, I stared at
the carpet and wondered who was the first person to think, ‘Hey. If
I take this stuff that grows on the backs of a sheep and twist it
for hours on end, I’ll bet I can make a neat floor
covering.’

No one ever accused me of
having too much depth.

I suppose most of
you would expect I’d be thinking about my horrible showing with Ms.
Nuckeby, and that did flit through the old cranium from time to
time. But the mind wanders, and who did first look at a sheep and
think—‘Clothes!’

“…exposed the
company…failed at your job description…horse’s ass…” were a few of
the repeated phrases that leaked through my woolen thinking now and
again.

Mercifully, Aunt Helena
walked in and cut him off.

“Oh, for
God’s sake, leave the poor boy alone, Cecil! He’s a young man, and
young men do stupid things. Would you like me to run a litany of
the stupid things you’ve
done in your
lifetime?”

Grandfather gruffed,
mumbling something about ‘dredging up the past’ but wound up
cutting short the lecture anyway.

Helena smiled at me.
“Sooo…your Ms. Nuckeby was planning to visit her parents this
weekend?”

I looked at her
blankly. Apparently she thought I should know this. But she could
tell instantly, just by my expression, that it was news to me Ms.
Nuckeby even had parents and quickly plunged on to help me avoid further
embarrassment.

“Well, now—because your
grandfather is so damn long-winded—the trains have stopped running,
and she’s been stranded. But you needn’t worry about her. I’ve
asked Biddleby to take her home, the poor thing.” Biddleby was her
driver.

“Poor
thing. HA! Exactly!” Grandfather
laughed.

“What does that mean?” I
asked.

“It’s
always the poor who try this kind of stunt. Fortunately, she won’t have an
inkling how much it’s worth. We’ll give her a small settlement of some kind, and
that’ll be the end of it.”

“Maybe she won’t want a
settlement. She seemed to genuinely like me.”

“They all seem to genuinely like you. Then the subpoenas
arrive.”

I sneered at him. He could
see I was unconvinced.

“She’s
a model! They’re
teenagers! The only thing more self-absorbed than a teenager, or a
model, is an actress! Each is as incapable as the other of loving
anyone but themselves.”

Helena chuckled.
“Don’t project your lack of appeal for women onto Corky. I’m
certain any woman who’s ever had sex with you would naturally feel afterward
that she was owed something more. But Corky’s different. She wasn’t
exactly leaving here happily, you
know.”

“She wasn’t?” I asked,
with an odd mixture of pleasure and guilt.

“Because
her little mission had failed, that’s why!” Grandfather
snorted. “Give her a few days to mull it over—suss out how
‘psychologically damaged’ she was by this experience, and mark my
words… ”

“Oh, let
it go, you old poop,” Helena snapped. “It’s not all about money you
know.”

“Says
the poorer side of the family. Everything is always about
money.”

Helena, Grandfather’s
sister, had married Pjuter Struts, one of our tailors, and ‘poorer’
is clearly a relative term. She still owned just under half the
company, plus the added value Pjuter had brought to it by expanding
the line to include lingerie, outerwear, and edible
jockstraps.

“You don’t know she’s a
gold-digger,” I said. “You’re judging her on no
evidence…”

“More
evidence than you have that she’s NOT a gold-digger!”
Grandfather snapped.

“I talked to her at least.
On a more non-threatening level than you apparently
did…”

“You’re
in no position to comment rationally,” Grandfather interrupted.
“You had already surrendered to the reptilian brain. A hot dick
looking for a hotter hole. Mark my words, that woman is in it for
the money.”

“You don’t know
her…”

“And you
do? I saw your expression. You didn’t even
know she had parents, did you?”

I lowered my head
sadly.

“How long have you been
acquainted with this woman?”

“Well, technically we met
a couple of weeks ago, but…”

Grandfather glared, and I
hesitated. When I finally spoke again, my voice was so shallow I
was surprised he could hear me at all.

“Since this
morning.”

“Since
this morning, you said? This afternoon, more like. And not more
than a few hours later, she’s naked—in a closet—with you. Proper
women don’t behave that way.”

Aunt Helena sniffed.
“Proper women have always behaved that way. ‘Proper’ society just
pretends they don’t. Especially the proper men who stick their hot
dicks into their even hotter holes.”

“You, of all people, have
no business commenting on this.”

I wasn’t sure what that
meant, but Aunt Helena lost her smile and stopped talking
immediately. Clearly, I was going to have to start paying more
attention to family gossip.

“This woman is an
opportunist,” Grandfather continued, apparently getting back to Ms.
Nuckeby. “She saw a chance, and she took it.” He turned to me.
“Whether to snag you into a sham marriage, or—more likely—simply to
find an opportunity to sue for whatever she could get. It’s well
known we Wopplesdowns are an easy mark.”

“And whose fault is that,
Mister Hot Dick calling the kettle black?” Helena slid in. I was
glad to see Grandfather hadn’t silenced her completely.

“We can’t help it if,
genetically—with the exception of Corky, here—Wopplesdowns are
oversexed.”

“Harassment has nothing to
do with sex,” Helena snarled. “It’s about power.”

“Pshaw!” Grandfather said.
It was something my grandfather said a lot. I was never able to
find the word in any dictionary. “Women have all the power, my dear
sister. And you know that better than anyone.”

Again, Helena was
momentarily silenced. But with the opening she had created I tried
to regain the upper hand—which I never had to begin with, but you
know what I mean.

“How can you possibly
know…?”

“Did you
talk,” he interrupted, taking away even the illusion of an upper hand, finger,
or nail, “you and this Nuckeby girl?”

I said nothing.

“Did you
discuss family?” 

The wind blew.

“Moral
values?”

The house
creaked.

“Current
events?”

Someone far away
coughed.

“Child rearing, religion,
the environment?”

Who
did first look at sheep,
and…

“Does she enjoy watching
people do strange things to animals with electricity?”

I wasn’t sure
how anyone could
possibly answer that one.

“Did you
say, or do, anything that might give her any
idea that you would be someone with whom she
was, in any way, mutually compatible in a long-term
relationship?”

I returned my attention to
the carpet.

“No. You got naked in a
closet. Hormones and intent. You had hormones, and she had intent.
Take it from someone who knows all too well.”

Studiously fighting
off the horrifyingly uncomfortable visuals of Grandfather
bare-assed in a closet with anyone, I began to find myself
wondering about Ms. Nuckeby. I really did know nothing about her,
and—other than the fact that the tiniest breeze seemed to arouse a
sudden stiffness in my loins—she knew nothing about me. Why
was she attracted to me?
Why would anyone be?

The downside of an
argument like Grandfather’s was: it didn’t rely on logic or facts,
and worked terrifically well on someone with profoundly low
self-esteem. And my self-esteem hovered at, or near, a
grasshopper’s gonads.

Consequently, for
good or ill, I began to see Grandfather’s point, and it grated on
me. My instincts in the closet were, somehow, correct. Cleary,
someone as forward as Ms. Nuckeby had to be in it for something
else.

“I think you’ve done all
the damage you can do here, Cecil,” Aunt Helena said. “Why don’t
you go and annoy someone else?”

Grandfather wanted to be
angry with her, but he was obviously too pleased with his decisive
victory over me.

“I should go see how
Mindie Butterwycke is doing, anyway,” he said, and after a last
parting smirk in my general direction, he moved to—and out of—the
study door.

Mindie Butterwycke? See
how she’s doing what?

Aunt Helena sat beside me,
put a hand across my shoulders and pulled me, tightly, to her. She
and I had always been very close, ever since my mother died all
those years ago in that horrible chair-lift accident with her
ski-instructor. We never did find their pants.

“Don’t listen to him. He’s
just old and bitter.”

“No,” I said, sadly. “I’m
afraid he might be right.”

I explained the situation
in the closet, leaving out certain personally embarrassing details.
The omissions shortened the story considerably. I described how Ms.
Nuckeby had nearly left, then returned and become rather
unexpectedly randy.

“But you said you two had
made a connection in those previous few minutes. Made a date. Why
shouldn’t she then feel more comfortable with you?”

“I don’t know. Something
just felt strange about it.”

“Like she got greedy and
was trying to score quickly?”

“Mmm.”

“I don’t think so. She
didn’t seem the type to me. You don’t get in the face of the owner
of the company if you’re just looking for a piece of his personal
pie.”

She considered me a
moment.

“I think
you’re just being a man,” she said finally. “Men always want the
horny slut until they either make some kind of personal connection
or ejaculate. Then you want her to go home, or make you breakfast
and go home, or have sex with you again, make you breakfast and go
home. And once she’s gone, you decide you can’t have a
‘relationship’ with a horny slut so you run right out and find someone
demure, boring, and utterly sexless because you need to impress
your mother. Often not realizing that your own mother could set the
standard for horny sluts.”

What an odd thing to say.
Was she implying there might be more to that chair-lift
accident?

“You’re the closest thing
to a mother I’ve ever had,” I said.

“And look at what a horny
slut I am,” she laughed.

I didn’t. She was old
enough to be—well—Grandfather’s sister. And although she was eight
or so years younger than he, worked out regularly and kept in
shape, the image of her riding Pjuter roughshod, and enjoying
it…

I suddenly flashed on Mr. And Mrs. Abrososa and
shuddered violently.

“Oh,”
Helena said. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to gross you out. But someday I’ll
tell you the story of how I met Pjuter. That will
really make you
shudder.”

I said nothing, and she
pulled me more tightly to her. “Oooooh, Corky. You’ve always been
so sweet, and,” she paused, searching for the right word,
“non-threatening. I’ve always felt a deep connection with you too.
But you’re a tad too naïve sometimes to see the world as it really
is—particularly in things amour. Don’t give up on the naked girl as
yet.”

“Seems Ms. Nuckeby’s
impressed you.”

“She certainly has. That
doesn’t mean I don’t need more time to properly evaluate—maybe see
how she looks in clothes. It is the family business after all. But
I admired her courage in facing down your grandfather, and I have
no problem with the fact that she found you instantly
beddable.”

“So, it didn’t concern you
then that in your first experience with her she was
naked?”

