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Part One

Report From The
Erotic Interior






and 1970s, when the air was charged with sexua curiosity, women's

lives were changing at the rate of a geometric progression, and the ex-
ploration of women's sexuality — well, it ranked right up there with eco-
nomic equality.

Today’'s sexua climate is somber. Gone are the lively debates and writ-
ings about sex as part of our humanity. The toll of AIDS, reports from the
abortion battlefield, and the alarming rise of unintended pregnancies make
sex seem more risky than joyful.

By their sheer numbers young men and women twenty years ago made
sex a burning issue; later when the time came to go on to more “ serious”
business, they put the sexua revolution to bed. Implicit in the prim set of
their lips today is that they overdid it twenty years ago; like good Calvinist
children the Establishment now punishes itself for its former naughty ex-
cesses and righteoudly turns its back on sex. Because they are ill the ma-
jority who make the rules and write the headlines, they assume they speak
for everyone.

They know little of the women in this book.

These women are for the most part in their twenties, the generation that
followed the sexud revolution and the initial momentum of the women's
movement. Their voices sound like a new race of women compared to those
in My Secret Garden, my first book on women’s sexual fantasies, which
was published in 1973, and is now in its twenty-ninth printing. While they
have all read that earlier book and taken heart from it, these young women
accept their sexual fantasies as a natural extension of their lives. Given the
unique period in women's history in which they grew up, how could it be
otherwise?

For them the explosive emotions we unleashed in the 1970s are till very
much alive. There has never been a sexua hiatus, a cooling-off period. Sex
is a given, an energy not to be deferred for “more important things.” Their
sexua fantasies are startling reflections of their determination to abandon
nothing.

Here is a collective imagination that could not have existed twenty years
ago, when women had no vocabulary, no permission, and no shared identity
in which to describe their sexual feelings. Those first voices were tentative
and filled with guilt, not for having done anything, but smply for daring to
admit the inadmissible: that they had erotic thoughts that sexually aroused
them.

I t's an odd time to be writing about sex. Not at al like the late 1960s
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More than any other emotion, guilt determined the story lines of the fan-
tasies in My Secret Garden. Here were hundreds of women inventing ploys
to get past their fear that wanting to reach orgasm made them Bad Girls.
All inthe privacy of their own minds, where no one would know. But in the
mind of the symbiotic child, mother did know. The daughter could be
grown and with children of her own, but if she had never emotionally sepa-
rated from that first person who controlled her totally, how was she to
know what was mother’s opinion, what was her own? It was as if mother
continued to sit in judgment throughout the daughter’s life, wagging her
finger at the daughter’s every sexual move and thought.

The most popular guilt-avoiding device was the so-called rape fantasy —
“so-caled” because no rape, bodily harm, or humiliation took place in the
fantasy. It smply had to be understood that what went on was against the
woman’s will. Saying she was “raped” was the most expedient way of get-
ting past the big No to sex that had been imprinted on her mind since early
childhood. (Let me add that the women were emphatic that these were not
suppressed wishes; | never encountered a woman who said she redly
wanted to be raped.)

Anonymity also helped. The men in these fantasies were faceless strang-
ers invented to further insure the women againgt involvement, responsibil-
ity, the possibility of a relationship. These males did their job and left. Be-
ing fucked by the faceless stranger made it doubly clear: “This pleasureis
not my fault! I'm ill aNice Girl, Mom.”

Certainly sexua guilt hasn't disappeared, nor has the rape fantasy.
There is something very workmanlike and reliable about the traditional bul-
lies and bad people whose intractable presence allows the woman to reach
her goal, orgasm. But most of the women in this book take guilt as a given,
like the danger of speeding cars. Guilt, they’ve learned, comes from with-
out, from mother, from church. Sex comes from within and is their entitle-
ment. Guilt, therefore, must be controlled, mastered, and used to heighten
excitement. If there is arape fantasy, today’s woman is just as likely to flip
the scenario into one in which she overpowers and rapes the man. This sort
of thing just didn’t happen in My Secret Garden.

