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A young man in Greenwich Village, getting high
on grass and chicks (including a double-date with Siamese Twins)
portrays those of the Love Generation, whom the author calls Orgasm
Addicts.




CHAPTER ONE

When I moved into the building on Twentieth
Street I was looking for answers. It was an old walk-up building
near Seventh Avenue, and my apartment rented for under sixty
dollars a month. I was on the second floor. My downstairs
neighbors— Smith and his wife Myrtle—had a small back yard that
contained one huge tree, stretching way up to the fourth floor, its
lower branches resting protectively next to my window. Smith told
me I could drop the fire escape ladder and use the yard anytime I
wanted. I had another name then, and to avoid confusion, I'm going
to use the new one—Jyros—as if I had it then. Lotus hipped me to
names.

“Lotus is not my real name,” she had said.
“Names are important. I think everybody should pick their own. My
real name was Monica, but after a while it didn't fit me
anymore—like a dress I outgrew, or a pair of shoes.”

Smith introduced me to Lotus, and Lotus
introduced me to grass. I was sitting in Smith's apartment when she
glided in. Dressed in a long flowing yellow gown. Her hair saffron
yellow. Her eyes, tawny under the ceiling light, would, I thought,
be golden-brown in sunlight. She was young and shapely and
pretty.

Lotus had a record album with her, but Smith's
record player was broken. I told them mine worked and invited them
up. Smith couldn't come. Lotus did. She had two joints of Mexican
grass. At first, I didn't think I was high. But when I looked at
the clock and fifteen minutes had passed in what seemed like an
hour, I knew something was happening to me. More time passed.
Guitar and flute music from the record player. Automobiles
screeching to a halt outside my window, sounding like cats screwing
in the alley. We lounged on my bed until the grass was finished.
The record kept repeating.

“I'm the guitar,” Lotus said, pointing at one
of the speakers. “And you're the flute.”

I listened attentively to the music. Sure
enough, the sound of the flute coiled insinuatingly around my legs.
Then, as I listened, the flute music seemed to come from inside me,
deep in my body, from my groin. I glanced down, and saw that my
cock was becoming erect, bulging my crotch like a teepee.

“You're the flute,” Lotus moaned in my ear and
squirmed onto me. She put her hands on my belly, opened my pants,
and pulled me free. I reached under her dress to find bare skin,
warm and smooth, then moved up between her legs until my fingers
rested against the silken shag of her pubis. Her lips settled on
mine and her tongue explored my mouth.

I hoisted her skirt above her hips, had her
bend toward me so I could pull it over her head. She wore no bra
and her young breasts jounced like buoys as she settled back
against the bed. Taking a breast in each hand, I kneaded and
squeezed them gently, turning them outward and upward till the
nipples looked like eyes and rolled with ecstasy. She was groaning
softly. I bent my head and kissed her nipples, moved down and
kissed her navel. I heard the sound of the guitar moan between the
lips of her vagina, and I moved my cock to it.

I rocked forward, parting her moist cunt,
feeling chills run from the head of my penis down to my scrotum.
She twisted her hips and I entered full length, rested for a
moment, then began to move in time to the music. We were a duet.
Flute and guitar. I could feel the music IN her belly, and
compressed those resonant strumming sounds with my cock, gave them
momentum, drove them up her chest, out of her mouth. She arched her
back with pleasure, rocked and swayed and twisted and moaned. The
walls of her vagina convulsed around my cock, and our bodies
wrenched together in a slow, intense series of chills. Then:
seizure, tremor, orgasm.

Her passion had surprised me. Young girls,
while energetic and enthusiastic and lots of fun, usually aren't
good to ball. They gallop and prance like fillies, a quick athletic
race. But Lotus had balled like a sultry mare, bucked with a
woman's sensuous passion, not with a girl's. I reached over to
caress her smooth buttocks. Her eyes were open and she smiled at
me.