“And
proudly so, I noticed. With good reason too. Hell, if I looked as
good as her, I’d never wear clothes—or make-up. I’d even love to see the world
follow my example—in spite of what it might do to the family
coffers. I’m more progressive than you think. Fashion is such an
elitist, arbitrary business anyway. I mean, it’s really funny when
you think about it, isn’t it? Do you feel strange when you meet
someone on the beach and they’re wearing a scanty little bathing
suit? No. But meet them in a shopping mall dressed exactly the same
way and it’s somehow disquieting and ‘inappropriate’. Can you
imagine dining at Sizzlers and everyone’s wearing a thong? Not a
pleasant thought perhaps. But on a beach in Cancun, or Rio, or on
the French Riviera . . . We see people naked in gym showers all the
time. C’est la
vie. But if we met them that way on a street
corner—scandal!

“You
remember my young friend, Wilhamina Morgenfraugen? She and I met in
the office showers. We were both
naked. She asked to borrow a tampon. And yet
we’ve been friends ever since. In spite of the fact that her boobs
are much nicer
than mine. It’s all about context, Corky. Context and how much
elasticity you’ve left in your skin.”

“But elasticity, tampons,
and impressive breasts aside,” I said, “that’s far more socially
acceptable than Ms. Nuckeby’s willingness to undress in a closet
with a complete stranger. Two complete strangers if you count
Woodruff.”

“Woodruff is two complete strangers all on his own,” she said,
shuddering herself. “You never know, Corky. Maybe nudity and being
open about her sexuality doesn’t mean to her what it does to you.
After all, she does bare all in her profession on a regular basis,
and clearly she’s more comfortable with it than you are.”

She waited—noticed I
wasn’t quite buying it—then leaned in and kissed my
cheek.

“Well,” she said. “It’s
your life. But honestly, I’m convinced that unreleased semen
interferes chemically with brain activity in males. So don’t make
any rash decisions you’ll regret later until after you’ve
masturbated and given it some additional thought.”

I laughed. She laughed.
Then she got up to leave. I missed her comforting arm the instant
she removed it.

“I will
give your grandfather credit for one thing,” she said. “He’s right—it
would help if you knew her better. Help you. The rest of us don’t matter. If
you spent more time with her, you might find there were good
reasons for her behavior that have nothing to do with being a
gold-digger. In fact, the simple answer might be that
she’s…”

She stopped. Her eyes
widened. She seemed to think of something or remember something,
and slowly smiled a rather grand and affecting smile.

“I have to go,” she said
hurriedly, and raced for the door before I could ask her what she
was going to say. She bumped into Mindie on the way out, and they
bounced off one another repeatedly as each tried to squeeze through
first.

“I’m coming in!” Mindie
snarled.

“And I’m going out!”
Helena responded, equally churlishly.

They struggled
momentarily—Helena partially pinned by trying to avoid contact with
Mindie’s rather massive breasts—until Mindie finally managed to
shove past and into the room. Collecting herself and breathing
hard, she glared a moment at Helena, eyes visibly red from crying,
then turned with a huff and strode toward me, supported by
Grandfather, who had followed her in past Helena.

“Where are you going?”
Grandfather asked his sister pointedly. “We’re going to talk to
Corky, now.”

“I have to see to
something,” Helena said and then paused, looking at Mindie
nervously. “Something urgent.”

Mindie was sniffing
dramatically and leaking fluids from various facial orifices. Why
was she so distraught?

“Corky,” Helena said to
me, her smile vanished and she didn’t seem at all pleased. “Don’t
do anything you’ll regret until you know more about your
model.”

Mindie shot Helena a look
of withering death at the mention of ‘your model’, as did
Grandfather. Helena sneered back at them, then quickly darted out
the door and disappeared.

I scowled, not getting any
of this. It was a very confusing, and uncomfortable
night.

I wanted to go back to
thinking about sheep.
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“Are you all right?” I
asked Mindie.

“I will
be,” she said, sniffling sadly. “And I forgive you. After all, a
man needs to get a certain amount of wildness out of his system—as
mother told me so many times when father worked late.”

“Men need to—what?” I
asked, lost.

“But I don’t want you to
see her anymore. You understand?”

“I…who? Ms.
Nuckeby?”

“Don’t
even mention that
slut’s name!”

“Um, all right.”

“So you won’t see her
again?”

I glanced at Grandfather.
Then back to Mindie.

“I’m not
seeing her now.”

She smiled at me, and some
of the darkness that had enveloped her seemed to lift.

“Thank
you,” she said and dropped into my lap, putting her arms around my
neck. She adjusted to make herself more comfortable, and me less
so, managing to wedge her substantial chest under my chin. Being as
she’d never so much as even bumped into me in the past, this was a
bit of a shock, and I looked at her like I’d been pithed. (It is
a great word.)

Smiling a bit sadly, she
looked back and forth from one of my eyes to the other as if
comparing their sizes and relative positions on my face. Eventually
she decided they were more-or-less where they were supposed to be,
or could be with minor plastic surgery, and she turned to
Grandfather.

“You can bring in the
others, now,” she told him.

He smiled—seemed almost
relieved—and quickly opened the door to my den, brusquely waving in
the rest of my family. They filed past him, gleeful, and most of
them were eating snacks they had likely not been offered by
Woodruff. My older brothers in particular were ravenously working
over some week old chicken legs from somewhere in the back of my
fridge which were skirting that razor-thin line between ‘leftover’
and ‘natural laxative.’

“I can’t really be mad at
you, I suppose,” Mindie told me, smiling and sniffing. “You don’t
even know the real reason for my coming here tonight, do
you?”

“I…er…no,” I admitted.
“Not really.”

“I’ve decided to accept
your proposal of marriage.”

“My…my…my what? My
proposal of what?”

Suddenly I felt more naked
than when I’d been naked. I looked at everyone in the room, and
most of them were—more or less—smiling. All except Morgan, who
couldn’t manage it around another large lollipop he’d found. But he
still gave me the thumbs-up.

“What proposal of marriage?” I
asked.

“The one
Morgan told me about. The one he said you’d been wanting to give me
all these years, and I—Oh, God, Corky! I had
no idea!” She hugged me
tightly, and her boobs cut off my air.

As she scrunched me,
vise-like, I turned to Morgan—who slurped, winked, and mouthed the
words, ‘You’re welcome.’ He held his hands out and made the
universal symbol for gigantic breasts, nodded briefly toward
Mindie, then grinned even bigger, and gave another thumbs-up. Blue
spit dripped on my carpet, plopping down beside my brother’s greasy
chicken-leg fragments.

“I’d
just about given up on you ever even asking me out, and then this! I was over the
moon! I wanted to come
right away, and see you—start making plans, discussing
dates.”

“But
I did ask you
out, Mindie. Many times. You always said ‘no.’”

“When did you ask me
out?”

“Well—there was the time I invited you to the air show. But
you said,” I screwed up my face in an annoyed and dismissive
expression—not unlike how someone might look if they were having
their face shoved forcibly up a baboon’s ass—that, I’m sure, paled
in comparison to the one she had actually given me at the
time. “No! Get away from
me!”

“Well,
why would I want to go to an air
show?” she said, capturing the expression far
better than I had. “Dirty planes and engine noise. Smelly gasoline
everywhere. A date involves dining, Corky. Dancing. Gifts. Two people being
seen spending romantic time together. Not jet
fumes!”

“Well, there was the time
I asked you to stroll with me that evening in Monaco by the
sea…”

“In
the sand? It
was cold! I was
wearing Manolo Blahnik’s, for God’s sake! A
thousand dollars a pair! I thought you were being
flip!”

“Not to my knowledge, no.
I…”

“We’ll
go on a proper date, Corky. Lots
of them. I’ll show you what a proper date
really is, and how much
it should cost. Oooooooh, Corky.”

She kissed me. I almost
managed to kiss her back before she pulled away and picked
something off my chin that apparently offended her, maybe the thing
that had shot from my sinus in the closet earlier. Then she kissed
my nose, obviously unwilling to return to the infected
area.

She smiled and turned to
the others.

“Well,” she said, beaming.
“Congratulate us!”

And they did. Even though,
technically, I still hadn’t asked.
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Amidst the pats on the
back, the hugs, and the ‘welcome to the family’ greetings to
Mindie, Grandfather pulled me aside.

“This
should solve all our problems, son. Getting it regular at home will
make it easier on you in the office. Especially since you seem to
be so undersexed anyway. Can’t believe I thought you were gay.
You’ll have to explain that damned video to me sometime.” I had.
Repeatedly. “I imagine it’s far more embarrassing
now, eh? Being straight
and all.”

He laughed heartily and
slapped my back. I wheezed.

“Grandfather…”

“Best of all, there won’t
be any temptation from the Ms. Nuckeby’s of the world. Money
grubbing little tarts! I’ll write her a check. Get her to sign a
waiver. This will all be forgotten by next week. You’ll be engaged,
Mindie’s somewhat attractive, and has huge tits, and that’s the end
of it! Right? Good? No more closets?” He laughed. “Of any kind!” He
laughed harder and returned to the others.

No more
closets.

I watched him a moment,
sadly. Then reached into the group and grabbed Morgan, dragging him
out of earshot. I asked how all this had come about, and between
sucks on what seemed an endless supply of drooly candy-on-a-stick,
he explained.

He had called my
grandfather, as I had suggested, asking to be allowed into the
Garment Viewing Room. After a considerable amount of time reminding
Grandfather who he was, Grandfather turned him down flat. Grandfather said the last
thing he needed was two
perverts running amok among the models, to which
Morgan informed him I was too nice a guy to have done anything
untoward—although the actual word Morgan used was
‘skeevy’.

(I prefer, however, to use
‘untoward’. ‘Skeevy’ just makes your mouth feel dirty. So, in the
future, anytime you see me use ‘untoward’ feel free to substitute
the word ‘skeevy’ if that explains the situation more adequately
for you.)

Grandfather told
Morgan he obviously didn’t know me very well, and Morgan said, no,
it was Grandfather who had his
head…er…in the
dark—and before Morgan could be hung up
on, he told Grandfather, by way of example, about my chaste and
unrequited love for Mindie.

This brightened
Grandfather considerably and things moved rather rapidly from
there. Grandfather called my sister Mimsi, Mindie’s best friend.
Mimsi told Mindie, who happened to be visiting for the night, and
Mindie, though cautiously excited, wanted proof, ‘even if it comes
directly from the mouth of that idiot, Morgan.’ Grandfather called
Morgan back and before long, everyone was invited for a meeting at
Mindie’s a few blocks over on another of Epsoms’ Roads.

Morgan carefully explained
how long and how deeply I’d been in love with Mindie, up to and
including my abortive attempt to propose to her on the night of our
prom. She was, of course, going with someone else.

