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The thing

There's a man

with three fingers

in the only hand he has,

a hook, few teeth,

medium midget, viscous look.

He approaches and tells me

that he wants to touch my thing.

He's nuts!

I ain't got a thing between my legs;

I have a clit,

a sweating     

with a pair of labia

and a milk tongue

that sometimes shows up.

The man

no longer wanna touch me

doesn't wanna see me anymore.

He's gone

and he's called me nuts.
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Yoke

Why are you crying?

Now by my feet

like a lion-skein.

How sweet. Yielded.

I cannot walk

it bothers me and gives me hot.

Now you laugh

I walk on your mind's edge

you see me not.

I'm your

universe's sun.

Spermatic oil

that breeds your sort.

Now I got tired.

You're my god

and by your feet-slave I am.

Dandy,

oh, my god:

what a beautiful face you've got!

I lose the memory.

Now I want to smile for ever

And rest in my coffin.
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The last orgy with Maria Eugenia (    -    remix)

We're chilling, I listen to it, that li'l voice.

-Tell me now, how she looks like.

-What "she"?

-The one on my back.

-Man, I don't know, it seems she's gonna seat with her friends.

-How is she?

-Regular.

We seat and wait for Francisco to bring the beers.

-So?

-So what?

-How is she?

-Oh, pretty normal. Shortie, li'l, skinny, in my opinion 100% bra like your sister.

-Say what?

-About your sister's age –Cristian goes -. 28AAAAAAA, isn't?

-You         don't      with me.

-No man, I don't know. She's regular.

Oh, but she's got that voice so velvety and piercing. No, it's not only the voice, it's the way she talks. There're these kinda girls who are so hot that they cook in their own juice. They can't stand themselves. They sweat sex and they have to rinse it once in a while and you're lucky if you can get a few drops. That kinda girls also cook you with their look, a look powerful and silent, and sometimes hard to bear. The type of look anyone would like to have a 17th century armor on not to fall to pieces.

Gotta hear it again. Gotta talk to her and look at her. Gotta match that voice with a name and something else. That's the only think I want. 

She stands up and she's gonna pass by our table. It's my chance.

-Gorgeous –I go with a voice that comes out from my intestines.

-Geeeeek –she spat to me with that beautiful tiramisu ice cream voice and she went right to the cash cashier to make her order.

I'm all shattered, really, I never took my chances with such frustrating, such disastrous results.

-That gal is a      ! –I go offended.

-What's up with you dude? You read all the "g" words in the dictionary? What you said to her?

What happened, I dunno.

-To tell the truth the chick is ok if you look at her twice –goes Francisco looking like an starving vulture.

-Girls don't want flattering words, never, never, but never call them pretty. They want mystery, guys with a past, guys hurt by life, adventure. If you put yourself under their fingers, they'll kick you easier, for sure. And faster. –Cristian goes while he finishes my beer as if the advice gave him the right to.

-And what you know about that?

Nobody looks at him but everyone listens carefully. –I read it in the 13/20. The article is written by girls. Sure. Oh well, so they say.

What a shit of a day, in the first place Gabriel, Luis, Francisco and Marcelo kicked our asses and went to party with the girls and in the second place this.

By the way. –What happened this morning man? Did it happen something with Maria Eugenia? –I ask Francisco.

-What? –He goes trying to win time-. No, nothing. Look, in life there're two kind of chicks: those who insinuate a lot and do nothing and those who show nothing and those are the kind of cool girls.

-Then something happened.

-Look, nothing, whatever. If something had happened, would I have this face, ah?

When Francisco is so eloquent there's no way to make him speak, you could say he's a guy who can keep a secret, you gotta respect him and that's it, in some way it makes me happy 'cause I know I can trust him. Anyways I'm curious even though his face confuses me.

-Anyways who dares to pick up a girl at 7 p.m. in Mr. Dog and when they're having a birthday party with the friends. You're nuts. –Cristian goes.

Like I'm getting tired of his cheap philosophy. Like I'm getting rotten in this hole. Like I don't have a penny. Like I don't wanna be here but I've got no place to go. Like I'd lick that piece of tiramisu ice cream on my right without even thinking about it, inch by inch, pouring melted ice cream by the sides, getting sick of her taste, smearing my burning dick that melts even faster her ice cream hea..

