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Marilyn 
was in the bathroom applying SkiN to her face. 

 

The room was a mirror-lined box where the floor reflected 

itself in itself forever in the ceiling, walls and floor, and 

where Marilyn could view her body from more angles 

than she actually possessed. 

 

With a two-fingered spoon, Marilyn scooped out a sloppy 

turf of the synthetic derma and plastered it directly onto 

her forehead and temples. Then, with one of the fine 

tools provided with the SkiN pack, she delicately nudged 

and patted minuscule amounts of the fleshy paste into 

the wrinkle valleys that encircled her grey and puffy eye 

sacks. 

 

Next it was to be the lips, lying limp and half-puckered 

just beneath the nose. They rested on a sheet of tissue 

on a narrow glass shelf, and were still slightly damp after 

having been soaked overnight in a thick solution of 

.  

 

The nose dangled above them, hanging by one nostril 

from a hook on the wall. 

Marilyn picked up the lips with a pair of tweezers and ap-

plied them to her very own with extreme care. Of all the 

items in her falseface range, it was the lips she con-

sidered the most important. Her own were but a biro line 
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without philtrum, barely possessing any contour. They 

were also lop-sided. As a consequence of this, any sen-

tence spilling out from between her natural lips did so at 

such an acute downward angle it tended to glance of the 

listener’s leg, hip or handbag, and ricochet to the floor 

undeciphered.  

 

Her best lips attached, she tried them out with a series of 

smiles followed by a selection of her favourite mouth 

shapes. Satisfied that the lips were properly in place, she 

blew her reflection a sweet little kiss that was returned in 

reverse at the speed of light.  

 

Marilyn next lifted her grubby little nose from off the hook 

and winced at the amount of grime and dust accumulated 

about the nostrils. Ingrained matter had coloured the sur-

face giving it the look of the shop-soiled and greasy de-

posits of a mustard hue had channelled down both sides, 

almost covering the tiny titanium press-stud attachments. 

 

Far too filthy to wear, and not at all in the mood to give it 

the thorough clean and polish it silently begged, Marilyn 

popped the nose back onto the hook and opened the 

door to a small triangular-shaped leather box that was 

secured by a small and intricate platina clasp in the form 

of a hummingbird’s foot gripping the delicate petal of a 

Laelia orchid. 

 

With a single fingernail she popped open the fastening to 

reveal her elegant dress-nose, lying profile, left nostril 

down, on a bed of grey-black silk. Made in Paris by La 

Romera, Le Grande Faiseur de Museau, it had been 
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crafted by the master at the height of his powers, and 

was as impressive a proboscis as could be ever be ac-

quired. Long and narrow, it left the face at precisely forty-

five degrees with the two sides rising to meet and form a 

ridge near scalpel-sharp. The nostrils were no less ex-

ceptional, being a pair of narrow elliptical holes guarded 

at their entrance by fine drapes of young chinchilla hair 

hanging down from two smoothly bevelled vestibules. 

 

Marilyn clipped the nose into place over her own snub 

snout and then tested the nostril alignment with several 

deep intakes of breath. 

 

Satisfied by the overall arrangement of her face, she next 

removed the small crystal stopper from a blue fluted bot-

tle standing on the glass shelf and treated her pulse 

points to a generous douse of 10 Mile Radius by 

Somptuaire, an exclusive scent with the wild reputation of 

being able to reduce men and dogs to hapless drooling 

fools. 

 

With everything on her head now fixed in its proper posi-

tion, Marilyn opened the door to leave. She hesitated for 

a second before turning to check herself one last time in 

the mirror maze. Bouncing off and through the walls, per-

petuated in a never-ending reflection, she appeared infi-

nitely gorgeous. Shoulders marble and legs long. Lips full 

and not a nose out of place.  
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Alan 

was in the power-shower en suite enjoying a hot and wet 

awakening.  

 

He closed his eyes as he angled his face into the needle 

strafe of the steaming jet and opened wide his mouth.  

The water, darting in along a thousand quicksilver lines, 

quickly filled the dry and vacant cave and in doing so ex-

cited his night long dormant tongue into performing the 

desperate lashing actions of an aged carp trapped in a 

hopeless rock pool. As the level rose and lapped the brim 

of the bottom lip, Alan lowered his head and chimping his 

lips, glooped out a chord of clear water that bucketed 

down with a twist before exploding with a thud over his 

wide, hairy feet. 

