
True Fuck 

 

His blood coagulates in the meth so you pop the needle off the point and drink what’s inside, 

squirting it down your throat. Tastes like shit. Halfway through you think, wait, there’s a 

better way, so you stick the rig up your ass and squirt its contents there instead. Later he fills 

your colon with piss and you walk all the way to Queens on the rush, zombified. Your ass flap 

opens up like a valve on the bridge and the piss cascades out, soaking your shorts as you walk, 

leaving a trail behind you on the pavement like a slug. You fold the wet shorts and place them 

in a plastic bag with your expired ID card, the one he didn’t commandeer. They can possess 

you once they have your documents, Adac always warned. You place the bag on top of the 

wardrobe. You put his ID in the orange clutch, then apologize robotically and take it out again. 

He won’t drink any water. Like, ever. Different tweakers come by and do chores for him, clean 

his apartment in exchange for getting to sit on the bed together and smoke his drugs little by 

little. It really is a community. He says there’s cops there all the time but there’s limits to what 

they can do, what they care about even. All you care about is the blue painting of the dog. How 

it glows like that in the blacklight. Lena cries and cries. I can’t let you go back there, she says, 

on the second step of the basement, the smoke from her spliff curling into the center of the 

room and hovering there. I have to, you say, don’t you get it? There’s a painting of my 

childhood dog on the wall! And I’m in the painting, too, sitting on the dog’s head. I don’t care! 

Lena says. How could she fail to grasp the gravity of this karmic resonance? You haven’t seen 

her since, not once. She stopped by your mother’s motel room in Jamaica to drop off your 

suitcase on her way somewhere else. Or so you heard. 

 

When he’s enormous, engorged, you realize he’s prehistoric. Pink scales, orange iridescence. 

The dinosaurs from Dinosaurs. In every ER one patient is a DJ. It’s important to find the one, 

he says, and listen, really listen, to the sounds he spins. Not, like, with your ears. You have to 

listen deeper, on the cellular level and shit. Did he tell you that, or did it come to you in a 

dream? More importantly, are all paintings haunted like that? Anthony was. He cleaned the 

place up real good, much better than your pathetic attempts. Very organized. Lots of free meth 

from the big man. Eight years he’s been partying, he says, and he’s kept the same steady 9 to 



5 gig the whole time consistently. Everything in his life is fine more or less, he says. Yes, he’s 

got AIDS, but who doesn’t? It’s not a death sentence. It comes with the territory. A badge of 

honor. Lots of guys want the virus these days. He’s not a slut, though, wants a boyfriend. 

Doesn’t fuck around, really. Partying doesn’t make you feel horny? you ask. All it makes me 

feel now is normal, he says. 

 

Nicky feels mad because you didn’t ask before you squirted his blood up your ass. Fucking 

psycho! He doesn’t get we’re in a porno, you win points for these kinds of things. The totals 

in bubbles above everyone’s heads. Lena’s a big star. Millions of points. You’re a big star, too, 

even bigger than her. Trillions, zillions. Bing bing bing bing! The others? Eh. I don’t remember 

the middle part. The cinematic feeling. Psychosis is just learning to live in the part of your 

brain that realizes you’re in a movie. The goat voice, the pleasure voice piped into your ear. 

How it curls around the sacrum, twisting up its energy and rolling through the spine. Electric 

in the blood. Tender, horny, terrifying, grotesque – but sweet, and slimy too. An unholy new 

breed of satiety. Jesus and the devil and all the little cenobites. The gray thing squirming 

around inside you. Little slugs are easy enough to remove later on. One popped out of your 

turkey sandwich the other day and scampered off. They don’t like the taste of these good 

vibrations. I don’t care, Lena says. I’ll tell your parents. I’ll tell your parents your secrets, you 

say. Like how a possum came into the basement that time, the night your dad had bedbugs. 

Or how your boyfriend’s a small-time, bullshit con artist coke dealer with a perma-frown. He 

sucks! Stop dating him. It’s a really good porno, though. The blue painting is a nice touch. The 

one of the dog. Your childhood dog, remember? That’s what they’re filming you through. The 

dog is protecting you, too, though. Anything that looks like an eye is a possible suspect. He 

gifted you the painting then took it back. All your gifts he buried in the sand. 

