
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Media Whores

©2010, Made in DNA

 


Smashwords Edition

 


 


Discover other titles by Made in DNA at
Smashwords.com:


de Sade Assassins


A Real Woman Too


Slug Orgy

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person
you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase
it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

 


This work of fiction was
originally published as a microserial at Twitter.

 


 



PREFACE

For Twitter.com readers who caught the
original version, I hope you enjoyed what I have post-humorously
entitled MEDIA WHORES.

 


To be honest, it was completely off the
cuff, and not very well thought-out which in turn colored it short,
shallow, fast, and bittersweet. But then perhaps that was for the
best; microfiction for a world with a micro
attention-span.

 


Revised and expanded, this version
should be considered the ‘definitive’ edition, with its
‘easy-to-read’ format, no punches pulled.

 


For the uninitiated, fasten your
seatbelt.

 


—Made in DNA, July 2007

 


 


*****

 


This is a story. Mine,
maybe.

 


．　．　．

 


New Tokioh. A city that’s
been around a little too long. It is a Baudrillardian city.
Hyper-realistic-active and living well-beyond its shelf
life.

 


Buried like a giant
thermometer in the sphincter hole of the world, it brown-noses
life-sustaining power from the earth’s core.



Minus 1000 storeys @ 10000 stories
each. Burrows, dens and shelters: a hustle of blood, sweat, tears,
bullets and semen.

 


It huddles safely absconded under a
pond-scum tension, playing at life, vitality and
rebirth.

 


In reality, it is haunted by the
spasmatic lifeforce fear-buried above it in the wastelands of its
cultural mind.

 


The one saving grace in the
mad-sadness? Her: the media viperess who poisons society with the
paralyzing bite needed to (@@) us all.

 


．　．　．

 


Kurara. That's her name. No last
name.

 


A goddess of wet dreams and big sister
of kids’ programming.

 


Her business card reads: Professional
Sessionist. WTF!? But what's in a title when you crush people's
nuts for cold hard cash?

 


She claims to be the byproduct of a
society gone divorce-dysfunctional, youth-obsessed, and
junk-mad.

 


Mating that with incestuous parental
units, designer drug binges, and petty theft arrests... she makes
for a real gem.

 


Her days are filled by frothing, rabid,
lunge kill-crazy, brand-name consumers. Consumers of the byproduct
she oozes.

 


And her nights are staged by power
sickos lost in that lovin' feelin'.

 


I admit; I'm strung out on her. One
step away from overdose, and three from a sharp boot in the
'nads.

 


Kurara has a body, and a body of 1700
AV titles. Each one a block ball buster. Her resume reads like a
dirty magazine ad. As it should.

 


Kurara is a Nutcracker
Sweet.

 


A personal title I used to dub those
delicious SM mavens who punt the brainpans of rope-restricted
men.

 


I'd be a liar if I said I didn't go in
for it. How can I not? As cameraman, I integrate it into the lives
of others.

 


Whether or not the ladies are a product
of society is moot. They boot because it suits. The men deserve it.
They deserve to deserve it.

 


And what of me? Do
I deserve it? ... Maybe.
Maybe we all do.

 


Maybe it's part of the job of being a
'man'. We men 'pound that pussy!!!!!' Yeah! YEAH! We do... But it
doesn't make us gods. It shouldn't.

 


．　．　．

 


My invitation to the industry party
was, expectedly, an afterthought. A spot filler. An
applause-fluffer. Cameramen and stars don’t mingle.

 


But I can’t say ‘no’. Don’t know how.
I’m the shopping cart at the grocery store. No will of my own.
Squeaky, tick wheel defective.

 


She leeches on to me at the catering
table between the couscous and jambalaya.

 


At first, I don’t know her from the
faceless on the streets. And I instinctively run down my
personality hideyhole so as not to.

 


"Have you ever eaten sashimi from a
naked woman's body?" Her tone is conversational, sincerely
inquisitive, bizarrely honest.

 


I've heard better pickup lines from
JunkDNA addicts trolling donation clinics for unsuspecting
first-timers.

 


But in her
clodhopper pumps, she is an Amazon. I don't wish to fit on her
plate next to the yakisoba, and I am afraid to look at her
teeth.

 


"I'm sorry?" is the stumbling lunacy I
cough up.

 


"Sashimi off a naked woman." She pops a
gyoza and cocks her head at me. "Frankly, I'd rather just eat the
girl."

