
[image: image]


 

 

MAXIM JAKUBOWSKI is a London-based novelist and editor. He was born in the UK and educated in France. Following a career in book publishing, he opened the world-famous Murder One bookshop in 1988 and has since combined running it with his writing and editing career. He has edited a series of 12 bestselling erotic anthologies and two books of erotic photography as well as many acclaimed crime collections. His novels include It’s You That I Want To Kiss, Because She Thought She Loved Me and On Tenderness Express, all three recently collected and reprinted in the USA as Skin In Darkness. Other books include Life In The World of Women, The State of Montana, Kiss Me Sadly and Confessions Of A Romantic Pornographer. In 2006 he published a major erotic novel which he directed and on which 15 of the top erotic writers in the world have collaborated, America Casanova and his collected erotic short stories as Fools For Lust. He is a winner of the Anthony and the Karel Awards, a frequent TV and radio broadcaster, crime columnist for the Guardian newspaper and Literary Director of London’s Crime Scene Festival.


 

 

Also available

The Mammoth Book of 20th Century Science Fiction
The Mammoth Book of Awesome Comic Fantasy
The Mammoth Book of Best New Erotica 3
The Mammoth Book of Best New Horror 14
The Mammoth Book of Best New Science Fiction 16
The Mammoth Book of British Kings & Queens
The Mammoth Book of Celtic Myths and Legends
The Mammoth Book of Fighter Pilots
The Mammoth Book of Future Cops
The Mammoth Book of Great Detective Stories
The Mammoth Book of Great Inventions
The Mammoth Book of Hearts of Oak
The Mammoth Book of Heroes
The Mammoth Book of Historical Whodunnits
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: America
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: Ancient Egypt
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: Ancient Rome
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: Battles
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: In Britain
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: Everest
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: Naval Battles
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: WWI
The Mammoth Book of How It Happened: World War II
The Mammoth Book of International Erotica
The Mammoth Book of Jack the Ripper
The Mammoth Book of Maneaters
The Mammoth Book of Mountain Disasters
The Mammoth Book of Native Americans
The Mammoth Book of New Terror
The Mammoth Book of Private Eye Stories
The Mammoth Book of Prophecies
The Mammoth Book of Pulp Action
The Mammoth Book of Roaring Twenties Whodunnits
The Mammoth Book of Roman Whodunnits
The Mammoth Book of SAS & Elite Forces
The Mammoth Book of Science Fiction Century Volume I
The Mammoth Book of Seriously Comic Fantasy
The Mammoth Book of Sex, Drugs & Rock ’n’ Roll
The Mammoth Book of Sorcerers’ Tales
The Mammoth Book of Space Exploration and Disasters
The Mammoth Book of Special Forces
The Mammoth Book of Storms & Sea Disasters
The Mammoth Book of Short Erotic Novels
The Mammoth Book of Sword and Honour
The Mammoth Book of The Edge
The Mammoth Book of Travel in Dangerous Places
The Mammoth Book of True War Stories
The Mammoth Book of UFOs
The Mammoth Book of Vampires
The Mammoth Book of War Correspondents
The Mammoth Book of Women Who Kill
The Mammoth Encyclopedia of Extraterrestrial Encounters
The Mammoth Encyclopedia of Modern Crime Fiction
The Mammoth Encyclopedia of Unsolved Mysteries


THE MAMMOTH BOOK OF

Best
New Erotica

Volume 7

Edited and with an Introduction by Maxim Jakubowski

ROBINSON
London


 

 

 

Constable & Robinson Ltd
55–56 Russell Square
London WC1B 4HP
www.constablerobinson.com

First published in the UK by Robinson,
an imprint of Constable & Robinson Ltd, 2007

Collection and editorial material copyright © Maxim Jakubowski, 2007

All rights reserved. This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out or otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

A copy of the British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library.

ISBN 978 1 84529 480 9
eISBN 978 1 47210 779 4

Printed and bound in the EU

1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2


Contents

Acknowledgments & Copyright

Maxim Jakubowski

INTRODUCTION

Tara Alton

THE DIRE CONSEQUENCES OF MY LIBIDO

Florence Dugas

THE PROTOCOL OF LA FÈRE

Mike Kimera

HAND-JOBS

Alana Noel Voth

ATTEMPT TO RISE

Maxim Jakubowski

BY THE SPY WHO LOVED ME

Alison Tyler

DON’T LOOK BACK

Marilyn Jaye Lewis

AFTER HOURS

Matt Thorne

FIVE TIMES

Rose B. Thorny

MAESTRO

Tsaurah Litzky

SERENDIPITY

Ashley Lister

THE GOOD PLACE

Kim Wright

DANGEROUS GAMES WITH COMPETENT PEOPLE

Ian Watson & Roberto Quaglia

THE PENIS OF MY BELOVED

Shanna Germain

CHERRY BOTTOM

Jeremy Edwards

MINDY’S PHEROMONES

Kevin Mullins & Marcelle Perks

UNDERNEATH

Robert Buckley

THE COURTYARD

Cameo Sunset Brown

GRAVE CIRCUMSTANCE

Gwen Masters

IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

Thomas S. Roche

DISCIPLINARY ACTION

Kristina Lloyd

NOTHING BUT THIS

M. Christian

BETTY CAME

Nikki Magennis

UNDERCOVER

Barry Baldwin

BOYS AND GIRLS COME OUT TO PLAY

Debra Hyde

TIGHT SPOTS

Julie Saget

THE MAN FROM ALBUQUERQUE

Claude Lalumière

THE FOUR ELEMENTS

Tara Alton

BETHANY BAREFOOT

Kristina Wright

THE STARS FELL DOWN

Mitzi Szereto

IT’S ALL RIGHT, MA (I’M ONLY BLEEDING)

O’Neil De Noux

KISSABLE CLEAVAGE

Saskia Walker

WATCHING LOIS PERFORM

Jacqueline Applebee

BACK BY THE WEEKEND

Susannah Indigo

STUCK INSIDE THE UH-OHS WITH THE RED STATE BLUES AGAIN

Rachel Kramer Bussel

SHARING THE PERFECT COCK

W. S. Cross

MAKING DO

Elspeth Potter

POPPET

Donna George Storey

JUST WORDS

Lisabet Sarai

POKER NIGHT

Sophie Mouette

ALL ABOUT THE RATINGS

Andrea Miller

THE MAGICIAN

Susan DiPlacido

COYOTE BLUES

Holly Phillips

VIRGIN OF THE SANDS

Sage Vivant

BLUES IN THE NIGHT

Don Rasner

THE WEDDING DRESS

J. D. Munro

ABSTINENCE MAKES THE HEART GROW


Acknowledgments and Copyright

The Dire Consequences Of My Libido © 2006 by Tara Alton. First published in SLIPTONGUE.COM. Reprinted by permission of the author.