 

Having cleared his eyes with a series of staccato blinks, 

Alan next grabbed a slipper of soap from its shell-shaped 

holder and began working hard on the hairiest of his 

armpits. With a fast and furious motion, the bar in hand 

whipped his jungle pit into a white and creamy froth, 

forming curly alpine peaks out of the dense and matted 

tuft. Then, turning to one side and raising an arm, he ex-

posed the thick and jagged sud to the smoking water, 

melting it into a trail of popping bubbles that trickled slow-

ly down to join the swirling murky liquid already draining 

plug-below. 

 

After treating both his pits to a thorough soap and rinse, 

Alan next turned his attentions to the cleansing of the 

rectal sphincter and adjacent genitalia. Although his 
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puckered ring was practically pink with barely microscop-

ic traces of excreta, the shag of black hair that tore from 

his arse was heavily beaded with clusters of atrophied 

fartleberries. This fruit, common to the region, persisted 

throughout the year and proved to be one of the prime 

disadvantages of being so immensely hirsute. For Alan, 

excreting had never been the simple clean-cut procedure 

enjoyed by others, in particular by Marilyn, for whom the 

expulsion of bodily waste had become such a neat and 

tidy manoeuvre it rarely demanded anything more than 

the merest gesture of a wipe.   

 

Alan stuck out his behind, splayed a cheek, and took the 

blasting water full in the fundament. The re-hydrated co-

lonic debris clung on for dear life before eventually ca-

pitulating to the flood ‘n scrub, tumbling like dead spiders 

down into the mucky swill. 

 

Armpits and rectum complete, Alan next approached the 

big black mat of his chest.  

 

When dry, his chest was a densely carpeted tropical un-

dergrowth tangled beneath a highly competitive follicular 

canopy, the most successful strands towering to a length 

of more than five inches. 

 

Now wet, the hairs flattened in grain to the gravity pull 

and lay sleek and shiny, emblazoned by the halogen 

floodlights fixed at two-foot intervals across the shower-

room walls. Regularly preened and pruned as they were, 

the hairs needed little more than a delicate soaping with 

a natural sponge soaked in Broadbent’s Babisud. 
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This gave the chest the eventual whiff of milk and honey 

overlaid with a tinge of frankincense, provided by three 

generous palmfuls of Heaven Scent conditioner. 

 

The thatched clump of shed hair and skin flake that 

blocked the plug hole was now more than an inch thick 

preventing the soup of Alan’s detritus from draining away. 

By the time the slurry had climbed over the ankle, it had 

left a series of oily plimsoll lines on the sides of the white 

enamel shower basin. On noticing the hairy occlusion, 

Alan dug it out with a plumbing toe and, with a casual, 

familiar action, flipped it away. 

 

As the plug-shaped bushy missile flew through the air it 

turned a full 720 degrees before tumbling onto the rose-

pink polypropylene coordinating bathroom carpet. Com-

ing to rest on its back, it lay perfectly still, but for the mo-

mentary and pathetic death-throw twitching of its wiry 

black antennae. 

 

Alan stepped dripping naked from the shower and shut 

off the supply. He grabbed his teal initialled towelling 

gown from its folded snooze on the top of the linen bin 

and crucifying his arms, slipped into it like a Real Man. 

Firmly tying the long soft belt with a lightning flash of his 

bushy wrists, he skipped over to a little table by the sink 

where rested his PropaShava, all plugged in ready to 

scythe. The sharpest blades on the planet were a blur as 

they mowed over chin and cheek, the jet-black hair rain-

ing down onto the cold white floor. Twenty minutes later 

and the job was done. Alan swept a skull-cast hand 

across his smooth blue fizz in the sure knowledge that 
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the whole procedure would have to be repeated at least 

three more times during the course of the day if he was 

to avoid the unsightly evening knee-beard.  

 

 
Marilyn reclined on the beige micro suede quality polycot-

ton sofa. 

  

She gripped the small and succulent sweet between 

crabbed thumb and finger, her sharp false nails stabbing 

into its delightful swirly top, puncturing its flat mesh-

branded industrial base. It was praline, one of her favour-

ites, and as it slipped ‘twixt her Del Rio satin coated lips, 

her eyes rolled to the top of her brain and the slow velvet 

chorus that poured from the Kinki Midi Music System 

sucked on the warm wet chocolate coating before biting 

through to the crashing nutty centre with a rushing cre-

scendo of dry and brittle cymbal. 