-Man, I've got some good Samantha Fox pics at my place.

-What?

-Well, I've got'em in my backpack but we could go see them at my house. We can't do anything in here. –Goes Cristian lowering the voice and getting closer so I can crush his head easier.

-You guys, I'm kinda tired, I'm not going. –Goes Francisco ending the third beer.

-No way man, you've gotta live reality, what you're doing now, ah? Go home and watch TV with your mom? Whatar we here for? What is it with ya?

I answer all the questions while Cristian stares Francisco. Get lost. Maybe. To get lost with somebody. Nothing happens, that's what happens.

-Ok, I'll go with Daniel, you know, you miss it. They're brand new pics, in a zoo or sortta.

I'm cut in pieces. As if all my parts were all sectioned and only connected with a thread, like a red pork sausage strip, like a bathroom chain. I know that almost with no effort Cristian is gonna drag me to his house, show me his pictures, listen to his music, etcetera, etcetera, he just has to pull a little bit the thread and all my body is gonna follow him to the zoo or wherever he wants to go.

-Wait –I go.

-What, you don't wanna come? There you go, another jerk. You're a jerk Dani. What you gonna do when you grow old, fat, with four kids, work all day and your fuggly wife ask you money, ah?

-Let's buy a vodka or something.

-Wow, cool. Let's go. C-ya.

It always happens to me the same, when I think I'm on top of my failures one more comes and I keep on going up.

It's starting to rain outside and I like to see how the pavement turns black black, with the rain that is transparent. It's getting every time more black. It seems I'm the only one who notices it.

-You Dani, this is kinda silly but... did you see how pavement turns black when it rains and not to mention that the water is white? –Cristian says.

The only thing I can do is to look at him with an empty look and tell him with a voice that to me, doesn't seem mine:

-We'd better buy the vodka now, orange vodka. I can't wait to see the pics.

It rains harder every time.
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Things to come

1900 at the Omega Megacity. The old sun rushes upon the horizon to lighten for 10 more hours the rest of the planet that it's only covered by water. In the Contemporary Age they called it planet Earth. Nowadays it's called planet Water.

The former Argentinian Patagonia agglomerates around one thousand million people, while about two thousand millions accommodate themselves in the northern Megacity, or Alpha, formerly Brazilian Amazonia.

Drinking water, energy supply and fresh food are scarce, the few cultivated fields and pasturings are guarded from the agricultural watchtowers by the United Military Police. 

The black tides pollute little by little the shores with rotten corpses and decaying limbs that couldn't be cremated in time. Clandestine gangs of infopoors feed themselves of the newest ones and the Tide Mafia exchanges in the black market cyberbucks (virtual money) for limbs and entire bodies to the necropornographers.

Birth control policies, eugenics, euthanasia and genomic databases are strategical and exclusive records of the United World Council.

War, in all of its forms is forbidden, even though injuries caused in a two-people fight with or without knives are allowed and not regulated by law. Guns are not allowed to individuals, religions do not exist and private property and inheritance were abolished two thousand years ago.

Customs and social habits have changed a big deal, or not at all. 

Everybody practices crash looking in their own monapartments or in the outskirts of the megacity. The belt of satellite cities are the truly important spots for this constantly growing activity. Bus crashes are the most wanted ones since solar monocars do not develop really high speeds. 

At this time, every day, hundreds and hundreds of people join together to witness some spectacular fire, crash or overturn. The camcorders are permanently on and the camera objectives always focused pursuing some sick crasher after fame or sudden death. Surviving crashers are the idols of the excited crowd. Some of them only enjoy it till the emergency room of the Central Hospital, escorted by crash snuff amateurs that don't miss a thing.

At the Hospital  sick snuff fans swarm all over as well. They are also called at the Omega Megacity diabetes snuff because the first reported case was that of a diabetic foot literally falling apart from a man's body when rubbing a wall. This story is close to legend though. 

Healing to diabetes and also to AIDS was discovered long years ago.

