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Foreword

 


My first exposure to
Laurence Doyen's writing was a submission to Coming Together: For the Cure entitled "Ecstasy in E Minor." I was blown away by the
intense imagery and raw emotion in his words. It was undoubtedly
literary fiction, but it was also powerfully erotic. I soon learned
that he was a regular contributor to the subscription erotica site,
Ruthie's Club.

As I was, at that time, also an active
contributor, I had access to its archives. His work quickly rose to
the top of my electronic TBR pile. Given the level of talent at the
respected (and, unfortunately, now defunct) site, that's no small
achievement.

One afternoon about a year ago, a flash of
brilliance happened upon me, and I dashed off an email to Laurence
asking if he'd consider allowing me to publish a collection of his
work under the Coming Together name. To my delight, his reply was
both immediate and affirmative. He chose the National Organization
for Women as the benefit charity and had a manuscript on my desk in
no time flat.

With the editorial help of
Lisabet Sarai (who, incidentally, I hope to soon see under the
covers of her own collection), we present Coming Together: For Her.

 


peace & passion,

 


~ Alessia Brio


Introduction

 


Feminism, where have you
gone? Our obsession with sex, looks, and youth has never been so
profound. And for what? The good old
days are most decidedly over. The
term instant gratification
is tossed around, but if fortitude and stoicism
are things of the past, what else would explain the doldrums into
which this society finds itself cast?

Woman held the patent on endurance long
before it became an enduring trait of the Renaissance Man. It was
she who kept a watchful gaze over what was important. She had to do
it without the brute physical strength that could forcibly contain,
control, and pound earth into castle walls. Instead, the
perseverance of woman has always depended on will and intelligence.
And divine wit.

 


Wit was born one early morning many years
ago. Man threw the fur covers back from his bedrock marriage bed,
grunting and complaining to the cold of aches and pains and hard
labor, and pursuit of such things as flames, wheels and weaponry.
He, already yoked to another's employ. Asking aloud what he had
done to deserve such a cruel existence, he heard a wife—from within
the hearth where she made yesterday's kill palatable—opine that the
misery he renewed each and every day was self-made.

"But, it is our [Man's] destiny to own the
earth, command the sun and beat back the night. It is our Right by
God."

"And what is my role within this cruel
existence of yours?" she mused.

"To provide me sons who may deliver me some
peace."

"From whom?" she laughed. "Your god or your
foreman?"

 


Her greatest enemy was never me. I am but a
pest. She fights herself, a war waged in the name of Identity, the
thing put upon her like a collar, worn until it became fused to the
bone blades of those proud shoulders. We gave her an excuse, citing
her biological complexities; I hope she's finally ready to piss on
that rubbish. It is now when identity is more important for women
than anything else. Her greatest power—our success and survival as
a species—lies therein.

Still content as Vice-Sex? The Second
Gender? The Relegated? Does she truly believe the tagline of this
post-feminist world? That by owning her passions, desires and
aspirations, or that by being a leader, puts at risk her very
femininity? If so, she must continue to bear the knowledge
that—through eyes which perceive and by the thing that dangles—she
will be objectified. A sex thing, eternally.

There was an era that pre-dated our [Man's]
self-coronation as Nature's keeper. It was a time little like now,
where humanity's rejuvenation was in harmony with the planet's. We
did not exceed its material resources, stress its skies, nor
imperil life. Documentation of that bygone past is scarce. The
stories have all been replaced.

I once believed that inspiration was a
panacea to complacency. Now, I realize we are not so plagued by
ennui but rather exhaustion. It is through greed and excess,
selfishness and isolation that we are bankrupting our very way of
life, and no amount of inspired thought or motivation can change
that. We have passed the hour—as we must pass on the
self-congratulatory honor—of uplifting words, phrases on
billboards, and poignant bumper stickers. These things are no more
effective than spitting on a brush fire, sipping at flooded
streets, or using a needle and thread to sew a ruptured fault line.
And macroscopically, the television means to suggest that's all we
can muster.

All hope is not lost. I
see a shift away from the woman who appears satisfied with
little victories. If she
is unsettled by a feeling of what is being lost, we have a prayer.
The battle at home is done, so shall we dispense with the debate
over Le Role of Women? It is decided.

