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Before Bed

O
ur house is covered

 in tentacles.

It grew
 them

 from
 its d

oors and
 w

ind
ow

s. It grew
 them

 overnight, on the 
hot w

et night last sum
m

er. You know
, the night w

hen w
e (she and

 I) w
ent 

to bed
 (together) and

 pretend
ed

 the touching of skin d
uring sleep w

as 
accid

ental.

T
hey, those long clam

m
y tentacles, they snake from

 the house and
 thicken.

She thought it w
as (is) m

y fault. She tells m
e she w

ishes she could
 blam

e 
som

eone else.

O
utsid

e, the w
eather is notable. T

hose tentacles languish there; w
e here.

T
here’s som

ething else that is w
rong and

 unnerving.

So I’m
 cutting them

. I’m
 m

ow
ing those tentacles. I’m

 bagging them
 and

 
selling them

 to the school lunch program
.

She’s retiring, tired
, inviting. 



I tell her she ought to com
e quickly, w

hich of course she d
oes. I recline on 

the d
ivan. She m

akes a few
 scissor snips and

 gathers her ribbons. T
hey tie 

d
am

p and
 w

arm
 on m

y skin. W
e aren’t w

earing clothes. W
ell, it’s a m

ess 
here, and

 other reasons.

A
fter, she sits on m

y chest and
 sew

s m
e back up. She asks m

e about last 
night and

 I tell her about pound
ing. She’d

 stayed
 in and

 w
atched

 a m
ovie. 

A
fter all, there’s som

ething to be said
 for d

om
esticity.

Science Fiction Pornography
stories by B

en Segal

03 
T

he Future A
ccoutrem

ents

05 
It W

as a B
ad

 Year E
xcept for the Sex

09 
T

he Pork Shunters Fingers

13 
Sexual E

ncounter as D
egenerations

15 
Interests

17 
Youth and

 B
eauty

21 
B

iography, A
fter R

esearch

23 
Slice U

p Your Face, but L
eave T

hose R
ibbons H

anging

25 
A

fter B
ed



23

Slice U
p Your Face, 

but Leave Those Ribbons H
anging

You know
, w

hen that m
an said

 ‘beef curtains’, the fi rst thing I thought 
of w

as Francis B
acon. I told

 him
 “I d

on’t think those are curtains at all.” 
W

hat he said
 w

as “Fag.”

So I d
id

n’t expect to be fast friend
s or friend

ly even. I d
id

n’t expect him
 to 

repeated
ly ask m

e to pound
 his fi st, w

hich m
eans to push m

y ow
n against 

his. W
ell, apparently the interlocking of knuckles is som

e kind
 of m

agic.

W
e pursued

 our ow
n end

s in the sam
e closed

 space. T
he lighting w

as 
poor. W

e pound
ed

 hard
, repeated

ly. W
e failed

 in our goals. M
aybe not 

him
, but I certainly d

id
.

So I cam
e hom

e and
 saw

 she’d
 sent m

e the bouquet of razors, neatly 
tied

. T
he card

 is w
hat said

 it, “Slice up your face, but leave those ribbons 
hanging. I w

ant to com
e over and

 tie your w
rists and

 ankles w
ith them

.” 
Tw

enty m
inutes later m

y face looks like blood
y tentacles, venetian 

skin blind
s, pale beef curtains. I think about the pound

ing m
an and

 his 
euphem

ism
s, his sm

ooth skin, the naturalness of his graphic t-shirt.



3)

A
fterw

ard
s, before now

 but afterw
ard

s, w
hat happened

 w
as not so hard

 
to see.

4)

T
he house they live in is as old

 as he is. She’s younger, slightly.

She’s in the leather chair. T
hey d

on’t have m
uch skin left betw

een them
, so 

they like to sit in the skin of others.5)

I d
id

n’t ask him
 about that. She w

anted
 to volunteer it. I w

ould
n’t listen 

and
 could

 see too m
uch of her veins.

3

The Future A
ccoutrem

ents

1) 

T
here are Sylvia, G

abby, A
lfred

, all naked
, back-rubbing. T

here is a long 
and

 telescoping tentacle capped
 w

ith a prosthetic silicon hand
. T

his is the 
tim

e of full-bod
y electrolysis and

 w
ell-trim

m
ed

 nails. T
he nails on these 

people are short and
 round

ed
.