Sliced teats, extreme priapism, wounds, infections, mutilations, the collections of the amateurs are plentiful of all that. No one has been able for the moment to capture on film a natural childbirth.

Crash snuff and sick snuff videotapes cannot be traded, it's only allowed for its individual and private use.

Pornoablation was a practice that appeared at the end of the twentyfirst century and it was concerned with the manipulation and extraction of inner organs under dope effects. The ones that experienced it assure to have come up to the sexual excitement threshold. Slaughters were followed by occasional episodes of cannibalism, animal sacrifices, dances and medieval witchcraft rituals. Even with the consent and not causing death to the extirpated, nowadays pornoablation is forbidden and its attempt and execution retroactive penalized. Everybody knows that some of the members of the Council practice zooablation,            and also pornoablation.

Innerporn came up as a commercial alternative for the Hospital facing this prohibition. Anyone can attend to a surgery or medical operation, to see, to touch and to smell inner organs and tissues after a basic training course in specialized centres.

            seldom occurs but it's legal whenever there had been a demonstrable tie and aseptic relationship. It's also necessary to ask for a premortem petition. In the coasts it's practiced with secrecy.

Gestation, pregnancy and childbirth are carried out in closed and controlled environments under strict eugenics procreation standards. 

Individuals with male hormonal sex can choose freely from lifetime castration to vasectomy, sex change, removal, duplication or clonation. 

It's to be punished any operation or treatment in the female hormonal sex individuals affecting their behaviour or sexual anatomy without a police-judicial warrant.

Heterosexuality is pretty much tolerated, hermaphrodites, crashers, all type of freaks and extirpated are the most precious trophies for the morbo hunters.

Although pornography and prostitution are banned, you can get twentieth century         ing, spanking and         videotapes at the Greatdowntown for two workbucks (working bonus) the piece. Sometimes they come along with litium salts or Prozac in a little bag for free or sexual drugs with doubtful expiration dates. 

Still, there are some very expensive prostitutes that leave a hand or foot finger to be cut off, sometimes an ear in return of huge amounts of cyberbucks, treatments, dope and room way long of the polluted air and water of the Megalopolis, almost always in the most exclusive spot of the entire planet Water: the Colorado delta, where the inforichs inhabit. 

This has to be this way because logically their money-making period is very short and grafts and transplants are under strict control.

Transpolice is a new police dealing with judicial and police affairs of she-males, transsexuals, crossdressers and duplicated ones, every day closer to obtain equal civil rights. 

Falling in love is considered a contagious psychic illness with ominous effects. Social aloofness, increase of the dreaming and running away ability, senses' disability and psychological and motive delay before external stimulation are some of its symptoms considered dangerous to the individual and to others. There's as well the tantalizing possibility of fluid            , which is forbidden. Almost never it's penalized, but society exclusion works instead as a social punishment.

In some expensive feeding houses it's possible to taste sophisticated delicacies such as fresh fruits, milk, honey and cheeses. 

In the same places you can get loathsome scents at a lower price, the most wanted ones are those of cancerous tumors and purulent infections.

An androgynous and violent atmosphere prevails in the Megacity. 

Amputated ones, freaks and lesbo-she-males show off with no complex at all.

Today is a quite quiet day. Transpolice flanks a S&M she-males' parade. A three-some dares to perform a mouth fluid             in a back street before a shocked third-clone old bitch. She goes away screaming at the top of her voice: "where are we ending up... !!"

But in fact nobody is really concerned. Everybody lives their lives this very day not caring about the future. Nobody worries nor pay attention to the things to come.
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Mom

I'm the mother

the more I give,

the more I have.

I have come to bring the shape

to the mazes of tortuous darkness.

I'm ready to be destroyed

because I'm ready for the eternity.

I'm ready for the next creation.

I stamp the orders that you give me.

I'm the tunnel and the light.

I'm the mother.

I burn in my softness.

I shine in my loneliness.

I wait in my altar.

I deflower in my chastity.

I submit, it's my activity.

I'm chaste in my promiscuity.

I don't need anything

I nurse by myself.

I believe in my weakness,

I create you and re-create you.

