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I suppose it might seem strange but that image, that innocent image, turned out to be the most illuminating factor, to have the most violent impact.

They, their beautiful faces, framed the first actor, whom I could not at that moment identify, so confused had I been left, earlier, by that radiant intertwining of bodies. The perfect, glossy flesh seemed to sink, satisfied, into itself, without injury, both subject and object of a complete, rounded, autonomous desire, so different from those mean, tight little anuses, permanently contracted into a painful, inconsolable grimace.

Sad, I thought then.

They were looking at each other, smiling, and they were looking at the open buttocks offered to them. Round the edges, the skin was firm and pink, soft, glossy and clear. Somebody had carefully shaved the whole area beforehand.

I had never seen anything like this before. A man, big and muscular, a beautiful man, on all fours on top of a table, his bottom raised, his thighs set apart, waiting. Defenceless, cringing like an abandoned dog, a pleading, trembling little animal, eager to please at all costs. A battered dog, hiding its face, not a woman.

I had seen dozens of women in that same posture. Including myself, a few times.

It was then that I wished for the first time to be there, on the other side of the screen, to touch him, examine him, force him to lift his head, and to look him in the eyes, to wipe his chin and smear him with his own saliva. I wished then I had a pair of those horrible patent platform shoes like the cheapest tarts wear, hideous, unwearable stilts, so I could teeter precariously on their stiletto heels – they’re such vulgar weapons – and move slowly towards him, and use one of them to penetrate him, and wound him and make him scream, and enjoy it, to pull him off the table and go on pushing, tearing, sinking into his immaculate flesh, so disturbing and so new to me.

She got there before me. She parted her lips and stuck out her tongue. She closed her eyes and set to work. Always in profile, like an Egyptian handmaiden, she diligently ran the tip of her tongue over the narrow pink island surrounding the desired channel; she licked its contours and slipped towards the inside, finally entering it. Her companion watched her and smiled.

But soon he did the same. He too opened his mouth and shut his eyes, and with his tongue caressed the vibrant flesh, the edge of the abyss. At the same time, with his free hand, the only one within the camera’s field of vision, he softly struck the stranger’s rump, which started to move rhythmically, backwards and forwards, as if in response to some secret signal. The hole, soaked in the saliva of others, contracted several times.

From time to time, inevitably, their tongues met, and then paused a moment; they intertwined and licked each other, then separated again and returned to their original task.

She let her fingers, with their extremely long nails, painted dark red, the colour of dried blood, slide slowly up and down, leaving light whitish traces behind them, marking out her territory. He, meanwhile, was kneading the pale flesh with one hand, pinching and stretching it, pressing marks into the skin. Neither of them let their tongue pause even for a moment.

Suddenly, the camera left them, abandoning me to my miserable fate.

After the first jolt of wonder and delight, I’d experienced the indefinable sensation of changing skin. I was very excited, but I understood. He looked adorable like that, wretched, hunched, his face hidden. I wanted him. I wanted to possess him. It was an unprecedented feeling. I am not, I cannot be, a man. I don’t even want to be. My thoughts were blurred and confused, but I still understood, I couldn’t help understanding.

Then, barely a moment after my metamorphosis, the familiar feeling of behaving badly.

A damp cold feeling, an unpleasant shiver, my skin covered in goose-pimples. I’ve just got out of a horribly lukewarm bath, and the tiles are freezing, and there’s no towel. I can’t dry myself; I have to stand there hunched, rubbing my body with my hands, my fingertips chapped and wrinkled like the chick-peas in the family cocido, the inevitable Saturday stew.

I feel defenceless. I want to return to the womb, to soak in the comforting fluid, to curl up and sleep and sleep for years.

That’s how it’s always been, the same repugnant premonition of repentance. Ever since I can remember, always the same, although back then, all those years ago, I suffered more. Stuffing myself with chocolate; fighting with my brothers and sisters; lying; failing at maths; turning out the light, avidly parting the hidden lips with my left hand and rubbing that which I cannot yet name with the tip of my right index finger, describing endless light circles, which finally bring me to the point of fission. I break in two, I am pierced by an indescribable sword and my thighs spread apart forever. I can feel the crack running up my back. I come. I open up, I split into two separate beings. Like an amoeba. Elemental, happy and slimy.

When I am one again, a single more evolved being, the tiles feel icy and I have nothing to dry the drops of horribly tepid water, which make me want to cry.

But the stranger has returned; my body has once more become a warm and comfortable place.

There he was in front of me, in all his splendour. His acolytes were still by his side, but they were no longer preoccupied with him. They were smiling at each other, as they had at the beginning.