“Hey, man, that was groovy. You sure are a
together cat. Most guys either beat the shit out of you or are in
and out so fast you don't know what happened.”

“You make it a lot?”

“Sure,” she answered. “That's the only way to
learn your shit. And that's what I've been doing. Living out on the
street and learning my shit.”

“How old are you?”

“I'm seventeen. How old are you?”

“Twenty-five.”

“Wow. A quarter of a century. I dig that. I
don't like adding by ones. You know, like fifteen, sixteen,
seventeen. Less hassle if you could say 'I'm in my first quarter,
or my second quarter,' like that.”

She took my hand and snuggled it between her
legs, then closed her eyes. We both drifted off to sleep and woke
at two-thirty in the morning. It was hot and sticky in the
apartment.

“Let's go out on the fire escape,” I
suggested.

“Should I get dressed?”

“No, we don't have to. There's a big tree that
covers everything. It's like looking out of a dark window into
sunshine, you can see out but can't see in.”

She followed me to the window. We ducked under
and climbed onto the fire escape. The city was breathing quiet.
Overhead, the quarter moon like a cow's horn. Lotus had her hands
on the railing for support and was leaning her torso out into the
breeze; a breeze that wooed my scrotum and erupted tiny
goosepimples of pleasure on my ass. My balls were hanging as loose
as fruit on a vine. I hooked my arms around Lotus' waist, pressed
my belly against her buttocks, and slipped my half-erect cock
between her legs. She wriggled against me and coaxed it stiff. When
I rubbed her breasts, she rocked forward onto the balls of her feet
and spread her legs, allowing me to slip into her, snug as a cork
in a bottle. We moved slow and desultory. She sighed as quiet as
the leaves that umbrellaed us. I kissed the back of her neck and
her ears, then backed out. The wind, like a cool tongue, lapped the
juices on my erection and made me shiver. I alternated between the
cool breeze and the warm silken moistness of her cunt. She answered
my thrusts with half-circular gyrations of her torso.

While we were moving this way an automobile
pulled up to the curb and parked. A man and a woman returning from
a late date got out of the car. He was tall and pudgy and wore a
rumpled seersucker sports jacket. She was plump, wore a sleeveless
dress with a scooped neckline, and had a pile of wilted platinum
hair. The man put his arm around the woman and tried to kiss her,
but she leaned away.

I slowed my hips and we watched the man try to
kiss the woman again, but she shrugged him away, saying, “Come on
Donald, it's too hot.”

Lotus twisted her ass and slammed back against
me, then opened her mouth and allowed the sensations she was
feeling to escape in a full-throated moan. The man jumped and
looked behind him. But the woman giggled, involuntarily. Lotus'
moan had kicked something over in her womb, a reflex from a time
she had made a similar sound. I could see the man smile, and I knew
that he now had information he hadn't had before: he knew that she
made it, and she knew that he knew. They exchanged quick glances,
then hurried, arms entwined, into the apartment building across
from my own. Good, I thought. One more couple fucking. Two less
frustrated people.

Lotus reached back for my hand and put my
finger against the conflux of skin that covered her clitoris. She
guided my finger over it, showing me how she liked it caressed,
moving my fingers cryptically, tracing the letters of an ancient
language to that sensitive spot. I heard the rustle of the tree, a
car whizzing down Seventh Avenue, the obscure muffled cough of an
invisible jet plane, the sough of our entwined breaths, the swell
of our orgasm.

Afterwards, we held each other and let the
breeze evaporate the moisture from our skin. I heard the downstairs
door slam and a moment later Smith hobbled into view, turned south
down Seventh Avenue and vanished behind the corner gas station.

“There goes Smith,” Lotus pointed.

“Wonder where he's going this late?”

“Probably looking for Myrtle.”

“Who's Myrtle,” I asked. I had known Smith for
a week, had been down to his apartment a dozen times, and I didn't
know anything about Myrtle. I hadn't seen a trace of her. And Smith
never mentioned her.