Destroy me now.
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Porn triptych

1 Close encounter of the first type

It all began in the shower. The warm water that was sliding between my breasts took the shape of a waterfall sliding through my mons veneris. 

I opened my legs a little bit so the water could go through my groin valley. My whole geography was going vital with the warm rain. I had the necessity to have a close encounter of the first type there.

I closed the hot water faucet and I opened the cold one. For a few seconds I felt like getting away from the liquid ice, I made myself some massages in the breasts from bottom and up while I could see as my areola got wrinkled as they shrunk and my teats stood up looking very much alike to "        s' star comes out stage looking triumphant after rubbing ice in her nipples. All the eyes staring at her and those two pink eyes pointing everyone".

I closed the cold water and I wrapped in the tower. I came out of the bath still wet, only covered with the tower. I went to my room. X was waiting for me there; the room heater was on, the bed was untied since the morning. I placed the tower unfolded over the bed and I laid down with my face up. X began to make me caresses in the inner part of my thigh. He lifted my leg and gave some massages in the back side of my knee. He gave massages to the other one. He caressed me again. The arrangements never ended and I needed urgently an advance, but X kept on doing of omission a delightful game. He played with my anxiety and that increased my desire, an unbearable desire that admitted no tie. It should end or it should go on. After a time that seemed eternal he opened slightly my legs.

He began to pass in turns two fingers wet with saliva around my groins. Afterwards he poured a gross amount of saliva in his fingers and began to rub        , at this point twisting obedient among the moisture, eagerly for the pleasure denied for so many minutes.

I put my feet on the bed while I lifted my knees and I started to move rhythmically. Every time my hip was going up, X's fingers rubbed four times my tiny glans. The outside of my body laid down quiet, world had stopped spinning.

X's fingers got into my hole wisely, stimulating now         from within.        hurried to come, some knocks at the door couldn't convince me to give a chance to the outer world. As if they were part of a dream I assimilate them as I pleased and I mixed them up with the slight creak of the bed.

X's fingers moved faster every time and I came with a long sigh. I tumbled down in the bed. I wanted to kiss X, but he vanished as soon as I came.

*

I stayed some more time in bed, laying down on my side. I passed the tip of my fingers through my hip until my knees, tickling myself lightly until I felt cold; sure did, blood began to calm down, head began to work. I got dressed. The phone rang.

-Hi?

-This is X.

-Oh, hello.

-I went over to your house earlier, but there was nobody.

-I was sleeping really heavily.

-We were going to study together, remember?

-I was dreaming with you.

-...

-Oh yes, let's get together. -I don't know from where, or why, I said with a shy voice: -I want to tell you my dream. You coming?

-Yes, sure, but in half an hour or so. Tell me, what were you dreaming about?

-I dreamed that you knocked at the door...

-I'm telling you I did knock at your door. It was me. I went over to your house.

-And something else.

-All right, I'm on my way.

-Hurry.

I hang up. I had never had sexual fantasies with X till the moment, let's better say he had arrived in the right moment.

Following a sudden impulse I knew my classmate couldn't resist, I prepared myself for a close encounter of the second type.
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2 Last day on Earth

I was introduced to Marisol at work. I've just began working after a recommendation in a renowned lawyer's office and, although I was feeling capable enough and very well prepared for this work, I couldn't help to feel a little nervous about it. I couldn't spoil this opportunity.

I met all the members, a bunch of old men that together would have like five hundred years and at that moment I felt much more relaxed, more self-confident and ready to get to work and work the whole day. Even though I was recommended, I felt I was on trial anyways.

I was getting settled in my sumptuous, even though I later knew it was fairly good compared to the members', office, when Dalmiro Correas, one of the founders' sons and present capo di tutti capi knocked at my door. He got in with Marisol and he introduced her to me; he was explaining she'd be my assistant, we'd have to work as a team, try to be good fellows and other suitable statements for the occasion that I missed thinking and trying to explain myself why I wished my make-up looked fine and why I could not face Marisol's eyes.

When Dalmiro went away and Marisol smiled at me I couldn't help to glance at her low neck. She was dressed with an organdie white blouse, but it was possible to glimpse her black bra and her rounded teats.