As proof of my commitment,
Morgan had produced the engagement ring from his car’s glove
compartment, where it had lain undisturbed for six years, ever
since Morgan placed it there during our long drive to the ER after
Mindie’s prom date knocked me unconscious (He apparently took issue
with my desire to ruin his chance for ‘prom night sex’ by proposing
marriage to his date before the evening had even begun. I knew it
might be a mistake in telling him. But I felt it the honorable
thing to do. I lost a tooth. Mindie never even knew what happened.
He never got sex. Chivalry in action).

Upon seeing the ring,
Mindie gasped with excitement, fully appraising its full-market
value to within a few cents, and quickly assessing its potential
for being upgraded to a more appropriate style and design. Then one
thing led to another and Mindie—apparently swept up in the emotion
of the moment I was not actually present for—decided to come over
and surprise me by accepting.

She called Pastor
Winterly and, given that her family donates considerable wads of
cash to his church, was apparently able to ‘twist his arm’ to come
by and begin the arrangements immediately.

Taking this in slowly,
letting it percolate, I took several minutes to absorb Mindie with
the others. Elegant. Well-dressed. Laughing. Massive breasts.
Fitting in cleanly, not as Ms. Nuckeby likely would. Or wouldn’t.
Would? I hate English.

My father stepped over to
me with Rupert and Henderton, my older brothers, and they all
smiled vacantly for a disturbingly long time before saying
anything. The silence became a bit uncomfortable, and I glanced
down to make sure my fly was zipped and nothing was swinging
free.

“So,” my father asked.
“Did’ja fuck her?”

“What? Dad! Isn’t that
between Mindie and me?”

“Not
jugs—no one’s fucked her.
She keeps her legs together so tight it’s a wonder she can walk. I
meant the hottie in the closet with no tan lines? Did’ja fuck her,
or was she just for show?”

Henderton was giggling
like an idiot and nodding—waiting for an answer he hoped was going
to be detailed and sordid. Rupert, eating some chocolate crispies
that hadn’t been crispy when I first put them in a bowl on my desk
at least five years ago, was only slightly more
reserved.

“Just for show?” I asked,
confused.

“Yeah,” Rupert nodded.
“I’ve got a bet this was all staged to try and ‘prove’ you’re not a
fag.”

I was stunned. How many
times did I have to explain this?

“I had no idea you were
coming. So why would I stage it? And I am not, as you so eloquently
put it, a…”

“E-lo-quent-ly…’” Rupert
mocked.

“What a snot,” Henderton
sneered, turning to dad. “Why’d you send him to Oxnard?”

“Ox-ford,” I corrected.

“Same thing.”

“Not even
remotely.”

“Re-mote-ly. Whatever.”

“I think that’s what
turned him queer,” Rupert sniffed. “The English.”

“You wish,” I
said.

Rupert took a moment
to realize I was accusing him of wanting to have sex with me, and
when it finally sunk in, he exploded and leaped for my throat.
Henderton and my father had to hold him back. “You’re the fag! I’m not the fag!” Rupert spat. After a moment he finally calmed, withdrew, and
contented himself with sneering at me while speaking to the others.
“He didn’t fuck her. She hasn’t got a beard.”

“I fucked her,” I said,
shocking myself and throwing a silence over them like a rug.
Woolen. Made from sheep.

They studied me intently
for a moment, not entirely sure if they could believe me. It
annoyed me that they might think I was lying, even though I
was.

“She tight?” my father
asked hopefully.

“Nearly squeezed it off,”
I said, grinning as though there was nothing better than having
your penis sheared away. At least that wasn’t entirely a lie. She
had quite a grip, Ms. Nuckeby. Surprisingly, the fact that I’d led
them to believe more about her than she’d actually done bothered me
very little. If there was one thing I’d learned in this family, it
was how to devolve rapidly into classlessness.

They stared a beat longer,
waiting to see if I would burst out with a ‘Just kidding!’, and
when I didn’t, they hooted and laughed as if they’d been in there
with me. In the closet, I mean. Or maybe in Ms. Nuckeby. Where
illicit sex was concerned, they were highly imaginative.

Finally, my father slapped
me on the shoulder. Hard. The way ‘men’ do when they share ‘manly’
things like degrading the women dearest to them.

“What an ass,” father
said, giggling. He was marveling at Ms. Nuckeby’s behind, not
insulting me, though I’m sure he’d get to that eventually. “It was
all I could do to keep from reaching out and grabbing a piece a
that myself.”

Then he winked and
took my brothers by the shoulders back to stand with his new wife
and stepdaughter. Through the rest of the evening he continually
glanced back at me, winking with obvious pleasure. ‘My son is not a
fag.’ I could hear him think. ‘My son is not a fag.’

It was then that I noticed
the striking similarity between Dad’s wife, Faunita, and my
seemingly impending wife, Mindie. Two tall, slightly heavy women,
both very made up and overly dressed for the occasion, each
enjoying themselves more than the situation seemed to require. They
wore snugly fitting designer dresses with chaste necklines that
still revealed, with pride, significant amounts of mammarian
overload—something I noted had been passed on genetically to my
stepsister, Ynadia. From all appearances, I was marrying a woman
just like the woman who married dear old Dad. Though without the
illegitimate offspring.

That should have
been my first warning. Or maybe my thirty-seventh. Only instead of
being terrified out of my mind, I found myself thinking that maybe
this wasn’t a bad thing. The family liked it. Mindie already
belonged. Plus, she had her own money. There was no
question she had to be
interested in me because of me.

Incredibly, I found myself
warming to the idea. Twelve hours ago I would have killed for this
opportunity. Mindie and I engaged. The family gathered proudly
around me. No one being sexually harassed. This could be a very
comfortable existence. It might be exactly what I needed in my
life.

Might be.

Mimsi, my sister, pulled
away from Mindie and Faunita and made her way over to me as I stood
alone to one side, watching them plan our wedding at some little
chapel by the sea that had everything, according to Faunita,
including impoverished locals who would wait on us hand and foot
for less than minimum wage.

Mimsi smiled and stared at
me with curious eyes, as if studying me for lice.

“What?” I
asked.

“Sooooo,” she asked.
“Did’ja fuck her?”

“Mims!”

“Just
kidding. I know that’s what Dad asked you. I’m really just trying
to figure out what you think of all this. You seem kind of happy. But it hasn’t escaped
me that you never actually asked
Mindie, or that you were, mere moments ago,
bumping nasties with another woman.”

“Let’s not forget
Woodruff.”

“Contrary to what everyone else may think, I
know you have no
interest in bumping nasties with Woodruff.”

It’s true. She
always understood that the Mervin Wosserman incident had been a
horrible, drunken disaster, not unlike the Exxon Valdez, and nearly
as damaging. Like recognizes like, I suppose. Or recognizes when
like isn’t like.
Or, like…something like that anyway.

“Bumping nasties,” I said,
tasting the words. “An interesting expression.”

“And inappropriate now
that I think about it,” she said. She’d been to Oxford too. “There
was nothing nasty about her. Woof. She was quite a
hottie.”

Mimsi would know.
She had dated some stunners. She was what I think they referred to
as (‘They’ again. Someday someone was going to have to track ‘Them’
down and kick them in the nuts. They obviously have too much free
time in their lives to just stand around and say things that deeply affected
other people). At any rate, Mims was what’s called a ‘lipstick
lesbian’. Not that she sold cosmetics for Ronco or anything, but
that she was somehow more feminine and attractive than your average
lesbian, but still liked girls. As such, Mims could tell a
good-looking female as easily as any heterosexual lesbian. I mean
woman. Heterosexual woman. She could tell any heterosexual man too,
I supposed. Heterosexual, period. Human being? Come to think
of it, pretty much anyone
could recognize a good-looking woman. Why could
men never recognize a handsome man unless they were gay? Maybe
‘They’ would know.

Sorry. I’m easily
distracted.

“Soooo…” Mims asked,
studying me for any sign of falsehood, “you’re okay with this? The
Mindie thing? That girl in the closet was just a poke-n-grope or
something?”

I stared at her silently
for a moment, trying to hide it and failing.

“Or something,” I said
finally.

Her quizzical look
faded and understanding filled her face. “Gold-digger?” she said.
Mims had run into a heaping helping of those as well. There’s
something about being rich and single that attracts pretty,
insincere, poor,
and single people who want your checkbook more than your
heart.

“Apparently,” I said, a
bit curtly.

Mims studied me. “You
sure? Because she seemed into you. And the way she stood up to
Grandfather…well…”

“I’m sure,” I said
sharply, mostly because I really didn’t want to believe it and was
trusting Grandfather’s loud and angry assessment over my own.
Volume often makes another’s point seem more right. Or yours more
wrong.

I saw her surprised look,
softened, and looked away from her sadly. She lifted my chin with
her thumb and forefinger and smiled at me, almost as sadly, then
pulled me to her, giving me a hug I needed more than I would have
realized.

“Do you ever miss
England?” I asked as she held me tightly. “I liked it there.
Everyone seemed nicer, and I felt more comfortable with the
people.”

“That’s because you’re
repressed,” she said, grinning. “And I’m not sure that’s a good
thing.”

After an insufficient
amount of welcome human warmth, she reluctantly let go of me,
smiled one last time, and without another word wandered back into
the crowd, leaving an opening for Morgan.

“Things seem to be
wrapping up here,” he said. “Wanna bust loose and go
strip-clubbing? I’m thinking we should maybe ask that red-hot
stepsister of yours if she wants to go. Maybe we could convince her
to get up on a table.”

He smiled and sucked another
lollipop. I looked at him with murder in my eyes, imagining cartoon
axes flying from my pupils into his heart.

“What?” he asked, a little
frightened. “You’re not related!”

I continued to glare at him, and
he eventually took the hint, wandering off, drooling.
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The rest of the evening
was a bit of a whirlwind, and I vaguely remember some of it. But I
can’t remember what.

As everyone splintered off
and began heading home, Mindie found her way back to me and wrapped
an arm in mine as she helped me guide her to the door.

“So we’ll head down the
coast tomorrow to that little chapel Pastor Winterly mentioned and
see if it meets with our approval,” she told me. “A small wedding
would be so lovely. Just a thousand or so. I hope this place isn’t
one of those rattletrap shanties that look good in the pictures,
but then you get there and you can actually smell the sea. I
suppose that can be overcome with sufficient flowers, but—you’ll
drive. That way I can talk with the pastor about my needs on the
way down. Make sure you bring your checkbook for the
deposit.”

