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To the memories of my
friends Jeff Campbell and Michael Dash; for Marc Collins and my
other friends who are only visiting here from Ki. And always for
Hugh.

 


Albert, or The Book Of Man
advances a unique understanding of same-sex
existence: homosexuality is part of the
untamperable balance of life on Earth.
Death, even in the face of AIDS, does not separate gay men but
places them in a continuous chain of consciousness.

 


Even for Science
Fiction, Albert or the Book of
Man, first published in 1995, several years
after the administration of George H. W. Bush and the beginning of
the “culture wars” in America, was years ahead of its time. It
predicted the far-right swing in the U.S., and the rise of such
politicians as George W. Bush, Jr. (as well as Dick Chaney, and
Karl Rove) and his usurping of fundamentalist Christianity toward
political aims and goals; the U.S. invasion of foreign governments
advancing these goals; and the arrival of right-wing politicians of
various guises using populist “market-driven” fundamentalism, such
as Sarah Palin.

Albert also predicted the idea of “gay reserves,” places where gay
men and lesbians might be free to marry and have more liberated
lives—an idea we saw in the division of the country into “blue
states” and “red states,” as well as localities that permit gay
marriage and those that seek to destroy the validity of it. In his
conceptualization of the White Christian Party founded on an
anti-gay, anti-birth control, and antibortion platform, Perry Brass
saw ahead of the period when Albert
was written, in the mid-90s, to a more threatening
and dangerous world, the one we presently live in. He also
predicted the advent of “cyber-warfare,” “cyber-poisoning,” and
other forms of high-tech violence that we are now starting to
experience with the introduction of bombs and other devices
activated by cell phones. In 1995, when Albert was first published, cell
phones were still Dick Tracey ideas; Brass completely
conceptualized their position in today’s world, as well as the
introduction of global positioning systems tracking the movements
of drivers throughout the country. Although Albert is definitely a
book of queer science fiction, Brass’s ability to see into the
future is uncanny.

 


Albert, or The Book of
Man is the third book in the chronicles of
the planet Ki, which had already produced the classic science fiction
thriller Mirage —nominated for a Lambda Literary Award for Gay Men’s Science
Fiction—and its powerful successor Circles. Albert is even more incendiary and exciting. Although a continuation
of the story of tribal Ki, Albert
deals with new characters and can be read as a
stand-alone, on its own.

The Earth.
America. The year 2025,
when the country is even more polarized than present and an
ultra-conservative White Christian Party has taken over. The
country is now scored into rigid “W.C.P. zones” and “gay reserves,”
those few narrow places where gays and lesbians can live openly and
under their own fragile rule. It is here Albert must seek refuge,
after Ki has been taken over by the forces of a renegade warlord,
Anvil, and Woosh, the sinister leader of a tribe of
apemen.

Who exactly is
Albert? The
long-hoped-for son of a pair of Kivian Same-Sex men and an unknown
mother, Albert was raised in the midst of war and murder. As an
adult, he has separated himself from the intrigues of his planet;
after the death of one royal father, he must pay the price of this
separation. Using his powerful third testicle, “the Egg of the
Eye,” Albert will be reborn on Earth, the son of a “virgin” lesbian
mother and an unknown father. Rising from the waters in the gay
reserve of Provincetown, Massachusetts, Albert will become the
center of a whirlpool of personal and political struggles: he will
grow to be a man in only four years; find himself passionately
loved by his Earth father; and then find the mate who will take his
heart away, as Albert plots to get him back to Ki and attempts to
rule life on this strangest of small planets.

Albert is the gay Everyman
at the crossroads of two planets and two centuries. Like all of us,
he is attempting to find his own story, his roots, and to define
himself and the tribe he
comes from. Albert
is indeed the story of
Man, and the latest part of the story of
Ki, where Same-Sex men mate for life, where power defines sex, and
where the merciful Sisters of Ki attempt to keep life in balance.
As in any great work of speculative fiction, Albert is a mirror into our own world
and presents for us a true picture of ourselves, our nightmares,
and our most tender fantasies.
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“. . . may my soul go forth
to travel to every place which it desires. . . .”

The Egyptian Book Of The
Dead

from the papyrus of Ani,
translated by Dr. Raymond Faulkner

 


There is always that need
in human beings to create the Other. To create it, worship it, and
destroy it.

 


It may be true that each
man is his own worst enemy; but once he realizes the power within
himself and learns (because this knowledge is not innate) to act on this power, he
becomes his own best ally.