The Protocol Of la Fère © 2006 by Florence Dugas (translation by Paul Buck and Catherine Petit). First published in OOH LA LA, edited by Maxim Jakubowski & Franck Spengler. Reprinted by permission of Editions Blanche, Paris.

Hand-Jobs © 2006 by Mike Kimera. First published in EROTICA READERS & WRITERS ASSOCIATION. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Attempt to Rise © 2006 by Alana Noel Voth. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. Reprinted by permission of the author.

By The Spy Who Loved Me © 2007 by Maxim Jakubowski. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Don’t Look Back © 2006 by Alison Tyler. First published in EXPOSED, edited by Alison Tyler. Reprinted by permission of the author.

After Hours © 2006 by Marilyn Jaye Lewis. First published in NAUGHTY SPANKING STORIES FROM A TO Z, vol 2, edited by Rachel Kramer Bussel. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Five Times © 2006 by Matt Thorne. First published in SUCCOUR. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Maestro © 2006 by Rose B. Thorny. First published in EROTICA READERS & WRITERS ASSOCIATION. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Serendipity © 2006 by Tsaurah Litzky. First published in DARE. Reprinted by permission of the author.

The Good Place © 2006 by Ashley Lister. First published in DYING FOR IT, edited by Mitzi Szereto. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Dangerous Games With Competent People © 2006 by Kim Wright. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. Reprinted by permission of the author.

The Penis of my Beloved © 2006 by lan Watson & Roberto Quaglia. First published in LUST FOR LIFE, edited by Claude Lalumière & Elise Moser. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Cherry Bottom © 2006 by Shanna Germain. First published in LUSCIOUS, edited by Alison Tyler. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Mindy’s Pheromones © 2006 by Jeremy Edwards. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Underneath © 2006 by Kevin Mullins & Marcelle Perks. First published in DYING FOR IT, edited by Mitzi Szereto. Reprinted by permission of the author.

The Courtyard © 2006 by Robert Buckley. First published in EROTICA READERS & WRITERS ASSOCIATION. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Grave Circumstance © 2006 by Cameo Sunset Brown. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. Reprinted by permission of the author.

In the Middle Of Nowhere © 2006 by Gwen Masters. First published in RUTHIE’S CLUB. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Disciplinary Action © 2006 by Thomas S. Roche. First published in NAUGHTY SPANKING STORIES FROM A TO Z, VOL 2, edited by Rachel Kramer Bussel. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Nothing But This © 2006 by Kristina Lloyd. First published in WICKED WORDS: SEX AND SHOPPING. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Betty Came © 2006 by M. Christian. First published in SEX IN THE SYSTEM, edited by Cecilia Tan. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Undercover © 2006 by Nikki Magennis. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Girls and Boys Come Out To Play © 2006 by Barry Baldwin. First published in SLIPTONGUE.COM. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Tight Spots © 2006 by Debra Hyde. First published in CAUGHT LOOKING, edited by Alison Tyler & Rachel Kramer Bussel. Reprinted by permission of the author.

The Man From Albuquerque © 2006 by Julie Saget (translation by Paul Buck and Catherine Petit). First published in OOH LA LA, edited by Maxim Jakubowski & Franck Spengler. Reprinted by permission Editions Blanche, Paris.

The Four Elements © 2006 by Claude Lalumière. First published in REFLECTIONS EDGE. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Bethany Barefoot © 2006 by Tara Alton. First published in SLIPTONGUE.COM. Reprinted by permission of the author.

The Stars Fell Down © 2006 by Kristina Wright. First published in CAUGHT LOOKING, edited by Alison Tyler & Rachel Kramer Bussel. Reprinted by permission of the author.

It’s All Right, Ma (I’m Only Bleeding) © 2006 by Mitzi Szereto. First published in DYING FOR IT, edited by Mitzi Szereto. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Kissable Cleavage © 2006 by O’Neil De Noux. First published in NEW ORLEANS CONFIDENTIAL. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Watching Lois Perform © 2006 by Saskia Walker. First published in SLAVE TO LOVE, edited by Alison Tyler. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Back By The Weekend © 2006 by Jacqueline Applebee. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Stuck Inside the Uh-Ohs With The Red State Blues Again © 2006 by Susannah Indigo. First published in SEX AND LAUGHTER. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Sharing The Perfect Cock © 2006 by Rachel Kramer Bussel. First published in CAUGHT LOOKING, edited by Alison Tyler & Rachel Kramer Bussel. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Making Do © 2006 by W. S. Cross. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Poppet © 2006 by Elspeth Potter. First published in SEX IN THE SYSTEM, edited by Cecilia Tan. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Just Words © 2006 by Donna George Storey. First published in BEST WOMEN’S EROTICA 2007, edited by Violet Blue. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Poker Night © 2006 by Lisabet Sarai. First published in WHIPPED, edited by Carol Queen. Reprinted by permission of the author.

All About The Ratings © 2006 by Sophie Mouette. First published in WICKED WORDS: SEX IN THE KITCHEN. Reprinted by permission of the author.

The Magician © 2006 by Andrea Miller. First published in GOOD VIBES. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Coyote Blues © 2006 by Susan DiPlacido. First published in RUTHIE’S CLUB. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Virgin Of The Sands © 2006 by Holly Phillips. First published in LUST FOR LIFE, edited by Claude Lalumiere & Elise Moser. Reprinted by permission of the author.

Blues In The Night © 2006 by Sage Vivant. First published in THE MILF ANTHOLOGY, edited by Cecilia Tan & Lori Perkins. Reprinted by permission of the author.

The Wedding Dress © 2006 by Don Rasner. First published in CLEAN SHEETS. All attempts to reach the author have failed and he is requested to contact us.

Abstinence Makes The Heart Grow © 2006 by J. D. Munro. First published in THE MEAN. Reprinted by permission of the author.


Introduction

Maxim Jakubowski

Is there any evidence of a seven-year itch? Or should we even be mentioning itches when it comes to a collection of sexual stories? I just ask as this is already the seventh volume of the Mammoth Book of Best New Erotica. How time flies.

Technically speaking, it’s actually the twelfth volume, as the initial five collections I assembled came with individual titles (in succession, The Mammoth Book of Erotica, International Erotica, New Erotica, Historical Erotica and Short Historical Novels) before we moved to a common title and settled on a successful formula whereby I hunted down the best stories published in print and online during the preceding twelve calendar months. And I’m not even including the two individual volumes of erotic photography, which also fit into the series.

A lot of flesh, much lust, an abundance of emotions and epiphanies and thrills galore! You’d think that by now I would be bored at the prospect of swimming in those erotic seas all over again. On the contrary, the experience proves each new year to be as invigorating and provocative as ever. Good writers with an assured feel for this much-maligned genre somehow always manage to renew their inspiration and come up with stories which shed new lights and perspectives on the dangerous currents of sexuality in all its forms, and as a bystander and an editor I get caught up all over again.

