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  Further praise for Nicholson Baker


  
    The Anthologist:

  


  
    ‘Nicholson Baker’s deliciously offbeat comic story does for poetry what Nick Hornby’s High Fidelity did for pop music’

  


  New Statesman


  
    ‘[A] sharp, often touching character study as well as a compendium of fascinating facts. The combination of the two duly makes for a richly enjoyable read’

  


  Spectator


  
    ‘A return to vintage Baker territory . . . It’s possible to admire many of Baker’s novels but The Anthologist is one you can love’

  


  Metro


  
    ‘An erudite, whimsical meander through Chowder’s world and the illuminating role of poetry in it. Every page has some funny or melancholy revelation on the
    vagaries of inspiration’

  


  Daily Mail


  
    ‘Startlingly perceptive and ardent . . . Baker is a beautiful writer’

  


  New York Times


  
    ‘Highly entertaining’

  


  The Times


  
    ‘A rare example of affectionate art, of brilliant writing that manages to collect and display the odds and ends of existence in a way that makes the reader like it and
    him’

  

  
  TLS

  

  
    
      
        
          
            
              	
                
                  
                    By rights this piece should be in verse

                  

                

              
            


            
              	
                
                  
                    Four beats and set to rhyme

                  

                

              
            


            
              	
                
                  
                    Baker’s talent to rehearse

                  

                

              
            


            
              	
                
                  
                    And laud in every line

                  

                

              
            


            
              	
                
                  
                    But O! my words will not take wing
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                    So old Nich’s virtues I must hymn

                  

                

              
            


            
              	
                
                  
                    In Schama’s clunky prose

                  

                

              
            


            
              	
                Simon Schama, Financial Times

              
            

          

        

      

    

  


  
    Vox:

  


  
    ‘An anatomically correct, technology-assisted love story . . . Vox proves once again that the brain, as love doctors always tell us, is the sexiest
    organ’

  


  Richard Stengel, Time


  
    ‘Baker freshens the tattered clichés of sex talk the same way he has made the mundane language of corporate and domestic life snap, crackle, and pop – by
    inventing new words, or toying masterfully with ones we already have’

  


  The New Yorker


  
    ‘The book achieves between its geographically distanced protagonists the kind of intimacy that all of us, from Bible-thumpers to leather fanciers, yearn for. Vox
    is that rarest of rarities: a warm turn-on’

  


  James Kaplan, Vanity Fair


  
    ‘Baker’s characters are flesh-and-blood narrators whose stories stir up more than the imagination’

  


  Newsday


  
    ‘Baker has no challenger today as a master of the minuscule, and he plays out his tale . . . with an aesthete’s attention to detail and the moment . . . His powers
    of description are formidable’

  


  Boston Globe


  
    ‘Vox isn’t just Baker’s hottest book; it’s also his warmest’

  


  Newsweek


  
    ‘Explicit, often funny, and above all erotic . . . Baker specializes in the risky and playful’

  


  Los Angeles Times


  
    The Fermata:

  


  
    ‘Deftly written and intelligent . . . Baker’s promiscuous curiosity can be thrilling’

  


  The New York Review of Books


  
    ‘“Hot” doesn’t even begin to describe it . . . His use of language is extraordinary. I have never read anything quite like it. The Fermata
    should be celebrated’

  


  Mary Gaitskill


  
    ‘The Fermata may well be the most sexually explicit book ever published by a mainstream publisher, but its warmth and generous spirit are undeniable. And its
    virtuosity confirms Baker as one of our most gifted and original writers’

  


  Seattle Times
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  Shandee’s sister gave her all her makeup because she was going off to Guatemala. That night Shandee spent about two hours trying on lipstick.
  Then, the next morning, she went to a quarry with her Geology 101 class. The quarry was called the “Rock of Ages.” It was vast and they dug granite there, mostly for tombstones. The
  tour guide was kind of cute although his hair wasn’t good—he was maybe twenty-seven. Pretty drastically cute, though, she thought. They were standing on the brink of a space that looked
  like something from another planet, and he said, “There’s enough granite here to last us four thousand five hundred years.” My gracious goodness, thought Shandee, that’s a
  lot of tombstones. She turned away from the edge, and that’s when she saw a hand poking out from behind a rock.