If I were a spectator from another world,
perhaps a distant time, I should be encouraged to see a banner
hanging from the trees, from the tallest steeples, and draped from
the poles north and south, a big red thing with white letters. It
would read:

 


Under New Management

 


If feminism is dead, so too must we lay
femininity to rest. And with it, this fragile species.

 


~ TR Lawrence


 


Bra Straps & Razor
Wire

 


In my hometown of Biloxi, Mississippi, the
story goes that a pumpkin farmer raced from his house toward the
frantic pleas of his eldest daughter who lay pinned beneath a
tractor. Upon seeing the girl, her father was seized by a
tremendous burst of adrenaline, a miraculous shot of superhuman
power that trebled his strength and allowed him to lift the machine
off her. Little did I realize, there within the parable of
Halloween lore, was the essence of society's dysfunctional
relationship with woman.

How apropos. I sat behind the wheel of my
rusted-out station wagon, sweat pouring over my temples and cheeks,
afraid. Gazing into my rear-view mirror once more, I tried to see
what no shortage of people had been fooled to assume was a young
man—perhaps a little effeminate, but a man no less. Tragically, the
one person my disguise couldn't fool was me. I saw the girl, the
girl God had fucked around and made. My bag was not full of candy,
but rocks. And with the last day of October, I was making All
Hallows Eve the night of my resurrection.

When finally I mustered the courage to face
down the mysterious black door and push it aside, I felt a cool
rush of refrigerated cigarette smoke and him. The scent of man,
chock-full and pissing, sweating, oozing adrenaline from every
pore. I gazed down at a sunken jack o'-lantern that looked as
though it could have been a leftover from last year. The stale
aroma of lager and sex only deepened my inebriation, and I barely
heard the command.

"Jesus, man. In or out!"

I stumbled in, letting the
door close behind me, and allowing a seedy darkness to swoop in.
Before my eyes had even adjusted, long before my fear was fully
sated, it occurred to me I'd been accepted. Jesus, man. The absence of a
syllable—homonym of rejection and pity—feeling no woe, told not,
"Whoa," for they saw not a wo-man before them.

I felt their eyes and bore the weight,
slinking into a dark corner strung with fabric cobwebs where I
could watch without being so greedily appraised. My felt hat stuck
to my head. My secondhand suit was rumpled and sweat-stained. My
heart beat feverishly as the waiter-devil came and went, and I sat
back to breathe the noxious fumes of testosterone, of whisky, and
of homosexuality.

It was a place where Halloween was practiced
like a dark art. Perched like museum sculptures in every corner of
the bar were men in one form of self-deceit or another. Angels in
black leotards, French maids with thick black mustaches, towering
men with large misshapen breasts in old housedresses stolen from
underused wives.

There were few places like it in the Bible
Belt of 1963. I'd heard tell of it from a friend—from several,
actually—who spoke of Dallas' underground fagdom with reverence.
I'd driven all the way from Mississippi to Texas the night I was
kicked out of college, desperate for some tangible truth about my
backward existence.

My parents had tried. No
counselor, no professional's opinion sought nor bought could shed
light on my situation. Then came the pills, or dummy capsules, as my father called
them. They left me scared of my skin, but otherwise quiet and
complacent. Naturally, it was then that my parents declared
victory.

Left alone to tend my burgeoning breasts,
blossoming hips and raging fertility, I found myself inept to deal
with boys and their disgustingly forward advances. None of it made
sense to me. I studied my peers—the other so-called pretty girls
who gushed over crushes—while, to me, such behavior seemed not only
cumbersome and awkward, but somehow unjust.

The epiphany—it must be
called that—was startlingly simple when it finally dawned. I'd sat
through enough Streetcar Named
Desire, watching the collision course of
men like Stanley Kowalski and women like Blanche Dubois. They raced
through my mind, every example of feminine weakness I'd been shown
since my awakening within society Americana. Not only had we been
consistently portrayed as brittle, fickle, confused, dim,
incompetent, emotional, quivering, trembling, bumbling, hopeless,
blushing, gushing, fussy and flighty—we were.