Almost immediately they started to kiss with a wild intensity which was unusual in a pornographic film. I had seen them talk earlier, and exchange signs and grunts from time to time, as if they really knew each other well. Maybe they did, I don’t know. Anyway, the kiss, their surprisingly sincere kiss, soon ceased, as abruptly as it had begun. They resumed their original formation, and once again, it was she who took the initiative.

Suddenly, without warning, her eyes fixed on those of her companion, she inserted one of her pointed fingers into the stranger, who, this time, didn’t seem to notice the change in the situation. Her nails were so long and sharp that there was something animal-like, almost repulsive about them. I assumed she was causing him pain – she must have been causing him pain – when, even though he had obediently engulfed the whole finger, right up to its base, she continued to push, twisting her hand around the opening, while she lightheartedly scolded the other man, who was watching her with an amused expression.

She chattered and gesticulated in an exaggerated fashion, like a little girl excited by a surprise. She puckered her lips into a pleading little pout, and slightly tilted her delicate blonde head, showing the pointed tip of her little tongue.

She inserted another finger, the second, into the stranger.

Then she started to move her hand faster and more energetically, and her arm began to tremble, her whole body moved with her hand. Her gestures became more explicit, even more feminine, her lips contracted into a ridiculous, brutal grimace. And she penetrated the stranger with a third finger.

It was intoxicating.

I couldn’t feel anything like compassion, although I clung to the idea that it must all have been very painful for him. He’s being punished, I thought, as arbitrarily as he was rewarded earlier. It was just. A little pain, and so ambiguous, in exchange for so much beauty.

The sight of the stranger, finally penetrated, clouded my brain.

Only afterwards, once I had regained my composure, did I reject the pleasurable hypothesis of punishment and suffering. I remembered all my petty, voluntary torments, in which possibly all children indulge, but which I haven’t yet been able to give up. Winding a rubber band around one of my fingers, more and more tightly, until the skin turns purple and my flesh begins to burn. Or digging all my nails into the palm of my hand, pushing as hard as I can and then seeing the uneven marks, like small purple half moons. But the best, inserting a fingernail into the narrow slit between two teeth and pushing upwards, against the gum. The pain is instant. The pleasure immediate.

The stranger started to move again. He was probably writhing with pleasure.

Then the other one, the man with blond hair and a blue eagle tattooed on his forearm, gave up his role of passive onlooker and stood up. With his left hand, he lightly touched the stranger, whose face, hidden by his huge shoulders, I couldn’t yet see. His right hand clasped a magnificent shaft.

The woman very slowly removed her three fingers. She looked one last time at the blond man, now completely upright, and disappeared off to the right, walking on her knees like a repentant sinner.

The two men were now alone.

It was then I realized that the stranger was most probably going to be sodomized.

I felt oddly elated. Sodomy, sodomize, two of my favourite words, frustrated euphemisms, much more disturbing, more revealing, than the insipid obscenities they replace to such advantage: to sodomize, a solid, corrosive verb which sends a violent shiver down the spine. I had never seen two men fuck – men like seeing two women fuck, but I don’t like women – I’d never thought I might see two men fuck, but at that moment I felt strangely elated, and remembered how I liked pronouncing the word, ‘sodomy’, and writing it down, ‘sodomy’, because the sound of it evoked in me a notion of pure virility, primal, brute virility.

The two sodomites, the stranger and his present lover, had both obviously pumped iron in a gym. Perfect bodies, supple muscles now tense, glossy skin, immaculate tans; beautiful, young Greek gods off a Californian beach.

Perfect flesh.

There was nothing feminine about them.

The blond man came and stood immediately behind the stranger. The movement of his right hand accentuated the enormous proportions of his penis. It was huge, red, lustrous, and erect. The thick purple veins, distorted by the tight skin, looked about to burst, a magnificent portent, but he continued very calmly to caress himself, his feet firmly rooted to the ground, his eyes serenely watching his hand as it moved, a serious, even severe look on his face, while his companion on screen continued to wait, on all fours on top of the table.

I too was waiting.

For a moment I had a horrible suspicion that in the end it would all be reduced to this ridiculous pantomime. A couple more jerks back and forth and the blond man would come on top of the stranger, outside him, splashing his skin with spurts of utterly pointless semen, spurning the delicious, obsessive flesh, the subject of my miserable initiation, if that was what such an absurd performance could be called, threatening as it did to end before it had even begun.

The blond man masturbated slowly, diligently. At the same time, with his free hand he monotonously stroked the stranger’s rump. Suddenly, without altering his expression, he lifted his hand and then let it fall again.

The slap rang out like the crack of a whip.