  While the others listened to the tour guide, she went over to the hand. The hand was attached to its forearm, and there was a clean torn cloth wrapped around the end that would have been
  attached to the rest of his arm. There was no blood on the cloth. Shandee picked it up and felt it. It was warm; the fingers moved a little. The hand pointed urgently at her bag, so she stuffed it
  inside and went back to the group and listened to the rest of the tour.


  When she got home she pulled the forearm out and laid it on her bed. It was strong, with sensitive fingers and a blue vein traveling up along the muscle on the underside. She lifted it and
  whispered, “Arm, can you hear me?”


  In answer the arm caressed her cheek with two fingers. It had a gentle touch.


  Shandee said, “Are you comfortable? Do you need anything?” The arm made a handwriting gesture. Shandee found a pen and handed it over. The hand wrote, “Please unwrap the rag
  and feed me some mashed-up fish food in an electrolyte solution.”


  “Where?” Shandee asked.


  “Funnel it into the little hole with the green rim,” the arm wrote. And then: “I’m glad you found me.”


  She unwrapped the towel and saw that the arm was capped with a sort of power pack made of black rubber. There looked to be a place for a battery and a place for waste to be discharged, and a
  place for nutrients to enter.


  She had an intuition. “Are you Italian?”


  “Half Italian, half Welsh,” the arm wrote. “I’m known as Dave’s arm.”


  “Well, Dave’s arm, I’m very pleased to meet you.” They shook. Then she noticed the clock. “Oh dear. Can you sit tight here for an hour?” she said. “I
  promised someone I’d go to his party and I can’t bear to hurt his feelings.”


  Dave’s arm scribbled something rapidly. “Sure, but—let me put on the lipstick for you,” he wrote.


  “Okay, you can try.” Shandee grasped the arm firmly and held him so that his hand was in front of her mouth. He touched all the way around her lips, feeling the exact shape, and
  then, with very fine almost vibrating movements, he applied the lipstick. It was extremely red, a color called Terranova.


  “Good job,” said Shandee. “You’re good. And this color is great.” Her lips looked really luscious. “Thank you, Dave’s arm.”


  He made a little nod with his hand and then, lifting the pen, reminded her that he needed to have some of the fish-food mash and to be relieved of his chemical wastes. She took him to the toilet
  and popped open a little vent on his cap. A tiny trickle of gray water dripped out. Then she fed him some fish-food gruel, and he seemed quite revived. He asked her to place him on the windowsill,
  because he had a solar panel for energy. She did, and then she went to the party and danced and had a wonderful time, but she came home early because she felt she had a new friend that she had to
  take care of.


  When she got back her roommate Rianne was there. Rianne’s lips were very red—she’d been sampling the new lipsticks, probably—and she was holding on to Dave’s arm.
  The hand end was in her shirt, obviously doing something tender with one of her breasts. Rianne hurriedly drew him out. There was a pad of paper with lots of hasty writing scrawled on it next to
  where she was lounging on her bed.


  “So, you’ve discovered my arm,” Shandee said, with an edge.


  Rianne nodded. “He has a lovely touch.”


  “That he does,” Shandee agreed.


  Rianne said that she’d found out quite a bit about the arm and where it came from. “It belongs to someone named Dave,” she said.


  “I knew that,” Shandee snapped.


  “He went to a place called the House of Holes. There Dave had requested a larger thicker penis. Apparently you can do that. But at a price. The director, this woman named Lila, said to
  him: ‘Would you be willing to give your right arm for a larger penis?’ Dave said no at first, because his right arm was necessary for his work. But Lila said that it was only
  temporary—only till someone found the arm and took it back and stuck it on him. Dave said, ‘Oh, if it’s temporary, sure.’ So he underwent a voluntary amputation right near
  the elbow, and his arm had the self-contained life-support pack grafted on.”


  “You sure did find out a lot,” said Shandee.


  “I must say his touch is extremely sensitive,” Rianne went on. She threw herself back on the bed and laid the arm on her chest.


  Shandee watched the hand push aside the sides of Rianne’s shirt and find her breast again.


  “Hmm,” Shandee said. “I don’t know about this. I found him, not you.” She felt finger-snappings of jealousy.