T
he tentacle is steel. It com

es in 6-inch segm
ents of steel and

 com
es out 

of the ceiling. It com
es d

ow
n from

 the ceiling and
 knead

s its fi ngers into 
the m

uscular knots that these people m
ake in them

selves. T
his is a d

e-
stressing room

 and
 w

hat Sylvia thinks is this is a d
istressing room

. Sylvia 
tend

s to pronounce her soft ‘i’s as hard
 ‘e’s. 

2) 

You and
 Sylvia have m

ad
e a kind

 of bond
 or alliance that is based

 on 
m

utual d
istrust and

 carnal attraction. You are carving your m
other’s nam

e 
into the skin of her back because otherw

ise forgetting is too easy.

T
here’s no sign of G

abby or A
lfred

. It’s only you and
 Sylvia and

 the hand
 

tentacle. Sylvia is stretched
 out and

 faced
 d

ow
n. She’s the next thing for 



you to clean and
 d

isinfect in a long series of objects for cleansing and
 

d
isinfection.

3) 

G
abby’s spread

ing out fi ngers on the skin of your chest. Sylvia’s staring at 
you and

 hating you or (and
) the hurt in her back. Sylvia is a better person 

than you are. Sylvia is snipping off your toes and
 screw

ing in tiny m
etal 

replacem
ent tentacles.
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Biography, A
fter Research

1)

T
he old

est m
an I know

 is the old
est m

an w
e know

, is the old
est m

an or 
w

om
an any of us know

; is so old
, w

e know
.

I feed
 him

 food
. Free scraps +

 stolen vitam
ins keep him

 w
ell preserved

.

H
e says you can only d

ie if you pay for things. W
hich is to say, his life isn’t 

spent.

2)

H
e loved

 her so he sloughed
 off her skin w

ith that lufa and
 that pum

ice 
stone.

T
hey w

ere in the volcanic hot spring. T
hey w

ere w
earing bathing suits

that fi t them
.

She w
as asking for it, literally. She w

as saying those w
ord

s through
her little m

outh.



5

It W
as a Bad Year Except for the Sex

G
old

 teeth sat on the clean countertop. T
hey w

eren’t hers, but she popped
 

them
 in. H

er regular enam
el ones hid

 behind
 the gold

 so she could
 have 

teeth row
s. In this w

ay and
 others, she w

as like a shark.

She w
as happy w

ith her pretty gold
 teeth. She liked

 sm
iling now

 that her 
m

outh shone. H
er d

ress w
as pretty also. H

er m
outh and

 d
ress w

ere pretty. 

T
hat ought to be enough.

L
ike so m

any things this is sex, sex, sex-based
. T

here is an und
ercurrent 

of violence also. T
here are som

e knives sheering skin from
 bone, a few

 
hollow

-tip bullets shrapneling through the bod
ies of child

ren, som
e 

knuckles crashing into im
plod

ing jaw
s. T

he street below
 the apartm

ent 
build

ing w
ith all of this is cruel and

 blood
ied

. T
hat’s the background

 or the 
m

ilieu. T
hat’s the contrast to the softness of their bod

ies and
 m

ovem
ent.

She knew
 this one secret, w

hich w
as how

 to go craw
l into his quiet bed

room
 

w
hile T

hom
as w

as fast asleep and
 then curl herself into his crevices. T

he 
secret w

as he knew
 exactly w

hat she w
as d

oing. It only stayed
 a secret for 

so long.



U
p in the apartm

ent, T
hom

as’s tongue caught betw
een her row

s of teeth. 
T

he catalog of ensuing liquid
s w

as too extensive to recount.  H
er nam

e 
w

as Irene and
 by m

orning she w
as gone.

*  *  *

T
his w

as the year of the C
hild

 W
ars. T

hom
as and

 Irene w
ere fucking in 

secret. O
n the street, the child

ren hid
 behind

 barricad
es and

 savaged
 each 

other. T
his w

as a brutal and
 bad

 year. T
he next year w

ould
 be the year of 

the K
ind

ly U
nguates and

 it could
n’t com

e fast enough.