 



Introduction

 


This story begins on
Ki, a small planet
associated with the distant star cluster the Pleiades, within the
constellation Taurus. Ki is a beautiful primitive place with very
limited resources. To keep its human numbers from overwhelming its
size, thousands of Ten Moons ago—the Kivian reckoning for years—the
population was divided into three groups: the Off-Sexers, warlike
tribes composed of dominant males and submissive females; the
Same-Sexers, nature-worshipping homosexual men who are aligned with
the Temple of Ki; and the Sisters of Ki, renegade women who
periodically break away from their Off-Sex families and are taken
in by the Temple. There they devote themselves to the service of
the Goddess Ki and Her daughter Laura, and to preserving the
balance of Ki, a balance instituted by the ancient
Agreement whereby the
three groups resolved to live in harmony. To distinguish themselves
from their Off-Sex “cousins,” the Same-Sex men of Ki possess a
revered anatomical difference: a powerful third testicle, called
the third Egg, or the Egg of the
Eye.

This testicle is directly
connected to their brains—and some say to their very souls. It can
convey thoughts telepathically. It can travel, under certain
circumstances, on its own through space, reproducing itself and
gathering vast folds of time and distance like a cosmic darning
needle, looping them into small manageable routes of passage. By
passing through these folds of space, intergalactic travel becomes
almost instantly negotiable. But the problem is that once the Egg
leaves its owner, he is left in a vulnerable state of suspended
“sleep,” making travel from one part of the Universe to another a
dangerous adventure.

If this is your first trip
to Ki, have no fear: Albert, or the Book
of Man, is a thrilling, cosmic voyage of a
story that can be read and enjoyed independently. On the other
hand, if you’ve visited Ki before, via Mirage and the second Kivian
book, Circles, you
will find Albert a
natural extension of its history, introducing vivid new characters
to a family of men that began with the ambitious hunter Greeland
and his soulful mate Enkidu, who only reluctantly had the destiny
of the planet thrust upon him. At the conclusion of
Circles, after a war on
Ki that has forced his Egg temporarily to Earth, Enkidu found
himself made the first king of Ki: a role he assumed only to
preserve the balance of the planet. He was helped in this rise by
the devious magician Woosh, leader of the enclave of the sinister
Blue Monkeys.

On Earth, Enkidu’s Egg had
become lodged in the scrotum of Nick Lawrence, a married closeted
man living in wealthy Beverly Hills, California. Because of the
power of the Egg, Nick’s homosexuality was forced into the open.
Soon he encountered the passion of his life: a gay Russian
mathematician named Reuvuer.

After ingesting the
powerful “seed” from Nick’s Egg, Reuvuer discovered that he would
do anything for Nick, even murder. But in a desperate attempt to
break their bonds with Ki—and save their own lives—the gay couple
was killed by Rich Quilter, a homophobic conservative politician.
After their deaths, Enkidu, again whole and “awakened” on Ki, was
able to do what was necessary to bring the planet back to its state
of balance; and to use the power within himself to become its
ruler. But first he had to kill Greeland, the mate promised to him
as a boy, whose vicious plans started the war that threatened life
on Ki. After Greeland’s death, Enkidu took Greedu, an Off-Sex
outcast, as his mate. By marrying Greedu, Enkidu finally created
the harmony necessary for peace on Ki. But every day he was
reminded that since Greedu was an Off-Sexer, they could not share
seed from each other’s Egg, an act necessary to extend the lives of
Same-Sex men.

Albert is the story of the son of Greeland and Enkidu; it is the
story of the love of fathers and sons. It is also the story of what
we now see as the unfolding of “gay” consciousness into a deeper
understanding of the SameSex role in the Universe, and in the
complete Book of Man. It is a story many of us are taking part in
each day, as we search for our own Egg of the Eye.

 



Chapter One

 


The night that my father
Enkidu died, he called me into his chamber in the towering castle
edged by woods and endless plains that he and his beloved mate, the
Off-Sexer Greedu, had erected. I was at that point thirty-two and
unpromised, with no sexual experience to call my own. Such a thing
was unheard of on the planet Ki. I had lost myself in endless
hunting parties, learning to fight and wrestle, the reading that
Enkidu had taught me, and gathering together the books that
contained the story of our races: the wild Same-Sex brothers from
whom I had sprung and the Off-Sex people of Ki, men and women, who
for thousands of Ten Moons—our term for years—had been our
enemies.

His chamber was dark. He
was almost blind. He seemed to me as old as the caves and the
mountains of our small planet. But always he had seemed that way,
even going back to those years when I remembered him well, as a
young man with Greeland, my other father, the crazy head-strong
warrior whose face I had often seen myself when I looked into the
mirror.

“Come closer,” Enkidu
whispered from his bed. “You look exactly as I remember you,
Greeland.”

“I am not Greeland,” I
reminded him. “I am Albert, your son.”