 


"There is that. But you have to watch
for pubic hair." I try to chuckle off-handedly. Non-chalantly? Can
you do that!?

 


She eyes me. "She shaves first." Mental
head-desk. "I would never eat a woman or off her, unless she shaved
first." That's the fact Jack.

 


And that’s that. She hounds me down the
rest of the table, invites herself to my table, and helps herself
to my plate. She bitchs me.

 


I weakly excuse myself to go to the
pisser, but she follows me down the long, twisting hall, and
camping, cat-like in a tiger-print top.

 


I bolt! But tweaked to the gills, she
has enhanced strength and speed. I fret-ponder if she's installed a
cannibal gene.

 


Her left hand reaches up under my neck
and using my own momentum against me, she plows me into the wall,
lifting me off my feet.

 


She rubs her body up against mine. A
petite, dark nipple pops from her halter top as she leans in to
phero-snif my mandible barcode.

 


A wet sigh betrays her lips. It is
quickly followed by a creek of blood that rivulets down her neck as
she takes a hunk of my earlobe.

 


It dribbles over the dark
nipple.

 


She drops to the floor in an
obedient-slave stance, one-knee, head bowed, fists on
floor.

 


My hands go to my neck and ear.
Panicked gasps. Chest heaving. Fear and a barely recognizable
feeling of bladder control.

 


But no time to breathe. She rips
through my jeans and deftly has me in hand before I can protest,
monstrously gulping my shaft.

 


What madness is this hard-on!?
When!?

 


Thoughts of protest fleetingly cross
the mire of my mind only to be torpedoed by my engorged libido.
Houston, we are clear for launch.

 


Lift off in 5.4.3.2—but the first blow
is not the one I expect; instead a lighting-speed, quick jab to the
short and curlies.

 


I buckle like cheap rice-paper
drywall.

 


Kurara throttles me again, hisses in my
ear, and then licks me in animal-apology. Her saliva mixes with
coagulating blood and a single tear.

 


How many licks does it take to get to
the center of a Footsie Hole Poopsie Tot?

 


The drunken specks of
lightspots have not left me before she is down to go down
again. slupslupjab. slupjabjabslup.
slupslappinchslup.

 


Blue balls has nothing on black and
blue balls. But is that the explanation behind the prizefighter
hard-on? Am I ill? Joy-fear tears.

 


．　．　．

 


The move to Kurara's bunker in
underAoyama is a swift affair as my possessions are fewer than my
obsessions.

 


For Kurara, boxing nuts is a hobby with
a money side-effect. Her clientele-tribe is as refined as green tea
powder, and twice as tasty.

 


Her daily regimen is no less than five
emasculations. Men crying under her bracing heel. Men she held in
the palm of her hand.

 


And though her techniques vary, the
result is always the same...

 


horrified, pain-engorged screech-panic
as family jewels are slowly grasped and methodically locked into
her inescapable vice-grip...

 


bulging to the point of pop-burst
between her fingers... the blood and gobs of flesh and seed like
kneaded hamburger meat.

 


Or maybe it is the taste of the
whipquick flash of her fist as it pummels tinkerbells back up into
abdomen never to drop again.

 


Her Bruce Lee fists would leave men on
the naked, cold pavement, praying the chill of the concrete would
seep through to douse the bellyfire.

 


Helleaven.

 


They love it. I love it. In a city
overclocked, underpaid, hypersensitive, kneejerked, slackjawed, and
rebooted, it is a paid skill.



 


．　．　．

 


Kurara’s media contract is a time-share
deal on her terms; renting herself out to multiple production
companies provisionally.

 


Filming is guerilla. Multiple
simultaneous shoots during alternating breaks.

 


She works with the karate kata
precision of a black belt, maiming the scene with her
presence:

 


nut an actor for an action flick, turn
to an explosive bukkake scene in a porn, headbutt a grateful fan
begging for an autograph.

 


Crowded shopping malls, public
transportation, and the occasional unsuspecting bystander were fair
game in the film-shooting wars.

 


Camera personnel co-opted every single
device in a given area: cell-PDAs, secure-cams, embedded schoolboy
softdrives.

 


Shameless flesh flicks. Unapologetic
sexploitation documentaries. Murderous bullet-fests. Mangled
maternity memoirs. Slaphappy school promos.