Why not? I still was a little nervous and everything would be ok as soon as I got to work.

Once I had taken things a little bit more seriously I was wondering if Marisol would do things as bring me coffee and that stuff or if I had to go get it myself. I phoned her and she told me she'd bring it at once.

I began to glance at some folders of the cabinet when suddenly I turn around and there I see her, with an steaming cup of coffee and her rounded teats less than four feet away who tells me:

-I don't know if you have it with sugar or sweetener. There's also honey, cream and amaretti.

-No, -I told her automatically-. Or yes, two spoons of sugar.

I felt ashamed and silly. Shyness was never one of my characteristics but a deep look at those black eyes it subjugated me thoroughfully.

She handed me the cup of coffee ready to drink. She left it on the desk and laying a hand on my arm she told me:

-First day, isn't it?

-Something like that. –I answered sincerely.

My first day was a complete mess and when I got out I wished next days were more productive and try to concentrate more on my work. But it wasn't that way.

Every time I looked at Marisol she got me dizzy, I felt shy and when I couldn't guess her underwear color I kept imagining her in black or red lace suits and stockings with garter belts.

There was this shine in her look that stirred me up and sometimes she got so close to me that I guess she used to do that on purpose.

She used to shake her ass as she left, she breathed on my neck when she used to bring me the folders and she curled her lips full of red lipstick.

Work wasn't working at all and I could see as dead line was getting closer. I decided to stay working all night, if necessary, for a case we were preparing and that I knew it would decide whether I stayed or not in the lawyer's office.

Marisol offered to stay with me and since I was determined to work conscientiously her help didn't seem a bad idea at all, for I needed it really badly.

What happened that night was a total mess.

We began talking about work, then we followed a little bit, just a tiny little bit, with our private lives, afterwards we chatted about underwear and we ended talking about women's          ion. Suddenly we looked at each other in silence and I felt her soft hand entering my blouse. She didn't stop looking at me and I couldn't positively resist it. She stroked my breasts kindly and she approached her mouth to my neck. She passed her tongue, rough and wet as a cat's, from my ear till the corner of my mouth, meanwhile she unbuttoned my blouse.

I didn't know what was going on but I didn't want to stop. I felt my      throbbing and swelling and then I opened my legs instinctively and I took her ass with my hands.

We looked at each other. I could feel her breath on my face and her expensive perfume.

We got closer really slowly, but all of a sudden she put her tongue into my mouth. We kissed fiercely. I pulled her blouse out and nibbled her big and pink nipples; she lifted up my skirt and put her fingers into my panties.

She rubbed         first slowly and then faster, making me burst into pleasure and lust sensations I've never allowed myself till now.

She knew exactly the way I liked it, and I felt so comfortable and confident as never.

-Do you want to taste your      's flavor? –She told me as she passed her sticky fingers under her nose.

First I smelled it, then I gave it a try and my own sex's flavor made me go crazy. We undressed completely. We spread on the Persian carpet rubbing our clits to each other, our legs intertwined. She came down a little bit to explore my teats with her tongue; I wished she did          on me but I didn't dare to ask for it.

She kept on going down with her tongue till she got to my love tunnel and, as she did before with my mouth, she put her whole cat's tongue into my       without warning me.

I couldn't help to scream of pleasure and have the third        of that night. We kissed a couple more times and we ended laying side by side in silence.

-Last day, isn't it? –She said half wicked half remorseful.

-I think so. –I told her.

Next day I resigned the job alleging a trip that could not be postponed. I haven't seen Marisol again since then and I haven't tried either.

Although I owe her my initiation, it could have been any other woman. Anyways, from here, I'm for ever thankful.
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3 Freaks

We've wishing it with my boyfriend for a long time. Having a three-some with a different person. He wanted a midget. I wanted an hemiplegic or someone who lacked a leg.

We have already experienced plenty of things, but as it says a saying around there in matter of sex, you never can see an end, once we had began trying stuff, our imagination seemed to grow and suggest us new and new things.

We wanted to try it, and soon. That's why we started to search the so valuable trophy. I knew it was much more easier to get what I wanted. 