  Rianne’s lips parted. “Oh my gosh, his fingers know what to do,” she said, flushing. The hand was gently rolling her nipple like a tender round pea. And then it surrounded her
  whole breast and shook it once. After that it turned and began crawling over her belly toward her pajama pants.


  “Are you just going to let that happen?” Shandee said, riveted.


  “Um, yes,” she said. “Could you dim the light?”


  Shandee turned off the overhead light and watched the arm undo the knot of Rianne’s pajama bottoms. It disappeared. Rianne went “Shooooo.”


  Shandee turned away. “He’s found it,” Rianne said, “and, boy, he’s got the touch of a master.” Then her voice changed and she said, “Oh my god, two
  fingers. Haw. Haw.” Shandee glanced at her. Rianne’s knees had fallen apart and her eyes were slitted closed. “He seems to want to make me come, oh god, oh shit.” Then:
  “Ham, ham, oo, oo, oo, oo, oo, oo, ham, ham, HAW!”


  She lay still and held up the arm. He made an O with his fingers, which glittered with her sex juices.


  “You want me to go with you?” Rianne said. “Okay, I’ll go. Bye, Shandee, I’m going!” With that, her face and body began to blur, and she swooshed into a long
  thin shape that went through the finger-O of Dave’s hand.


  She was gone. The hand lay on the bed. It began crawling toward Shandee. It reached her thigh.


  Shandee handed it a pen and folded back the yellow pad to give it a fresh page. “Where did my roommate go off to?” she asked.


  “The House of Holes,” the arm wrote. “Would you like to come, too?”


  “Maybe,” said Shandee. “How?”


  “If you let me touch you,” he wrote.


  “Touch where?” said Shandee.


  “Where it aches.”


  “It aches in my head,” she said. “Never enough sleep.”


  “Let me help,” the arm scrawled.


  She held it, and the hand surged through her hair, and when she steered it around to the back of her neck it massaged the stiffness away.


  His fingers were mobile and trembly now. She gave him back the pen. “Isn’t there another place that aches?” he wrote.


  “Yes,” she said, “there is.”


  He wrote: “TWAT?”


  “Mhm,” Shandee said. “But I really don’t think I can let you do that until I know you better. You need to be more than an arm to me.”


  “Take me to class tomorrow,” he wrote.


  The next morning she fed him some fish paste and drained his waste and wrapped the cloth around his life-support addendum and put him in her bag. In the middle of her nineteenth-century novel
  class she felt his fingers very gently brushing her calf. She reached down and held his hand and loved how it felt.


  When she got home that afternoon, she washed the hand carefully in the sink and then took him back to her room and dimmed the lights and put on Appleseed’s “When Are We Going (to Do
  It).” She said, “I’m ready for you to hold me now, any way you want.”


  His hand brushed over her lips—she was wearing Terranova again—and she opened her mouth and tasted his fingers, and he circled her tongue and tweaked it, and then as she steadied him
  he crawled down. She put her feet together and let her knees fall open. His hand found her stash and she looked down and saw his fingers half buried in her folds, and then she felt a warm filling
  feeling as first one, then two of Dave’s fingers slid inside.


  She held his arm and helped him angle his fingers in and then pull them out. Then she pulled him up to her clitty and he circled it. “Oh, that’s nice,” she said. Just before
  she came, he stopped and held his hand up to her mouth.


  “What is it, baby?” she asked.


  His fingers made the O and then he pushed the O shape to her mouth. She put her tongue through it, and her mind and neck and body stretched until they were very long and flowed through his
  fingers, and then his fingers flowed with her. She was pulled in a whoosh of wispiness, and she landed and condensed. Before her was a sign in the grass: “Welcome to the House of
  Holes.”


  She looked down at her hands. They were still holding Dave’s arm.
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  Ned tapped the ball on the seventh green, using his new teryllium putter. It made an odd tight circle around the hole and then dropped in.
  “Did you see that weirdness?” said Ned, looking around for his golfer friends. But they were talking and hadn’t seen it. No matter. Ned leaned to pull out the ball and heard
  strange sounds coming from the hole. He got down on his stomach to listen better. A woman’s voice said, “Hi, Ned, my name is Tendresse. Come talk to me at the House of Holes.”