She stopped and held me
out at arm’s length as if examining a disheveled child to make sure
he was presentable for the family photo. After a moment’s study,
she brushed my hair off my forehead. Apparently I wasn’t. There
followed more, vigorous adjusting before she finally stopped and
looked around to see if anyone was nearby. No one was. They were
all on the porch or already gone. Satisfied we were alone, she
turned back to me and grinned, darkly, as though she were
considering which side of my throat to rip out first.

“I hope
you understand, I won’t be staying tonight. I figure you should at
least take a shower after rutting around with that little hooker in the broom
closet.”

It was like she’d
backhanded me in the forehead. I said nothing. But my teeth still
felt loose.

“And I’ll expect an AIDS
test of course. And a venereal screening. And even then, we’ll only
do it with a condom for the first two or three years, if at all.
Children will just have to wait. They would have had to anyway, I
want to travel, but after your little lapse…”

Lapse? Apparently since
she had accepted a proposal I didn’t know I’d offered, I’d nearly
shattered our commitment. My mouth opened to say something, but for
the life of me I can’t imagine what.

“And during sex?” she
said, and adjusted my hair the other way, until—still not liking
it—she sighed heavily and gave up. “And during sex?” she repeated,
taking hold of her breasts, one in each hand and hefting them
toward me. They took some hefting. She was quite well endowed. “Off
limits. At least until you’ve shown me you can behave. That’ll be
your punishment.”

She continued staring
directly into my eyes, thinking—I imagine—how divinely they would
taste with butter if I expressed any upset over her pronouncement.
Following a tense moment where I considered screaming and running
away, she continued.

“These
could have been yours, tonight. To suck on, you know. With your
mouth.” As opposed to…? “To rub, or lick, or—you know—whatever. I
know men like that sort of thing. And I’ve never shared them with
anyone before, ever, other than Poopkiss.” Her dog? “But this evening,” she said
with significance, “I was ready.” She moved them up and down
independently of one another a few times, as if priming them to
fire. “Think about that
as you lie up there alone, tonight.” She nodded toward
what she must have thought was my bedroom, but was actually the
upstairs laundry closet.

Then she stared deeply
into my eyes again with that same, dark, hungry, unsatisfied smile.
After more up and down joggling, apparently to show me what other
tricks her breasts could do when she was alone with Poopkiss, she
finally released both Pride and Joy, letting them fall to their
natural position somewhere down about her waistline. Slowly, the
darkness in her faded—or rather moved into the background where it
probably lived most of the time—and a kind of brightness
returned.

“Say goodbye to the three
of us,” she said.

There was an awkward
pause, and for a moment I was unsure what to do. Lacking
conversational skills and intelligent ideas, I leaned in to kiss
her, but she jerked back, alarmed, and I froze mid-pucker. Slowly,
her scary smile returned.

“I’ll see you bright and
early tomorrow morning,” she said, blowing me a kiss from several
inches away. “Don’t oversleep. I hate it when you’re not on time.”
Then very brightly, as if bidding farewell to a game show
contestant who had picked the wrong curtain and lost everything,
she said cheerily, “Bye, now!”

Apparently satisfied on
some level, Mindie quickly turned and walked out the entryway onto
the porch and headed toward Grandfather’s car. Aunt Helena and her
husband Pjuter were nowhere to be seen, and I wondered what had
happened to them. Had they left with Biddleby as he went on his
mission to drop Ms. Nuckeby wherever it was she lived?

Ms. Nuckeby.

As I watched Mindie climb
into the car, being a man, I stared at her ass. More ample and less
shapely than Ms. Nuckeby’s, it did nothing to arouse my libido, and
I sensed a certain irony in that, but I wasn’t sure since I really
don’t know what irony means. Something to do with needing spoons, I
think, based on a song I’d heard somewhere once.

Finally, as Grandfather’s
driver slipped behind the wheel and drove the last of my visitors
away, Mindie turned to me, waved, and smiled as cheerily as if she
had never seen me in any closets having anything at all like sex
with anything even remotely resembling a woman.

The difficulty she must have
endured forcing such false sincerity for my benefit really touched
me.
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I closed the front door
and locked it behind me, muttering to myself, then turned and
headed slowly up the stairs while mentally swimming back through
the day’s events. I was engaged to a publicly lovely woman, taking
a week or more off, and everyone now knew for certain that I was
not a homosexual. Life might be as good as it was ever likely to
get.

In truth, I now saw
that Mindie was as good as it could possibly get for someone like me. I
didn’t deserve a woman as magnificent as Ms. Nuckeby. Or, rather, a
woman as magnificent as Ms. Nuckeby would be if she weren’t a
gold-digger out for my money and was instead an actual, nice person
who could see me for what I was, and still want to have sex with
me. My ‘loser-ishness’ made it obvious to anyone with sense organs
that the woman had to be in it for the money. I had nothing else to
offer.

I was simply not
worthy.

Oddly (or, perhaps
ironically? I really should look up more than just ‘Pshaw’ in the
dictionary now and then), had I not encountered Ms. Nuckeby that
afternoon, and subsequently been in close, naked proximity with
her, this moment would have been as close to perfect as I could
ever have imagined happening in my life. Which is a sad commentary,
I know, but nonetheless there you have it. Mindie was mine after a
lifetime of longing, and in a few years I would be having chaste
sex with her on an occasional basis while studiously avoiding
contact with her breasts.

Unfortunately, gold-digger
or not, ‘The Thrill of Ms. Nuckeby’ was taking its time abating. In
fact, it had actually begun struggling its way to the forefront,
charging out ahead of ‘The Modest Joy of Mindie’ like some
exciting, long shot race where you’ve bet on the wrong
horse.

Stopping short on the
stairs for a moment, I wondered if maybe it was really such a bad
thing to have a woman who wants you for your money if she let you
squeeze her breasts a lot—and without reservation.

Ms. Nuckeby. Soft and
pliant.

Gloop.

I sighed and shook my head
like a spider had landed on it.

No. Mindie
fit. Ms. Nuckeby was
a disruption—and
besides, I really didn’t know a thing about her. She could, in
reality, be an evil harpy who, once she had my money, never went
near my penis again. Perhaps even ridiculed it. Poked it with sharp
objects while I slept. Who knew? I had to keep reminding myself
that I had absolutely nothing to go on where her intellect,
perversions, and mental state were concerned. ‘Semen interfering
with brain activity’ indeed.

I could see this called
for drastic measures. I’d have to masturbate—repeatedly if
necessary—to remove her forcibly from my head. It had worked,
eventually, for Mindie all those years ago. It would work again
tonight for Ms. Nuckeby, and the lingering sensation of her
gripping fingers.

Bloop.

After a good hour or so of
rigorous clearing of the plumbing—she’d be forgotten.

Ms. Nuckeby, that is,
not…em…

Mindie. That’s it.
Mindie.
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Or maybe it would
work by tomorrow morning, before Mindie
arrived.

I lay in bed spent and
exhausted, having done my level best to expel Ms. Nuckeby from my
mind, and various other body parts. But after repeated
attempts—more than I’d ever managed before—she still hovered before
my mind’s eye. Smiling. Tanned. Naked.

Well, naked except for the
gold high heels.

Perhaps it would
just be best to make peace with it. There was no rush after all.
Mindie wasn’t here, and wouldn’t return until morning. She would
never know. I would certainly never tell her, and Ms. Nuckeby wasn’t
talking. At least not to anyone outside my head.

But definitely by
tomorrow. Thoughts of Ms. Nuckeby had to be gone by the next morning
before Mindie arrived. In the meantime, I would let my model—and
what remained of Satin-Lace-Babydoll # 43—cuddle up beside me in my
mental bed.

Somewhat relieved—as if accepting her continued
presence had somehow purged the demoness—I rolled over, drained and
exhausted, and fell instantly asleep. 
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The entire night, I dreamt
fitfully and constantly of Ms. Nuckeby. She rarely wore clothes. On
the few occasions she did, they were transparent.

In my most disturbing
dream all the gratuitous nudity, harsh language, and adult
situations would have earned it an ‘NC-17’ had it been shown in
theaters. Fortunately for me it wasn’t, because in that dream my
penis was small, black and withered, and people were laughing at
it.

Then Ms. Nuckeby—more
naked than I had ever seen her—took it in hand and defended it to
the hecklers surrounding me. Warm and protected, it regained its
natural, flesh-colored appearance and swelled to ten times its
actual size.

And
glowed.

Then Ms. Nuckeby turned
into Mindie Butterwycke, and the little redwood acted, once again,
as if he’d been sprayed with Agent Orange.

Why can’t dreams be less
surreal and easier to interpret?
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The next morning, I awoke
alone and was pleased to realize that my first thoughts were of
Mindie.

I smiled. I felt warm,
relaxed, and comfortable, ready to settle into a cozy relationship
of not walking on romantic beaches, rarely, if ever, kissing, and
never touching breasts. It wouldn’t be so bad. At least I’d be able
to have sex, albeit with a condom.

Eventually.

That was an
improvement to no condoms, and my right hand. My needs
really were surprisingly simple. I mean, really. Who wants a sexy
supermodel whose profile can induce erections from five blocks
away, or whose voice can instill that same stiffness simply with
the whisper of potential lewd acts in your…

Wisper. That was Ms.
Nuckeby’s name.

What an
interesting name. I
wonder where it came from? Did she have a brother named ‘Shout’? A
sister named ‘Normal Speaking Voice’? A dog named ‘Sparky’? Would
they approve of her behavior—getting naked in closets with
strangers? Throwing garland over them? Rubbing her bare breasts on
their backs?

Gloop.

I had to admit, once
you’ve been touched by breasts, especially warm ones, it was
difficult to imagine going back to not being touched. I supposed that
was why drug pushers sometimes gave free samples.

“Here.
Just feel a little a that, hunh? Nice, right? Now, you say you
wanna go off and do a little Mindie, instead? Awww, that ain’t gonna
get you where you need to be, my friend. Come on. I got a little
more Ms. Nuckeby right here, and it’ll only cost you
half your inheritance.
Just half. Come on. Feel it again. You know it’s worth
it.”

Forgetting Ms. Nuckeby was
clearly going to take more than a single night of savagely roughing
up the corporal. Replacing Wisper with Mindie on the fantasy
list—perhaps a lot longer.