“Myrtle's his wife,” Lotus said. “She doesn't
sleep here much.”



CHAPTER TWO

Lotus moved in with me. She took up less space
than a box of matches, brought with her only two gowns, a pair of
sandals, and two pair of panties. I was collecting unemployment at
the time, and though I wouldn't have thought it possible, we lived
very well on the fifty-five dollars a week I received. We got
stoned every afternoon and every night, walked the streets and
shared secret, conspiratorial smiles with other stoned citizens.
Occasionally, for a special treat, we shoplifted a steak or box of
frozen shrimp from the A & P.

Wednesday evenings I would go to the old Second
Street Court House where a group of writers gathered for weekly ego
duels, and I would yell and scream with them until one in the
morning. Then we would all move to the R.O.K., a Polish bar on
Second Avenue, and yell some more. Later, I'd walk across
Fourteenth Street to Seventh Avenue, turn uptown, and sneer
contemptuously as I passed Barney's Clothing Store, proud and
liberated in a two dollar shirt and a four dollar pair of
dungarees.

Summer turned into October, and October turned
the leaves on Smith's tree the color of toast. I was sitting by the
window one evening, watching those leaves drop to the ground, when
Smith knocked on my door.

“How's it going, Smith?” I asked.

“Hello, Jyros,” he said glumly, shrugging his
thick shoulders, and frowning. Smith was dwarfish and ugly. He had
a gimpy leg and wore a corrective shoe, thick and clumsy as an
anvil, to keep himself from toppling over. His face was pitted and
his nose was wide and flat. Smith's father was a famous television
newscaster with a coast-to-coast program. Smith didn't look
anything like his father. Smith didn't look anything like
anybody.

“I want you to do me a favor, Jyros,” he
said.

“What's wrong?” I asked.

“I'm looking for Myrtle. I think she's on a
trip. Someone told me that she might be with the Bonzos. I want you
to come with me. O.K.?”

Now of course you're not going to believe that
Myrtle was as beautiful as Smith was ugly—but she was. She had
fire-red hair and tropical sea-green eyes, and her body was better
than any I had ever seen, anywhere—movies, paintings, dreams. She
once told me why she had married Smith. At first I thought her
explanation was a put-on. But now I think it was probably the
truth.

“I married him,” she had said, “because my
mother hated the sight of him.”

But they stayed married. They had been together
for three years. So, whatever the original impulse had been, their
marriage was still intact.

I finally met Myrtle one evening when I had
been sitting in Smith's apartment. The room we were in was
rectangular and contained a full-walled fireplace large enough to
stand up in. Smith was placing a wooden board down in the
fireplace, igniting some violet candles on it. The board had many
layers of old melted wax and the new candles looked like turrets on
a castle.

“Want to turn onto some dynamite hash?” he
asked.

“Sure,” I said. Smith produced a small-bowled
Grecian waterpipe, lit a match and sucked it alive, then passed it
to me. The smoke tasted strange, tangy, and I asked what was in the
bowl.

“Hard apple cider.” Smith said, grinning a
mouthful of the hash smoke back into the room. “It gives it a nice
taste, doesn't it?”

“It's good hash,” I complimented.

“Yeah, I know. Listen, come down anytime and
smoke all you want. I don't like to get high alone.”

When I was so stoned I couldn't lift a hand to
scratch my ear, Myrtle made an appearance, dressed in a flowing
ankle-length minty-green gown that buttoned down the front: twelve
buttons of translucent abalone shell from bodice to hem. There was
a chain of copper links around her neck, and six copper bracelets
on each arm.

“This is my wife, Myrtle,” Smith said. “This is
Jyros—.”

Myrtle smiled at me and every sexual fantasy I
ever had, like flocks of doves, fluttered in my mind. She sat on
the couch next to Smith and turned on with us. I must have dozed.
When I woke, I looked at the couch and saw that Myrtle was napping,
her head resting against a pillow. While I watched, Smith began to
unbutton her gown, starting at the hem, running stumpy fingers
gingerly from button to button. He managed to open all twelve
buttons without disturbing the copper necklace or the bracelets,
pulled the dress apart, uncovered her breasts, and caressed
them.