 


And I am there. I have no choice. Don't
want one. My desire to be her inner circlejerk is more than my
erection can handle.

 


She tweaks her contract. Includes me.
Appoints me johnnyonthespot with the camera work.

 


Every angle. Every blow. Every sploot
that hits my lens with a spiteful vengeance, I absorb.

 


I want it. Like I said, we men love
that pussy!!! Crave it too much.

 


With every cracking
fleshslap, we yeahyeah! cuz deep down we know it owns us.

 


The weeks and months crank by; ticking
spokes in the film reel; counting the moments in
framespersecond.

 


The audiences inject the
blood-spittle-semen infections like junkies. Hard for the fix of
sensory overload outlet it provides.

 


However nothing is forever in a city
that wears itself inside out so that it can display its own guts
like a little girl’s ribbon ponytail.

 


Kurara GoodFaces my SplatCam, and
wriggles her way to 5Hiromi's PV on the side when the villains of
this story step into frame. Literally

 


Two men and their entourage of bullets
rewrite the final scene of an awaiting bullets&broads
burner.

 


The Hong Kong director screeches her
approval as the lead actor/protagonist goes down in a flail of
slugs meant for everyone in particular.

 


The director wraps, pulls from
schedule, and tweets Kurara a paycheck.

 


“We’re here for a Kurara Hoorah-rah,”
the taller man of the two speaks. Kurara has no last name. He wants
to provoke her.

 


A well-timed cartoon-grotesque snigger
from tall man’s cardboard cutout partner laughtrack-overlays the
‘rah’.

 


Puppy-mill gangsters in Regent
hair-styles and pin-striped shark-skin seer-sucker
suits.

 


The seaweed from their
obviously cheap onigiri
lunch gawks at us from between their gold-capped
teeth.

 


An onlooking Kurara-fan boos and pays
the price as the cardboard cutout bluetooths the woman’s dog with a
leg-humping virus.

 


Kurara peppers the pair with a Medusan
glare that bluescreens an android bystander joining a gathering
crowd of OnNews@6 wannabes.

 


“I’m Kurara.”

 


The tall thug steps forward, “I
represent Pink Geisha AV Productions. We are here to register a
complaint.” He hands her a document.

 


Kurara strikes a dramatic pose as a
movie-of-the-week film company moves in to film her perspective. I
balance with the gangster’s.

 


Steely-eyed, she asks
“Reason?”

 


“You tweaked your contract without our
permission.”

 


“I don’t need your
permission. You need mine to bitch.” She chucks the complaint to an obedient
trash-droid.

 


Tall man sucks his teeth loudly,
working on the seaweed from his lunch and his thoughts. This drags
for several minutes.

 


Finally he speaks: “R.T.F.P.” he spells
out. Read The Fine Print.

 


Kurara replies with her own acronym:
“E.A.T.M.E.”

 


Cardboard
blusters, waving his pistol. “You stoopid coozy.” He makes the
mistake of moving on her. She drops to one knee grabbing
gonads.

 


An AV production team leaps into the
fray, cameras poised for Gonad Grapplers 27: Street
Meat-Beat.

 


Tall man snarls and moves to put his
pistol to Kurara's head. I swing my cam in a glancing blow to his
own.

 


His shot goes wild. The humping dog
yelps!

 


The gathering crowd of OnNews@6 bolts
like sheep before a collie. Kurara and I make like trees and
leave.

 


From behind us,
the gangsters endeavor to give us a proper send off:
profanity-point bullets.

 


As the gangsters fire, I turn to shoot
extra footage for the earlier rewritten movie, and glimpse reel to
reel mortality.

 


Skittering through the labyrinthine
tunnels of the city, we jigjag, zigzag, bump uglies, and purchase
sex insurance just in case.

 


Eventually we take a breather while I
upload my footage to various companies and shoot screencaps to my
v-resume via a video payphone.

 


Pay tweets my account; I go to
withdrawal it, thinking we might need to hole up somewhere for a
couple nights. Kurara stops me.

 


“Leave it for now.” I shrug and pick up
my cam. We are off again. Jiggityzig-slapandtickle. Film
in-progress.

 


Stopping at a rental locker, Kurara
pulls several large backpacks. They are full of what looks like
camping supplies.

 


She offers me a vacuum packet of dried
meat. Ripnjerk. Blackened pepper chicken. Chawnswallow. Tasty in
the tummy.