Many of my (and your) favourite authors make welcome appearances in this new volume, together with new names. These wonderful tales of sex, sweat, lust and desire unbound originate from all over the world, and from publications cast wide and far. The past year has proven a particularly fertile one for original anthologies, and I counted over 20 whilst prospecting for this book, but magazines on the Internet and also of a more literary nature (and not specifically erotic) also yielded some fascinating tales.

Savour slowly.

Maxim Jakubowski


The Dire Consequences of My Libido

Tara Alton

Claude

I first learned about the dire consequences of my libido when I was twelve years old and I fell in love with my sister’s stuffed rabbit. His name was Claude, but let me get one thing out in the open about our situation. He was the one who began our romance when he kept staring at my bare legs from the shelf on the wall during the night.

At first, our relationship was only a friendship. I told him all my secrets, even the deep dark ones that I never told anyone else, and he told me how lonely he was sitting up there on the shelf all the time. It was tragic really. We were two lost souls looking for something missing in our lives.

A few months later, my parents kept wondering why Claude was going bald. My father thought it was moths. My mother thought my sister was giving him haircuts with cuticle scissors because she wanted to become a hair stylist one day.

The mystery was solved one night when I was caught dry humping him in my bed when I thought everyone was asleep. Of course, there was a lot of crying and screaming, and of course, no one would listen to me about how much I loved him and how much he loved me in return.

The following day, my parents took Claude into the backyard where they burned him in a pile of autumn leaves. As my sister shed tears for the loss of her toy, they comforted her and ignored my tragic wailing. They didn’t understand they were killing my best friend.

That was when I learned I would never forget the sound of a stuffed rabbit screaming.

The Big Race

When I turned fourteen, my parents enrolled me in the swim team after school so I couldn’t sit at home every evening, watching old horror movies and writing morbid poems about dead rabbits.

Why they chose swimming, I had no idea. I hated swimming because my breasts were already developing beyond a C cup, and they were constantly getting in my way as I tried to perform the strokes.

As the weeks of practice went by though, I slowly began to learn how to move my body gracefully in the water, and it seemed to embrace me in return. The pool became the one place where I could let my thoughts go. No one cared what I said to the water when my head was beneath it. I came to love the water much like Claude, and I thought it loved me back.

For the first time in my life, I started to excel at something. I began winning races. My parents offered up their praise and talked about my success at the dining room table instead of my sister’s accomplishments.

At the end of the summer, there was the championship race. I was the favorite to win the breaststroke, but they didn’t tell me I was going to be racing against a long-limbed girl named Betty Snow.

Betty was beautiful in a way I had never seen before, and the sight of her bare legs gave me goose bumps. There was a curious dreamy feeling blooming inside me that I had only felt for boys before.

Unfortunately, she was in the lane next to me for our race. As we dove into the water, I found I couldn’t tear my gaze away from her, so I was keeping pace with her. The water seemed to sense my distraction, and it made it that much harder to swim. I decided I was only going to have one more look at her when suddenly the wall of the pool was in front of me. The race was over. I had lost to Betty Snow.

I’ll never forget that moment when I looked over to my team, realizing I had just lost the championship for them. You should have seen the look they gave me in return because they knew I hadn’t swum my best.

After that day, my parents no longer mentioned my achievements at the dining room table. To my sister’s relief, she was once more the shining star.

The Middle Finger

When I was sixteen, I tried to find a job to make some extra pocket money, but the only thing I could find was babysitting some kids who no one else wanted to babysit because they were little monsters. What made it worse was that their father brought them things like ancient jungle gyms from the junk yard where he worked. Their yard looked like a set from a Tim Burton movie.

The worst monstrosity in the back yard was the rotating teeter-totter. I thought it reminded me of a giant rotating spider that spun around, and I despised it the moment I saw it. The kids thought it was the best thing their father had ever brought them.

In an effort to get them to go to bed, I promised to push them around on it one more time when my finger slipped into the middle gear. It felt funny for a moment and then I pulled it out. The top of my finger was dangling off, hanging on by a tiny bit of skin, the bone exposed.

Thankfully, amongst the horrifying screams of the kids, I had the presence of mind to flip the top of my finger back over the bone before I passed out.

A neighbor heard the commotion and called my parents. I woke up to my parents taking me to the emergency room. In the examination room, I sat with my father, waiting for a doctor, my finger soaking in a pan of lukewarm water. It painfully throbbed every so often to remind me it wasn’t a bad dream.

The nurse had asked me to take off my top. I wasn’t sure why I needed to sit there in my bra, but I obeyed, trying to avoid my father’s embarrassed gaze. Once I had grown beyond a C cup, my mother had gone into complete denial about the size of my breasts. I was pouring over the top of my bra like a movie star on the red carpet.

To my delight, my doctor wasn’t some old man. He was young and tall, dark and handsome. I don’t know what came over me, but suddenly my posture changed. As he examined my wounded finger, I felt gooseflesh rise up along my arms from his touch. I hadn’t felt this since Betty Snow.

To my surprise, I realized he was stealing glances at my breasts. This was wonderful. A gorgeous doctor was actually checking me out. I felt like a real woman for the first time.

I leaned forward so he could see more of my cleavage.

Suddenly, my father cleared his throat and left the examination room.

I couldn’t believe I was alone with my doctor. All sorts of sexy scenarios started playing in my head. I wanted to give him a kiss he would remember for the rest of his life when the examination room curtain suddenly opened.

There stood my father with an ancient doctor beside him. Before I could open my mouth to protest, the younger doctor was asked to leave and the older doctor took over. I stared daggers at my father as the older doctor examined my finger. Couldn’t he see this old coot was wearing huge coke bottle glasses?

A week later when the bandages came off, we learned he had sewn the tip of my finger back on crooked. I wanted to tell my father this was his fault, but he gave me a look that said if I hadn’t flirted with the young doctor, this wouldn’t have happened.

The Sweater

For the next two years, I tried not to feel self-conscious about my crooked finger, but it was hard. I blamed it for my not having any goose bumps since Claude, Betty or the young doctor. Who would want a deformed girl like me?

Meanwhile my sister was the dating princess. She had no problems keeping a steady stream of boyfriends who adored her.

Finally, in my senior year, I came across some possible goose bump material. I was developing a crush on a boy named Ben and I was almost sure he liked me back. He was sweet and sincere, and he had the nicest smile. Every day, we met in between classes to talk about horror movies, which he loved as much as I did.

One weekend, he asked me to go to the movies with him, but I wasn’t sure if he was asking me as a date or a friend. I was too afraid to ask him, but I decided if I wore something sexy, it might just give him the motivation to let me know if he was interested in me beyond being pals.

