Oedipus in (his mother's) panties, or The Reverse Electra

“This is what the prissy sissy loves, wants and fears the most: that her Daddy, a man's man, catches his offspring--someone supposed to be a son--prancing around, swishing, flapping its limp wrists and lip synching in high heels...From that moment on that son ceases to be thought of as such and is downgraded permanently into another species--the effeminate Nancyboy.” --Alna Reitschnur

i.

Even as complexes go, it's complicated. Call me crazy, but I never wanted to kill my father and bed my mother: the very idea doesn't repulse me so much as leave me dumbfounded. I can't imagine anyone, even unconsciously, ever desiring a thing that holds all the erotic appeal for me of a fresh turd in a puddle of vomit. Zero, in other words, on the scale of my personal perversity.

My mother's cunt? Once is enough—more than enough!—thank you. 

Resistance? I don't think so. Resistance, as we all know, is futile. It's only that my subterranean libidinal impulses run in a different direction altogether, like those rivers that run north instead of south. If a son who wants to fuck his mother can be considered normal, what do we make of a boy who wants his father to leave his mother and fuck him?

There are stranger things in heaven and earth than are to be found in your psychopathology, Dr. Freud. 

ii.

And not even a murder was necessary. By her own choice, my mother abandoned my father's bed, abdicated her privileged place, her prerogative as royal consort. She had a duty, dammit! Frigid, phobic, she rejected the gift of his erection, refused the masculine teat, it's sack full and heavy both morning and evening, his swollen  member in urgent need of succor...and no one there to tend it. 

My father, groaning, humiliated, alone in their sacred bed (of nails) with his magnificent erection, cyclopean monolith rising from a grove of black trees where the snake priests dwell, a wonder of the world such as could not help but awe a young and smooth-all-over boy. Why does mother not take it in her hands, into her mouth, into her body? What is wrong with mother? Can't she see that daddy needs to bestow upon someone this wonderful gift, this semi-divine benedicktion, that he has a god-given right to give, and that he has chose her of all possible madonnas to nourish with his life-spewing bittersweet milk? 

Does it not mater to her? How can she be so cold-titted, so unfeeling, so un-holey? How can she turn away? How can she refuse to feed? Mother doesn't want daddy's milk; she doesn't need it.

Mother must not be human.

iii

It was clear to me on some instinctual level that father would leave us if he could not find a willing hole at home. Who could blame him? What is a home but a hole to hide in? A hidey-hole. To refuse a man a hole for his cock is to tell him he can't come home again. Father was a holey-man; he could not live in an unholy universe.

Listening to their arguments through the walls at night, my daddy's need for a velvety pocket of receptive warmth in which to shoot his nova-stream of semen stars was achingly plain. How I felt his pain, his confusion, his desperation as my own. He'd been deceived, Judased, cuckolded by genderless space aliens. 

Every night I said my prayers, on my knees, trembling.

Come to me daddy, my bed is small but welcoming warm, my body soft and cool and fresher than mommy's. Take me in your powerful arms and hug me to your hairy chest. Kiss me. Place your terrifying manhood between my quivering but willing thighs. With your thick dark fingers separate the tissue-thin folds, part the baby-pink petals of my virgin boy-bud. If it hurts me, daddy, it's okay. I've wept into my pillow many nights before this one—and all for nothing, my prayers unanswered. I'm game for anything. Nothing can hurt me now more than listening to you plead in vain for what only the heartless—the hopelessly holeless, the unholy impenetrable—would deny you.

Mother, you are too cruel.

Daddy, I will be a better woman for you than she ever was. Shoot your load, open my nether-eye, smite me with your fertilizing bolt, unburden yourself of heaven into me.

iv

Father, son, and holey-ghost, amen. 

Looking back on it all now, it sure does seem as if I received a fantastic number of enemas as a child. How constipated could I have been? And how did my parents—who had so many pressing problems of their own and who neglected so much of vital importance in the way of parenting—possibly find the time to so fanatically micromanage my excretory functions? 

One can't help but suspect there was more to it than just ensuring that I had a complete—if convulsive—evacuation of my young bowels. What did the image of my pale, pre-adolescent body crouched, nude, like a trussed turkey, on my narrow bed, rump obediently raised, waiting submissively for the greased nozzle signify to them?

For mother one thing; for father surely another altogether. I shouldn't hazard to guess. It's no doubt something far simpler, far more harrowing than anything I could imagine.

This is no time for careless talk. Let me confine myself, then, by way of conclusion, to what I can reasonably assert to be true.

For my mother, my smooth buttocks were a neutered field upon which to launch her all-out stealth assault upon my father's gender. In her hands, the enema nozzle became the warhead of a black market weapon of terroristic mass deviation delivering a poison that under the pretense of washing me clean of all patriarchal impurity would carry away every trace of life itself in its purifying saline flood. 

Armed at long last, her vengeance knew no boundaries. What satisfaction she must have taken patting my damp rump as she withdrew the spent pseudo-penis, her alien probe, impregnating me with abnegation and absence, knowing that in minutes I would be left empty, left immaculate, delivered of a gushing abortion of shit I would regain the virginity I stole from her.

Meanwhile, for my father, it could not have been nearly so simple. To create a son, only to need, no, not a daughter, not even a wife, but a surrogate cunt for the wife he already had. Ironies such as these drive men mad. I sensed the tentativeness of his hand, broadcast by the slight tremor of the enema nozzle, the gruff tenderness with which he assailed the asshole that, for him, needed no assault to open. 

My willingness must have cut him to the bone, like Iphigenia at Aulis, I went willingly under the knife of my sacrificial slaughter. When Oedipus doesn't kill his father, it's the father who flees through life pursued by the blackest Furies, the winged vaginas of nightmare.

Daddy, mother hates you, and she hates me, too.

Daddy, I love you. I love you too much, so much that my love would destroy you, which is why I had to pretend to hate you; otherwise mother would have killed me, too.

None of this makes sense. How can it? I wish I had no genitals and that I'd been born my father's bride.

v.

It strikes me as of no minor significance that these thoughts occur to me while sitting on a man's lap, his warm hand under my babydoll nightie, his middle finger thrust snugly inside me, my tummy freshly filled with his semen.

Upon his muscled shoulder, I've laid my sleepy head and his other hand, large and strong, is splayed across my narrow back, from one wound to the other, where the wings have been torn off—daddy's little angel. His scent is an aphrodisiacal opiate. 

So gently as to be almost imperceptible, he rocks me. I put my thumb into my lipsticked mouth and dream...