I could see Myrtle's nipples. Unbelievable:
they looked like strawberries, size, shape, and texture, prickled
now with excitement as Smith's palms coaxed them. My mouth watered.
I wanted to put my lips around those nipples and suck their juice.
I thought I had better go upstairs but Smith looked up at me, put a
finger to his lips, and motioned me to stay in my place.

Her musk in the room was strong as the
apple-cider and hash fumes. Smith stroked her from knee to hip.
When her legs parted, he dragged two fingers stiff as rivets
between them. Her mouth opened and she sighed. A look of triumphant
accomplishment spread across his rough-grained face, and he pulled
his shirt over his head in one swift motion, revealing a chest with
muscles sturdy as a blacksmith's.

Candlelight was glinting from her bracelets,
dancing like gypsies in her hair. He gathered her in his arms, and
carried her to a mat in front of the fireplace, and put her down. I
watched him massage her body and felt my mouth get cottony. I had
never watched two people make it before and wasn't sure I wanted to
observe passively. My own erection was jolting in my pants,
protesting the restraint of fabric. Could it be possible, I
wondered, that I would get some of that luscious woman for
myself?

Smith was looming above Myrtle, his thick body
framed in the outline of the fireplace. He had unzipped his
trousers and extracted his penis. In the shadowy dimness of the
room it appeared rough and heavy, a dark contrast to the
orange-flamed crackling hair on Myrtle's head and cunt. Smith
positioned his cock, then drove into her—the copper bracelets
jingled like wind chimes and breath whooshed from her mouth.

He began to hammer into her, slow ramrod
strokes, hard and steady. Flame reflections cascaded over their
bodies, her copper bracelets clinging and tinkling. Her head lolled
to one side, toward me, and I could see that her eyes were open,
glazed with passion. Her teeth were clenched, lips in a cryptic
snarl. Smith began to fuck faster, bolting like a steel spring into
her malleable cunt. For a moment I felt myself slip into his body,
felt my penis sizzle and oxidize as a white-hot core of rock began
to melt somewhere in the well of her cervix.

Smith groaned, a hoarse cry of
pleasure-accomplishment-despair, and he shot his fluid into her,
stroked five, six, seven times: then Myrtle shuddered and climaxed,
a boisterous and total orgasm that made my teeth ache with
longing.

Some days later Smith explained to me his
relationship with Myrtle. Either one could ball whoever they
wanted. The only restriction: neither could ball the same person
more than three times—that, they thought, would prevent emotional
attachments.

But Smith wasn't really happy with the
arrangement. He said that while a man could easily fuck a woman
without getting emotionally hung up, a woman's nature was
different. Sooner or later he feared she would get involved with one of the men, and that
would be the end of their marriage.

That afternoon, when he asked me to go with him
to find Myrtle, he was afraid. He thought she was on an acid trip
with the Bonzos. The Bonzos were two brothers, Eddie and Dino—they
were mean and evil, and you wouldn't want to be on a trip with them
anywhere nearby.

I met the Bonzos through Smith. His apartment
on Twentieth Street originally belonged to them. They had sublet it
to Smith when they moved uptown.

Smith knew Dino Bonzo from the Charles School.
Both had been teaching there. The Charles School is a private
institution for rich families who have bad-assed uncontrollable
brats. Instead of ending up in reform school or mental
institutions, like poor delinquents, the rich delinquents found
themselves enrolled at Charles. Dino Bonzo, who thought he was a
playwright, was working there as a part-time drama instructor.
Smith had a metalcraft class.

Dino, Smith and I once had a discussion about
teaching. Dino was always putting kids down and I asked him why he
didn't quit. Teaching must be a drag, I said, if you have to lie to
the kids and pretend you like them.