  “All right,” said Ned. Immediately his head was jerked and stretched and twisted and atomized, and he was sucked powerfully down into the seventh hole. And then, a minute later, he
  rematerialized on a hillside full of clover and Queen Anne’s lace, still wearing his golf hat, still holding his teryllium putter, but now without any pants on, just his black Eddie Bauer
  sports briefs. A small discreet sign in the grass said “All Bets Are Off.” In the distance was a yellow Cape house with a wraparound porch, surrounded by softly swaying pale-green
  trees. Other bulky, oddly shaped buildings were visible behind it—in fact there seemed to be a whole complex of structures, including some sort of amusement park. A ridge of mountains hung
  smokily in the distance.


  Ned, standing in the fragrant vetch, heard steps nearby. “Hi, welcome to the House of Holes, I’m Tendresse,” said a pleasant woman with a strong aquiline nose. She had short
  brown hair pinned with a plain clip, and she wore a white linen skirt tied at her waist with a scarf. She was holding hands with a small, confused-looking bodybuilder carrying a squash racket. She
  was topless with interesting pointy nipples. “How was your trip?” she asked.


  “Quick,” said Ned. “I was in the middle of a round of golf and here I am.”


  “I gather your Bermuda shorts didn’t make it through the First Conundrum. That can happen. Is that your putter, sweet attractive man?”


  “Yes, it’s new.”


  “Is it lively?” said Tendresse.


  “Yes, it’s very lively,” said Ned.


  “Good. This is Woo Ha—he’s a new arrival, too. He plays squash.”


  Ned nodded at Woo, and Woo nodded warily back. Woo was also in his underwear.


  “What do we do here?” asked Ned.


  “I’m going to sniff your crotches, and then we’re going to go on down the path to the house, where you’ll meet Lila. Lila’s the director. She’ll talk to you,
  and you can describe your desires to her in detail if you want.” She took Ned’s hand, and they began walking down the stone path. “But I warn you both—this place is very,
  very costly.”


  “I own a tire company,” said Woo.


  Ned gave a short laugh. “I doubt it’s worse than golf—the fees are bleeding me dry.”


  “Oh, yes it is, darling, much worse. We do have scholarships and work-study programs, though. For instance, if your sperm has magical healing powers, then you get a full scholarship. Does
  it?”


  Ned thought. “I don’t know. Maybe.”


  “Let me check for you. I’ll have to sniff and juggle your balls. It’s just a formality. Takes half a second.”


  “Okay.”


  “Woo, I’ll do you first. Do you mind?”


  “I don’t mind,” said Woo.


  “Good.” Tendresse knelt and tied her scarf around her eyes. Woo scooted his waistband down and clenched his fists in readiness. “Just hold your penis up out of the way, Woo,
  please.”


  Ned watched Woo flip his cock up. Tendresse pulled his slouchy hairless satchel toward her face and jostled its contents. “Nice size, nice movement,” she said. She closed her eyes
  and sniffed. “Mmmmm, yes. Rainy ruins. Frogs. Cement statuary. Gongs. Tractor tires. Mushrooms.”


  Pleased, Woo said, “So do I have magic sperm?”


  “No, sorry, no,” said Tendresse. “But your balls are well shaped. Very nice pair. Thank you so much. You can pull your boxers up now.”


  Woo seemed disappointed. “Sometimes I do kinky things,” he said defensively. “Once I let a girlfriend place a cucumber in my back end. It was a long British cucumber. They have
  the plastic sheath, and we thought that was safer.”


  “And how was it for you?” asked Tendresse.


  “Good, but I had to go to the bathroom afterward.”


  “Please,” said Ned.


  “Now it’s your turn,” said Tendresse, turning to Ned. Ned held his cock up against his abdomen and stood with his legs a little apart so that Tendresse, still blindfolded,
  could smell his balls. She made several long sniffing sounds. “Mmmm, warm granite, campfires, catcher’s mitts, Play-Doh, padded mailers. Very subtle. I think I know a good woman for
  you. I’ve sniffed hundreds of crotches, men’s and women’s. One couple I sniffed and matched got married. May I taste?”


  “What on earth?” said Woo, outraged.


  “By all means,” said Ned.


  Tendresse flicked her tongue over Ned’s crinkled scrotatiousness, and then she drew the entire left ball into her mouth like a new potato. “Yow!” Ned said. His cock responded
  enthusiastically, although he had had a nice orgasm in the shower that morning. She suckled his other ball. Then she threw her head back and opened her mouth wide. “Now both together,”
  she said. “Fill my mouth with the manly warmth of your nutbag.”