In several corners of M. downtown there are handicapped who beg the drivers or sell stuff and there are others who frequently go to coffee houses or crowded spots in downtown. While my boyfriend kept looking every person that passed by in search of his tiny third one something really surprising happened.

In fact it was an unexpected refusal that surprised us and almost made us quit our plans. 

We've been talking before about how to face this affair and since we didn't know how to do it, we did it in the most candid way, kinda head-on crash.

We got to the above mentioned corner where this people beg, it was around one thirty p.m, it was really crowded and it looked like they were earning some bucks so we didn't want to bother them and besides we were so nervous that we couldn't do the right thing.

We've noticed a brown haired guy that used a cap and looked determined and not a bit slavish or fake faced.

When only a car or two passed by once in a while, he and other guy were all set to go away. We faced him right away.

-Sorry, can we talk with you a minute?

The guy was a little surprised, he looked at both of us but said yes and he told the other one to meet later I didn't hear well where.

-Yes? –He asked a little suspicious, I guess.

-No, we wanted to make you a proposal.

-What thing? –He said.

At this point I was thinking what a hell we were doing and I thought that if we screwed it, it was almost the same thing to screw it half or to screw it completely.

-Look, -I told him- we wanted to have a different sexual relationship and we wanted to know if you wanted to.

The guy thought it over a second, just a second and then he told us:

-You kids, look. I've got a wife and a son. I've got to make a living for them and for me. Look at me now, didn't you notice? So don't come and      me        s.

And he went away. We were shocked. Not that we couldn't go after him and tell him it was no joke, that it was serious. We just couldn't react.

Disappointed we went to internet to try to take our chances in the web. We looked for midgets everywhere, handicapped, people willing to have a meeting just the way we were looking for.

And so we saw her. Well, in fact it was almost impossible not to see her. It must have been 400 lbs. of corporal mass, everything I had, she had it five times; a huge balloon from whose minimum mouth in pink lipstick, got out at times a bubble of a, perhaps, menta-guarana gum.

We looked at each other with complicity. It wasn't really what we were looking for but in some ways it was much better 'cause she was there and she looked at us and she smiled while chatting, looked at us, smiled, blew up her gum, paf!!!, wrote and looked at us again.

We tempted her with a bag of sweets and she warned us that without doughnuts she wouldn't go anywhere.

After ten bakery shops or so we finally found them and we prepared ourselves for the banquet.

It was an absolute feast for our eyes. All that meat that we've seen stuffed in a pair of tight jeans and a Betty Boop sweatshirt it seemed to begin enlarging in size when the girl took off her clothes. All white, generous, huge but firm. I've never seen a pair of boops that big and to tell the truth I didn't know what to begin with. My boyfriend made up his mind quick and rushed on a teat that sucked for ever. I felt like suckling and I grasped the other one.

Afterwards I began to touch her here and there, fascinated; it was like having a gigantic doll to play with. Suddenly the girl laid down on the bed, more flesh spreading all over the place, flesh that didn't make a sound or moved easily.

I carefully opened her legs while my boyfriend put a condom on. And there I saw her, almost impossible not to see her. She had a        according to her size, it was huge, pink and looked hungry as her owner. 

After recovering of the impression that caused me I anointed her with some peanut butter left of the doughnuts and I made her suck from my fingers what was left. The chick licked her lips with lust and began to twist all her body.

She helped with the penetration opening slightly her thighs so the way be wide opened and when she felt the cock moving inside her, she exhaled deep sighs and started to sweat plentifully. 

I kissed my boyfriend and stroked her breasts, coated with sweat, afterwards I passed my hands all over my body and my boyfriend's perineum till his cock, lubricating with perspiration the impact zone.

When the chick started to breath her last and moan noisily we saw the end near and we hurried and came all together at the same time of a clamorous fart whose smell mixed with the smell of peanut in the room.

We both remained laying on her meat quite a long time, and we almost fell asleep. After a while my boyfriend asked:

-So, how did you guys like it? Was it good?

-It was fine –I said.

-Not bad –she said.

-Had you done this before? –My boyfriend asked.