T
hom

as stretched
 out in his bed

, aroused
, w

aiting out the bad
 year. Irene 

w
as send

ing him
 d

irty text m
essages and

 they w
ere all true. Irene w

as 
becom

ing m
ore and

 m
ore like a shark. She’d

 found
 another set of gold

 
teeth. T

his tim
e they w

ere inlaid
 w

ith d
iam

ond
s. She ad

d
ed

 them
 to her 

m
outh, sm

iled
, and

 shone and
 sparkled

. She texted
 T

hom
as: “E

very tim
e 

I hear a child
 d

ying it has m
e w

anting you w
ith m

y m
outh.”

*  *  *

N
ight cam

e and
 w

ent, again and
 again, as it d

oes. It w
as Septem

ber. Irene 
taught her incom

ing stud
ents exactly w

hat it said
 in the Pre-C

alculus 
book. T

hom
as realized

 he had
n’t been clothed

 since late spring. T
hom

as 
w

as ind
epend

ently w
ealthy and

 d
id

n’t need
 to w

ork. Irene had
 few

er and
 

few
er stud

ents every w
eek.

T
hom

as w
aited

 out her school d
ays until Irene could

 return and
 hold

 him
. 

She strad
d

led
 him

 and
 they listened

 for the scream
ing of her stud

ents. It 
w

as surprisingly rhythm
ic. “T

hat sound
s like Jonathan.” she w

ould
 say. 

O
r: “T

hat sound
s like Tiffany.” A

nd
 usually she w

as right. A
nd

 the sex 
w

as good
 for both of them

.

*  *  *
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“M
erry C

hristm
as.” 

“O
h, thank you. M

erry C
hristm

as to you also.”

I sm
ile and

 close the d
oor. W

e should
 have given them

 som
ething. N

ow
 

w
e are ind

ebted
. I w

ill have to buy chocolate covered
 pretzels and

 w
rap 

them
 in cellophane and

 place them
 in our neighbor’s m

ailbox.

U
pstairs, m

y w
ife is calling to m

e to ask w
ho w

as at the d
oor. I tell her 

w
hat happened

 and
 she agrees about the pretzels and

 cellophane. She also 
tells m

e to throw
 aw

ay the bonem
eal paste. She tells m

e it is d
isgusting 

and
 w

e d
on’t know

 w
here the bones com

e from
. She’s right, so I seal the 

lid
 tightly and

 lay it on the top of the garbage in our kitchen trash can.

W
hen night com

es though, I can’t sleep and
 the lights are on in our 

neighbor’s house. I can see their silhouettes cast against their w
ind

ow
 

shad
es. I think I can see our neighbors’ d

aughter d
ancing. I can see a form

 
m

oving and
 I im

agine it is her. It’s hard
 to tell w

hat is happening exactly. 
M

y w
ife is sleeping sound

ly in her usual nightgow
n. I think about w

aking 
her and

 pointing out the fi gures in the w
ind

ow
 next-d

oor, but instead
 I 

go to the trash can in the kitchen and
 take out the little tub m

arked
 ‘For 

Faces.”

I take off the lid
 and

 can sm
ell the paste. It sm

ells strong, like som
eone is 

slow
ly cooking a pot of stew

. I scoop out a large gob of the paste w
ith m

y 
ind

ex and
 m

id
d

le fi ngers and
 leave the tub on the tiled

 island
 in kitchen. 

O
f course the thing to d

o next is to go back upstairs and
 tuck m

yself into 
bed

 and
 gently m

assage the bonem
eal paste into the skin of m

y w
ife’s 

sleeping face.



“T
his is very good

 lem
onad

e. M
other and

 Father never m
ake their ow

n.”

I can hear her m
other and

 father grind
ing the bones in the concrete pit 

behind
 the fence betw

een our houses. 

“W
here d

o you get your bones? For the paste I m
ean, not the bones in 

your bod
y. I know

 w
here those are from

.”

O
ur neighbors’ d

aughter sips on her straw
 and

 looks at m
e w

ith both eyes. 
“D

ifferent places. T
he sam

e places as other bones I suppose.” She crosses 
her legs and

 continues on the lem
onad

e until it is em
pty and

 then she calls 
m

e over to retrieve m
y glass. W

e both say, “T
hank you,” w

hich m
ay or 

m
ay not m

ean anything.
*O

ur neighbors are all youthful and
 beautiful. W

e hear them
 all of the tim

e, 
d

riving hom
e in pick-up trucks load

ed
 d

ow
n w

ith bones, pulling into 
their gravel d

rivew
ay at all hours of the night. I still d

on’t know
 w

here 
they go for the bones. M

y w
ife thinks I am

 too nosy and
 should

 just leave 
them

 be. I think she is afraid
 of w

hat m
ight happen if I fi nd

 out too m
uch.