  “Very well,” said Ned. He fed his manly nutbag into her mouth, and she made muffled gobbling and gargling noises.


  “Just plain disgusting,” said Woo, bending to get a better look.


  “Now drop the cock,” she said. “Drop it on my face, Ned. I want it.”


  Ned, canting his hips forward, let his cock fall gently against her nose.


  “Mmmmmmmm,” said Tendresse, inhaling. “You do not have magic sperm, but I know several women for you. Come, let’s meet Lila.”
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  Luna met a man named Chuck at the soup kitchen. He was manning the sink and she was unloading the dishwasher, which wasn’t an easy job
  because the steam was hot. They developed a nice wordless rhythm together of unloading and drying and stacking. Then, wiping the edge of the sink with a clean dish towel, Chuck directed his
  restless blue eyes directly at her and asked her if she would like to go with him to the Masturboats.


  Just like that, all of a sudden: “Would you like to go with me to the Masturboats?”


  “I’m not sure I’m ready for that,” Luna replied with a laugh, not knowing exactly what the Masturboats were. But inside she was saying, Why not? Because she knew that his
  kind of easy glancing manner was not all that common. Men turned thirty-eight, thirty-nine, and it was like someone dimmed the lights. When they’re young, they’re hilarious and bubbly
  and boyish. And bad. So bad. When they’re old, they’re flat and stupid and dull. She watched them in airports with their wives: brain-dead, mostly. And yet this man, Chuck, was probably
  forty-five at least. He still had some humor left in him. He was funny about how hot the plates were. Not funny in a poking kind of way, but in a cheerful way. He had a shock of Jimmy Stewart hair
  that he flung around. In some ways a beautiful man, with a rough grace to him. Why had she refused his polite offer? Of course she should have said yes to the Masturboats, whatever they were. But
  she just didn’t want to.


  Chuck was unfazed. “Then would you like to go with me to an intimate concert of Russian piano music and sit in the Velvet Room, and I’ll toy with your hair?”


  She took a breath, thinking. “I like Russian music,” she said finally. “That sounds nice. Sure.”


  First, though, she needed to go to Tan Wizards. She didn’t want to have white shoulders when she wore her black dress with the spaghetti straps. She didn’t want to be some blinking
  creature coming out of her nocturnal burrow for a grand musical adventure. She wanted to be working from a position of strength, with cinnamon-colored shoulders that shrugged and moved
  alluringly.


  So she went to Tan Wizards and signed up. The girl there asked her which room she wanted, Room 1, Room 2, or Room 3.


  “Which do you recommend for very fast results?” Luna asked.


  “The bulbs are best in Room 3,” the girl said, and she winked. “And I recommend this bronzer. It’s on special, only twenty-seven dollars tonight.”


  “Leo’s Tanlord Bronzer?”


  “Yes, it’s fantastic, it makes you irresistible.”


  So Luna went into Room 3 and closed the door. The upright tanning booth, with its rounded blue door, filled most of the room. There was a stool with a towel and a pair of goggles on it, and a
  clothes hook on the doorjamb. The walls were a deep red, and taped to one wall was a gross-out picture of an eye with a tumor in the tear duct, there to scare people into using eye protection. Next
  to the tumor picture was a large poster of a minister with a Bible in his hand, wearing a full robe, but exceedingly bronzed. The poster quoted him as saying that going tanning helped him be a
  better minister. Luna stripped down in front of the eye tumor and the tanned minister. Three eyes stared at her as she slathered on the Tanlord Bronzer. She circled her nipples with it and they
  began speaking to her in an odd kind of Braille.


  With her goggles on, she pressed the on button and went into the warm blue privacy of the booth. It was loud, because there was a powerful fan over her head, and it lifted her hair up. She felt
  like Botticelli’s Venus. She was standing nakedly there, with both her nipples on stun, and she heard a low voice behind her—almost a metallic voice, but confiding—and she felt
  some localized warmth on her shoulder. She said, “Who are you?”


  “I’m Leo, the Lord of Tan,” the voice said.


  She looked back, and there standing close behind her was an elongated kind of luminous being, made up of long ultraviolet lightbulbs. He resembled a balloon sculpture, except that he was almost
  impossible to look at because he was so blindingly bright.