“I don't lie to them,” Dino said, his
wine-purple lips pulled back in a self-possessed smile. “I tell
them the truth.”

“What's the truth?” I wanted to know.

“The truth is that I hate them: that's what I
tell them. Hate them because they sound just like their parents.
Disgusting nasal Long Island voices. Fat little cunty Jews who are
going to grow up just like their mothers with fat thighs, elephant
asses, and varicose veins. Or pimple-faced boys who are fat bloated
replicas of their fathers. I tell them they're going to get old and
die. I tell them that the world is ugly and mean. I tell them to go
out and get fucked, and get high, and get their rocks off any way
they can.”

Smith said that he agreed up to a point. “But
don't you think you should balance it a little?” he added. “They're
just kids. Too much pessimism and you'll turn them off life.”

Dino leered. “Bullshit,” he snapped.
“Simple-minded bullshit. You should get yourself together a little
more, Smith. Talking about balance like that. Look at yourself, a
fuckin' little cripple. Look how you walk. Call that honest? You
spend half your energy trying to hide your limp. Call that being in
balance? You're never going to walk
straight, no matter how much you try. You're fucked-up for life.
Instead of trying to hide it you should use it, use it to get what
you want. Guilt's negotiable. A cripple like you should know how
fucked-up and wasted life is.”

At the mention of his leg, Smith's body winced
and his face clouded, a fusion of humiliation and shame. A savory
taunting smile had curled over Dino's lips, and I knew that he had
intentionally put Smith through those changes.

“See, Smith,” he said. “If you weren't so
hung-up on trying to keep your balance, on trying to walk with all
that bullshitty grace—if you accentuated your limp instead of
trying to overcome it, you could cash in on that leg. You wouldn't
have to be working at this schmucky school. Your father's a bigshot
newscaster with plenty of money. He must feel guilty as hell about
you... why don't you take your family for what it's worth?”

Smith gave an abrupt angry grunt. “You're a
fucking evil cat, Bonzo.”

“I admit it, man. But that's where it's at. I'm
a leopard, a panther. If the meat's unprotected, I pounce.” And for
proof he smiled a carnivorous row of greedy teeth.

If Dino was a panther then his brother, Eddie,
was a rodent. Eddie had thin, pinched cheeks, a sharp nose, and
hungry eyes. Dino and Eddie were half brothers. They had the same
father but different mothers. Dino was tall and athletically built,
had a swarthy complexion, a wide toothy mouth. Eddie was of medium
height and broad-shouldered, but he wasn't muscular. His wrists
were inordinately thin, his fingers long and sinewy.

Eddie was a hustler, a promoter in the music
business. And he was becoming very successful. He lived on East
Thirty-Second Street in a renovated brownstone. He rented the
entire building, had a full-time maid, and three different
telephone numbers. Eddie had started out in the early sixties with
a coffee shop in the West Village. Folk music was in then: Peter,
Paul and Mary, the Kingston Trio, Harry Belafonte, those people.
Dozens of hollow-eyed sad-faced kids would come to Eddie begging
for a chance to sing their songs—for free, naturally. But Eddie was
shrewd. He offered small salaries, ten or fifteen dollars a night,
and whenever possible, he made the people he allowed to perform
sign a contract—exclusive and long termed. When the rock wave
broke, Eddie was ready. He had more than a dozen excellent
musicians tied up like marionettes. I know some of the musicians
who have dealt with Eddie Bonzo and they told me that there are
more strings in Eddie's contracts than fingers and toes in a
quartet. Eddie liked pulling strings, or, if the moon was out and
he didn't like the way you looked, tying them into hard knots.

When Smith and I got to his place there was no
sign of Myrtle. But Dino was there, and so was a girl named
Rosemary, one of the Bonzos' groupies. Eddie waved us in. He was
wearing an expensive suit in mod-English cut and a wide silk tie
that was fastened to his shirt by a gold pin in the shape of a
drawn bow and arrow. The room was brightly lit but Eddie's eyes
didn't reflect any light, just absorbed, like shadows.