Fantasy is where the sexua drive does battle with opposing emotions, the
sdection of which comes out of our individua lives, our earliest sexual
histories. What were the forbidden feelings we took in as we grew? In these
new fantasies, the emotions that most often dictate the story lines are anger,
the desire for control, and the determination to experience the fullest sexual
release.
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Admitting to anger is new for women. In the days of My Secret Garden,
nice women didn’t express anger. They choked on it and turned whatever
rage they felt against themselves.

Anger is dill adifficult emotion for women to voice in redlity, primarily
because we get no practice expressing it in that first, most important rela-
tionship, opposite mother. But women today at least know they are entitled
to anger, and fantasy is a safe playground where they can show rage at al
the obstacles that stand in their way, beginning with rage at the enormous
difficulty in being sexual plus all the other things a woman today must be.
These new women have no models, no blueprints. They have to make them-
selves up. One of the ways they try out new rolesisin their erotic dreams.

Don’'t misunderstand me; this is not just a book about angry women.
These are women's voices finally dealing with the full Iexicon of human
emotion, sexua imagery and language. Anger is inextricably involved with
lust in redlity as well as in the erotic imagination. Men’s sexual fantasies
are also filled with rage at war with eroticism. They take a different story
line from women's largely because of men's earliest experiences with
womarn/mother. But rage is a human emotion, and though history until re-
cently tells us otherwise, it is not exclusive to one sex.

I will never forget these women, for they have swept me up in their en-
thusiasm and taught me too. “Take that!” they say, using their erotic mus-
cle to seduce or subdue anyone or anything that stands in the way of or-
gasm. They take the knowledge won by an earlier generation of women
who couldn’t use it themselves, ill being too close to the taboos against
which they rebelled. These women look mother square in the face and have
their orgasm too.

| have always believed that our erotic daydreams are the true X-rays of
our sexual souls, and like our dreams at night they change as new people
and situations enter our lives to be played out against the primitive back-
drop of our childhood. An analyst collects his patients dreams like gold
coins. We should value our erotic reveries no less serioudy, because they
are the complex expressions of what we consciously desire and uncon-
scioudly fear. To know them is to know ourselves better.

Like the X-ray of a broken bone held up to the light, a fantasy revealsthe
healthy line of human sexua desire and shows where this conscious wish to
feel sexual has been shattered by a fear so old and threatening as to be un-
conscious pressure. As children we feared that the sexua feeling would
lose us the love of someone upon whom we depended for life itself; the
guilt, planted early and deep, arose because we didn't want the forbidden
sexua feeling to go away. Now, it is fantasy’s job to get us past the
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fear/guilt/anxiety. The characters and story lines we conjure up take what
was most forbidden, and with the omnipotent power of the mind, make the
forbidden work for us so that now, just for a moment, we may rise to or-
gasm and release.

Here, for the first time, these women's voices make it undeniably clear
that our erotic fantasies have changed in juxtaposition to what has hap-
pened in the past years; they are not smply masturbatory diversions, de-
rivatives of Playboy cartoons, but brilliant insights into what motivates real
life— clues to our identity as valuable as the dreams we dream at night.

Thisis not a scientific report. | am by choice not a Ph.D., having decided
long ago to retain the writer’s freedom. Also, it has always been my belief
that women tell me things they say they’ve never told a living soul because
I am Nancy to them and not Dr. Friday. This book, along with My Secret
Garden and Forbidden Flowers, its sequel, represent a unique chronicle of
women's sexua fantasies. Before My Secret Garden was published, there
was nothing on the subject. The assumption was that women did not have
sexual fantasies.

The sexual fantasies in WWomen on Top cover the years from 1980 to the
present. They were sdlected from interviews and letters written to me in
answer to an invitation to women who wished to contribute to a future book
on women's sexual fantasies. The request was printed in the back of My
Secret Garden and Forbidden Flowers. | gave a P.O. Box number and
promised anonymity.