The problem was that I didn’t own anything sexy. I mostly wore shapeless black clothes, like a badly dressed Goth girl. On the other hand, my sister owned an entire girly wardrobe encompassing the entire spectrum of the rainbow.

Therefore, I decided to borrow my sister’s favorite lucky pink sweater without asking her. I knew she would have said no, because she secretly hated me ever since Claude.

That evening as I wore her sweater, I felt as if I was wrapped in a fluffy pink dream. It hugged my every curve, and it revealed more than ample skin. Ben couldn’t take his eyes off me. He didn’t even look at the screen when the movie started, and he had been waiting for this movie to open for months.

It didn’t take him long to turn my head toward him to kiss me. His warm, sweet mouth lingered on mine. Immediately, I started kissing him back, my body flushing with a sudden heat. Taking his hands in mine, I pushed them toward my breasts. I hadn’t felt this aggressive since I leaned toward the young doctor.

Before I knew it, he had slipped his hands under the back of my sister’s sweater, fumbling with my bra hooks, trying to get access to my bare breasts, but there wasn’t a lot of room because everything was so tight.

Suddenly, he gave up on getting it undone and slid his hands around the front, going right under the underwire to my bare skin. The room swooned. I closed my eyes as he squeezed my breasts.

“Oh, Claude,” I said.

Abruptly, he stopped. My eyes flew open. He was looking at me in horror. I had called him “Claude”. How could I ever explain to him who Claude was?

We sat in silence for the rest of the movie, and he didn’t even say goodbye to me when he dropped me off at home. I wore my coat until I got upstairs, and then I hid the sweater in the rear of our closet, my sister already asleep in her bed.

The next morning, I woke to her rummaging in the closet. She said she needed her favorite lucky sweater because she had an important job interview, and if she got this job, she could move out, find her own apartment and start her new life.

I cringed. Why did she need this sweater today? It was badly stretched out because of Ben’s fumbling, and I was going to take it to the dry cleaners to see if they could fix it. The moment I heard her suck in her breath, I knew she had found it. I couldn’t see the wrath on her face because I was under the covers as she pummelled me with her fists.

That afternoon, I heard her in the kitchen with our mom. She was crying. Without her lucky sweater, she didn’t have the confidence she needed to win the interview. She didn’t get the job. She wasn’t moving out. She blamed me for ruining her new life.

The String of Unfortunate Jobs

After I graduated high school, I knew I didn’t want to end up working at Denny’s restaurant like my sister and living at home. Thank goodness, I lucked out finding a job as a receptionist at a tattoo parlor and I made enough money to rent a little studio apartment.

It wasn’t a bad job, mostly making appointments, keeping the lobby organized, and giving after care instructions to the recently tattooed. Big Mike was the owner. He was strictly appointment only, while his two apprentices did the walk-ins.

Big Mike was not only called “big” because he was one of the owners, but because he was a tall, barrel-chested man with an intense, unapologetic personality. He came across as gruff and intimidating, but it was only because he was a perfectionist.

His girlfriend treated me with indifference usually reserved for office temps. She was tall, blond, and stacked, but there was something rough around the edges and there was a rumor her breasts were fake. I’d even heard she worked as a stripper. She was a silent partner in the tattoo studio, and she and Big Mike had a volatile on and off again relationship.

After a couple months of working there and withstanding his outbursts, Big Mike started to act as if I was maybe going to become a permanent part of the studio. He asked me if I was ever going to get any tattoo work done myself. All my money was going into rent, so he suggested we stay after work one night; he would tattoo me for free, a perk of the job.

Right away, I knew what I wanted from the moment I saw it. It was a piece of artwork of a grey-shaded rabbit, and I wanted Claude’s name beneath it.

We stayed after work on a Friday night. I had decided I wanted it on my upper arm, but my shirtsleeve was too tight to roll up. Big Mike told me to take off my shirt. He’d seen a million breasts before. It was no big deal to sit there in my bra while I got my tattoo. I waited for him to stare at my cleavage like the young doctor had, but he was intently focused on tattooing the outline of the rabbit on my arm.

Quickly, I realized getting tattooed hurt a lot more than I had imagined. Here I was telling customers it would be no more painful than a bee sting or an intense scratch, but it really stung.

Big Mike finished the lettering of Claude’s name and he was halfway through the shading when he said he needed a smoke break. I got up to look at in the mirror when suddenly he was behind me. I thought he was going to look at my arm in the mirror when he spun me around and kissed me.

This was no kiss like from a boy like Ben. This was a kiss from a real man, and it made my toes curl. Alarms sounded off in my brain, but the intensity of his mouth on mine drowned it out.

I kissed him back, with all those years of pent up passion. Grappling each other’s bodies, we stumbled. He pushed me back against the mirror, and started to kiss the side of my neck, his hand coming up to squeeze my breast from beneath.

“God, they are real,” he moaned.

I started to reach around to undo my bra when I heard a distant screaming. For a second, I flashed on the other screams I had heard in my life, Claude, my sister as she pummelled me with her fists and then I realized it was coming from the front door of the studio.

Big Mike’s girlfriend was standing there, screaming at us, fumbling with her keys. The moment she got the door open, I thought Big Mike might actually defend me, but she pulled out a knife from her designer purse and came after him. I ran out of there, my belongings trailing in my hand, my tattoo half finished, never to return.

The Vibrator

After the tattoo studio incident, I found it hard to find another good paying job without a reference. I had to take two crap jobs, and even then, I still wasn’t making enough money to pay the rent on my studio. My parents wouldn’t let me move back home because my sister was still there, but they said my great-aunt was looking for a live-in caretaker.

Therefore, I quit my two crap jobs and I moved in with her to take care of her.

Within a week, I realized living with her made me feel as if I was under house arrest. She constantly wanted to know what I was doing, and she had hundreds of poodle statues, which I had to dust every day. On top of that, she kept the house freezing cold, and it was a huge undertaking just to keep track of all her prescriptions at all the pharmacies around town.

Time had not been kind to her. She seemed like a man in drag with her sunken chest, bad wigs, knobby knees and smoker’s voice. She was completely addicted to steak, cigarettes, lime green Jell-O, her daily pill cocktail and her TV reality shows.

Constantly, she harped at me to cut my hair short and to get a manicure. According to her, a young woman my age should not have long hair and hangnails, but with my deformed finger, who would want to manicure me?

One afternoon, I was so frustrated with the living arrangements that I picked up a personal massager at one of the drug stores. I needed to find some relief somewhere.

Upon arriving home, I discovered a note from her saying that she had gone to a friend’s house to watch the finale of one of her reality shows. Jackpot! I finally got some time alone. I ripped open the personal massager, only to find it didn’t come with batteries, nor did I find any in the junk drawer. I did the only thing I could. I raided her TV remote, thinking I could replace them when I was finished.