“Albert!” He pulled me
closer to him and kissed me lightly on the lips. His breath felt
faint, barely escaping from his nostrils. “How could I
forget? I called
you here! How good of you to come to your old father. But for a
moment, just as you walked through the door, I thought you were my
first promised mate, Greeland, whom you hardly remember, I am
sure.”

“I remember him only too
well,” I said impatiently. “I cried bitterly after he
was—”

“After I killed
him?”

“Yes, sira-father,” I said,
using our word sira out of respect and affection. “You did what you had to do,
then you took Greedu as your mate, a man I could never fully
accept, as he was not one of us—”

“He was one of us, because
he loved me and
loved you as
well.”

“But he was an
Off-Sexer.”

“And you were born of an
Off-Sex mother, whom you will never know. Remember, that is only
another mystery of our lives, Albert. It is amazing how Ki is still
a constant mystery to me, my son. But soon I shall leave
it.”

“I know,” I said, and then
without warning, my knees gave way like water beneath me. I knelt
down and starting crying at his side; I cared for him so much. He
patted my head, running his old bony fingers through my hair. I
felt as if my whole life were coming to an end. As if I were too
young to be experiencing this terrible loss; yet I was hardly young
anymore. The idea of being left so alone now—Greedu had died at
least twelve Ten Moons before—sank into me.

“I must tell you the story
of your name,” Enkidu said to me. “I have never told it to
you.”

I got up and kissed his old
hand, dry and wrinkled, and then sat down gently on the edge of his
bed. “I know it is a secret. Greeland himself would never speak to
me of it.”

“Many Ten Moons ago, your
father Greeland and I were made to leave Ki. Woosh, the crafty old
magician of the Blue Monkeys, enabled us to go to another planet,
called Earth, and there in the form of other men, persons very much
like ourselves—”

“Same-Sexers?”

“Yes—people, I am afraid,
very despised on that planet: in their form we embraced another
life . . . eventually we even took
a life.”

“You murdered some
one?”

“Yes.”

“I did not think you were
that sort of person,” I said to my father.

“Greeland did
it.”

“Why?”

“It was part of Woosh’s
plan, and it saved Ki—for a while. But the most amazing thing was
that I fell in love with the most beautiful creature, named Robert,
and I could not bring him back here to Ki, because to do so,” he
halted, then said: “would mean to slaughter him.”

“What was your name then,
on Earth?” I asked.

“Allan.”

“So I am
Albert?”

“Yes, for I, Enkidu, loved
both of them, both Allan and
Robert. I loved them as if they were
completely separate people, even though I lived in Allan’s own body. I saw another
world through his eyes, touched it with his skin. I pray that you
can see that: that I loved both of them truly, just as I have loved
both Greeland and Greedu.”

I could tell that he could
hardly speak anymore. The diseases of old age, which our Same-Sex
brothers kept away by ingesting seed, the special sperm from our
Eggs, had infected him. He leaned towards me, and said, just before
closing his eyes, “My son, you must take a mate. I know you have
not done so, out of loyalty to me: since I could not share seed
with Greedu, you have not left me to go off with another. What a
fine man you are.
No one could ask for a finer son; but after I am gone, you
must have a mate of your
own. Not to do so is to court your own death—and also, you will
condemn yourself to be alone on our beautiful, dangerous planet. I
know that when you are ruler of Ki—”

“I do not want to be
ruler.”

“You must be, dear sweet
boy. For so many Ten Moons there has been peace here; your dark
Same-Sex brothers have had the peace they needed. But without a
ruler, with only these foolish Off-Sex chieftains to go back to
their bickering and warfare, then all of this has been in vain; and
my own life, lonely and painful as it has been, has been merely a
waste of time.”

“I am not meant to be ruler
of Ki,” I said. “I know I am a strong man—and sometimes my temper
gets the worst of me—but I know inside that I am neither wise
enough, nor settled enough, to be ruler.”

Enkidu shook his head.
“Greeland wanted to be ruler more than anything else in life, and I
did not. Yet I bent myself to it. Of course I had Greedu at my
side, and you—despite all the other young men who have wanted
you—have taken no promised friend, and have no sons to prove it.
The Sisters of Ki are disappointed in you, Albert.”

“They can stay that way—if
I took a mate, I am certain that these forests would start shaking
with envy: every Same-Sex man would say, ‘Why not me?’ Besides, I
would have had to leave you and go off on my own. I would have had
to live somewhere else with a strange man.”

He brought my head to his
old white face and kissed me again. “Now, Albert, you
will have to.” He smiled.
“My dear sweet child. How did I ever produce something as handsome
as you? I am afraid I look like a monkey—”

“No, sira-father, you do
not!”