-No –she said-. But when I saw you so innocent, so pretty, I felt tempted. The truth is when it comes to sex, I always want to try more. You can never have enough experience, right? –She finished with a demolishing smile.

Then we dressed and she invited us to have breakfast.
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My mom coddles me

Mummy, gimme pap.

You know what I want to be when I grow older?

Mummy, I like it so much when you pass your hand around there. Gimme your tit, both, they're mine. Mummy feed me. Mom loves me and I love myself too.

The pee and the pooh-pooh are yours. I made them for you.

When I grow up I'm going to be a dad.

Now I wanna play.

I wanna suck your tit, suckle, your face. Your face is the only thing I like.

I wanna sleep. Who's that man?

A smile for mom who gives me all. She's all mine.

Mom. Mom loves me. My mom loves me.

Touch me, touch me, that way, cherish me. You're a pleasure source. If you go away it hurts me. Don't go away. You love me. I give you everything you need, I'm everything for you. I'm your universe and you have to take care of me.

Now I'm gonna sleep and dream that I suck and suck.
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Three primitive desires

Homicide

When dawn becomes morning I shall have slept,

when the ants get out of my ass I shall be dead,

when the edge of my razor be wasted,

and I stopped crying like a baby because I was born,

it'll be time to use it.

When I become convinced to kill the enemy, or the friend,

when I decide to submerge into homicide

the red top of the shapeless blade,

I'll grip, I don't know if with calm.

I don't know what I came here for,

but I shall not give up without a fight.

I don't know, don't know if it shall be rage, fear,

indifference or miserable countenance.

I don't know the expression in his beheaded face.

Shall he have enough air to shout me bitch?

I know one thing:

blood will be warm.

I won't die because I lived,

I will live because I shall have killed.

Index




Incest

A breeze passes through between my legs,

a warm summer breeze

to feel its corporeal making warmth.

A demon escapes from between my flanks.

They keep telling me the future is the children's,

and they affirm not to live in the past

the people like an old belfry.

I only know I have desired him.

Awake and even asleep,

not censored, broad back that holds my childhood,

was it my father or my brother?

Between the legs it was a man.

Warm kisses and

also caresses.

It seems dirty to me

not that much sometimes.

It's a two-faced demon, the one that comes out from my legs,

with two pairs of lower lips.

I kiss the illusion thrice

and I go away.
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Cannibalism

I love you so much

and there isn't any greater word.

I want you to be a part of me, deep, cosmic, bluish, 

to absorb you.

How I love your body!,

when I eat you up, I won't let anything aside.

I'm going to suck your bones one by one,

bite your glans penis carefully.

Purple, red, garnet, in every way he has been named, tasty.

I won't leave one centimeter, I love you that much.

I'll sip the marrow,

I'll empty the sockets,

oh, your hands,

they have touched me for the last time

and from this time for ever.

I'd also die 4 you

and with you, my love.

I carry you in my womb.

This was the one and only possible resolution.
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Love in Barcelona

There's nothing better than love rhyming with sex, as Gelen says, like knowing, feeling and trying at the same time, as           inside love, as Anaïs Nin says, my dearest Anaïs.

The rest are just stories, some pretty good, that's true, but stories at last.

Index
[image: image2.jpg]


María García was born in Mendoza, Argentina in 1974.

In the year 2000 she founded Ediciones de Huevo and there she published her first two books: Intrascendencias, (novel, 2000) and Un sexo, el sexo (short stories and poetry, 2004) 

In the year 2004 took part in the Letras Negras project where she published the e-books De mente fantástica (fantastic short stories) and Al filo del espejo 1 and 2 (along with Gerardo Bloomerfield). 

Also in this year she gave birth to the translation into English o         , the sex. 

In the same year she started writing along Diego Arandojo the novel Memorias de una meretriz abducida (not published yet). Finished in 2005, it was completely writen through e-mail. 

In the beginning of 2005 founded along Marcelo Neyra Run!Run Ediciones and there she published Fantasticario (fantastic short stories) 

Nowadays she is translating into Spanish the www.mum.org Web site and writing a new novel. She is also a columnist of El Ortiba.






1
45