 


We skitter to the barely populated
outer rim far from our Aoyama abode. The city's gizzards: pipes,
shafts, ducts, vents, grates galore-ious.

 


But no hotel, Kurara leads us into a
Border’s Crooks—a sprawling gun shop with a no-wait, no-hate policy
and free ammo on Sundays! !KACHAK!

 


“What's this?”

 


“Supplies.”

 


“For what?”

 


“Time to move on.”

 


“On to where?”

 


“Tokioh.”

 


“We’re in Tokioh.”

 


“Not in, under.

 


“We’re headed for Old Tokioh,” she pats
me on the head like a child and continues shopping: grenades, tent,
trip wire, claymores, condoms...

 


My comprehension level drops
like elephant dung and sits there steaming, offering nothing more
than the odor of my stupidity. !PLURP!STENCH!

 


She goes hot pink FAMAS SV for herself
and hands me a gun-metal blue Steyr. Real-time battlefield-mood mp3
download package optional.

 


I realize she's all too serious well
after she's paid and walking through a door at the back of the
store. Above it is a sign: Later Gator!

 


And Jack came stumbling after. “These
are the chunnels to the surface… We’re running to the surface!?” My
stupid face flaps.

 


Kurara speaks with the assurance of a
decision made long before she was born. “I do not care to live in
the fantasy anymore.”

 


A wind bloated with a hint of sulfur,
sea air, and bodily gases cracks open my nostrils. “Buh.buh.But
there’s radiation…”

 


She smiles, cupping my face in one
hand, “Radiation pills. In your backpack. Enough for 3
years.”

 


She kisses me, gropes me, and moves on.
“Food!” I blurt. “What will we do for food?”

 


She doesn't bother to stop, her voice
careens from around a corner; a mad pinball ready to go multiball.
"It's bountiful in Old Tokioh.”

 


"What of the
zombies!?” I make my stand, foot down against insanity. Dead echo
ricochet reply.

 


I race after
her; a child lost in the bowels of a never-ending department store
buried somewhere under hell.

 


She is waiting
for me, scold in her eyes, but bemusement in her voice: “Taste like
chicken.” And pats her tummy.

 


“Eat the
zombies!?” The family jewels crawl up into my abdomen and shrivel.
Kurara eyes my crotch, one brow up in contemptuous
suspicion.

 


“They would eat us. Waste not, want
not." Kurara does not verbally fuck, it's a waste of good mind
ejaculation. She is UNdead serious.

 


“But their
flesh is... rotten!!”

 


“Nonsense. A
mythconception, it’s just jerkied.”

 


Zombie
jerky?... zombie jerky. ZOMBIE JERKY!???!?!!?

 


Sputter insanity! But too late to hurl
it at her feet, the chunnels have swallowed her in greedy,
gluttonous desert-camel-in-heat gulps.

 


I frantically scuttle after afraid of
being abandoned to the bowels betwixt the cities. A lone turd of
indeterminable firmness.

 


From nowhere and everywhere, the hollow
whisper of her voice feeds my addicted fear-drenched
desperation.

 


“The world changed millennia ago. We've
been denying it. Buried our heads and cities in the
sand.”

 


Her
voice tugs at the Geier Hitch in
my bullscrote. Desperation and desire brawl like warring, wounded
brothers.

 


Kurara tongueslips the sewer-lid Semi-I
cam a peek at her I/O port. It RAMs its ROM and allows us to pass
as its HARDdiks whirs.

 


．　．　．

 


Old Tokioh. A city left
behind when the World Took A Turn. Left, right or U, I know not
which, but there is no REturn.

 


The cracked, blistered sky coughs at
us as we step out into its festering breath. The city rots buzzing
about its own bloated corpse.

 


Everything is a permanent, burnt
azure. Color that instinctively makes little furry animals piss
blood.

 


For countless miles: hollow skeletal
remains grin lopsidedly in sallow solitude and plant-life gone to
wild like a woman's unkempt bush.

 


Desolation and destruction are the New
Black alongside the ubiquitous cans of death sold in street vending
machines.

 


Only one thing is more disturbing… the
hordes of zombies I expected to unscrewed our braintops for
breakfast, are absent.

 


As we walk walk walk walk, I am
strangely upset that they may have been misplaced by some prankish
folly!

 


In their absence is just the pungent
unwashed cheese stink of ferrocrete foreskins hanging limp and
improperly circumSUPERcised.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/3242
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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