In the privacy of my bedroom, I gave myself a rocking orgasm, fantasizing about Big Mike coming to rescue me, fucking the shit out of me and finishing my tattoo.

After the glow of my orgasm finally faded, I padded into the kitchen wearing my dressing gown to make some popcorn. This had to be the best evening I had had in weeks.

Just as I was settling down with a novel, a diet cola and bowl of the popcorn, the front door opened. In walked my great-aunt, looking more harried than I had ever seen her before. She told me she had a fight with her friend who had asked her to leave and now she was missing the crucial moment on her TV show.

Grabbing the remote, she tried to change the television to the right channel. It wasn’t working. She slapped it on her hand. I froze. I hadn’t replaced the batteries yet. Immediately, she started freaking out.

Attacking the front of the television, her gnarled fingers grazing the tiny buttons that no one had ever used before, she vainly tried to change the channel. I leapt up, ready to run to my bedroom to get the batteries when suddenly, she fell to the ground.

I ran to her side. She was clutching her chest. Her eyes were rolling back in her head.

“The batteries are in my vibrator,” I cried. “I can get them.”

“Call 911,” she gasped.

At the hospital, the doctors said she was going to be fine. She didn’t have a heart attack. It was a panic attack, but by the look in her eyes, I knew I had lost my home.

Toby

After sending my great-aunt to the hospital, I decided I was never going to let my libido ruin my life again. I lived in my car for a few weeks before I landed a job at a little auto parts factory. The place was a shit hole, but it gave me enough money to rent a room at a weekly rate motel in the dingy side of town.

My life would have been completely horrible if I hadn’t finally met someone a few months later. His name was Toby and in some ways, he reminded me of Ben. He was sweet and sincere, and he had the nicest smile. I had met him when I was trying to land a part time weekend job at a bookstore, and he mistook my second hand designer suit as my usual attire. I didn’t get the job, but he did take my phone number.

Toby had fifteen years on me. He was a little overweight, a little bald, and he liked pastel-colored polo shirts and khaki pants. Clearly, he wasn’t my usual type, but I thought I could really go places with him. He called me several times a week, sent me flowers, and he took me out to dinner every Saturday night. He wasn’t all about getting into my pants either. The most he had done so far was hold my hand, call me sweetheart and give me a dry kiss on the cheek.

I told myself I was relieved that he never noticed my crooked middle finger. I didn’t have to explain what happened. It was a good sign that I never felt the need to share the stories about the dire consequences of my libido. Why would a decent man like him what to hear those gory details?

Quite simply, he said he liked me. He promised me things. He used the word “we”.

Most of all, he didn’t creep me out like my neighbor who I liked to call The Mechanic. This man was in his early thirties and he sat outside his apartment door, wearing no shirt, while he smoked endless cigarettes every evening. The owner of the building said he worked at a nearby garage.

The Mechanic had one of those intense vibes, as if he had seen and done everything, and nothing would catch him off guard. There was nothing sweet or sincere about him. He was probably disturbed, judging by the intense look in his dark eyes and his willingness to engage in heated discussions with our other neighbors.

Once when he was taking his garbage to the dumpsters, he had spotted me dancing in my underwear in my apartment through my front window when I forgot to close the curtains. After that, I hadn’t been able to look in his direction for days.

One evening, Toby was supposed to take me to an expensive dinner at a new restaurant. I was all dressed up in a twin set and skirt that I had bought at a thrift store. Except for a loose button and a tiny stain, they were practically new. I colored in the scratches on my black pumps with a magic marker and I sat on the sofa to wait for him.

Half an hour later, he hadn’t shown. My phone rang. He said he was running late and asked if I would please wait for him. Of course, I said I would wait, even though I was exhausted after working overtime at the factory.

The moment I hung up my phone though, I kicked off my shoes and peeled off the top layer of my twin set. My apartment was stifling hot and I felt as if I was going to expire any moment in these clothes. I closed my eyes for a moment, wondering if I should dig out my ancient electric fan, when I dozed off.

I had one of those dreams, the kind that had been haunting me ever since I had been dating Toby and I decided to take the high road away from my libido. It featured The Mechanic, of course, and I was doing terrible, horny, vivid things with him that would make a porn star blush.

Suddenly, I woke and looked disorientated around my apartment. What time was it? Where was Toby? My entire body seemed to be burning up. Slipping my pumps back on, I stepped outside my apartment to cool off.

The Mechanic was sitting in his lawn chair.

“So where is your boyfriend?” he asked me. “I thought you always went out with him on Saturday nights.”

Trying to push the recent images of my dream to the back of my mind, I glared at him.

“I’m really surprised that is the type you go for,” he said.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

He shrugged.

“Why are you even speaking to me?” I asked.

He didn’t answer me. I couldn’t believe he was judging my choice in men when he didn’t even know me.

Teetering in my pumps on the driveway gravel, I walked over to him to give him a piece of my mind. Upon seeing him closer, I knew this was a mistake, because he was even sexier. There was a cleft in his chin I hadn’t noticed before.

“You know this is none of your business,” I said.

“I just thought you might go for a different type,” he said.

He was baiting me to argue with him, I thought. Why did I ever walk over here? I should just walk away.

I turned to go, but my pump slipped on the gravel. My foot twisted. I tried to right myself, but I lost my balance. I fell right into his lap.

For a moment, we were both so stunned that we just sat there staring at the other, but then he kissed me. It was a surprising kiss. It was nothing like kissing him in my dream or kissing Ben or kissing Big Mike. Of course, his mouth tasted like an ashtray, but he was an amazing kisser. There was hunger, but not a crushing need to make me submit. Quite simply, it was a kiss that could last an hour, and I found myself lost in it, drawn inside it, not knowing which way was up.

Suddenly, I heard car tires on the gravel. I opened my eyes to see Toby in his car slowly passing us, his stunned face in the window. I leapt off the mechanic’s lap, but Toby slammed his foot on the gas pedal and spun the car around. It fishtailed wildly as he tried to steer it out of the parking lot. He clipped the mailboxes and the car came to an immediate halt.

I ran over to his car and frantically opened the driver’s side door.

“Are you all right?” I cried.

He looked over at me, blinking in disbelief. Then his gaze stopped on my arm.

“What is that on your arm?” he asked.

I froze. I had never shown him my tattoo either.

“It’s Claude,” I said.

He shook his head.

“I can’t believe I’ve been dating a tattooed whore,” he said.

Closing his car door, he backed up his car and sped out of the driveway.

I stood there stunned. Once again, my libido had ruined everything. I would never have a normal life, a decent job, or a good home. I would never have a straight middle finger. I would never meet the man of my dreams.