  “Why are you here in the booth with me?” she asked.


  “I’m giving you an irresistible allover tan,” Leo the Tan Lord said, “and when I’ve given you an allover tan, I’m going to take you to the House of Holes, so
  that you can go with your new friend Chuck to an intimate concert of Russian piano music.”


  “This House of Holes,” she said. “Is it safe?”


  “They scan you seventeen ways when you’re going in. Chuck is a recruiter, and he likes you, so you’re getting a scholarship. Oop, it’s rather close quarters in here.
  I’m afraid you’ve given me a large fluorescence.”


  Luna, glancing, couldn’t help but admire the blinding wattage of Leo’s long, warm blue bulbs. She felt she needed to be enveloped in his endless warmth. So she closed her eyes and
  let Leo do what he did so well. The fan was wonderfully loud, and Leo’s humming bulbs felt good on her skin, and then he murmured, “Open yourself for me, let me take you to the House of
  Holes.” She felt a long steady pressure, and then he lit her up inside. All at once she was liquefying into pure blue.


  When the light went away, she was standing in front of the House of Holes concert hall, wearing her black dress and black stockings, still out of breath from her recent exertions. She looked at
  her shoulders—they were perfectly tanned, not too dark, just right. Chuck came up wearing a rumpled blazer, carrying floppy tickets. His shock of hair excited her.


  “Hello, hello,” he said. “You look lovely. I got us the Velvet Room.”


  They went inside, past the bar, and up a wide red stairway to the balcony level. It was very warm, and there were gold sconces in the shape of mermaids.


  “Where’s the rest of the audience?” Luna asked.


  “It’s a special kind of concert,” said Chuck. They came to room 28L. The door said “Velvet Room.” They went inside. It was very quiet, very private, and there were
  two holes in the wall. A strangely shaped low chair was positioned in front of the two holes.


  “This is nice, but I can’t see the stage,” said Luna.


  “You can’t see the stage in the Velvet Room. It’s not about seeing.” Chuck smiled and moved his hand lightly over her hair. His eyes had an inner level, through the
  irises—it felt as if she was looking down a spiral staircase. “Now you must take off your shoes and your black stockings, although they’re very nice, and sit in the
  chair.”


  “Okay,” said Luna. She slipped off her stockings and handed them to him. He folded them and put them on a little side table.


  “Good,” said Chuck.


  “And now I sit?”


  Chuck nodded. “Make yourself comfortable,” he said.


  She sat and looked up at him, taking another hit of his eyes. The chair was low, and her dress rode up. “Sorry, a little indelicate here,” she said, hitching to cover the sight of
  her red panties.


  “Don’t worry. You’re going to put your legs through the holes.”


  “Now?”


  Chuck nodded.


  She pointed her right foot and put it through the hole. Then her left foot.


  “Good,” said Chuck. “All the way now.”


  Luna scooted forward on the seat.


  “A little further,” said Chuck, taking a position behind her in the chair. Luna felt her legs dangling out in space, and then she felt a man’s hand touch her and cradle her
  right heel. “I do believe someone is holding my foot,” she said.


  “That’s Alexander,” said Chuck.


  The touch was gentle, and Luna sensed that Alexander had a little French-style goatee, perhaps. She could hear him murmuring. Her main thought was: Boy am I glad I shaved my legs this
  morning.


  “What’s he saying?” she asked Chuck.


  Chuck turned up a volume dial. “You can speak to him if you’d like,” he said.


  “May I ask who you are?” she asked politely.


  The hands stopped. “I am Alexander Borodin, the very famous Russian composer,” said the voice.


  Luna looked back at Chuck, who had begun playing with her hair. “But Alex,” she said, “didn’t you write the Polovetsian Dances something like a hundred and twenty,
  hundred and thirty years ago?”


  “Yes, but I’m here now to play your leg like the keys of a piano keyboard,” he said.


  Chuck kissed her forehead. “Just enjoy it.”


  “Okay, carry on,” Luna said.


  Alexander began to play. He was up and down her leg, her thigh, trilling away on her kneecap, glissandoing down her calf. She leaned back and sighed a soft, murfling sigh, allowing her head to
  fall into Chuck’s lap. “Oh, sorry,” she said, feeling a large lump there.