“You are only being kind. I
was never handsome like your other father Greeland. I still wonder
how I ever had such a beautiful, tall, strong son. . . .”

 


With those words, he closed
his eyes, and I left him. Later on in the night, Tolah, his chamber
servant, came into my quarters in one of the farthest turrets of
the castle and gave me the news. “I am afraid our Lord Sira-Enkidu
is dead,” he said. Great tears streamed down his face. “The Sisters
of Ki will take him to the Temple for a funeral, and then he will
be buried in the Cave of Mysteries, not far from Greeland and the
body of his own Greedu, who was allowed to rest there—”

“Yes, I know,” I said to
the old servant. I had heard the story before. The Same-Sex elders
did not want Greedu’s Off-Sex bones in their cave, but they gave in
to Enkidu and allowed it. How small the whole planet seemed to
me—too small for its own good. I walked out onto the parapets of my
tower and saw torches winding through the distant paths, as far as
I could see. Streams of torch-bearing mourners were trudging from
the forests and the sullen, craggy mountains beyond them, as word
of my father’s death had moved faster than the wind. As the
mourners got closer, their lights merged in a lustrous sea of fire
marching on to Enkidu’s castle. I ran down the stairs and hurried
through the empty, echoing halls to his chamber. I had to see him
before the people of Ki got to him, but my way was barred by
Hortha, the elder priestess of Ki, who looked as ancient as a
crocodile—and was twice as smart as one.

“Sorry, my son. Please do
not enter. The Sisters are preparing Sira-Enkidu.” She bowed her
old, white head. “He will be dressed in his beautiful state robes
and his face painted and rouged for this state occasion. We will
take him to the Temple and there in front of the statue of Laura,
his own chosen Goddess, we will have the service. I am afraid that
he now belongs to all of Ki—not merely to you, my dear
child.”

I nodded my head. It was
silly to argue. She was right. The old witch was always right! She
used to drive my father crazy. But she was correct: he was no
longer my father; he was now a painted god, next to Laura, his
personal Goddess. He had proclaimed her the sacred Daughter of the
planet and her own beguiling statue, with its distinct features,
had been placed before the faceless, golden, ancient effigy of Ki:
the original Great Goddess, who had ruled over all of us, Off-Sexer
and Same-Sexer alike, since the time when Time had begun. Or at
least, that was the usual
line, as Enkidu joked with me.

I watched as eight solemn,
sturdy Sisters bore him away on a gauze decked litter, sparkling
with crystal beads and gold. He looked splendid in those gorgeous,
state robes—the damn heavy ones he hated, but had to wear since he
could no longer run around half-naked like his forest brothers did.
His face was chalked a grisly sort of white, a smile had been
painted on it and his old, sunken cheeks were as pink as a
parrot’s. To complete this image of the king now turned god, his
hands were also chalked, and looking at him, I felt that I was now
not in the presence of my father, but only a statue of him. As high
as this occasion was—and already it was awash in ceremony—it made
me feel miserably sad. I shrugged my shoulders, went back up to my
turret, and desperately tried to sleep. My body felt as if it were
an ancient, rotting pier, rolling about, ready to collapse into a
stormy sea: it was so heavy with grief and fatigue. I repeatedly
closed my eyes only to reopen them as the image of my dying father
replayed in my sleepless brain.

Suddenly I became aware
that somebody else was in my small room. “Company?” a grating voice asked,
sounding straight from the Cave of Graves itself.

I opened my eyes and looked
out into the dark. Then with much disbelief, I saw him: a strange,
old man, who seemed more ape than human, in a blue robe surrounded
by a thin blue light, was standing over my bed. “How did you get in
here?”

“As long as Sira-Enkidu was
alive, I could not approach his castle. We had an agreement.” He
let out a coarse, rude laugh. “It seems as if all of Ki has some
kind of agreement, correct?” His laugh was truly blood chilling,
the kind of nightmare shriek that had jagged nails impaling bits of
living flesh in it. “The agreement was I would never try to bother
his son—or have influence
over you—and he would not tell anyone any
of the secrets of the Blue Monkeys. But now that
he is dead, our agreement is also!”

He shrieked some more. I
wanted to strangle him, anything to stop that revolting
laugh.

“Woosh!
My father spoke of you often, but never nicely.
What do you want?” I demanded.

“Only to make a small
introduction,” the ape man said, laughing again. Ugly brown spittle
dribbled from his leathery mouth. He caught it in the cracked palm
of one of his shaggy old hands. Its claws were long, stiletto-like,
and filthy. My stomach turned.