 

Next it was to be the Final Strawberry Cream, her abso-

lute favourite, waiting dutifully in its plastic-moulded snug-

pit down on the lower deck. It lolled in its brown plastic 

crinkly compartment, half-hidden by a tooth-indent tested 

oblong caramel lying clumsily on its side, its skew-whiff 
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position the consequence of having been tipped from the 

upper storey in an avalanche of the least preferred. 

 

Marilyn picked out the Final Strawberry Cream and 

placed it on the little purple cushion that comes as a gift 

with the Barker’s Royal British Classic 

Chocolate Collection two kilo Exquisite Luxury 

Box, priced £28.99. Elegantly designed, the cushion is 

purpose built to transport a single chocolate from tray to 

mouth in a slow and regal fashion. 

 

The chocolate slipped with ease from cushion to lip and 

then to mouth. Marilyn held it in a saliva suspension, sa-

vouring it for a split second before teasing it into the vice-

grip of her perfect molars. Then, without a care in the cul-

de-sac, she bit down. The pinkish cream innards burst 

through the shattered casing and oozed out onto her 

slowly milling tongue. 

 

Marilyn’s eyes rolled to the top of her brain and she 

hummed as the flooding orgasm of string section washed 

up and over and completely through her.  

 

Like she wasn’t even there. 
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In the kitchen, Alan flipped up the cardboard tab and lift-

ed the lid to the box.  

 

The moulded polystyrene bed squeaked as he eased out 

the brand-new Big Boy 18v hammer action cordless drill. 

He held it aloft, firmly about the waist, before pulling back 

his orange trigger index finger until the small and power-

ful motor whirred, spinning fast the cold chuck-gripped 

steely bit. In his other hand he clasped a green and jud-

dering jigsaw that fed at the mains through a fat double 

plug shared with a classic white kettle, with handy non-

slip feet, still wisp-simmering after its earlier breakfast 

boil. 

 

From Alan’s waist hung a light-tan tool-holster packed 

with hammer and spanner, and in the breast pocket of his 
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mighty checked shirt was a pick and mix of raw plug and 

screw. 

 

Alan parted the long thick wrist hairs that covered his 

hefty gent’s quartz watch and checked the time. With his 

other hand he rubbed his stubble-rough chin ‘n cheek, 

neatened his one long eyebrow, then flashed a bright 

white smile. 

 

At no-one really there. 

 

 
 

In the living room 

 

Marilyn kneeled in front of the blue and pink three-seater 

sofa with deeply-quilted cushions edged with pie crust ef-

fect. She was naked but for a lightly-boned champagne 

lacey basque that moulded her 38D cup breasts into 

someone else’s perfect semi-spheres, and a pair of 

matching briefs with cotton-lined gusset that permitted 

her to display a tantalizing modicum of her labial defini-

tion. 
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As she glanced the clean soft duster across the face of 

the Italian crystal Honey Bear, Alan entered carrying his 

MARVELLOUS alloy stepladders.  

 

There were seventy-six knick-knackless shelves already 

fixed at increasingly acute degrees to the heavy flock 

walls of the living room. This swirling formation, flapping 

grey bracket wings, swept from the teak nest of tables, 

fast past the pendulum wall clock and onto the ceiling 

where it circled around the Maria Theresa style 5 light 

chandelier, hungrily drawn to the crystal glass plums 

hanging full and ripe. 

 

Alan, positioning the MARVELLOUS stepladders in front 

of the bay windows, opened wide the slim aluminium legs 

and sunk the feet deep down into the red and meaty 

shag. 

 

   

              
 

 

Marilyn stretched out her waxed ‘n buffed sunbed legs 

across the soft ruby cushions of the Beirut Suite settee 

and with a single finger summoned another chest of 

chocolates. Alan obliged and knelt by her side to feed her 

a scooping palmful of SUGARY CREAMS. Her nos-

trils flared wildly and her bottom lip quivered, spilling thick 

spoonfuls. She shut her big brown eyes and swung her 

mane of hair from side to side in super-slow-mo as a del-

icate plume of steam rose up from the small of her back 
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and seeped through the fine weave of her crinkle fabric 

blouse. 

 

Alan then placed another chocolate, a Cherry Bomb, on 

the flattened palm of his hand and held it close under 

Marilyn’s nose. She sniffed it for a second then quickly 

lipfumbled it into her mouth where it spent no time at all 

before being slipsqueezed whole down her deep, purple 

gullet.   