That was another sign, the awaited secret signal. It was repeated very, very fast. The blond man parted his lips. He was smiling again.

The stranger shuddered beneath the blows, which became more and more violent, bursting in my ears with the Biblical power of the trumpets of Jericho. His skin was becoming red; his legs were giving way; his smooth, hard body pounded by all those infernal exercise machines, now shook powerlessly. His bottom was trembling like the thighs of an ageing virgin on her wedding night.

The volume of the soundtrack, a ghastly mixture of old piano favourites, gradually diminished, until it had faded altogether. It was replaced by the sound of the slaps. The stranger was breathing heavily. The blond man hadn’t lost his composure. One of them shouted and they moved apart.

This time the interval was very brief, and startling. The stranger’s face suddenly filled the whole screen. He was beautiful, far more so than his tormentor – he had dark hair, brown eyes, and perfectly drawn, almost feminine, lips and eyebrows, but a broad, strong jaw. The secret had been revealed; he was no longer a stranger; he had just been born, so he needed a name.

I called him Lester.

It suited him, the name of an English schoolboy, of a beautiful adolescent tortured by the perverted cane of his dry old stick of a schoolmaster in a shabby frock coat, with a pitifully small penis, who savoured in advance any of the little rascal’s pranks, so he could make him stay behind after lessons, bend over a desk, take down his trousers and unleash on his firm white bottom a torrent of mean little blows of his cane, while his pathetic, limp prick, jumped around inside his trousers. Lester, the picture of the perfect sodomite, who felt pangs of nostalgia as an adult for the rites of childhood and sought a new master, a blond man, stronger than him, who’d really show him how things were done.

There he was, Lester. His cheeks were flushed, almost purple. He was sweating. The streams of sweat had left strange streaks down his face, like those traced by tears. He gazed into space. He continued to wait.

When the camera returned to the blond man, he was again stretching out his hand, but gently this time, and he placed it on the reddened skin. He caressed it for a moment and then pressed into the perfect, deliriously swollen flesh, parting the way with his thumb.

The hole seemed enormous.

He leaned forward. Lester sank down even further, his head to one side, his cheek resting against the table. I lost my head.

The remote control handset was on the table. I picked it up and wound the tape back. I went back to the beginning, when the woman was still with them.

I tried to reconstruct the sequence step by step, making sure I kept a cool head and understood it all properly, serious and attentive as I always am when I set myself a task which is beyond me. I wanted to know them, but I was able to stop in time. After all, they were just actors, they fucked for money; any attempt to get a glimpse of what they were really like was bound to fail. There wasn’t any point in delaying the moment further.

There they were, both of them, still two separate, distinct figures. Then, with amazing ease, totally oblivious to me, to my convulsions, the blond man entered, literally entered, the child-man, he rested one hand on his waist, grabbed him by the hair with the other – I loved that, Lester, you dog – and started to move inside him.

I watched them, and I couldn’t understand my own feelings. Little by little, the blond man was no longer blond. In my head, his hair turned black, flecked with stiff white hairs; he suddenly gained a few years, and then he had a name but I didn’t dare pronounce it – I didn’t even dare think about him.

The camera focussed on Lester’s face. He was sweating more now, his eyes half closed, lips drawn; he was having a great time.

I said it over and over to him, quietly.

You’re a bad boy, Lester. You shouldn’t have done that. You’re so cruel. You’ve made Daddy cross and this time you’re really going to get it. Poor Daddy! Still so young and energetic, spends his life tending that lawn, and you’ve wrecked the whole thing in an instant. Now you won’t be going to Eton this year, and Daddy will punish you, he’s doing it already. Look at him, look at yourself in the big dining-room mirror, Lester. I’m sure he never wanted it to come to this . . . but he’s always so decent, so strict. You deserve a spanking – you asked for it when you dug holes in the lawn with the funnel from the kitchen to make your stupid golf course.

I’ve heard him say it before, this means the supreme punishment. Daddy’s going to penetrate you with the funnel, Lester; he’s going to stick that big perforated aluminium funnel up your bottom and he’ll pull it out covered in blood. You’ve no idea. But there’s a good side to everything, you’ll see. The funnel will open up a hole so big that when Daddy comes at you with his cock, to get some compensation for the irreparable damage you’ve done to his lawn, you won’t feel a thing, and that’s good, I’m telling you – and I know from experience, little brother, dear Lester . . .

The events on the screen brought me back to reality. The blond man, blond once more, was coming. As soon as the first jet of semen had spurted out – conclusive proof that none of this was rigged – he once more penetrated the man who had, after all, never ceased being a stranger.

But my body was on fire.

A thick thread of transparent saliva hung from my bottom lip.
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