Suddenly, this
thing that was bigger
than I—and I am not a small man—jumped onto the bed and put its
repulsive face next to mine. It tried to kiss me. I pushed it away,
and then looked at it. Even in the darkness, I could tell that the
face was also apish and leathery, but younger than Woosh’s, with a
low forehead and a small nose that tilted up, snout like. It had
the strangest, dull amberish eyes, like small glass beads observed
through dirty water. The sort of beads one might casually pick up
on a river bank and wonder where they came from. I looked into
them.

The eyes became serious;
they looked at me curiously in silence. He implored me, and I was
struck by the intensity and sincerity of this repulsive face. I
took his hand in mine for a moment, and held it, realizing this was
the kind of gesture my father Enkdu, who was generous to all
creatures, would have made. He nodded his homely head to me.
Suddenly, I felt bad. I got up naked and lit the small oil lamp
next to my bed, and looked at the two of them while they looked
back—Woosh with that ungainly drunken smile that seemed plastered
to his leering face and the other thing, looking downward, almost
bashful, not really like Woosh—then I walked over to my chamber
cupboard and found a narrow dressing wrap to tie around my
waist.

“How civilized!” Woosh
exclaimed. “To dress for my son! Permit me to introduce you,
Albert, to Nafshee, my child.” Then he added: “He is also the
offspring of Tosh, one of my favorite Blue Monkeys.”

“Who was his
mother?”

“Bahh! We do not need a
mother. He was cloned directly from Tosh and me. He came right out
of my Egg! It is a little trick we Blue Monkeys can do—conceive a
kid right in our own scrotums. If you Same-Sex men could do it,
imagine how happy you’d be? None of that mating-for-life monkey
doody!”

Nafshee backed away from
me. Suddenly a human light seemed to turn on behind his
yellow-flecked eyes. He touched me, at first tentatively, then
grabbed me hard by the waist and tried to untie my dressing
wrap.

“He wants to mate with you
now!” Woosh said, laughing. “Give him time, Nafshee; his only
living daddy just died.”

But Nafshee would not be
dissuaded. His thick, hairy fingers untied the wrap, then he
violently wrapped himself
all around me, running one hand through my hair
while the other crawled its way into my rear opening. I slapped him
down and he only smiled and flipped me onto the bed. The thing was
strong; it took me a moment to recover. Just when his body was on
top of mine and he was lifting my legs up to try to get himself
into me, I used the full force of my shoulders and forearms and
shoved him off the bed. He landed on the floor like a mess of dirty
laundry.

“This is becoming
interesting,” Woosh said as Nafshee got up again and made one more
attempt to take me. I threw him down again to the floor. “Frankly,
I think my son should have you exactly when he wants, but that is
not what we are doing here. Not at all.”

“Then what in the name of
Laura are you doing?”

I waited. There was quiet
while Woosh and his son looked at me. Nafshee shook his head
sadly.

“I like him,” Nafshee
growled softly. “He is mate for me.”

“Shut up, you stupid
monkey,” Woosh said. “You think he is merely going to submit to
you? Half the beautiful men of Ki want him and he has refused them.
Right, Princess?”

I did not answer. Then I
said: “So what do you want?”

“I want you to make Nafshee
your promised friend, your mate.”

“Never!” was all I could
promise him. “My father told me all about you, Woosh. You are never
to be trusted.”

“All? He told you
all? Did he tell you how
I sent him and Greeland all the way to a planet called Earth,
saving Greeland from lonely misery here on Ki? And—let me not
forget—did he tell you that I saved Enkidu’s Egg, after the Sisters
of Ki wanted to have it ‘surgically’ removed? Do you know what
Enkidu’s fate would have been after that little twist of the knife? And later,
when Greeland turned on your father and reduced the whole planet to
bloodshed, I again sent Enkidu away—allowing him to mate, later,
with his own beloved Greedu and—”

“Yes, he told me all of
that—and what a crafty bastard you are . . . that you are one
monkey never to be
trusted!”

“And you believed him, the
man who murdered Greeland, your other father—making you one half an
orphan—who then took an Off-Sexer as his mate?”

“Yes, I did.” I looked over
at Nafshee, who seemed bored and completely lost in this
argument.

Woosh spit violently on the
floor. “Then you are not as smart as Enkidu and you are not
fit to be ruler of Ki.
And whatever happens to you will be of your own doing,
fool!”

I sat down naked on the
bed. The two of them looked at me, and I could tell that Nafshee
was still sizing me up. “So, tell me, Woosh, why should I make
Nafshee my mate? It was bad enough that my father Enkidu
intermarried with the Off-Sexers. Now, I should mate with a
monkey?”

Woosh laughed. “Not just
any monkey: my son. Nafshee is immensely strong. He could overcome
you, rape you right now, if
he wanted to. And probably kill you afterwards.
All of this has only been a game, you see: he admires you terribly.
He has been enthralled with you for years.”