With a start, I realized The Mechanic was standing behind me. I spun and faced him. Had he been there the entire time? Had he heard everything? I bit my lower lip, realizing my mouth was still tingling from his kiss.

“So that puts him out of the picture,” he said. “I never thought he was right for you anyway.”

I glared at him. He leaned in closer to me. I could smell his skin.

“Are you going to tell me why you have my name tattooed under a rabbit on your arm?” he asked.

I stared at him in shock and then glanced at bunny Claude. They had the same name! I was so angry at that moment that I really didn’t care what anyone thought. I was just going to tell the truth.

“I used to have this stuffed rabbit. I loved him to death, but my parents caught me humping him and they burned him in a pile of leaves,” I said. “His name was Claude.”

There was silence. I stared into his eyes, trying to read his reaction, but how could I read it when I hardly even knew him, and with a painful twist, I realized I desperately did want to know how to read it because of that freaking kiss.

“I don’t know what this says about me,” he said slowly. “But your little story just made incredibly horny.”


The Protocol of La Fère

Florence Dugas

“We met at the lycée,” she said. “In preparatory class, just before the bac.”

I looked at her. She hadn’t changed much, or so it seemed. If I was to believe her, she was now twenty-three years old, she’d just gained her teaching certificate, and would probably teach next year. But she had kept that very young look – it was undoubtedly not mere chance, she perpetuated her adolescence, faces talk as much as masks. Gray eyes and black hair, cut very short, with thick locks, and milky skin. Judith Salomon was rather beautiful. She beamed – though I detected signs of anxiety in that slight swelling of the veins at her temples, but that could also be a symptom of fatigue.

“We were living in Laon at the time.”

Laon, its cathedral, its ramparts, its tedium, all that history gathered in a few middle-class houses and the sky of the Aisne: even when the weather was fine, something gray hung in the air, like sheets damp and crumpled in the morning.

“Doctor,” she said, “can you help me?”

She half stood up from the sofa. The effect of her grey eyes suddenly full of tears was not lost.

“We had an essay to write, I had to meet him. We were attending the course, sitting next to each other, the chances of the beginning of the year, when one finds oneself in an unfamiliar milieu. The weather was still nice, in September, I was wearing a T-shirt. He took hold of my left arm and wrote his phone number on my skin, just before the bend of the elbow. ‘So you won’t forget it.’ He had a strange way of speaking, as if he always had a second meaning in the most innocuous words. I looked at my arm and blushed.”

She hesitated. Her voice had a different tone now.

“My grandmother survived Treblinka,” she said. “She was thirteen in 1944, but she looked older, and the SS commandant spared her – he was obviously up to something. Three months after she entered the camp, the Russians arrived and liberated them. She was one of the very few who didn’t go hungry.

“She got married, ten years later, to a French soldier stationed in Germany, who brought her here. They had a daughter – my mother – who married a young engineer from Saint Gobain in 1976, a Jew, but I always thought that was pure chance.”

I refrained from telling her that there is no such thing as pure chance, and that the daughter of a deported Pole marrying a Mr Salomon is a way to recover a filiation, to go back to the tree.

“She died the following year, giving birth. One thinks that doesn’t happen any longer.

“My father literally gave me away – abandoned me to my grandmother. I saw him more and more rarely. I don’t look anything like my mother, but I think I am a kind of remorse for him, a suffering anyway. To make a long story short, my grandmother was still very pretty, she could even pass for my mother. Did I say I look a lot like her?

“I called him one evening. We arranged to meet at his place. Then I rubbed my arm clean. I had a lot of trouble erasing those ten absurd numbers. A trace remained. It’s my grandmother who noticed: ‘You’ve been marked with a number, too?’ she smiled. Everything that reminded her of the camps made her smile. She has made a remarkable system of self-defence out of it. Sometimes there is just that smile – and I know she thinks of Treblinka, and that her thoughts are not joyful.

“She never told me anything. I examined all the photo books, the survivors’ stories; I knew all the barracks, the watchtowers, the striped pajamas, the hollowed faces, the dormitories and showers. I saw all those photos. When my grandmother smiled, automatically, the pictures come back to my mind – but they are images, aren’t they? Not life . . . On her arm she also has five numbers – now that she’s getting old, the skin is withering a bit, and only a trace remains, exactly like that phone number badly erased on my arm that evening.

“I went to his place, no longer thinking about it. He opened the door. ‘You are late,’ he said. I blushed like the day before – I remembered all the more for I don’t make a habit of it, and I didn’t understand why his every word made me feel uneasy. He helped me take off my raincoat – it was raining, for a change, my hair was wet, he ruffled it as if to dry it. He grabbed it with his hands and pulled me toward him. I felt all weak, helpless.

“He didn’t kiss me – and during those five years he never did, actually. That would be . . . how to say . . . inappropriate.

“We were in a kind of living room, cluttered with military memorabilia – his father is a colonel, today, and he collects objects, weapons, and uniforms. In his house there is even a room entirely devoted to models and armies of tin soldiers to play kriegspiel. A maniac.

“He was holding me by my hair, my legs were shaking. He made me kneel down. Then he removed my sweater and bra.

“He stepped back a little, to judge the effect. I was on my knees, in jeans, bare breasted, a bit cold. When I think about our meetings, there has always been that sensation of cold. He is very good at bringing me into damp and badly heated places. I will tell you about my weekend later on. That’s why I’m here. Because it continues and it can no longer go on.

“I stared at him – his blond hair, against the light slightly, gave him a kind of halo. And those limpid eyes appeared lit from within.

“He ordered me not to look at him, to keep my head down. ‘Open the zipper of your jeans,’ he said. ‘Yes, that’s good: just open, not pull down.’

“He came back to me. He undid his belt, caressed my cheek with its leather. It was only at that moment that I realized I was literally drenched – it was pouring out of me, my belly was at melting point and I was terrorized.

“He finished undoing his trousers and slapped me across the face several times with his cock before forcing it in my mouth.

“He went in so far that I felt nauseous. He had a robust cock, rectilinear, wide at its base – thicker than my wrist. I started to go back and forth the best I could. I told myself I deserved to suck that big uncircumcised penis. It was like desired rape. I was suffocating slightly.

“It was the first time. For everything, by the way, it was the first time. Like when he went behind me and pulled my jeans down to mid-thigh. When he ordered me to lean forward, head in hands, buttocks offered. When he penetrated me with the tip of his fingers, testing the solidity of my hymen before plunging his fingers into my ass – three fingers, right away. It was just before he sodomized me – not for one moment, at that time, did I think he could take me any other way.

“And then words. When he told me to wrap my tongue tight around it, to go back up to the glans before plunging again, my nose in his pubic hair. When he came out of my mouth, he said that I was useless, incapable of making him come. He said it again when he came out of my ass: ‘Incapable of making me come – what are you good at?’ I crawled at his feet, told him I was sorry, I was going to make him come, I would be able to do it. He came back into my mouth – his penis had a bitter taste I learned to recognize, but again, he didn’t come. He was doing it on purpose, of course.