My contributors and | may form a specia population: | am sufficiently
fascinated by sexuality to write about it, and they to read my books and
then write to me for reasons ranging from the desire for validation of their
sexuality — “1 am signing my real name because | want you to know | ex-
ist!” — to the exhibitionistic pleasure of seeing their words in print. But
there can be no doubt that those who have written speak for a far larger
population.

| have chosen to arrange the fantasies in three chapters which denote the
themes that most frequently turned up in the thousands of letters and inter-
views | collected since my earlier books: women in control, women with
women, and sexually insatiable women. I’ ve arranged them in chronologi-
cal order so that we could see how changes in the real world influence the
erotic imagination.

Let me tell you how | came to this subject. In the late 1960s | chose to
write about women’'s sexual fantasies because the subject was unbroken
ground, a missing piece in the puzzle, and | loved origina research. | had
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sexua fantasies and | assumed other women did too. But when | spoke to
friends and people in the publishing world, they said they’d never heard of
a woman’'s sexua fantasy. Nor was there a single reference to women's
sexual fantasies in the card catalogues at the New Y ork Public Library, the
Yale Universty library, or the British Museum library, which carry mil-
lions upon millions of books — not a word on the sexua imagery in the
minds of half the world.

Publishers were intrigued, however, for it was atime in history when the
world was suddenly curious about sex and women's sexuality in particular.
Editors were frantically signing up any writer who could help flesh out this
undiscovered continent called Woman.

I remember vividly the first publisher who rejected My Secret Garden.
When | mentioned the outline | had drawn up along with a few sample fan-
tasies, he salivated. “Women’s sexua fantasies!” he juicily exclaimed, and
then pleaded for me to send them to his office soon, soonest! Before the day
was over, they’d been returned, double-sedled, to my apartment. What had
he expected? I'll never know, but the ritual was to be repeated by almost
every publisher in New York. Let me quickly add that women editors as
well as men hated the evidence of what women's sexual fantasies actually
were.

Thisis not innocence on their part, merely their wish not to be told some-
thing they had silently aways known: we women fantasize just like men,
and the images are not always pretty. We know everything long before we
are ready to know it, and so we cling to our denials.

As for the behaviora world, the dozens of psychologists and psychia-
trists | interviewed informed me that | was on a dead-end street. “Only men
have sexua fantasies,” they told me. As late as June 1973, the same month
My Secret Garden was published, permissive Cosmopolitan magazine
printed a cover story by the eminent and equally permissive Dr. Allan
Fromme, stating, “women do not have sexual fantasies... The reason for
this is obvious: women haven't been brought up to enjoy sex... women are
by and large destitute of sexual fantasy.”

Initially the women | interviewed bore out Fromme' s prophecy, “What's
a sexua fantasy?’ they would ask, or, “What do you mean by suggesting |
have sexual fantasies? | love my husband!” or, “Who needs fantasy? My
real sex life is great.” Even the most sexualy active women | knew, who
wanted to be part of the research, would strain to understand and then
shake their heads.

Then | learned the power of permission that comes from other women’'s
voices. Only when | told them my own fantasies did recognition dawn. No
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man, certainly not Dr. Fromme, could have persuaded these women to drop
the vell from the preconscious — that level of consciousness between the
unconscious and full awareness — and reveal the fantasy they had repeat-
edly enjoyed and then denied. Only women can liberate other women; only
women'’ s voices grant permission to be sexual, to be free to be anything we
want, when enough of ustell one another it is OK.

Finaly after three years of dow-going research — one-to-one interviews,
magazine articles inviting women to contribute, advertisements in every-
thing from the Village Voice to the London Times (New York magazine
was too virginal to run the ad) — My Secret Garden was published in 1973.
After publication there was a final salvo from the media accusing me of
inventing the entire book, having made up al the fantasies. (The Cleveland
Plain Dealer reviewed the book on its sports page, a last defensive
hee-haw.)