Wisper. What a
lovely name. Wissssspeeeeer.

I began to wonder if
it might not be all right for me to continue thinking of her, or at
least various parts of her, even after Mindie arrived this morning.
Maybe even on into the future, at least until Mindie eventually,
possibly, theoretically, allowed me fondle various parts of
her. Certainly there was
nothing wrong with enjoying memories of Ms. Nuckeby, as long as
they remained private, without Mindie intruding upon them in any
way.

Wait a minute.
Thoughts of Mindie intruding
upon memories of another woman?

Last night I had
agreed, in absentia, to marry
Mindie. Was this a common theme among the newly
engaged? To fondle yourself and fantasize about other women the day
after said engagement? Hell, the very evening of?
Was this some sort of reflexive reaction, wanting to grab hold of
singlehood—so to speak—take independence in hand—so to speak—and
keep it firmly in one’s grip for as long as
possible?

So to speak?

Or was it something
more?

Something someone had said
to me recently was floating around near the occipital lobe of my
brain (which, I believe, is in the front). Something about
acceptability, or meeting one’s mother, or some such. I really
should pay more attention when people are talking directly to
me.

Whatever the thought was,
I felt certain it had something to do with this Mindie/Ms. Nuckeby
thing. I was so lost in trying to reclaim the memory that when
someone knocked at the door I told whoever it was to ‘come in’,
completely unaware that I was once again wanking on little Corky
like there was no tomorrow.

Woodruff entered and acted
as if he’d seen it a million times before. He probably had. I
believe I’ve mentioned my predilection for this type of
thing.

“Morgan Wiggen wishes to
see you, sir.”

“Oh. Right. Tell him I’ll
be down in a minute.”

Woodruff quickly—for
him—backed out the door. “I’ll tell him you’ll be down once you’ve
finished expelling, sir.”

“Right ho,” I said, and
valiantly carried on.
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I entered the kitchen to
find Morgan eating cereal at my breakfast table with a large black
woman in spandex.

Actually, she was more
coffee-and-cream—heavy on the cream—and she wasn’t ‘fat’ large,
more tall and muscular, and accessorized with rather exceptional
‘accoutrement’, if you follow my lead.

Big’uns is how the
porn magazines refer to them, I think. A Queen Latifah type with
augmented breasts. Augmented to make them larger, that is, not smaller. She
had a magnificent figure, but her mammaries seemed overly immense,
even for her six-foot-plus size, and would have definitely given
Mindie’s a run for their money. If they ran, which I’m sure they
didn’t. At least I hoped.

Running breasts. What a
disturbing thought.

“Morgan,” I said
flatly.

“Hey, Corky! You’re up,”
he said, looking back at me over his shoulder, then gestured to his
friend. “This is Wendy. Wendy Waboombas.”

“Waboombas?” I
asked.

“It’s Italian,” Morgan
said, giddy with her very existence.

“Actually,” she corrected through spoonfuls of milk and
flakes, “it’s made up. I’m
Italian, but I don’t know what the name is.” A
flake fell on her chin, and she made no effort to remove it.
Perhaps she thought it looked good where it was.

“That’s
not what you said last night,” Morgan whined, sounding sincerely
disappointed that her name didn’t actually sound like the huge objects
bursting forth from her chest.

“I said it was my real
name. And it is. It’s legal. I paid for it. But it’s still made
up.” She returned to her eating.

This seemed to placate
Morgan slightly. “Oh,” he said, and returned to his own
cereal.

“Nice to meet you, Ms.
Waboombas,” I said, reaching for the napkin caddy. “You have a
cornflake stuck to your chin.” I handed her a tissue and took the
moment to notice she was dressed as some kind of
superhero/goddess/Fredericks model in a costume that did far more
to reveal than it did to obscure.

She stuck out her
tongue—which was surprisingly long and flexible—and touched the
flake, testing its shape and texture, but not actually removing it.
Then she smiled up at me. Breakfast fragments nestled between her
teeth. Milk slipped over her lower lip, dribbled down past the
cornflake and plopped to the table, joining several of its fallen
comrades. She—apparently—thought this was alluring.

“Wanna lick it off?” she
asked.

I backed up quickly, as if
her tongue might actually reach out and pull me inside her like
some Amazonian frog.

“Thanks, but no,” I
said.

Her smile remained, and I
flinched as the tongue flicked out again and removed the flake in a
disturbingly animated and sexual way. She continued to smile all
over me as I moved quickly to the opposite side of the table and
took a seat as far away from her as possible, while still remaining
in the same room.

“You’re cuuuuuute,” she said, as if she were already having sex with
me.

“He’s
getting married,”
Morgan snapped. I gathered his ‘cuteness’, or lack thereof, had
never been mentioned by her, at least not to his
satisfaction.

“But
he’s not married yet,” she said, her eyes clamped onto me, her smile unflinching.
Suddenly she yawned dramatically and stretched upwards—enough to
lift her ample bosom out from behind the edge of the table. After
slowly, and expressively exhaling, she relaxed and brought her
breasts down to rest near her cereal bowl where they spread out
like the fluid filled balloons they were. She noticed me watching
them settle into place, and between chews she winked at
me.

“Once you go black, you
can’t go back,” she said.

Like being face-to-face
with one’s executioner, I continued to stare at her in amazement,
as much to take her in as to be prepared for the moment she leaped
across the table to eat me. Slowly, not making any sudden
movements, and without taking my eyes off her, I began to reach for
the sausages that someone had thoughtfully gone to the trouble of
microwaving to a blackened char.

She glanced down at my
efforts to assemble a breakfast without actually watching what I
was doing and seemed amused by it. More food skidded across the
table than wound up on my plate, and after a moment, I smiled at
her and set my ‘breakfast’ before me. Buttered napkin ring, pile of
sugar, and morning paper, all generously covered in
salt.

“Don’t you have a butler?”
she asked.

“Yes.”

“Doesn’t he…like…feed you
or something?”

“Only if I hold a gun to
his head.”

She laughed
somewhat—a sharp burst of sound. Or maybe she burped. It really
could have been either. “Funny too,” she said as if that sealed the
deal. What deal I have no idea, but an important deal of
some kind.

Her tongue danced out
again, exploring for more lost food, or perhaps passing
insects.

“I’ll feed you,” she said,
smiling with intense sexuality, the words sounding more like, ‘Suck
my tits, please.’

Morgan’s mouth fell
open in horror. Clearly he considered Ms. Waboombas
his territory.
His discovery. Even more
clearly, she had already been well
explored long before our arrival by other, far
more daring adventurers, and was, in reality, ‘No Man’s
Land’.

“Thanks. I’m good,” I
said, frightened and trying to change the subject. “You
know—Morgan’s never mentioned you. Have you two known each other
long?”

“No.”

I waited. But she said
nothing more and returned to eating and leering, as if ‘no’ was
answer enough, which it really wasn’t.

“Well—how long have
you known one another?”

“We met last night. At the
club. So we’re not attached or anything.”

She flicked her tongue
again, and realization slowly seeped into the important parts of my
brain.

“The
club?” I asked, suddenly more frightened. Morgan looked away
nervously. “The club…?” I repeated, remembering his requested destination of the
previous evening. Like a bat to my skull, it exploded into my head.
Instantly, things made much more sense. A terrifying kind of sense.
But sense.

“Yeah,” Ms. Waboombas
said, winking at me again. “The club where I work. It was a slow
night last night. Not even any reason to get up and dance, let
alone get naked. So we got to talking, him and me. Normally I don’t
like the customers, but Morgan’s all right sometimes. He’s into
comics.”

“Comics?
You like comics?”
I asked, cutting my buttered newspaper and becoming more shocked by
the second. In my seemingly endless lifetime, I’d never met a woman
who enjoys comics, other than in the abstract—except manga perhaps,
but that’s not really ‘comics’ as ‘comics fans’ think of them—and
I’ve known even fewer who look like Ms. Waboombas. Yes, fewer
than…um…‘none.’ It’s possible. Negative numbers exist for a reason.
Anyway, what I’m trying to say is: she was actually quite
attractive, though in a predatory sort of way, and that made her
comics interest all the more unusual.

“Sure, I like ‘em,” she
said. “They show women in a positive light. Sexy and tough.” She
pumped a fist in that ‘sexually alluring to Mastodons’ kind of way.
“Built.” She took another spoonful of food but didn’t let that
interfere with her talking. “I write my own.”

She leaned back to
show off her costume, dripping milk down the front of it. The front
of it being mostly breast matter. “This is my character. War
Woman.” She smiled, obviously proud of…well…everything.

I studied the design
more closely. It was made from some kind of metallic fabric,
decorated with random weapons, and featured, primarily, a lot of
empty space. She had two unusual circular objects at the center of
each tightly fitting bra cup, and I focused on them, curious as to
what their design represented. After a moment or two of intense
study—which she seemed to thoroughly enjoy—I realized the
decorations were what doctors sometimes refer to as
‘areolas’.

Ms. Waboombas wasn’t
wearing a ‘costume’. She was covered in body paint.

I made a sound—not unlike
a horror-stricken little girl—and dropped my spoonful of
sugar-salted newspaper. Then I turned my eyes back up to Ms.
Waboombas face, and she laughed—or burped—again.

“Yeah,”
she said to me, beaming. “Morgan helped me brush it on this
morning. I can tell you
like it.”

Morgan—popping another
muffin into his mouth— smiled at me as though he could die—right
now—a happy and deeply fulfilled human being.

Ms. Waboombas stood up—all
six-foot-plus of her—and left a paint imprint of her muscular
backside on my dining room chair.

“Looks good, don’tcha
think?”

She meant what was
left on her, not
on the chair.

Slowly, she turned
side-to-side, then once all the way around, completely, as if she
were modeling actual clothes. It was a different kind of fantasy
look from the one I was used to working with every day.
Manschingloss would have run screaming from the room, viciously
clawing his eyes out. Of course, he was gay, so fashion was far
more important to him than raw, steaming, feminine sexuality.
Still—the point is—her ‘outfit’ was not something that would have
been approved for sale at Wopplesdown Struts. Or even to clean the
floors there for that matter. Besides, the only pieces of actual
cloth in the ‘costume’ were strap shoes; a bandana tied around one
thigh; several belts, which gave support to her various, arcane
weaponry; and a thong. The rest was nothing but shaved, painted
skin.

Tough to package for
worldwide distribution I have to say.