The girl, Rosemary, was thin and nervous. She
wore magenta leotards and a bell-shaped dress that reached only an
inch below her crotch. With each shift in the conversation, her
head jerked back and forth like a chicken's. Suddenly, in the
middle of a sentence, Dino glared at the girl and said in a voice
harsh with accusation, “Rosemary, what the hell are you staring at
Smith's leg for? You trying to get him self-conscious?”

Her eyes snapped quick as rubberbands from Dino
to Smith back to Dino. “I wasn't looking at...” she started to
complain, then her jaw slammed shut. Here we go again, I thought.
They're up to more bullshit. So what if she had looked at Smith's
leg. Everybody did. And most people quickly looked away, guilty or
revolted. Smith knew that. He told me he had a lifetime of those
reactions. Dino was the one who was calling attention to it, not
the girl.

“What the fuck's the matter with you,
Rosemary?” he intimidated her. She looked from Dino to Eddie,
looked at me too, but refused to look at Smith, afraid that her
eyes would fasten too long on Smith's leg, and that would be it,
they'd jump all over her.

“Hey Dino, hey Eddie, come on,” she smiled. “I
wouldn't do anything like that, I'm not that lame...”

The word lame broke in
silence like a bottle on rocks, and the smile like chalk in rain
washed from her face. She chewed her lip. Pleadingly, she looked at
Dino, then Eddie. But she wouldn't look at Smith. I looked over at
Smith and saw that he was about to say something, probably to
forget it and leave her alone. But Eddie, who had been carefully
watching Smith, put up an arresting hand, shook his head, warned
Smith to remain silent.

I knew then that they were manipulating us—me,
Smith, the girl. But I didn't know how to stop them. They stood on
each side of her like hanging trees.

“Know what I think, Rosemary?” Eddie prodded.
“I think you owe Smith some sort of apology.”

“Right,” Dino echoed. “If you're a sensitive
human being like you always come on pretending you are then you
should give Smith an apology. You should make it up to Smith. He's
had a hard life. All kinds of shit from little cunts just like you.
Always turning away from him. Or handing him that extra-phony
solicitous shuck. All Smith wants is a little truth. Isn't that
right, Smith?” Dino's eyes demanded Smith's assent. “Well, you want
the truth, don't you Smith? That's what you want, right?”

Smith said “Yes” in a husky voice. He looked at
Rosemary. She was huddled on an ottoman, hair hanging like a
curtain over her face, fingers jumping nervously in her lap.

“What should I do?” she asked with a thin
desperate voice. The sound reminded me of a bird I once heard that
had been impaled on a high barbed-wire fence. The wind had blown it
there. I had tried to climb after it but the fence was too high,
too slippery with rain. Perhaps in a less violent wind I would have
managed. I had watched the bird struggle itself to death and
noticed in myself a cool, detached fascination. Now, watching
Rosemary struggle with her imagined guilt, I recognized that same
fascination and realized there was a powerful sexual element in it:
my cock was stiffening.

The Bonzos continued their interrogation.
Rosemary was trapped, helpless as the bird had been. She was
sweating, a pungent smell, like cinnamon.

“No,” Rosemary was whining. “I don't think he's
any less a man because he's a... because he has a bad leg...”

“Do you like to fuck, Rosemary?” Eddie asked,
flat, matter-of-fact, cynical.

Rosemary gave her shoulders a “what does that
have to do with anything” shrug, but answered, “Yes, sure I do, you
know that.”

“Well then, I think you should show Smith that
you consider him a real man, not some
freak, and fuck him.”

She sat very quiet on the ottoman for a minute;
then, as if she had known all along what was expected of her, why
she was there with the Bonzos in the first place, she nodded her
head in agreement.

“Take off your dress, Rosemary,” Dino said.

She unhooked a clasp behind her neck then
pulled the dress off. She wore no br [...]
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