  “May I unpin this bauble from your hair?” Chuck asked.


  Luna’s eyes were closed. She nodded. Chuck took out the barrette and leaned and kissed her on her ear. Then, when Luna was almost swept away by the music on her right leg—she could
  hear it perfectly—suddenly she felt another man’s hands on her left leg.


  “Wait, who are you?” she asked.


  The hands held her leg very firmly and confidently. “I am Nikolai.”


  “Nikolai who?”


  “Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov, the very famous Russian composer,” the voice said. “I will be playing a piano transcription of my very famous Scheherazade.”


  “Where?”


  “On your nude left leg. Starting now.”


  The two composers began fingering and squeezing her legs with great intensity, and then, as if by mutual agreement, they both seized her legs and gave a strong but gentle pull, sliding her
  farther down in her chair. “Woopsie,” said Luna.


  “Don’t worry,” said Chuck softly. “They’re just pulling you down so that you’re fully seated in the pussy cradle.”


  “Of course, the pussy cradle,” said Luna, as her pussy made firm and not unpleasant contact with a curved item covered in black leather and shaped a little like a bicycle seat. It
  fit her just right, and the two composers now began pulling and stroking with a soft sort of insistent rhythm.


  Luna rocked herself into it and she heard Chuck make a slight growling sound as he traced his fingertips over her neck.


  “Chuck,” she said, “seriously, what’s going on here? This is getting down to the nitty-gritty.”


  Chuck laughed. “It’s what happens at the House of Holes.”


  Luna thought, Why not? She let her head fall back again till she could feel some of Chuck’s interesting groin bundle through his black pants. It pushed against the side of her head. Just
  then her attention was diverted by something stiff and warm tracing the curve of the arch of her foot.


  “Mr. Borodin, is that you?” she said.


  “Yes, that is my cock,” said Alexander Borodin. “It is very hard and very famous.”


  “I see,” she said. “It tickles a little. And you, Mr. Rimsky-Korsakov?”


  “One moment!” said Rimsky. “And now, my cock, too!”


  There was another resilient stiffness against her toes. Luna pushed back with both feet and felt both cocks standing hard against the composers’ taut bellies. They both seemed surprisingly
  fit for musicians.


  “How’s the music going for you?” Chuck murmured into her hair.


  “It feels good to have two stiff Russians pushing against the soles of my feet,” said Luna, smiling up at him.


  “Good,” said Chuck. Then convulsively he whispered something in her hair that she didn’t catch.


  “What’s that?”


  “Nothing.”


  “No, Chuck, please tell me what you said.”


  “I said, ‘I wish I could fuck you in the mouth with my cock and come all over your pretty lips.’”


  “Woo, Chucky.” Luna got a melty feeling in her shoulders. She turned and squashed her face against his lap, inhaling his warm cocoa-bean smell through his dress pants. The smell went
  right to her head. “Hurry, because this pussy cradle is feeling way too good.”


  Out flopped the enormity of Chuck’s dick, poking stiffly between his white shirttails. It came to rest on her lips.


  “Jesus, that’s a nice dick, Chuck. My god. Rimsky, Alex, don’t stop!” She bucked against the pussy cup. “Nnnnnng! This is way too good!”


  She threw her head back and opened her mouth for Chuck’s cockness. “Fuck my mouth!” she said.


  Borodin and Rimsky-Korsakov were squeezing her calves and doing mad cocky things at her toes. “My penis is coming right now!” moaned Borodin. “My penis is coming, too!”
  said Rimsky-Korsakov. “Oh god, Chuck, I can’t hold back much longer,” said Luna. “Stuff my mouth with that fucking beast!” She ground her pussytwat against the crotchy
  holder, lifting her hips high to hold the moment in suspense. “Nnnnng-aaaaa!” She let her orgasm wave crash down just as she felt two hot blasts of white Russian semen drizzle against
  her toes.


  “Phew,” she said, breathing deeply, but she wanted more. She pulled her legs from the holes. “Now really fuck me, Chuck. No pussy cradle. I want to feel you inside.”