It did, however, do a
marvelous job of showing off the stately Ms. Waboombas. She really
was a magnificent specimen of womanhood who obviously worked out
with actual weights. Had I not spent the previous night wanking
myself dry, little Corky would have been thumping out Morse code
against the underside of the table.

“Wanna touch it?” she
asked with steam.

“I wouldn’t want to smudge
the delicate line work,” I said.

“I have touch-up
paint.”

“Oh, come on!” Morgan
said, fidgeting angrily.

“Really…” I said, “…it’s
probably best if I don’t.”

“Says you,” she responded
with obvious disappointment.

“He’s getting married!”
Morgan repeated.

“I just wanted to see how
well the paint holds up,” she said defensively. “It’s gonna get a
lot of contact at the convention, so it’s important to
know.”

“Contact? The convention?”
I asked, getting worried. “You’re going to…to the comic book
convention?”

“Yeah,” Morgan said
enthusiastically. “She’ll be riding down with us.”

“She
will? With us? Oh, really?” I said, feeling as if I had
been strapped into an electric chair and was currently having
electrodes and damp sponges applied to my bare
skin.

“Well.
How marvelous. That should make for a much more…em…pleasant drive,” I
lied.

“Probably,” she said,
still disappointed at being untouched by human hands. “Sooo . . .
you wanna see my book?”

“Book? What
book?”

“My comic
book.”

“You have a comic
book?”

“You think I’m dressing
this way for fun?”

I did, yes. But shook my
head ‘no’ because her tone made me fear doing otherwise.

“It’s just to help me sell
my books,” she said.

‘Books’ is shortened slang
for ‘comic books’ within the superhero comic book community. It
didn’t mean actual books with words in them. In Ms. Waboombas case,
I imagined very few words would have been necessary. Or helpful.
And from my past knowledge of comics conventions and the men who
attend them, I determined that—dressed as she was—she could likely
make vast wads of dough selling blank pages. Or even just the
promise of them.

“So, you wanna see
it?”

“See what?” I said,
confused due to having become lost again in Ms. Waboombas costume.
It was hard to imagine there was something I wasn’t
seeing.

“My book!” she said, getting annoyed.

“Oh!
Right! Sure! Absolutely!” I said, genuinely interested, but not for
the reasons she supposed. Her smile brightened and for the first
time seemed sincere. She sat down again, smearing body paint deeper
into the woodwork of my Louis the 14th chair, and reached under
the table to pull a copy of her comic from one of several in a
canvas bag at her feet. She handed it to me gingerly, as if it were
spun from the finest gold.

“I printed it myself,” she
said proudly. “Place in Hong Kong. They speak English there,
sometimes. I think it looks nice.” She smiled again, and—handoff
complete—returned to shoveling food in her mouth. The woman had an
appetite. But then she had two hungry breasts to feed.

I set her comic on the
table, and she immediately began to spasm at her end. Food, and
milk spluttered out of her mouth, spilling across lips, chin, and
breasts. It took a moment to realize she wasn’t having a
seizure—she was just concerned about where I was placing her
comic.

“There’s
milk!” she finally managed to shout,
spewing more food—pretty much everywhere.

I jerked her masterpiece
off the table as if it were a small child reaching for a hot stove
and saw that there were, indeed, a few small drops of milk on the
surface before me, likely having been spat there by Ms. Waboombas
herself.

Seeing that her baby was
now safe, she calmed and returned to eating, and talking through
her food. “You want it to stay mint. Could be worth money
someday.”

As opposed to not
being worth money today? I thought, and
thankfully had the sense not to say out loud. Instead, I smiled
insincerely and turned my attention down to the thing in my
hands.

It was a typical
‘independent comic’ with superhero contents that were pretty much
the same as the two major companies—Marvel or DC—but with more
violence, less talent, and no inside color—all at a higher price.
The art was vintage, bad, imitation Image—a company renowned during its
inception for their large-breasted female characters, and seemingly
willful absence of any actual writing ability. The drawings were
each meticulously created with excessive amounts of line and detail
that seemed almost to indicate actual form and substance—but not
quite.

Beneath the logo on the
cover, the main character, War Woman, who looked only vaguely like
the actual Ms. Waboombas, was drawn in all her semi-naked glory,
using her sword to behead a fat, doughy looking gentleman wearing a
velour jogging suit. As if to prove he was somehow a ‘bad guy’ his
severed head wore sunglasses, and the rest of him was bedecked with
a staggering amount of cheap looking jewelry, all rendered with
lots of shiny ‘glint’ marks.

Oh, and he carried a
gun.

In the background of
the cover there were two or three (the art was unclear) semi-naked
women tied to some kind of torture device that—apparently in order
to operate—must first remove the victim’s clothing in a rending
fashion that leaves just enough shredded bits of material to
obscure nipples and pubic hair from the view of any stray parents
who might be wandering, lost, through the comic book store
displaying it. In the foreground, the ‘villain’ (please, God, don’t
let him be a rich, innocent fashion executive) clenched wads of
money in his soon-to-be-dead, non-gun-toting hand. There was an
amazing amount of blood everywhere, and—though you’d think it
physically impossible—War Woman’s breasts were actually
larger than the real Ms.
Waboombas’. In her secret identity she must be a flotation
device.

“In her secret identity,
she’s a stripper. Like me,” said Ms. Waboombas, correcting my
internal monologue and making me fear she could read minds. “The
guy she’s killing is a club owner who takes advantage of the girls
in the back room, then steals their money,” she continued, then
apparently reading my distaste. “He deserved it.”

“Oh, I’m sure he did,” I
said smiling, and double-checking the proximity of—and direction
to—all nearest exits.

“Inside,” she said, “we
learn he’s got a little dick. At the end, War Woman cuts it off and
feeds it to him.”

I crossed my
legs.

“Would
that be before or after
she beheads him?” I asked, not really wanting to
know.

“After,” she told me, as
if it happened every day before lunch. Twice during.

“How
very Sin City,” I
said.

She pointed at me and
winked in a ‘gotcha’ kind of way. “Frank Miller. Love him. He’s got
the right idea. People love seeing dicks cut off.”

Not really.

She picked something out
of her teeth with an impossibly long fingernail. Whatever she was
reaching for was so far back in her mouth, it was practically in
her stomach. As she dug, she continued sucking at stray bits of
blackened sausage flesh. The combination of sight and sound was
simply enchanting.

I briefly thought to ask
if her War Woman ‘story’ had any basis in fact, and if she had any
wants or warrants, then quickly realized I couldn’t face it if any
of the answers were ‘yes’. I strip-mined my brain in an effort to
remember if I’d heard anything about headless strip club owners
who’d been fed their own penises, miniscule or otherwise, and
didn’t recall anything of substance. Not that it would have been in
the sports or comics sections. I really should read more of the
‘news’ parts of the newspaper. It was now scaldingly apparent—as my
fifth grade teacher had always said about math—that it really did
have applicable uses in real life.

“I got a customer of mine
to draw it,” Ms. Waboombas explained, still tooth-picking. I began
to wonder if there might be a whole pig stuck in there. “He’s in
love with me, so he did it cheap. His dad’s somebody.”

I waited. Then asked:
“Somebody…?”

“…Famous in comics. I’m
pretty sure.” She turned and looked off into the distance scowling.
“Or maybe he’s the one whose dad was the dude they based ‘Natural
Born Killers’ on.” She turned back to me and shrugged, then went
back to roto-rootering her teeth. “Can’t remember.”

“Sooooo… ” I said,
suddenly even more nervous, if that was physically possible, “he’s
not joining us, is he? On the trip down? This Natural Born Killer
artist?”

“No. He’ll meet us there.
And he’ll have his own room. He won’t be sharing ours.”

My eyes widened. “Ours?
Sharing…sharing ours…sharing…”

“Yeah. Morgan invited me
to stay with you. Fun, huh?” I would have to re-check the
definition of the word ‘fun’. But I was already fairly certain this
wasn’t it.

“Your hotel sounded nicer
than mine,” Waboombas continued, examining a piece of flesh she had
removed from her mouth and now hung off the end of an impossibly
long fingernail. “So I cancelled my reservation. I hope the beds
are more comfortable than this place, though.” She rubbed her back,
smearing paint. “No offense. You should change the mattresses once
every hundred years.”

“Change
the what? The mattresses? You…” I turned to Morgan.
“You stayed here?”

“It was late, and she
lives on the other side of town,” Morgan said, laughing heartily
and hoping that would encourage me to see the ‘lighter’ side of it
and not murder him with any nearby kitchen implements. “We wanted
to get an early start on the drive, right? And she already had her
costume with her at the club, so…”

“Don’t
worry,” she said, seeming a bit annoyed with my apparent distress.
“I didn’t leave stains,
or nothin’. Your roommate made me be
careful.”

“Careful?” I jerked my
head toward Morgan, who had developed a sudden, intense interest in
the floor tiles. I couldn’t seem to speak. “My roo…my roo…my
rooooommuh-muh-muh…”

“Yeah,
well, like I told you,” he mumbled, speaking more to her than his
future death-dealer, “he
pays most of the rent, so I try to keep things
clean.”

I looked back and forth
from one to the other, my mouth working rapidly with very little
actual sound being emitted. “You…you…I…you…”

“This a problem?” Ms.
Waboombas asked, still sounding irritated, and potentially
homicidal.

“No! No,
no, no,” I said, trying to do damage control before she
could—well—do damage. “I was just thinking, had I
known you were here last
night, I would have made you more comfortable.” I paused. “Last
night.”

She stared.

“In my…”
I caught myself and corrected, mid-sentence, “…in
our…spare
bed.”

“Yeah?” she asked,
grinning, and taking a break from the endless tooth-picking. “Like
maybe you would have tucked me in?”

“Orrrrrrr—gotten you drinks!”

“We had drinks. I needed
to be tucked in.”

“You had drinks,” I said, becoming less surprised by the second.
Clearly, what was mine was Morgan’s, and hers.

“I would have tucked you in,” Morgan
offered, with a whine. She ignored him.

“Oh!” I
said, partially relieved. Partially. “Oh—you slept
separately then?”

She looked
positively revolted. “I wasn’t gonna sleep with him. Guy wouldn’t even buy a pity
dance from me on a slow night. I don’t spread ‘em for a guy won’t
even pay for a pity dance.” She leaned back a bit and waved absently at her body.
“Come on! This is worth something.”