In the weeks leading up to my expulsion, I'd
felt it gaining strength. I felt as if my body were turning gold to
brown, and preparing to curl up and twist on the branch like a dead
leaf. Flyers announced the coming of the costumed orgies. Men and
women touched openly on campus. I'd hear a passing conversation
about what devil of a man he'd make, how delicious a wench she
might become. For one night, they could be anything but themselves
with the comfort of waking the following morning to shower away the
makeup and the hangover.

My hangover was born of a life in bondage.
My entire being so rejected the mold I was being forced to
accommodate that I knew there must be some mistake, some fatal
error on the chemical level. I was, as I saw it, a man sewn into
female flesh. I was convinced that God had taken a royal shit when
assigning my gender. Never mind the fact that I'd begun to crave
sex, actually fantasizing about the exquisite pain my friends
described à la cock meunière.

Early into that Halloween evening in Dallas,
men were competing for my attention, emptying their tales of sorrow
into my parched ears while we listened to the teeming peals of
costumed street urchins racing by unattended, outside our
sanctuary. I don't know why they felt comfortable with me, whether
it had anything to do with my secret, but as I smiled at the black
rubber bats dangling from the ceiling, I tried hard not to think
about it. I was being accepted. And more, I was just one of the
ghouls, slouching, pissing and moaning, bearing the weight of the
world on my shoulders and getting naught but ungrateful sneers from
its hetero-passenger.

"I wish she'd fall off a cliff."

I'd learned a lot about being a man.
Certainly, the married sort. Tragically, that Dallas bar was
nothing more glorious than a refuge for a man whose true self was
hostage to job and spouse, and the reality that November would soon
dawn. It seemed unthinkable to me—almost criminal—that these
pillars of bunched nerves and raw strength, parading around with
such pride and expression, could be brought to their emotional
knees by societal conformity. Unlike woman, man could rely on
himself. He ought to maintain duty to no one else. But, to listen
to my friends, it seemed as if I'd gotten it all wrong.

Either through fear of public ridicule,
church indoctrination or financial implosion—the way I saw it—the
great Dons of masculinity had been fooled, lured and bound by the
shackles of a society no longer appreciative of his ability to mold
life from raw material. He'd been sold a pithy freedom, then
weighted beneath the burden of responsibility to another—shackled
to a weaker wife and in-laws, forced to do menial chores and be in
bed by a reasonable hour.

And what of those who'd signed the contract
in blood, only to discover they'd no love for women at all?
Bludgeoned by the dictates of religion, the latent homosexuals
pledging servitude to a life they could never truly live. No less
gruesome than the black and white horror movie that flickered on
the bar's television screen.

It was a surprise when he slid his fingers
between mine. He was dressed as Humphrey Bogart. He was a fag who'd
had the good fortune of knowing what he was at puberty and never
looking back. He was mustached—older by the time I entered his
world—and in possession of the thickest black eyebrows I'd ever
seen. His wrinkles had been filled in with a black eye pencil to
make them more expressive. His arms wore a black coat of fur, and I
knew he was strong the moment he grabbed me.

We made our way past the sheets and spooks
and queer queens. I turned my back to him in the bathroom so he
could press against me, shove me against the wall. My body was
florid and aching, and he breathed hotly into my neck.

"Don't ever forget this night," he hissed.
How would I? I was a wilting virgin.

The catch unsnapped from the front of my
jeans, and he dragged them down over my butt, exposing my pale hot
flesh. I breathed deeply, feeling crushed by his weight and the
gauze bandages wrapped around my tits meant to hide them. He ought
have been a vampire the way he bit at my neck, and then he reached
past me to jab at the liquid soap dispenser. A blue gel spat into
his palm until overflowing, and he drew back, shoving his hand
between us.

I gasped at the cool sensation slithering
down the crack of my ass, then a finger—the first ever—as it pushed
to enter me. He kissed me, his free hand clinging tighter as he
misinterpreted my rectum's natural response to invasion.