“He finished undressing me, he made me walk up and down. We went into the kitchen, he made me lie down on the very cold white varnished wooden table. There were neon tubes on the ceiling and he ordered me to touch myself there, in front of him, spreading my legs wide. The idea that he was watching me made me come almost immediately.

“He told me off; obviously, that was the purpose of the game. I was panting, I had come so intensely that my thighs were soaked. He inserted himself between my legs, lifted them to place my heels on his shoulders. I wanted to look at him but I closed my eyes, because of the neon, and he deflowered me.

“Since I’ve known him, he has always liked to fuck me in harsh and at the same time gloomy lights, neon, bare lightbulbs, hanging on a wire. Stage spotlights. And on cold surfaces – lacquered woods, paving stones. Only once did we do it in his bedroom, but he had thrown some white sheets on the floor, which he’d carefully sprinkled with water, before stretching me on the damp material. He rolled me in it, only letting the part of my body he wanted to use show.

“I felt a brief, sharp pain, then my blood flowed, at least I thought it was blood. He pinched my breasts hard, and I came again. When he pulled out of me, he still hadn’t ejaculated, and he said I was useless, I was good for nothing. He removed the belt from his trousers and hit me several times on the breasts and belly.

“I fell on my knees and took him in my mouth again. He didn’t stop hitting me, on the back and buttocks, harder and harder, and I stopped sucking because I had come again.”

I look at her carefully, straight into her face. She is not embarrassed, neither by recalling her memories nor by her use of the most precise words – it is plain that she takes delight in it. As if such a graphic confession was part of a protocol imposed by the master, and that, far from saying something on neurosis, it was part of its manifestation – its complacency, I should say. Surely not. Judith uses those words because she thinks they are adequate – and I have a very brief flash, imagining her in class, in front of her bewildered students, with those same words, spoken in that calm, balanced voice.

“That’s how our relationship started.

“He told me to get dressed, immediately, without having a wash, my panties sticky, the jeans stained with the blood, which still dripped. And the rest.

“I asked him where the toilets were. He took me there, left the door open, watching me with interest – delighted, without showing it, because of my confusion when the gush of piss hit the water in the bowl, like a heavy fountain.

“He gave me, in detail, the protocol of our meetings. The exact time. The way I had to always kneel down as soon as I entered. The underwear I had to wear from now on – or rather, not wear. He ordered me to go to a saddler to buy a crop for breaking in horses – specifying that the handle had to be metallic. ‘What are you?’ he asked me. ‘I’m nothing.’ ‘No,’ he specified, ‘you’re less than nothing, you’re my slave.’ ‘I’m your slave, yes . . .’

“The next day, seeing him in class – I had sat alone instinctively, far away from him – gave me a shock. I had spent the night thinking it all over, trying to understand why, and my nerves were on edge, as if after insomnia. I looked for a long time at my skin, covered in red patches, the exact demarcation of the belt with which he had chastised me – that’s the word I used spontaneously. Chastised for some fault – and each time I reached that point, I caressed myself and came, and the question disappeared – or rather, the eventual answer – but the question remained, burning, and I caressed myself again.

“Five days later, another meeting – just after class. I had brought the crop, spotted several days before and bought just prior to going to see him. The door was ajar, I entered and looked for him. He didn’t seem to be home. I took my clothes off and knelt down in the middle of the living room, in front of a heavy, low table where I had laid the crop. He made me wait an extremely long time. He was there, of course, scrutinizing my submission.

“That day he just hit me on the loins, buttocks, and thighs, in neat parallel stripes. ‘Count the blows,’ was all he said.

“At ten I thought it had to stop, he was doing it just to draw lines, I was not going to be able to refrain from screaming much longer. At thirty, I said to myself he will be fed up soon, the stripes are probably overlapping, forming a mesh, and it was no longer of interest, from an aesthetic point of view. I almost tried to get up, but he had stretched me over the lacquered wood, and bound my wrists to the legs of the table.

“He stopped at sixty, and I was nothing but pain – no, I was beyond pain. I had screamed of course, pleaded, cried, and still the leather rained down. I don’t know when I thought, strongly thought, that I deserved what was happening to me.

“He stopped, caressed me with the metallic knob of the crop, which he pushed inside, in one orifice, then the other. ‘You want it, don’t you?’ No point specifying what I wanted. ‘Please, please . . .’ ‘Please what?’ ‘Take me, please . . .’ ‘Take me how, little slut?’ I realized he wanted to hear the words, and I begged him to sodomize me, as deep as he could, to tear me apart. That pleased him, but he put his cock first in my mouth. My nose was stuffy with tears, and I was half suffocating while sucking him.

“That’s it. It’s been going on for five years.”

She looked at me. Obviously, it could all be fake – all the more so for it sounded true. Psychopaths are good actors, when acting is part of their delirium. But at worst (was it then something worse than the suspicion that it could be true?), the narrative was there, and was telling something. And I felt something inside me, quivering.

“Other rituals were organized, over time. The uniforms he wore. That so-special sensation of rough material which grated against my buttocks when he fucked me in the ass. The weapons he made me lick, after having pushed them in certain orifices. The fiction of his ‘army comrades’ to whom he sometimes loaned me. But above all, that way to make me an enemy, the prisoner tortured to confess some unspeakable secret . . .”

I was listening to her, and I was no longer listening: there was something impossible in her story, but nevertheless I believed more and more in the reality of what she was narrating. Usually, and contrary to the old jokes on the subject, the masochist doesn’t live on the same planet as the sadist. I would even say that they loathe each other. The idea that someone could sexually enjoy suffering, outside his own protocol, offends one extremely; the idea that the other could benefit from his own cruelty, canceling thus her own will, shocks the other. So Judith was suffering not in her flesh, but in someone else’s – and that dirty perv who was making a martyr of her, was – grudgingly – the instrument of it.

“I’m coming to the point of that weekend,” she said after a long pause. Her silence, after a few seconds, had respected mine, a rare thing with psychopaths, who love telling their story.

“I now live in Paris. I only go back to Laon for the ceremonies he imposes on me. He phoned me on Thursday – he was expecting me on Friday night, at the station.

“In the train, the man opposite me was nice, well-read, and frivolous looking. We chatted, and for the hour and a half our journey lasted, I had all that time, in my head, that second thought – I was once again going toward that horror, and my belly was all puckered with pleasure, and I didn’t listen to anything that nice, handsome man was telling me. Something, insidiously, was cutting me off from the world. It’s as if I’m in a camp – a private camp, for my sole use, where the world is no longer relevant.

“He was waiting for me. Our greetings have been reduced in time to the essential – an exchange of looks, I lower my eyes, mentally kneel down.