Nafshee’s right hand
bashfully went to his naked, hairy genitals, while his left hand
clutched his chest. His eyes lowered to the floor. I could tell he
was embarrassed by this ghoul’s declaration of his
feelings.

“I’m afraid, Woosh, you
still have not answered my question.”

“Fair,” Woosh agreed.
“While you have been out having a good time this last decade of Ten
Moons, your cousins the Off-Sexers have become increasingly
stronger. Despite Enkidu’s noble intentions to unite Ki into one
peaceful whole, they have not been napping. There are plans for them to retake the
planet. They will destroy your Same-Sex brothers, enslave you, and
everything Enkidu worked for will be like little piles of muddy
turds squeezed out on the banks of the Tanna: in other words,
washed away by the storms of their hatred.”

“This is merely another
trick. Why should I believe you?”

“Because Enkidu, remember,
knew that I was powerful. Just as I brought him to Earth twice, and
then brought him back, I can see forward as well as
backwards.”

I started to grin when he
said that: it sounded ridiculous—if
he could see forward, then why could he not see
that I would never accept his hulking ape-son as my
mate?

Woosh looked at me; then
from another direction I heard his scratchy voice: “Let me do a
little stunt for you, Albert.”

I watched Woosh slowly
twist his head, like a creaking rusty screw, in every direction of
the compass. It made a grating noise as it revolved, clicking every
three or four degrees.

He did this over and over
again, each time making me more and more nervous. But while he did
this, I, too, could see in every direction.

I saw through the walls of
Enkidu’s castle, walls now as transparent as the eyelids of a fish,
to the fields belonging to Off-Sex warriors, who were presently
engaged in putting on their war boots, armor, maces, helmets, and
knives. Then I heard the screams and shrieks of warfare. I could
smell rancid fires consuming villages and flesh. Thousands of
bodies were dumped into our once peaceful rivers. I saw them
floating like bloated rafts, as wild dogs waited on the shores to
chew on them. But the worst sight was the small, terrified faces of
children running from the corpses of their parents. These were the
faces that had seen a tragedy, one Woosh wanted me to believe would
be our future.

“Now do you believe me?” he
asked.

My mouth went dry; my knees
began to wobble. But I was able to grab my dressing wrap, and I
began once more to cover myself with it. I would not let Woosh take
control of me, no matter what. It was time to show these beasts to
the door! “I think you should leave. I am not going to believe this
fantasy.”

“No, my dear,” Woosh
protested politely. “You
should leave!” He grabbed my hand, cutting his
dirty talons into my wrist, while his other hand snapped my
dressing wrap aside. Then with both hands, he slammed my eyes
closed. I tried to kick him hard, but only flailed about blindly,
as Nafshee grabbed at my genitals forcefully with his leathery
fingers; pain burned and crackled through my body. One of his
callused thumbs pressed itself up into the sensitive skin of my
scrotum, virtually touching the soft, trembling, delicate membrane
of my third testicle, the Egg itself.

Because of the respect all
had had for Enkidu, no one had ever handled me sexually. I had
remained aloof from sex—both from its joys as well as its pains and
disappointments. I was what others might describe as a
virgin. I had heard that
sex with men could be rough, but not this rough. I started crying from the
pain; the humiliation. I should have been able to shove Woosh
aside. He was an old man—or an old half-monkey. But I was in his
power; I felt somehow drugged. Nafshee’s thick fingers continued
working on my Egg—as if he were a demented cook—pushing and
squeezing this sacred organ against the creased palms of his
hands.

“Stop,” I pleaded.
“Please.”

Woosh took his filthy hands
from my eyes, and now I could see the smile on his son’s face: that
dumb, strange, sickening smile. I had been prepared to fight both
of them, but I realized I could not. There was no way that I could
fight the sorcery of Woosh, leader of the Blue Monkeys. As strong
as I was from hunting and trekking through Ki, I collapsed to the
floor.

I was sure that Nafshee
would rape me now, that against my will he would enter me and then
take me off to be his own. But instead I descended into total
oblivion. Moments later my eyes were able to open, and I watched as
the two of them managed to take me passively out of the castle,
passing me naked but completely unseen except for a slight shifting
of blue light through a sea of mourners crowding its gates: as if
the stone battlements of Enkidu’s residence had been made simply of
the night air itself.

 



Chapter Two

 


I was now sitting hunched
on unfamiliar ground, on a dead, infertile plain. I looked around
me; not a mountain peak nor the leafy terrain of a forest could I
identify. I reasoned that since I knew Ki so well, I must have been
at least six days’ journey from the castle—farther than I had ever
gone. My head throbbed. It hurt so badly that for a moment I rested
my eyes. I felt as if I had been drunk forever, although I rarely
touched any fermented drink.