But within months it seemed that women'’s erotic reveries had been with
us always, so much so that advertisers were using fantasy as a selling tool
before the year was over. Today women's magazines, films, books, televi-
sion, automatically employ fantasy to explain and make real a woman’'s
character. It is astonishing, when you think about it, how quickly women’s
fantasies have been incorporated into our universal understanding of
woman.

Timing is everything. When there is an absolute need to know something,
when an intellectua void must be filled, we will accept what only moments
earlier we'd rgjected for centuries. In 1973 a number of social and eco-
nomic currents came together, forcing women to understand themselves and
change their lives. Sexud identity was a vital missing link. The time was
right to take the lid of repression off women’s sexual fantasies.

Four years later it would be the identical story with My Mother/My Seif,
the book that grew immediately out of My Secret Garden’s questioning of
the source of women’s terrible guilt about sex. Initialy this later book was
violently rgjected by both publishers and readers. “I threw your book
across the room!” “1 wanted to kill you!” were typical readers comments.
But what followed was a snowballing acceptance as one woman told an-
other to read this book that talked about the unmentionable: the
mother/daughter relationship (another subject about which there was not a
word in any of the libraries). If we were to change the repetitious pattern of
women'’s lives, we had to honestly accept what we had with her/mother.
Timing.



Women On Top 9

What then was so threatening to our understanding of human psychology
that we had denied the possibility that women have a powerful sexual iden-
tity, a private erotic memory?

The answer is as old as ancient mythology: fear that women’s sexual ap-
petite may be equal to — perhaps even greater than —men’s. In Greek myth,
Zeus and Hera debate the issue and Zeus, postulating that women’ s sexual-
ity outstrips men’s, wins by bringing forward an ancient seer who has been
in former lives both male and female.

In the real world, we are equally reluctant to debate too closely man's
sexua potency, power, and supremacy. Men “need” sex, we say, in a way
women do not. This is, of course, absurd. It was patriarcha society that
needed, for its establishment and survival, to believe in mae sexual su-
premacy, or more exactly, women's asexuality. How could man wage his
wars, put his shoulder to the industrial wheel if half his brain feared that he
was being cuckolded, that the little woman was at home — or worse, not at
home — satisfying her insatiable lust? Even her hand on her own body
nagged at his suspicion as it awakened the fire he feared he could never
guench.

If man did not fear women's sexuality so much, why would he have
smothered it, damning himsdlf to a life with a sexually inert, boring wife,
forcing him to go to prostitutes for sex? To combine sex and familia love
in one woman made her too powerful, him too little.

Women so totally absorbed man's evaluation of our sexuality that we
came to judge ourselves by his needs: the less sexual the woman, the Nicer.
Wetook on his police work, becoming one another’ sjailers.

How ironic that we ourselves made it possible for society to imagine us
the deeping beauties who could only be sexually awakened by a man's
kiss. A fairy tale on which we are raised, a myth thought up to assuage the
terrible fear that we are not deeping at al but are wide awake, hot, hungry
for sex, our appetites so insatiable we would undermine the economic sys-
tem, the Protestant work ethic, the social fiber, ultimately rendering men
limp, spent, Smply put in our power.

And so women were safely divided into madonnas and whores, the one to
marry and become a mother, the other to fuck. Men may fantasize sexually
voracious women (it is their favorite), but when the dream comes true — as
it did briefly in the 1970s — and she stands there, hands on hip, thrusting
her cunt in his face, his worst fears are aroused: can he satisfy her, or will
he end up as small and powerless as he once was opposite his first great
love, mother, the Giantess of the Nursery?
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Women lived in the Good Girl/Bad Girl split until economic forcesin the
1960s built to a pitch that exploded into the women’s movement and the
sexua revolution. So immediate were these two sociad phenomena that it
seemed as if women had been waiting in the wings for centuries, pent up,
frustrated, with all of our enormous energies just barely under control.