“Of course, I’m not fooled. In reality, he’s a little lout who did his studies too. And who has guessed what I am since the beginning. Who has read me like no one else has read me. To be honest, I’ve already told this story two or three times – each time they looked at me, horrified, explained to me that I’m mad – so? I can diagnose that too.

“For a while I visited some specialized circles, or which pretend to be, anyway. Some masters, as they say, and submissive girls. Poor little men, poor little wankers, always so worried at the thought that one could enjoy suffering and humiliation . . . yes, able to elaborate a script of submission, minute by minute, where all the violations are codified and punished. But with no question, ever, as to the reason, or unreasonableness, which pushes the submissive to accept those games.

“We left for La Fère. Do you know it? It’s a garrison town since time immemorial. One of the last places before the east. In crisis now that the armies are reduced.

“Whole army barracks are deserted, and that is where he took me. Empty huts, weeds everywhere, broken windows, abandoned dormitories, watchtowers without sentries. He stopped at the entrance. ‘Step out, go to the middle of the courtyard and undress.’ November in such a place is November twice over. It was cold and grey, I was already shivering in my coat, even more when I took it off. The rest followed, until I was naked in the middle of a paved courtyard, near a pole which, in the past, held a flag. Night was falling, he turned on the headlights of the car to cast light on me. The headlights were very white, dazzling. I heard the car door slam, I saw his shadow moving toward me . . . The taste for uniforms, you see: he was dressed like an SS officer, from cap to patent leather knee-high boots, he was holding in his hand a cosh – I didn’t recognize him at that moment, he had become so much himself, the blond hair shaved on his temples, the ruthless, limpid eyes. ‘Schnell,’ he shouted. I didn’t even know he could speak German. ‘Schnell, schnell!’ He lashed at my buttocks, while I stumbled along, moving toward a barrack hut in front of me, sliding on the wet paving stones, bent over because of the cold, the humiliation, too. I remember feeling embarrassed because of my hard breasts, the nipples stiff with cold, and arrogant. I was experiencing again the feeling I had earlier in the train, that foreknowledge of the horror – as if everything I had lived till then was only the draft for an ultimate show . . . I fell twice, sliding over the greasy paving stones. I had long streaks of mud all over my body.

“He made me enter an old dormitory, then a room next to the showers. He hit me behind the knee and I collapsed on the frozen tiles. He grabbed me by the hair, dragged me to a corner, and tied me with handcuffs to a leaking pipe. He hit me four or five more times, I was screaming, protecting my face. Then he threw his crop on the floor, took out a pair of scissors from his pocket, and started to cut my hair – I used to wear it medium-length till four days ago. The locks fell on my shoulders and belly – he was cutting it short, hacking at the mass.

“When I came back on Sunday, my head completely covered, when I undressed in my bathroom, and my mirror showed me that poor bungled head, with the white trace of his snips, I didn’t recognize myself – no, it’s not that, I recognized someone who was not me – who was me only externally, but in a few snips, he had made another woman come to the surface.

“He tied me up and left me there, all night. I didn’t hear the car go. Night fell, I was alone, I ended up shouting, crying, there was just the sound of the wind, the cold, the damp. All night long. For a moment I was crying so much that I felt nauseous and vomited bile. No, that is not the right word. I was vomiting myself, that’s it, myself.

“He came back in the morning, he was still speaking German. He told me I had to choose between absolute submission and immediate death. It was like lightning, you know. The feeling of recognizing a scene one has already lived. The other, in me – not me, for I would have preferred death – the other said she wanted to live, and that she would do what he wanted and that she would submit.

“He made her kneel down, while leaving her tied up – the hand-cuffs slid on the pipe, he opened the trousers of his uniform and forced his cock in her mouth. She sucked him as she could, awkwardly – as if all my science had vanished. After a minute, he kicked her in the belly, telling her she didn’t know how to do it, that I couldn’t do anything. That she was just good enough to lick his boots – he pushed her neck down, and I licked the patent leather. I still have the smell of polish in my head. Again he kicked me, she collapsed at the bottom of the wall, bent over. Something warm ran along my back, and I realized he was pissing on her.

“He untied her, dragged her around the whole camp. It was drizzling. She was frozen stiff and she was burning inside. A little later in the old kitchen quarters, he plunged two fingers into her sex – the leather of his gloves was frozen, but he plunged them effortlessly, so ready, open, and available she was.”

She is silent. Is it my turn to say something? From the start I had created for myself an attentive mask, and slightly doubtful, too. The abomination of her story must not taint my listening. The purity of her story must not provoke my own desire.

“To cut it short,” she resumes, “we stayed there for two days. He barely fed her, some filthy things thrown on the floor, that she had to lap up, her hands handcuffed behind her back. He penetrated her in every orifice, without ever coming. He hit her a lot, yes. He tortured her, in fact. It’s incredible what a boy with imagination can do with needles, time, and alcohol. All the time he called her a filthy Jew – and it was a red rod plunging deep into her, each time, to touch the other, the one suffering inside her – not her, for she was in the ecstasy of a fantasy realized.

“She reminds me – this is going to make you smile, isn’t it? – that she thought several times about her mother, that mother she never knew, thinking she is the one who should have expiated, but that she had passed to her the torch of guilt – and it’s her she blamed for being a survivor, in that long female filiation, since her grandmother, who had done what was needed to survive, in the past, and didn’t talk about it, and the whole story was coming out now, and it was her shouting the shame of survival, under a low sky . . . At three in the afternoon, on Sunday, it was almost dark, and there was that sudden storm. He left her in the middle of the courtyard, chained, with rusty old chains, to the pole in the middle, like a fallen flag. Washed by the rain of her stains. He left in his car, he looked at her from far away, she could see the smoke of his cigarette coming out of his open window. He turned the headlights on, like on Friday night, to illuminate her ruin.”

She is silent again.

Looks at me.

“You have some doubt,” she says.

I don’t know if I doubt her. I no longer know, in reality. She has that characteristic of the perverted, she knows the cause of her delirium, she has explored in detail the transferred guilt, the unbearable survival. Fifty years after the end of the war, it’s still there, the memory passed on like an inheritance.

She stands up suddenly:

“You have some doubt,” she repeats.

In a few quick movements, she undresses. Her body is a wound, covered in bruises, gashes, cuts, and scabs. And I look neither at the dried blood nor at the traces of blows. Only at that milky skin, or what’s left of it, the very dark triangle between her thighs, then her face again . . . Time stops.

“Kneel down,” I say. “Head down, come on, will you never learn?”

Of course, and as every time, I plunge deep into her mouth, up to the hilt, as far as her glottis, until she has tears in her eyes.

“You told our story really well!” I say.

And as always, for five years, it’s only when I remember her story that I manage, finally, to come.
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