“Of course it is. Absolutely
it is. No question,” I agreed, to Morgan’s
obvious annoyance. “Without a doubt. A good deal, I should imagine,
on the…em…open market.”

“There
are different kinds of payment, though,” she said, leaning in, again on her
bumper cushions, and returning to the offensive. “Sometimes a
pretty face on top...that’s enough.
Especially if it’s rich.”

“Ah.
Good to know. Good to know. Lock that away in the old ‘reference
file’ for later, if I see…if I come across…if
there’s…so you slept well?”

She shrugged blankly.

“Oh.
Right. The mattress. And now you’ll be sharing our hotel room which
will—I’m certain—have a better
mattress.” I laughed like a giddy piece of
electrified Jell-O. “Of course there, they’ll turn down our beds at
night. And speaking of ‘our’ beds, and who’s sleeping
where…”

“Woodruff turned my bed
down,” she said.

“What?”
I said, shocked. That comment so completely derailed my train of
thought that even Harvey the Happy Crane Engine would have had a
hard time getting it back on the tracks. Woodruff
did something? For a
guest? This guest? With no monetary requirement or threats of violence
necessary?

I furrowed my brow
as it slowly sunk in. Could he have expected something
more than just
verbal appreciation from
Ms. Waboombas?

“Left a little chocolate
on the pillow and everything.”

Sex! That randy
bastard! Clearly Woodruff hoped for a little Waboombas
nooky! He never put
chocolates on my pillow. I would have to speak to him about the
appropriateness of doing things for people. I looked around,
wondering why he wasn’t here—now—waiting on her every whim,
spoon-feeding her cereal, wiping her chin—please, GOD,
someone wipe her
chin!

Through the pocket
door I saw the foyer closet open—just a crack, Stephen King
Boogie-Man-like—and wondered if Woodruff might be in there
right this minute,
watching Ms. Waboombas and choking his anaconda.

“I’m…” I fumbled like a
man who’s been water-boarded one time too many, “…delighted—I
suppose would be the word—that he…made you feel…welcome? He made
you feel welcome?” I asked, an injection-molded smile embedding
itself into my face.

She shrugged. “Most guys
do.”

“Yes. Well. I imagine so,”
I said, grinning, Joker-like, and clinging to sanity with my
fingernails. “Now, as to our sharing a hotel, and who’s sleeping
where…”

“We were all going,”
Morgan interjected. “So I figured we could just split the cost, you
know. Save us all a little money.”

I turned my smiling
death mask toward Morgan, showing him I knew ‘cost’ to be the last thing on his
mind when he offered her our room to our resident sex machine. My
unspoken message hit him directly between the eyes, and he actually
flinched.

Ms. Waboombas
glanced around at the opulence of my home. Mine and Morgan’s to her
understanding. “’Course, it’s not like you need to save or anything. You
could afford to pay for
the whole thing. You were going to anyway, even if I didn’t come.” She
paused. Waiting. Then getting nothing, she looked around again—very
slowly—at the posh surroundings to emphasize her point. Finally,
she fixed her attentions on me again.

“Me?” she told me. “I’m on
a variable income.”

“Well… ” I said, not sure
what to say, which shows how dense I am. I glanced down at the
comic book cover, pictured my own severed head flying from the bad
man’s body and shuddered deeply. “Well…” I repeated
uselessly.

Finally I managed to
find the necessary words, which had to be forced out one word at a
time, staccato-like. “I’d-consider-it-an—insult—if-you-didn’t-let-us-take-care-of-the—entire—trip-Ms. Waboombas. Your
part—as—well—as—ours.”

She barely reacted,
apparently never uncertain of this particular outcome. “Meals and
everything?”

After a brief pause, and a menacing look at Morgan,
I nodded slowly in agreement.

“Hot,” she said.
“Thanks.”

“It’s
the least I can do,” I said. “As a wealthy man who is
not on a variable
income.”

“And it
really is the least he can do,” Morgan agreed.

I evil-eyed him again, but
he was becoming immune. I slowly turned back to Ms. Waboombas.
“Now. As to the sleeping arrangements…”

Abruptly, her smile
collapsed. Her eyes squinched, and moved slowly back and forth
between us, studying us carefully. Anger seemed to rise quickly
within her. Her skin visibly bristling.

“You pay, so you expect me
to fuck you? Is that it?” she asked. “Just because I take my
clothes off for a living, you think I’m an easy lay?”

I was stunned. Of
course I thought she was an easy lay. Especially when she appeared
to be repeatedly offering
to be an easy lay smothered in butter right there
on the sausage plate. But that didn’t mean I wanted to be the
lay-ee. The
thought had never exposed itself. Hadn’t even opened its raincoat
and flashed a brain cell or two; well, maybe it had done that in my
subconscious, but my subconscious is a pervert with no sense of
personal consequences, and never even uses
contraception.

I shook my head ‘no’
almost as rapidly as Morgan nodded his ‘yes’.

She began to pick
her teeth again—slowly—looking at Morgan with grave intent. There seemed to be
blood in her eyes, and I shifted nervously, trying to think of an
out, nudging Morgan under the table and fearing an incident.
Finally Morgan stopped nodding and shifted direction to indicate
‘no, not at all, never in a million years, even if you
offered.’

After a long beat, Ms.
Waboombas laughed once, sharply (or burped), then smiled broadly,
again vastly amused.

“Just kidding. I’ll fuck
you.”

She returned to leering at
me. “From you, I might even take it up the ass.” She turned the
toothpick around in her mouth, apparently thinking I was enticed.
“You got a big dick?”

I laughed like a dying
man. “I don’t know, I suppose it’s…”

“Doesn’t matter. You’re
fun to look at, and you’re payin’. I’ll fuck ya even if it’s
dinky.”

I laughed again, tried to
look appreciative, and then wet myself.
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It took us some time, and
a change of pants, but we finally convinced Ms. Waboombas to remove
the body paint—at least for the drive down. To achieve this goal, I
first had to convince Morgan. He was rather petulant about her
washing away all his hard work. But when I reminded him that he’d
have to do the hand application again once we’d arrived, he
brightened rather enthusiastically. It was, truly, the only answer.
The oily colors couldn’t be removed from my dining room chair, and
the thought of Ms. Waboombas bare behind imprinting the back seat
of my Beemer in some permanent kind of way left me weak in the
knees. At least I think it was the thought of the paint that made
me weak and not her bare behind. Best not to dwell too long on that
subject.

Soooo—Morgan and I loaded
while Wendy showered. She, of course, invited me to join her and
bring my loofa, dinky, or otherwise. But I declined, citing the
time crunch to reach the convention center and hotel—of which there
really was none. But I knew it would give her pause to think she’d
be missing valuable comic-selling time, or valuable ‘parading
around a crowded convention floor in colored skin’, time, depending
on your point of view.

As she reluctantly walked
away she told me she really meant what she’d said: It was okay if
my dick was tiny. I assured her it wasn’t. Tiny, I meant, not
‘okay’. She didn’t seem to believe me, then paused, thinking it
through.

“Is it
deformed?”

“No!” I said, maybe too
emphatically, a bit overly neurotic about that odd bend to the
left, and last night’s thrashing about in the pool tube. “I just
need to get packed. I’ll show you later. Promise.” I said, smiling.
“No deformities.” I assumed that by the time ‘later’ arrived, I’d
have figured out a way to get through some kind of inexpensive
Russian astronautics program and rocket myself to the
moon.

Morgan sneered at
me. He apparently believed I really wanted to show my penis to her. We’d
known each other quite a while, he and I, but evidently, most of
that time he hadn’t been paying attention. If there was one thing I
was not, it was
adventurous enough to hand over my most prized possession to a
volatile, horny bump-and-meat-grinder.

Ms. Waboombas stared at me
as if I were tenderized flank-steak and smiled, unabashedly leering
at my crotch as she backed away, heading up the staircase to where
Woodruff waited with a towel. He claimed to have gone back to sleep
after waking me this morning, owing to his nocturnal adventures
entertaining my ‘roommate’ and his well-developed guest. Morgan and
Ms. Waboombas had apparently arrived at four a.m., or thereabouts,
likely near the time Woodruff was just getting around to removing
his shirt. I forgave him, mostly because he kept getting between
Ms. Waboombas and myself, and I really needed the shield. He was
obviously smitten, the old pervert. As well worn as Ms. Waboombas
appeared, he likely assumed his monstrosity would fit, unimpeded. I
had to imagine he was right. Slow, constant wear could do wonders
for enlarging things. Just look at the Grand Canyon.

Ms. Waboombas
finally tore her attention from my hidden member and bounded up the
steps two at a time, jiggling wildly due to the fact that she was,
essentially, naked. As she neared the top, I swore I could see one
of Woodruff’s pant legs fill out like an inflating balloon.
Apparently he dressed right. I studied closer, and yes, he
was visibly pale and
faint. Served him right. Chocolates on the pillow, I ask
you.

Waboombas stopped
before him on the upper landing, took the towel he offered and
brushed a fluorescent, painted fingernail across the poor old man’s
cheek as she jogged off, bouncily, down the hall to where he had
indicated a pre-warmed shower awaited her. It wasn’t the only thing
already turned on. Once she was out of sight, his breath exhaled,
his knees buckled, and he had to steady himself on the banister. I
laughed so hard I dropped a very heavy suitcase on my foot.
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Outside, we finished
loading the Beemer. With Ms. Waboombas still close enough at only
two floors away to make me jumpy, I couldn’t help thinking that
this is what my life could have been like had things continued with
Ms. Nuckeby. She obviously had similar boundary issues to
Waboombas, and would surely have devolved, eventually, into similar
types of outrageous public behavior.

I shook my head. What a
narrow escape I’d made. As fun and tingly as it might be in a
darkened closet, the thrill would, no doubt, fade very rapidly in
the bright light of life’s foyer. I realized I might actually have
to thank Morgan for bringing Ms. Waboombas along, if for no other
reason than that fortuitous lesson learned.

I sighed. Suddenly, I felt
very relieved to be saddled with Mindie. She was publicly cold,
deeply reserved, and devoutly prudish. A real catch.

As Morgan and I packed,
gravel crunched behind us in the driveway and, as if on cue, we
turned to see Mindie’s car driving our way.

What an odd coincidence.
What was she doing here?

I paused.

I remembered.

I slapped myself for being
an idiot.

Dear,
God, I was supposed to
be going to that damned chapel with Mindie, and Pastor Winterly
today! The same day I was supposed to be driving down to the comics
convention! The same day Wendy Waboombas was naked all over my
house!