In that brief time in the 1970s and the early 1980s, many women seemed
to enjoy both sex and work. | wish | could re-create for those of you who
are too young to have known those years — or for those who have forgotten
— how genuinely exciting they were. It was called a sexua revolution, and
we who took part in it were convinced that what we said and what we did
were acts of sexual freedom that obliterated forever the guilt-ridden stan-
dards of our parents on which we'd been raised.

Little did we know how brief that time would be, how very long it takes
to change sexual taboos as deeply embedded as those our parents had
learned from theirs, or how soon so many of our revolutionary band would
retreat, recant, forget.

We look at faded pictures of ourselves dancing on the stage at Hair,
marching six abreast For Love or Against War, our nipples high and defi-
ant, and we laugh at our twenty-year-old images. Some of us blush as our
children ask, “Isthat really you, Mom?’

Why do we rush to deny those years, treating them as aberration, a wild,
prolonged house party where we drank too much, or surely we wouldn’t
have stayed so long, done what we did?* See, Mom,” our actions say, “The
bad booze, bad drugs made me do it. I'm till a Nice Girl.”

The fact is, we have become our parents. Not the parents we loved, but
those parts of our parents we hated: nay-saying, guilty, and asexual.

And so women have become more serious about their work, mothering is
once again in vogue, and the nervous issue of sexuality is not discussed.
Now when couples mate, they fantasize about remodeling the house, buy-
ing cars, acquiring material goods. Even on college campuses, the surveys
show that a partner’'s career potential far outweighs sexua compatibility.
On some surveys, sex doesn't even make the charts.

Once, it seemed as if the women’'s movement for economic and political
equality and the sexua revolution were one campaign. But they were
merely simultaneous. Society adapted more readily to women's entry into
the workplace than to their growing into full sexudlity. It is seldom dis-
cussed but nonetheless true that economic parity is less threatening to the
system than sexua equality.

Nor can we discount the issue of reward, applause, acceptance: persever-
ing to become an economic success doesn’'t make awoman aBad Girl. Our
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starchy puritanical backbone, which cannot come to terms with the human-
ity of sexuality, staunchly applauds hard work, even women's work in what
was once called “a man’sworld.” In contrast, working hard on one's sexu-
ality, once the party is over, marks awoman, if not as Bad, as someone out
of step — a retarded hippie, an object of resentment and envy by other
women.

Thereis dill, of course, an unjust economic disparity between what men
and women are paid for the same work. And more often than not, when
women compete with men, they lose. Moreover, there are still splits among
women. We are now hearing some of the alienation traditional women felt
during the years when the media and world attention were focused on
women in the workplace. As more and more working women try to inte-
grate family and home into an aready crowded life, there is understandably
little sympathy from their sisters who never abandoned the old values. But
no matter what else happens, the option to work outside the home has been
truly won.

The same cannot be said for the sexual revolution. Slowly and inexora-
bly the social/legal current is sucking women back into a form of sexual
slavery, depriving us of the right to control our bodies. Even as we march
dowly toward economic parity, it is the loss of our sexuality that will be
the means by which society keeps us “in our place.” It comes down to what
society is most comfortable with, and ours prefers the missionary position.

Revolutions by nature lose ground once the initial momentum wanes.
This is especidly true of a struggle for women’'s sexual parity, which we
fear. Childcare and economic pressures are the givens for working women
and those at home. There is only one other demand on time and energy, and
it was never reconciled in the first place. Sex. Maybe there are just not
enough hours in the day. Supporting oneself economically demands a lot of
energy. So does a continued effort to retain a sexuality won latein life. And
our thirties, twenties, even adolescence, is late. If something must be aban-
doned, it will be sexual freedom, with which we never felt comfortable (or
we would have used the contraceptives that made our revolution possible).