The chocolate was manipulated down the thick and slimy 

corrugated tube and into the stenching dank cave of 

Marilyn’s stomach. Once there, it sank into the mushy 

amalgam of breakfast, bile, and SUGARY CREAMS, 

amalgamating itself into the bittersweet bubbling stew. 

 

A volatile gas had built up at the churning of the food-

stuffs already contained within the stomach and the 

dropping of the Cherry Bomb catalysed a pressure reac-

tion that forced the gas to rush up the gullet and out 

through the mouth at high speed without warning.  

 

‘Burp!’ belched Marilyn, placing polite late fingers to her 

lips. 

 

Marilyn’s face wind dissipated about the room, escaped 

through the gaps in the house, and entered the immedi-

ate atmosphere. A month later, as a super-thin veil of 

gas, it was to rise and mingle with the giant stain of in-

dustrial spew, cow pump and termite rip that slowly 

trawled the troposphere. 
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Marilyn smiled affectionately and then fired another pun-

gent mouth-fart full into Alan’s face. 

 

Invigorated, he sprang to his feet and skipped drill-a-

wirring up the tinny steps of the MARVELLOUS alloy 

stepladders to undertake his shelving with a renewed 

vigour. 

 

On the smoked-glass pancreas coffee table the big book 

lay, a chock-a-block catalogue jam-crammed with great 

ideas. From airbed to workbench, from babywear to 

leatherwear, the glossy tome had all and more. The 

brouhaha it issued was audible from several feet away, a 

wash of noise formed by the chatter and clatter of all the 

things contained within. As tent-flap flutter and belt-

buckle fastening cut across food-mixer brrrr and rowing 

machine strain, sling-back sandal soft leather moulded 

foot bed scuffs interposed with smooth velour curtain 

swish and the cry and sigh of compact vinyl bathroom 

scales. 

 

Way in the distance, lazy waves of Louella loose covers 

lapped gently against banks of fluted rug, whilst closer 

ashore, the harsh clank of brass gas fire crashed against 

tumbling drier and mini-vac suck. High above the rustling 

of swag and tail pelmet, a smack of pro-style hairdryers 

jetted hot fumes over the rapid shutter-snap of compact 

camera and the ratchet din of sewing machine weave. 

And beneath all of this, smothered by the hubbub of prac-

tical goods and fantastic gifts, could be heard the 

nanofaint whisper of mirrors and wax fruit.  
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Marilyn was in the kitchen flicking through her Big Photo 

Album of Cakes Volume II. From Marble Madeira to 

Fudge Chocolate. From Dobez Torte to Pain de Gênes. 

By popping the specified ingredients into the Brompton 

Cake Maker she could construct up to thirty large and 

delicious cakes a day. Or, she could assemble over one 

thousand tempting bite-size Fairy Fancies.  

 

‘I thought we might take some cakes along with us’ said 

Marilyn, holding up a photograph of her pièce de résis-

tance papaya and pomegranate flan.  

 

‘Nothing that will settle too heavily in the abdomen, mind.’ 

remarked Alan, rubbing the flat of his palm over the out-

side of his insides. 

 

Marilyn slipped the photograph back into its tiny trans-

parent envelope and gave her husband a reassuring 

smile.  

 

‘Or any substance that is likely to be processed turgidly in 

the gut’ Alan continued,  

 

‘Maybe something as light as a feather?’ suggested Mari-

lyn 

 

‘Or as delicate as dandruff?’  
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‘From the flaking scalp of a newly born babe?’ 

 

‘Cake to inhale.’ 

 

‘To absorb through the pores.’ 

 

‘Cake to kill for!’ 

 

‘To torture for!’ 

 

‘Mmm.’ 
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The television in the kitchen was turned-up full colour 

flooding the room with a flickering tangerine technicolour 

glow. The volume was also on top notch, distorting the 

laughter and applause of the quiz game crowd compel-

ling the ladened mug tree standing just one foot from the 

goggle-box to clash like the scatter of rat bones in a bis-

cuit tin.   

 

The two contestant families on Neighbourly 

Squabbles were preparing to battle it out over the first 

prize five-star dream holiday at the exclusive all-inclusive 

Marzipan Resort on the Caribbean island of Antigua. This 

came with a thousand “spondoolies!” of spending money, 

a set of OOchi-pOOchi Italian hand luggage, plus the free 

removal, at a private clinic, of any spot or mole deemed 

by a dermatological consultant to have carcinogenic po-

tential, thus minimizing the inherent risks associated with 

over exposure to extreme levels of solar radiation.  