B
ecause, you see, w

e d
on’t know

 w
here the bones com

e from
. I d

on’t just 
m

ean that w
e d

on’t know
 their provenance. W

e d
on’t even know

 w
hat 

kind
 of anim

al they are from
. 

*O
utsid

e it is too cold
 for lem

onad
e now

 because it is C
hristm

as tim
e. O

ur 
neighbors’ d

aughter is stand
ing on our front steps ringing our d

oorbell. 
She is just hold

ing her fi nger d
ow

n against the button and
 w

aiting for 
us to answ

er. She is hold
ing in her sm

ooth open hand
 a sm

all plastic tub 
of paste on the exterior of w

hich is neatly hand
-lettered

 the phrase, “For 
Faces.” 

She stares at m
e w

ithout saying anything at fi rst. I take the tub from
 her 

hand
s and

 lift the lid
 slightly. T

he paste is w
ell m

ixed
 and

 has an even 
consistency, but I can see the fl ecks of bone stud

d
ing it like those exfoliating 

m
icro-bead

s in m
y apricot facial scrub.

7

O
nce, in the m

orning before school, Irene scoured
 the street and

 found
 a 

set of false teeth in the m
outh of a d

ead
 little boy. She w

iped
 them

 off on 
the hem

 of her pretty skirt and
 slid

 them
 in in front of the others. T

hese 
teeth w

ere a little chipped
, but they gleam

ed
 like cut glass.

H
er rem

aining stud
ents hud

d
led

 in factions, w
ore fl ak jackets and

 helm
ets. 

T
hey sniped

 at each other betw
een problem

 sets. T
he announcem

ent cam
e 

one d
ay d

uring lunch. T
here w

ould
 be no further classes until the year w

as 
out. Irene hurried

 back to T
hom

as and
 w

as atop him
 by m

id
-afternoon.

So they got to touch out the rest of the year w
ithout the d

istractions of 
em

ploym
ent. It w

as a bad
 year, but they’d

 both had
 w

orse.
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Youth and Beauty

O
ur neighbors take the bonem

eal from
 the pow

d
er of crushed

 up bones 
and

 m
ix it w

ith brine and
 a sm

all am
ount of lard

, then they grind
 it all into 

a paste that they spread
 on their faces and

 the faces of their child
ren. O

ur 
neighbors and

 their child
ren w

ear the bonem
eal paste und

er their eyes the 
w

ay athletes d
o to d

efl ect the glare of stad
ium

 lights.

T
hey have a d

aughter w
ho m

ust be nearly 18 now
 and

 is very pretty. She 
likes to w

atch us w
hen w

e bathe the d
og in the backyard

 or w
eed

 the 
w

eed
s in the vegetable gard

en. She sits still on a very tall chair that lifts 
her above the fence betw

een our houses. She tells us things.

“W
e like the bonem

eal paste because it seeps proteins into our skin to keep 
us youthful and

 beautiful. L
ook at m

y m
other. She is stunning.”

“W
hat are you d

oing up on the very tall chair?”

“I’m
 hoping you’ll offer m

e som
ething to d

rink. I’m
 oh so thirsty.”

I give her a lem
onad

e. She gives m
e a w

ink and
 prod

uces a thin plastic 
straw

 from
 the breast pocket of her overalls.



9

The Pork Shunter’s Fingers

1) T
he T

horough D
escription of Several Years

She shunted
 along the pork cube d

ow
n past her position on the inspection 

trough. N
othing w

as green, nothing w
as craw

ling. N
othing ever w

as, so 
the cubes greased

 their ow
n w

ay d
ow

n, past the shunting w
om

en and
 

into packaging. 