Let me emphasize that it requires the support of both sexes for the patri-
archal system to hold; it tottered in the 1970s only because enough women
banded together and loudly demanded change. But that alliance didn’t last.
We lost much of the potential we might have had as a cohesive unit. The
angry feminists, having little sympathy for men or the women who loved
men, turned up their noses at the sexual revolution. And both camps aien-
ated traditional women, who had stayed within the family unit and whose
values, needs and very existence were ignored.
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If so many schisms hadn’t developed among us, we would probably have
equa pay by now and whatever el se we want too. We blame men for all the
injustices against us because it is easier than acknowledging our fear and
anger a women/mother. It is the new War between the Women that has
shored up the fortifications of the old system.

What | wish for is more time and a chance for men and women to find an
equitable distribution of power, a better sexua deal between us than the
one our parents had, which, with all its many faults, at least worked for a
long time. Men were the problem solvers, the good providers, the sexua
ones, and women — well, we know what women were supposed to be and
do. At least The Rules applied to everyone. There was an odd comfort in
that. Onerous as the double standard was, the deep conviction that it ex-
isted is what made it hold. What society said was what society meant, con-
scioudly as well as on the deepest unconscious level.

While that bargain no longer works, the new options and definitions are
not as deeply accepted. That requires generations. And without deep socie-
tal acceptance, how can mothers — even these who fought for sexua free-
dom themselves — pass on to their daughters these new ideas of what a
woman may do and be? Mothers are the custodians of what is right and
wrong; if society doesn’'t yet believe in sexua parity, how can mother be
expected to put her daughter in jeopardy?

Not enough time has gone by in our recent struggles for us to want to
abandon the myth of male supremacy. (How can | tell you how long it has
taken me to abandon my own need to believe that men would take care of
me, even as | grew to be a woman who was perfectly able to take care of
herself economically and a man, too?)

In contrast to these dire predictions comes a new and even younger gen-
eration whose fantasies fill this book. Among their icons are the exhibition-
istic singers/performers on MTV. There stands Madonna, hand on crotch,
preaching to her sisters: Masturbate. Madonna is no mae masturbatory
fantasy. She is a sex symbol/model for other women. Nor is she just a les-
bian fantasy — though she is that, too — but rather she embodies sexual
woman/working woman, and | think you could put mother in there too. |
can see Madonna with a baby in her arms, and yes, the hand still on her
crotch.

| doubt that men dream of Madonna when they masturbate unlessit isto
control her, overpower her, pin her down and show her “what a real man
is.” No, she istoo much woman for most men. Ten years ago when Men in
Lave, my book on men’'s sexual fantasies, was published, one of their fa-
vorite fantasies was the image of a woman bringing herself to orgasm.
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These were men raised in the 1950s and 1960s, men who longed — at least
in the safety of fantasy — for women less sexually bludgeoned than a Doris
Day. Back then it was exhilarating to think of a woman who had a secret
sexua life of her own, a woman who might share half of the responsibility
for sex. It wasthrilling to men because it went so totally against reality.

Today many young men tell me that the new woman is too frightening, —
demanding; she wants it al, indeed she may have it al. The poor boy, the
beleaguered man — | do not mean for a moment to minimize his ancient fear
of women's unleashed sexual appetite. Its deepest roots lie in his fe-
male-dominated childhood, just as they did for his father and his father be-
fore him, a time when a woman had al the power in the world over hislife
and which he never forgets. The irony is that men fedl it necessary to keep
us “in our place” because they believe more in our power than we do.

If I were to pick atime when the sexua current was cut, it would not be
the terrible onset of AIDS. That grim epidemic has become the saddest
scapegoat for the sexua regression and bigotry that was already under
way. No, while AIDS certainly accelerated the demise of healthy sexual
curiosity, it was the greed of the 1980s that dealt the deathblow.

Sex is antithetical to material greed. By definition greed is an insatiable
appetite which is never sated and thus requires constant feeding. Even when
they have more than they need, more than they can consume in a lifetime,
the greedy cannot relax their iron determination to own, possess even more.
Rigidity, the vigilant, ever-acquiring eye — these are greed's henchmen, the
enemy of sex which cries out for openness, ease, surrender. For the mating
game to even begin, the animal must abandon at least momentarily the
search for nuts and berries to pick up the erotic scent. In the very simplest
terms, there is no time for sex in a materially greedy world.