I opened my eyes and looked
up again into the distance before me. A group of roughly twenty men
approached. By their armor and helmets, I realized they were
Off-Sexers.

“Lord! Lord! LORD!” one of
them shouted. “What is THIS?” He strode up to me, leaving the
others watching cautiously behind. He was huge, with massive
shoulders and arms like tree trunks. I could see this through his
jointed-leather armor. He removed a large helmet of patched hide;
his hair, long, red, and flowing, fell in thick, dirty swirls to
his shoulders. “I am Anvil,” he announced. “We have waited a
lonnnng time to see you,
my friend. What good spirit has brought you to our humble camp,
Sira-Albert?”

“I was brought against my
will,” I said groggily.

Anvil nodded his red head.
“. . . yes, and naked, too! Come—” he offered a huge reddened hand
to pull me up from the ground. “You must be our guest!”

He laughed heartily with a
deep voice that rang in the air, but I must say his laugh made me
feel better than Woosh’s. “Can you walk on your own with your bare
dainty feet, or do you need my men to carry you? We will be pleased
to bear Enkidu’s son with all the honor he deserves!”

“I can walk,” I said, once
I was back on my feet. But I did feel self-conscious being naked
with these clothed Off-Sexers around me. He must have seen the
embarrassment on my face; one of his men threw me a shirt. It was
long, gray, and coarse; it covered me to my knees. I slipped into
it and then began walking through the dark night, lit by four dim
Moons, always favorable to the Off-Sexers. Anvil quickly put his
arm about me.

“You are in luck, my woman
Wifta is away—so only us men are here!” He pushed his beardy face
close to mine and laughed heartily and his men—they were quickly
joined by others; I could make out perhaps sixty of them
now—laughed as well. “You Same-Sex scum like the company of
big-scrotumed guys, right!” He laughed some more, and this time I
felt sure that the laugh was on me.

We walked farther down the
plain, until it started to roll with slight hills. Scrubby, dwarfed
trees now appeared; then, lit by what seemed like the four Moons at
their sharpest and most unclouded, I saw the dirty, mud-wattled
walls of a keep, a garrisoned fortress. If there had been a wife
around there, it was hard to believe it. No Off-Sex woman of any
rank would stand for such a vile pig-run of a place. “My humble
quarters,” Anvil intoned, stooping to bow, as we walked through a
filthy courtyard. “Please allow me to extend our hospitality.” He
opened a crude wooden door and let me in. Five of his men tried to
follow, but he blocked their way with a scowl and a shake of his
head, and then bolted the door in front of them.

 


The walls of his private
chambers were pierced just below the roof with a single row of
narrow eyeholes. Thin, mottled sheets of parchment had been
stretched over these high openings, and through them drifts of
moonlight settled in. The atmosphere was thick, gray, and awash
inside with a fetid stale mist.

Anvil immediately lit six
oil lamps; essentially wicks set in gouged-out stones. They cast an
eerie yellow light. “I must tell Wifey to clean!” He spat on the
pounded-dirt floor and then ground his boot heel into it. I looked
around: leather armor and weapons were piled up everywhere. On one
side was a wooden table of massive planks neatly lashed together.
Directly opposite this was a bed, made of more planks, sunk low and
covered with a soft, enticing pallet of animal hides and fur
coverlets. “You must be tired,” Anvil observed. “I can offer you no
bath at the moment, since our plumbing is in,” he laughed, then
belched out—“disrepair. But if you would like to lie yourself down,
please feel free.”

“I would like to go home.
My father will be buried tomorrow. I am sure it is expected that I
will be there.”

“Yes,” Anvil agreed slowly.
“The death of the beloved Sira-Enkidu has reached every ear on Ki.
Even our own waxy ones!” He began to take off his armor, slowly
undoing the knots and fastenings that held each piece in
place—first the shin pieces, then the short leather panels that
girdled his hips. Then he unlashed his chest pieces, and I realized
that unlike most Off-Sex men who wore several layers of clothing,
he was completely naked, massive and glowing with sweaty oily skin,
underneath his armor. He stood before me, running his fingers
through patches of wild, curly red hair on his chest, wearing only
his boots. His huge male-piece was obviously swollen, but with what
desire I was not sure. “Here,” he said, pulling at my shirt with
his hand: “Why so formal? Let us get more comfortable!” He jerked
the scratchy, vile shirt right off my back. “So, shall we take a
well-deserved nap?”

He grabbed me, naked once
more, by the hand and tossed me onto the fur bed, so that the hard
wooden planks met my tired body. “I am afraid, sir, I am going to
fuck you right here,” he said, as spit drizzled down his
chin.