Damn my college-destroyed
brain cells! The warnings on alcohol bottles should be in much
larger type!

As Mindie’s car
(complete with Mindie, and pastor figures included) drove toward
me, I fidgeted nervously, trying to put on a false air of
confidence that said loudly and clearly, ‘there isn’t any naked
stripper in my shower.’ The car crunched to a stop on the gravel driveway
beside me, and Mindie essentially burst from within, vibrant, full
of life, and ready to chastise me for—I don’t know—the rising of
the sun probably. She wore a very matronly outfit that did its
level best to hide the gifts God had lavished upon her and strained
at the seams with the effort. You could practically hear the
stitching screaming for release from their tight-fitting agonies
like that creepy little man-bug at the end of The Fly. The original
one with Vincent Price.

“What’s he still doing here?” she asked, waving dismissively at
Morgan.

“Well,” I laughed, “you’re
not going to believe this, but…”

“He’s not coming with us?”
she said, not so much a question as a declaration of fact with an
accidental question mark at the end.

“No,
he’s not actually coming with us…”

“So,
you did invite
Mindie,” Morgan said enthusiastically. “Perfect.”

He rubbed his hands
together, obviously believing this greatly improved his chances with
Ms. Waboombas—not understanding that simply having an active
bank account greatly
improved his chances with Ms. Waboombas.

“What,” Mindie asked, her
voice rising toward shrill, “is he talking about?”

“You see,” I laughed
again, “there’s a really funny story here…”

“Funny, ‘Ha Ha’, or funny, ‘no sex
on our wedding night?’” Mindie asked, apparently sussing things out
at a much faster rate than I gave her credit for.

“Mindie…
” I said, sounding upsettingly like I was about to begin begging. I
was. But I didn’t want to sound
like I was.

“You got any bags?” Morgan
asked her, not helping in the slightest.

“Bags?” Mindie asked. It was amazing
how she could—with a small adjustment in tonal inflection—make you
feel as if you smelled like old, wet goat fur.

“Yeah,” Morgan said,
beginning to recoil. “Aren’t you—staying the whole
time?”

“Staying where?” she asked, adjusting her tone further and turning up his
stink factor to ‘sun-heated garbage dump’.

She stared at him a
moment, and he withered under her glare, saying nothing. Then,
slowly, she turned on me.

To
me. Turned to
me. This was my beloved fiancée, after all, not
some vicious animal in Armani.

“Are you
two idiots going somewhere?” she asked, cranking the ‘you stink’ level right
past ‘cat vomit’, ‘baby diapers’, and all the way to ‘scorching
summer in a New York sewer’ with a simple tilt of her
head.

Morgan—finally getting
wise to the fact that he was an idiot who talked too much—mumbled
something about getting biscuits for the fish and quickly skittered
off. Mindie folded her arms across her enormous chest, and put her
weight on one leg as if to suggest—silently—‘You’re stupid, and I’m
not.’

Some of you may be
wondering why I would tolerate this kind of treatment from Mindie.
Why I would put up with this kind of rude, controlling, angry
behavior when just yesterday an attractive—and what you might
call naked—woman
was being so nice to me in a darkened, confined space. At this
particular moment the thought was kicking me, rather hard, in the mental testicles as well.

But the simple truth
is: this had always been my relationship with Mindie. It was the reason I felt
comfortable with her and had asked her to marry me. Or considered
asking until I was beaten up. She was, clearly, the domineering
mother figure, and I the disobedient son who needed ‘shaping’. One might suppose
it was because my mother had left me at a tender developmental age,
and I was looking for a psychological substitute.
I think it’s just
because I’m a wuss, and Mindie has big tits. Never underestimate
the power of big tits over a man who’s never touched
them.

Actually, the real reason
is—more honestly—because I’m a shy person with little social life
who has not been allowed to date the women he worked with—whatever
their breast size. Consequently, since I spend all my days either
at work or at home, my options are severely limited. As you can
imagine, very few available women just happen to wander through my
living room looking for snacks. This means the only females of any
kind I ever meet are coworkers or refugees from the occasional
daring foray into online dating (from which I have been banned for
the hairless chimpanzee incident—which I will not talk about since
no video exists). This leaves me with almost no dating options, and
a lot of time for masturbation.

In this kind of
isolated social situation, men often rely on the kindness of female
siblings to introduce them to their friends. However, being of the
homosexual persuasion, my sister was usually already too interested
in her own female
friends to share them with me. Mindie was the one exception,
because—through some strange quirk of fate—my sister isn’t
attracted to large breasts—which I do
not understand, and never will. The
homosexuality I can ride with. But the breast thing…? Really.
What’s that all about?

So anyway—for
me—Mindie became a bird-in-the-hand kind of thing. Or maybe a
not in-the-hand,
but certainly within-reach-of-the-hand kind of thing. In
my entire adult life Mindie had been pretty much ‘it’ as far as
available female companionship, and when it’s all you’ve
experienced other than Mervin Wosserman, and the hairless chimp,
you begin to feel no one else will ever be interested—ever—and you
damn well better take what you can get while it’s right in front of
you—especially if it’s got big tits.

I’m telling
you: never underestimate big tits.

Because Mindie had
accepted my sister’s homosexuality with kindness, understanding,
and true friendship, I often hoped she might someday show me the
same kind of tenderness—while letting me put my hands in her
bra.

Said possibility was
looking more and more remote.

“Mindie, I…”

“You made other plans,
didn’t you?”

“I…”

“You forgot we were going
to the chapel, didn’t you?”

“We…”

“You
screwed up again. Didn’t you?”

“Actually, Mindie, these
plans were made before last night, and everything was happening so
fast…”

She stopped me with
a look. You know the look. The sort of look that says, ‘You’re
wearing your underwear on the outside, and they have skid
marks.’

I glanced down at the
pastor, who still sat in the passenger seat of Mindie’s car
pretending the buttons on his jacket were the most fascinating
mechanical invention ever.

“What am
I going to do with you, Corky?” Mindie asked. Not me. God, perhaps.
“Tell him you can’t go, then get into the car with Pastor
Winterly,” she said, turning to walk into the house. “You ride in
back. I’ve decided I’ll
drive.”

“But Mindie…”

She stopped and
turned to me, letting me know in the gentlest of all possible ways
that I was stupid and ugly. She pointed quickly to a breast and
made a ‘cutting’ motion as if to indicate: ‘not in your lifetime’.
Of course, she might have been saying, ‘I’m going to the kitchen
for a knife to slice them off so you can’t even look at them.’ But the former seemed
somehow more likely.

“I’m going to use the
ladies room,” she said, settling the kitchen/knife question. “Be in
the car when I get back.”

She turned to walk into
the house and ran straight into Ms. Waboombas. Fortunately they
were both well cushioned, and bounced harmlessly off one
another.

“Oh. Hey,” Ms. Waboombas
said, looking down at the much shorter Mindie. “How’s it
goin’?”

Waboombas had obviously
finished her shower and—now dressed—looked far more naked than when
she had actually been naked. Her hair was wet and wild, and she had
on a pair of filmy shorts and matching tank top that were sheer
enough, and small enough, that they looked, not so much like
clothes, as free-floating electrons.

Mindie goggled at her like
a fish being reeled in by a bass master. For a moment, my fiancée
looked frightened, then with a sudden inrush of breath, valiantly
regrouped as anger rose within her and rejuvenated her like Popeye
swallowing spinach.

“Who
are you?” she
demanded.

“Wendy,” Ms. Waboombas
said. “Who are you?”

“Mindie Butterwycke.
Mister Wopplesdown’s fiancée.”

“Ooooh, riiiiiight. Morgan
mentioned you.”

Ms. Waboombas
studied Mindie up and down, then tsked. “Yeah. I can see you being
kind of a tight-ass.”

Mindie gasped as Wendy
sized up her opponent’s ‘Waboombas’ and apparently decided she,
Wendy, rated marginally higher in overall size, shape, and
appearance.

“Nice,” Ms. Waboombas
said. “Doctor Pflemmel?”

“What?”

“The implants. Pflemmel or
Hoovascotia?”

“I’ll have you know these
are natural in every way.”

“Suuuure they are. So
whattya do? You a dancer?”

“A dancer? You’re asking
me if I dance?”

“Isn’t that what I
said?”

“I have been known to
dance.”

“Me too.
Movies?”

“Do I see
movies?”

“No. Do
you make movies?
Are you in them?”

Mindie was stunned and
suddenly softened. She smiled, apparently flattered.

“No. I’m
not in movies,”
Mindie said girlishly. “Though many people have said I should be.”
She adjusted her hair coyly, and laughed a bit. “In fourth grade,
I…”

“You wanna get in? I can
get you in, easy,” Waboombas told her.

“What?”

“You
wanna get into movies? I make ‘em, and I know some people who’d love to use
you.”

“Use me?”

“Well,
not use you.
That’s just an expression. You’d get paid to be in ‘em. They’d kill
for someone like you.”

“Someone like
me?”

“With a body like
yours.”

Mindie giggled, girlishly
again. “I do take care of it.”

And keep it well
protected, I thought.

“It’ll look great on
camera,” Ms. Waboombas said.

“In front of the camera?”
Mindie couldn’t believe it.

“Where else?”

“Acting?”

“Some
people call it that. I think of it as an overall
performance, but sure.
‘Acting’ works.”

Suddenly Mindie was
Wendy’s best friend.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/13039
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_m8a376cd.png
+Clpler Four






tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_m419e85d3.png
+Clipler Five +

Fun Wbk do@éﬂg





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_m3d1160a6.png
X ChﬂpTﬂﬁ Tup*

Mg NuckeloH 3 Fme Lies





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_216a8d42.png
+ Cpher Theeot

he Man Ffom

P, KﬁHpLof





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_47ef13a5.png
CoPkH g Bélcl Move





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_4f54cc1a.jpg





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_m8ed0e5a.jpg





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_33ed8db1.png
Pﬁolojue





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_7c19fdab.png
+Clepler Eﬁhﬁ*

Tl Fidday Meanmﬂ
OF Deaama..





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_m6a952255.png
Hormones. Snd In_lgen-t





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_268254df.png
+Cpler Gaven+






cover.jpg





tmp_4f11686457825168ce0edfed12a863a0_mt03fu_html_1edcc947.png
*Chétﬁ[el@ N

Live G
Witk Aug[omoloﬂe