  Chuck turned the chair around. “You ready?” She nodded, feeling the Russian sperm cooling on her feet. Chuck’s thundertube of dickmeat started sliding in. It pushed her frilly
  doilies of labial flesh aside, and it kept on going till it couldn’t go any farther. She grabbed his hips and pulled him in, and then he pulled out, leaving her empty and waiting, and then he
  slammed into her train station again. His cock train was commuting in and out of her pussyhole, filling and emptying it by turns, and she loved it.


  She heard him say, “Here it comes, oh, here it comes,” almost in a whimper, and then he made a strange guttural cry that sounded like a tree cracking before it fell, and then a sound
  like a monster in a Japanese monster movie, and she felt a flowering of deep warmth inside her, and the sense of hot sperm that surrounded the prow of his still thrusting peckerdickcock.


  “Thank you for the lovely concert of Russian piano music,” Luna said.
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  Pendle read about nuclear waste in The Rooster while he was waiting for the woman at the burrito store to make his burrito and wrap it in
  foil and put it in a paper bag so that he could go home and eat it while listening to the rest of a Scientific American podcast on the physiology of romance. In the Rooster personals
  an ad caught his eye. It said, “ARE YOU able to enter an alternative universe? ARE YOU friendly? CAN YOU interview
  people about their sexual experiences? Good money, pleasant living quarters, must like naked people and be willing to relocate.” There was a small round black circle at the bottom of the
  ad—no address or phone given.


  Pendle peered closely at the ad, and suddenly he felt a powerful air current pulling his hair and the whole of his head downward. He was vacuumed down into the black circle. He lost
  consciousness for a moment, and when he came to he was in Lila’s office. Lila was the director of the House of Holes. She was large and pretty in bifocals, about fifty, with lots of loose
  light-brown hair. Pendle told her that he was there about the job in The Rooster.


  “Ah, we filled that position yesterday,” said Lila. “But just for the heck of it, why don’t you give me a sample of your interview technique.”


  “I’d probably just say, ‘So tell me what happened.’ People seem to open up to me. It’s been true my whole life. I don’t know why, exactly.”


  “It’s your eyebrows, I think,” said Lila. “I see a forgivingness and a directness there. Now what if you were a client and I interviewed you? What if I said, ‘Be
  honest, why are you here?’”


  “I guess I’m here to see women naked.”


  “This is an unusual place, and it’ll cost you a lot of money,” said Lila. “I mean a lot, lot, lot of money.”


  “That’s too bad,” said Pendle, “because right now I don’t have a lot of money.”


  “Maybe you better come back when you do,” said Lila.


  “How much money do I need?”


  “How much nakedness do you want? Be honest. So few people are able to tell the truth.”


  “Let’s see.” Pendle took a deep breath and then poofed it all out. “I think I need twenty-four horny nude women at the same time.”


  “Twenty-four?” said Lila. “I don’t often tell people this, but you know that a man can really only handle one horny nude woman at a time. Maybe two. Even with two,
  it’s like that trick where you have to circle your head and pat your stomach. Do you want to reconsider? Think.”


  Pendle closed his eyes and visualized his dream of desire. He didn’t need twenty-four horny women, he realized, only eight. He wanted some of them to have merry little breasts, and some
  huge soft heavy sad hangers, and he wanted some of them to be fairly old and some of them to be fairly young, and some to have throaty brunette voices and some wispy chirpy blond voices. He wanted
  them all to be on their knees on couches and chairs with their asses up and ready and their slippy sloppy fuckfountains on display. He’d walk in front of them holding his generous kindly
  forgiving dick, saying, “Do you want this ham steak of a Dr. Dick that’s so stuffed with spunk that I’m ready to blow this swollen sackload all over you?” And they’d
  all say, “Yes, Mr. Fuckwizard, we want that fully spunkloaded meatloaf of a ham steak of a dick.”


  Pendle explained all this to Lila as well as he could. “They’d be supercharged and overdosed with horniness,” he said, “because for eight days beforehand each one of them
  would have been imagining that eight guys were in front of her staring at her and pumping off their meatsticks, and each guy who’s pumping his meatstick would have been imagining for eight
  days that he was in a room with eight lovely ultrahorny women, and those women would be imagining that they’re in a room with eight ultrahorny meatsticks, and so on.”


  “Gee whiz.” Lila reached for a calculator. “So far your dream involves slightly more than four thousand people,” she said.


  “If it does, it does,” Pendle replied.
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