 

Alan was asleep in his cubbyhole when Marilyn found 

him.   

 



 

 17 

‘Who won?’ he asked, yawning. 

 

‘The couple with the freckly daughter’ replied Marilyn, 

helping her husband to his feet.  

 

‘Were they pleased?’ 

 

‘Ecstatic’ 

 

‘Did they jump up and down?’ 

 

‘Like the floor was on fire’ 

 

‘Did the audience whoop with delight?’ 

 

‘Like devil hounds at an abattoir’ 

 

‘Did the losing family appear disgruntled?’ 

 

‘They cried uncontrollably’ 

 

‘Do you think they will kill themselves?’ 

 

‘Yes, I do’ 

 

‘Did you make any cakes?’ 

 

‘Yes, I did’ 

 

‘Mmm.’ 
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Alan grabbed the fool’s chrome edging of the smoked-

glass pancreas coffee table with both hands so to push it 

nearer to the settee. He estimated the task would take 

him no more than three seconds, however he had failed 

to take into account the table’s stubby little feet which be-

came snagged in the meat of black-hole-black deep pile 

carpet.  

 

Consequently, the maneuvering of the table into the re-

quired position took five seconds longer than he had orig-

inally budgeted for.  

 

 
 

 

Marilyn dusted the Lemon Breeze Puffs with some fine 

white powder before placing them into the Fresh Forever 

container. Employing both the tips of her thumbs she 

belched the top before slipping the tiny polyethylene box 

into the bottom of her travel bag. As she walked through 

to the living room, Marilyn cast a fast glance at the hall-

way mirror. She looked rather tall today. Taller than ever 

before, it seemed. Even taller than that time two years 

ago in the garden. Alan had never forgotten that occa-
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sion, and he would make a point of reminding Marilyn of 

it during every subsequent physically intimate moment.    

 

Alan was positioning the book at the bullseye of the table 

with the aid of chalk and measure when Marilyn entered 

the living room.   

 

‘Is it prepared?’ she asked, barely masking her obvious 

excitement. 

 

‘Nearly’ answered Alan, moving the tome a single mi-

crometer with the fleshy cushion of his index finger. ‘I’ve 

just got to........there! Done.’ 

 

Alan stood up straight and faced Marilyn. When he saw 

her he freeze-framed, dropping his chalk and then catch-

ing it as it hurtled towards the very centre of the earth.  

 

‘Gracious me, you appear tall today,’ he said, walking to-

wards her, his arms reaching out, set in the position for 

loving embrace.  

 

‘This is most excellent’ he said as he wrapped them 

about her. 

 

‘A good sign, darling’ said Marilyn breathily in Alan’s ear, 

the words warmly caressing the osseous part of his mea-

tus before sweetly trilling his tympanic membrane. 

 

‘An omen,’ he agreed. 

 

Alan escorted her to the settee.  
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‘Have you everything you need, my dear?’ he inquired, 

setting her down with a gentlemanly hand. 

 

Marilyn patted the travel bag slung over her shoulder. 

She smiled and nodded. They sat down. 

 

Alan reached over to the book, licked thumb and finger 

and with a slow, meticulous action, opened it at the first 

page. With his free hand gently cupping Marilyn’s trem-

bling paw, he began to read out loud the first lines in his 

deepest voice. 

 

‘It serves you well to shop with Hades. Credit payments 

spread over twenty, thirty or forty lifetimes. It’s your 

choice. Special free nano second delivery with our ex-

press service and no return.’ 

 

And the carpet was cleft, and the flames ignited the un-

derlay, and the China Dogs shook a little on the level 

shelving. 

 

‘And if you’re a homeowner and you cannot afford those 

luxury items you really do not need, don’t miss out. Call 

Hades Finance Department for that peace of mind. Open 

twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, three hun-

dred and sixty five days a year. Since the beginning and 

until the end of time.  We offer you the choice of high 

quality and value for you and all your family.’ 
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And the wallpaper blistered, and the ceiling rose wilted, 

and the acrylic carpet spiraled into a vortex, underlay 

vomiting as tar.  And his words began to fade as the 

autophagous living room slipped away to nothing. 

 

‘We offer you an eternity of never-ending credit-to-debit, 

and all consolidated into one easy, monthly repayment. 

Ad infinitum. And beyond.’ 

 

 

          
 

 

Outside, their neighbours’ lawns were fertilised by a 

fine Pompeiic blanket of human ash and knickknack 

pumice. 