"You'll be okay," he said gently. I believed
him and did my best to relax, waiting, fearful and full of want. He
plumbed me with his finger, and I listened to his breathing grow
heavy and moist. His Bogey hat fell to the floor, but I didn't
care. I felt dizzy, unable to draw a complete breath. No sooner had
I felt his finger's retreat that I experienced the first stab of
real pain. It was the moment I began to live—something akin to a
Christian's being born again—biting my lip and crying through the
bitter sting of soap and stretching. His cock began to fill me, and
I gazed wide-eyed into the cobweb-covered bathroom mirror,
beholding with awe his semi-holy expression of pure innocence, and
perhaps, yes, holiday gratitude.

Reality came crashing back when he placed
his hands at my hips and thrust. Forced forward to squint, clench
my teeth and clutch at the edges of the dirty sink, I was fucked
hard and without mercy. Steadying myself, I jabbed a hand down to
my crotch, stabbing a pair of fingers into an already sodden cunt.
A fire rippled through my thighs as he slammed against me. The
pressure was tremendous. Our moans melded—me growling as he
growled, groaning as he gritted his teeth and opened his mouth.

When he came, he told me. I visualized the
spurting weapon ejecting deep within my bowels as he shook and
whimpered. I couldn't even remember how it'd begun, now so readily
colliding with its feverish climax. Yes, a fucking miracle, and had
I come with him, it just might have been enough.

Later, as I lay draped across a loveseat in
the back of the bar, inebriated and listening to the kissing,
touching ghosts, I was overcome by a revolting body. My own. I
shivered and clung to myself. Playing a man had taken its toll. I
was Cinderella's wet dream, and midnight was nearing.

A man came to me in a violent dream. He slid
a stubby revolver into his long-tailed coat and beckoned me to
follow. We slipped like shadows into a theater, slinking over plush
carpets and pushing aside blood-red curtains as we went. All at
once, I saw a tall man who sat alone in his private box. His beard
was as scraggly as it was phony. He was tapping his knee in time to
the rhythm of a melody being hummed by the costumed actors below. I
stood stone-faced as the man beside me withdrew the revolver from
his coat, grinning a grin at me and whispering, "The trick is the
treat." When his victim toppled to the floor, I recognized the
costumed man as Abraham Lincoln.

I heard the call in my sleep, and when I
woke staggeringly sober, I knew what I must do. I was stronger than
I'd ever taken credit for, myself capable of throwing off the yoke
of oppression and leading my fellow man beyond a night of rotten
candy and childish pranks. I would stake our claim on November and
carry Halloween to the Promised Land. I could make the world
remember when men were masked avengers, crusaders with secrets we
proudly kept, leaders of all, slaves to no-one and nothing.

A cigarette was stuck in my face, and I took
a drag off it. "Be rid of her," I said. "I could do it."

The shadow before me, Jack Selig. He was
broad-shouldered and bear-like. He was JFK. Beautiful. He leaned
back and eyed me cautiously. After all, I'd just proposed he do his
wife and have done. We sat across from one another, the table a
clutter of beer bottles and a smoldering ashtray, the night dying
to wane but for our refusal to concede. Jack knew I was serious,
and the way he looked at me, I knew it too.

"She's home now. I could pay you to do it. I
will pay."

I'd rung the doorbell all of seventeen times
before a youngish woman with brown hair stood before me in a
nightgown. She was disheveled and upset.

"The trick is the treat," I said and forced
myself inside. Jack's wife screamed and collapsed to the floor
where I fell on top of her. But she was strong, and she clung to my
jacket and pulled me to the floor beside her.

"Who are you?" she cried, clawing my face
and mussing my costume. My hair came unfastened and fell over my
shoulders. She gathered it into her fingers and yanked.

"Christ!" I shouted, trying to get my arms
free of her nightgown.

"You're just a girl," she said, and I froze.
She let go of my hair and reached out to caress my face. I felt
tense and angry, as though I'd betrayed myself and my order. Her
touch was indescribable, gentle and yielding.

"Leave me alone," I said feebly. My brain
pulsed, and I felt flush with liquid heat and blood-red
confusion.

I could not be sure, but it seemed as though
she was unbuttoning my shirt, running her fingers over the rough
gauze wrapped around my chest. When the lengths of bandage fell
away, we gazed together at my breasts. The sharp nipples and small
bulbs blushed from where they endured the shell of the man I'd worn
like a cloak.

"It was awfully tight," said Jack's wife,
kissing between my breasts.
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