H
er nam

e w
as M

argaret and
 she w

orked
 as the last shunting w

om
an in the 

quality inspection line, w
hich m

eant that all the green or craw
ling things 

had
 alread

y been alerted
 on and

 red
irected

 w
ell before any prod

uct ever 
reached

 her at the Final A
pproval station. So she passed

 on the slippery 
m

eat, silently, cube by cube w
ith the fl at end

 of a m
etal prod

. N
obod

y 
talked

 m
uch at the plant, and

 M
argaret d

id
n’t even d

o hellos. Proxim
ity 

had
 never struck her as a very good

 reason for closeness. Still, nobod
y 

d
isliked

 her. She cam
e to w

ork, d
id

n’t hold
 up the line, bore a fam

iliarity 
that w

as pleasant although prone to fad
ing.

Pork shunting w
as M

argaret’s job and
 thus a large part of her id

entity. 
H

er hom
e life consisted

 of a sloping and
 d

arkening set of untid
y room

s, 
a sm

all collection of know
n com

m
unicants, a boyfriend

 w
ho w

ent in and
 



out of phase. She persisted
 in a sched

ule of shuntings and
 hom

ew
ard

 
retreats. Years m

assed
 on and

 around
 her person just slow

ly enough that 
no one w

as ever alarm
ed

.

2) T
he M

agic T
hat H

appened

O
ne d

ay, M
argaret realized

 that her fi ngers could
 regenerate. T

his w
as 

d
uring one of her boyfriend

’s m
ore visible period

s. H
e w

as at fold
able the 

card
 table, w

aiting. M
argaret w

as chopping stew
ables. She took off her 

w
hole ind

ex fi nger w
ith one sure, clean m

otion. 

T
he things to notice fi rst w

ere the pain and
 the spread

ing of blood
 across 

her cutting board
. H

er boyfriend
 w

as good
 to her then. H

e d
id

 the right 
things in the right ord

er. H
e found

 her gauze and
 m

ed
ical tape, w

rapped
 

the stub and
 fi nger separately, and

 then ushered
 her to his car. D

uring 
the d

rive to the hospital, M
argaret’s boyfriend

 spoke m
ainly about the 

excellent prognosis for fi nger reattachm
ents. H

e w
as very confi d

ent or 
feigned

 confi d
ence. H

e spoke surely as he d
rove.

In the passenger seat w
as w

here she learned
 that her fi ngers regenerated

. 
B

y the tim
e they’d

 pulled
 into the hospital parking lot, M

argaret had
 a 

w
hole new

 fi nger. She fl exed
 it, sw

irled
 it in the air. It w

as perfect and
 

w
ithout pain. H

er boyfriend
 turned

 his car around
 and

 head
ed

 back to her 
house. T

he w
hole d

rive he w
as shaking his head

. M
argaret took her old

, 
severed

 fi nger and
 threw

 it out the w
ind

ow
 to a stray d

og. It m
ad

e them
 

both a little happier.

N
ext there w

ere w
eeks of keen experim

entation and
 the im

provisation of 
new

 routines. M
argaret learned

 the secrets of self-butchery. She calculated
 

the exact speed
 of her regenerations, how

 best to staunch her bleed
ing, 

the proper d
osage of local anesthetics. Tips of fi ngers and

 w
hole d

igits 
m

ounted
 in her kitchen com

post. T
he garbage sw

elled
 w

ith blood
ied

 
gauze. 
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Interests

T
hat shit that cam

e out of m
e—

it hung together for feet, d
ick-thick and

 
w

ind
ing. T

his w
as after coffee, before I got ahead

 of m
yself.

O
k, so picture this: A

 room
 the size and

 shape of a w
alk-in freezer, that 

in fact w
as once a w

alk-in freezer. T
here w

ere slabs of m
eat there once. 

N
ow

 there is a fad
ed

 blue sofa and
 a girlfriend

 m
ad

e of w
ood

en sticks. 
D

avid
 collected

 up her parts in the state gam
e preserve.

T
his is d

esired
 w

om
en: constructed

 w
ith care and

 specialty ad
hesives, 

sitting pretty in the old
 m

eat locker. Tara says D
avid

 is a fucktard
, w

hich 
is a neologism

 that com
bines ‘retard

’ and
 ‘fuck’. Tara is not the w

ood
en 

girlfriend
 on w

hom
 D

avid
’s skin catches over vigorous exertions or 

rubbings.