“I thought sex with another
man was looked down upon among your people.”

“I am not
of my people. I
have no wife. I am
a renegade. I would just as soon stick this pipe into you as I
would into a girl, a cow, or a fat dog. Lift your legs, or I shall
gladly beat you unconscious, Sira-Albert, and then have
you.”

“How about your men?
Suppose they came in here? For them to find you with me—how would
they feel?”

“Amusement . . . they are
as much animals as I am. You see, I am Ertan’s cousin, one that he
hated—so he banished me to this terrible place. When Greeland’s
forces finally murdered Ertan during the war, I was happy. And all
the time while your father Enkidu was working for peace, I have
been building up my own forces on this, the least gracious part of our planet.
The Off-Sexers are tired of you queer men having power on Ki. All
of us are ready to attack again and own the planet. So for your
sake, Albert, you will either join with me, or pay for your
independence with your life.”

“All of this has been
waiting for the death of my father?” I asked.

He nodded his fiery red
head.

Now I knew that everything
Woosh had shown me had been correct. If Anvil had upwards of sixty
men here, there was no telling how many others were waiting in
other places in his territory. I saw the whole thing again: Woosh
twisting his head like a screw, and the future following it. But I
doubted what Anvil told me about his men feeling only “amusement”
at seeing him rape me. Off-Sex men had never found a public
revelation of this type of behavior endearing—even if Anvil was the
one doing the screwing. “They will say you are secretly one of us,”
I whispered. “A secret Same-Sexer in Off-Sex clothes.”

“They think that I am in
here murdering you. I told them I wanted that right all to myself.
That is why they are happy to wait outside—but not for long. I will
either have you, Albert, or toss you out there for them to kill,
immediately.”

“Then you
are secretly one of
us.”

“Not on your life! Any man
who says that, I will kick his balls off! Now get your legs up.
This is strictly for my pleasure. I am going to stick my equipment
up in you as far as it will go—and then some! And if any man is
crazy enough to think that I am a Same-Sexer, I will stick it up
him as well!”

“And if I do not let
you?”

He reached with his big
hand under one of the fur coverlets and produced a bone-handled
knife big and sharp enough to rend a large stag in two. “Does this
answer your question, Albert?”

I told him it did and
lifted my legs over his knees, while he, still in his black boots,
rammed his thick, garnet-headed male-pipe into me. Sweat poured
from his face. He was pumping away, when suddenly his left hand,
after squeezing any flesh of mine it could grab until I turned
purple, found my scrotum. I became erect; I am afraid I could not
help myself. “What have we got here?” Anvil asked, dripping and
gasping. “A little response? I am not such a bad lay, am
I?”

I looked into his eyes;
then I realized that being so cut off even from his own people,
Anvil must not have known anything about the Egg. Indeed, many
Off-Sex men, aware of its power, wanted to possess it. They even
desired its seed, but could never overcome their shame at being so
intimate with one of us.

“The Egg . . .” I
whispered. “You have found it.”

“What?”

I directed his hand to my
swollen third testicle. “The seed from this is magic. It prolongs
life. It will make you see things . . . amazing things.”

“You faggot!” He spit at me. “You think I
am going to put my mouth on”—he paused, then said—“suck that? I do
not care what the seed does. I should call my men in, and have them
whack your head off right now!”

I smiled. “You have already
fucked me, Anvil. So why not be done with it and take the seed as
well? Do they know what you are doing in here?”

“Sure.” Then his face
dropped. He shook his head. “No. The truth is I told them I would
only interrogate you, and kill you if I wanted
to—which I may yet
do!”

“Anvil, put your mouth on
it. I will give you the seed. It will be the first time that anyone
has had it. I am a virgin, I swear. I saved myself until my father
Enkidu’s death. The first man to take our seed possesses us: that
is our law. I would not allow it before, but you have me in your
power.”

He cleared his throat,
making a noise like a river mud hole being scooped out. “For
real?”

“By the Goddess Laura
Herself, I swear.”

“I do not believe in your
goddamn goddess, but I will accept your oath.” He put his mouth on
the tip of my male-pipe and then began sucking violently on my
already hardened member, even while in one hand he clenched the
bone handle of his knife. I could feel the rippling movement of
seed in my third Egg. So many beautiful Same-Sexers had wanted
me—and I had held out—but who would believe that this would happen:
that I would end up giving myself to this horrifying creature?
Surely, Enkidu had given himself to an Off-Sexer, Greedu, although
under vastly different circumstances. Perhaps, as upsetting as it
was, I was only following in my own beloved father’s
footsteps.

Then, as the head of my
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