 

It’s funny, the glimmers of future shit you get in madness. That’s probably why they call it 

crystal. He covers the dog with a blanket. He’s jealous of it. The attention you give it when you 

could be making the bed or saying I love you or sucking him off, even though you tear his cock 

with your vampire teeth, craving blood instinctively. He texts the one neighbor who does the 

good slams in exchange for little shards. He comes over. You slam. He leaves. Your boyfriend 



thinks you’re a vampire. You see him as more of a lizard, which gets less frightening over time. 

At least he’s not a pedophile. Well, I mean, he is, but not the way some guys are. Like what’s 

the dude’s face. Just kidding, I won’t say his name. The one guy who you party with for three 

days and then he’s like, welp, got to get back to work driving the retard van to Wal-Mart. What 

a visual – hear me out. Some methed-out psycho pedo guy with a giant fro and hickeys and 

bite marks and lipstick smears down his neck behind the wheel of a careening van zooming 

down the 678 to the fucking Wal-Mart in South Jamaica, all the retards in the back choking on 

their lollipops and screaming bloody murder. Ha. Oh wait, he wasn’t the pedophile. No, it was 

that other guy – the Jewish guy who loved Peter Pan. Yeah. That makes more sense. The Peter 

Pan guy was the pedophile. 

 

When Nicky shows you pictures of the burnt houses, that’s when you start to lose it. We did 

that? you say. Yup, he says, his muscley arm encircling you like a boa constrictor. You did such 

a good job, baby. They’ll never catch us. The problem with murder, arson etc is once you’re in 

you’re fucking in. The people you do the crime with become like family. I mean, Nicky already 

was family. Our DNA entwined. You know your soul’s been circling around his for lifetimes. 

Impossible to escape that kind of magnetism. It’s the shit they write symphonies about. 

Whole operas. That Heathcliff and Cathy kind of bullshit. That one image, though. Cenobites 

slipping out of the closet. The shadowy ones in the windows. You miss them all the time, even 

to this day. How they brought you two together. They love Grindr, all kinds of dirty pictures. 

Viruses, bacteria, any type of invaders: Ass invaders. Space invaders. Home invaders. The 

thought that it might be all in your head never occurred to you. Still, a dirty trick. Telling you 

he knew whose mansion it was the first time. Telling you we had a right to be there. That it 

belonged to a friend of his. That the people who showed up were the real intruders. The ones 

whose house it literally was. Your first victims. But you’re trying to forget about all that. The 

whole consent thing. The victim-perpetrator delusion. That’s the gift he’s given you. 

 

People don’t know what they want. You have to give it to them in spite of that. That’s why they 

call it crystal. ‘Cause it’s a crystal ball that shows you everyone’s motivations and desires. It 

shows you who wants to live and who wants to die. And it gives you the magic, the confidence 



you need to carry out the will of the holy destroyer who possesses you when you imbibe it. 

The first one had to be a trick. Because it taught you the game. It taught you the fuck. The true 

fuck: the magnificent magic of it. You’re scared at first. But he teaches you well. He shows you 

how to let its sacred rhythms move you. Overtake you. When you breathe and let it happen 

there’s nothing you can’t do. No one you can’t destroy. No tower too big to smash. No soul too 

wild or wily to harvest. 

 

In time the student becomes the teacher. The cat turns into the mouse. The heretic leads his 

own bloody inquisition. Or so they say. All you ever wanted and needed was love, and to live 

your life like it was a work of art. You always knew you’d die young, but not in your wildest 

dreams could you have pictured this outcome. You remember it all like it was yesterday. Or 

was it actually all yesterday, and that’s why you remember it like that? You scratch your balls. 

Something stinks, like rotten meat. You reach for the torch, reach for the pipe. Skeletal fractal 

swirls spiral to the ceiling and puff outward, becoming ambient, becoming air. Baby, you want 

a hit? You call out in the direction of the bathroom. No response. Baby? Nicky? You alive in 

there? Just a sec, babe, his voice rings out. The toilet flushes. The timing is perfect. Not 

suspicious at all. You both laugh. All three of you. Be right there, he says. You exhale. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Unity is an angelic consciousness-unit downloaded into a cyborg body by a hideous inventor 

and trapped in an off-planet lab known only as the Hospital. To find out more, visit Unity's 
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