Tara is also not m
e, w

ho is (am
?) post-toilet and

 across from
 her. T

he 
table betw

een us is m
ad

e of w
ood

 that has been certifi ed
 as sustainable. 

I am
 saying som

ething about abjection being m
ore than a m

etaphor, 
being a cond

ition even—
a being-shit. Tara is actually interested

 in D
avid

. 
D

avid
 likes to say his girlfriend

 is a m
od

el.

B
ecause D

avid
 is bright and

 talented
 and

 has strong cheekbones is w
hy 

she is interested
 in him

. M
e, m

y interests are obvious. 



11

A
t the pork plant, M

argaret began to shave herself into the shunting 
trough. She’d

 think to blood
y up the m

eat a bit or som
etim

es bury a shard
 

of nail and
 bone. T

hey say that people taste just like pigs, m
aybe a little 

sw
eeter. A

fter M
argaret, the pork cubes slid

 into autom
ated

 packaging. 
N

o one w
ould

 ever notice. M
argaret took off a series of knuckles, left them

 
like buttons against the m

eat.

She w
as bold

er in the bathroom
 and

 w
rote blood

 m
essages across the 

stalls. She planted
 thum

bs upright in public gard
ens. O

ther than that, 
her life w

as m
ostly the sam

e as before. She still d
id

n’t say very m
uch, 

still prod
d

ed
 the safest end

 of the m
eat line. It w

asn’t like anything w
as 

actually better.

3) A
nother T

hing M
argaret W

ould D
o, and Som

ething She C
ouldn’t

M
argaret also had

 a d
om

estic use for her fi ngers. W
ith her sharpest blad

e 
read

y on the bed
 stand

, M
argaret and

 her boyfriend
 w

ould
 und

ress and
 

get into position. She w
ould

 w
ork a fi nger up insid

e of him
 as far as it 

w
ould

 go, cut it off at the base and
 keep pushing. She’d

 get it to lod
ge 

insid
e for a few

 m
inutes, then it w

ould
 bleed

 out and
 d

efl ate and
 her 

boyfriend
 w

ould
 d

um
p bones. 

W
hile she gauzed

 up her gaps and
 applied

 her anesthetic, he’d
 scrub 

those little phalanges clean and
 stack them

 in the shoe box he kept und
er 

the bed
. O

n d
ays w

hen M
argaret w

as gone, he w
ould

 plug him
self up 

w
ith the bones and

 then sit through the afternoon gam
e show

s that played
 

on the living room
 T

V. 

T
he last afternoon, she cam

e hom
e to her boyfriend

. H
e w

as on the faux-
leather reclining chair, bone-stuffed

 and
 totally still. M

argaret laid
 him

 
out, stom

ach d
ow

n, read
y. She buried

 herself in ten fi ngers d
eep and

 they 
w

aited
 for regrow

th. T
his w

as a new
 and

 braver try than ever. M
argaret 

took off her w
hole arm

 at the should
er and

 bled
 and

 bled
. It w

asn’t going 
to com

e back.



H
er boyfriend

 picked
 him

self up and
 tried

 to d
o right. W

hat he d
id

 w
as he 

gauzed
 her shut and

 buckled
 her into the passenger’s seat of his car. B

ut 
M

argaret just lost too m
uch blood

. 

H
er boyfriend

 pulled
 to a stop on the sid

e of the road
. H

is asshole w
as her 

m
ausoleum

. 
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A
ll I w

anted
 w

as som
e kind

 of break, but w
hen she said

 ‘Your place or 
m

ine?’ of course I follow
ed

 her back to her apartm
ent. T

his apartm
ent w

as 
a kind

 of long and
 thin room

 that continued
 into another room

 that had
 

been fi tted
 as a kitchen.

I d
esired

 everything, w
hich I und

erstood
 as an aporia or an opening of 

space, but I trad
ed

 it for a room
 and

 a w
arm

 girl and
 an ad

joining room
 in 

the kind
 of a place to w

hich one can append
 the term

 “railroad
.”

Totality, a sort of chasm
 or canyon: I sw

apped
 it out or fi lled

 it w
ith longing.

It’s like, im
agine a pit and

 then im
agine a girl in fancy d

ark-w
ash jeans 

asking for a few
 m

inutes of your hand
. W

ell of course you’d
 just put that 

pit in your stom
ach and

 d
ive into her bed

 instead
.