That is why it is such an odd time to be writing about sex. Sitting here
after a night out with the opinion makers, the moguls of industry (who
would blush if I reminded some of them that they once danced half naked
on the stage at Hair), | fedl like one of those soldiers lost in the jungle, fill
fighting awar that has been over for years.

Don't think that | expect this book to go unobserved. | know who my au-
dience is. Although you and | may not be in the mgjority, we are numerous.
Given the ages of the women in this book, | would imagine that most of you
are under forty. While my youngest contributor is 14 and my oldest 62, the
majority of you who talk and write to me about your sexual fantasies arein
your twenties. Whether age, marriage, motherhood, career — the usual
doors that shut on sex —will inhibit your sexuality, only time will tell. But |
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believe your sexud lives will run a different course from that of earlier
generations of women.

You are the first people to grow up in a world wallpapered with sex.
Billboards, books, films, videos, TV, advertising, unrelentingly drill home
that sex is a given, therefore good. How can you not be easier with sex?
You've spent your livesin a culture that invented sex as a selling toal in the
heyday of the sexual revolution. While the inventors themselves may have
personally retreated to the asexua rules of their parents against which they
once rebelled, we are the world' s greatest consumer society and thus reluc-
tant to abandon anything that sells.

What will decide success in maintaining your present sexua ease, your
determination to integrate your sexuality more fully into your life, is avery
conscious awareness that society lies. We couldn’'t possibly have changed
our deepest, most meaningful beliefs about sex in one generation. Behind
the obvious erotic media blitz you' ve conscioudy taken in is another mes-
sage, which says that sex for the sake of pleasure is wrong, immoral, bad.
Keep yourself aware of this unconscious siren song wooing you back into
being mama s good little girl, and just maybe you will pass on to your chil-
dren a less muddied message. If you believe in nothing else, believe that
sexua repression never deeps, especialy the sexual repression of women.

| got caught up in it myself for a while. I'd intended to resume this re-
search on sexual fantasies five years ago, once I'd finished my last book,
jedlousy. But when | walked out of my writing room after years of grap-
pling with envy, resentment, fear of abandonment, rage, and greed all rela
tives of jealousy — it was the late 1980s, and | got sidetracked by its values.

I remember sitting next to a TV anchorman at dinner one night here in
Key West, where I'm writing now. He was bone fishing in the Keys and
mentioned he had read My Secret Garden. Before | could comment, he
rushed to explain that he’d come across the book in a summerhouse he and
his wife had rented on Martha's Vineyard. “You see, it was there, in the
house, their book...” Was he afraid that | might think he’d purchased my
book and then gone home to masturbate, he, an opinion maker who ap-
peared nightly on millions of TV screens?

| began to assume that people weren’t interested in sex anymore. No,
that’s not true; what honestly happened was that | wanted the anchorman to
take me serioudy, to admire my work. It wasn't a conscious decision, my
temporary devaluation of sex. | just mindlessly fell in with the enemies of
sex and for a few years regressed. | wanted to be accepted not by you, the
people who love my work, but by them.
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At this moment we are closer in spirit than | am to my compatriots of
twenty years ago. For the most part they do not read my books. Two of my
closest women friends tell me they don’t have sexual fantasies — which tells
you what an odd duck | am, or they are, depending on where you sit. They
cannot understand my desire to write what one of them calls “another one
of your masturbatory books, Nancy.”

That is not a kind thing to say, but where is it written that friends are al-
ways kind, especially women friends when it comes to matters sexua ?
How many of you have told me that your friends would not condone the
knowledge that you masturbate, God forbid have sexua fantasies. It is
simply how some women are: it is all right if al the girls are sexual, or if
al are not, but it is unacceptable if one enjoys sex while the rest do with-
out. Remember The Rules when we were little girls? No one spoke them
out loud, but every girl knew what the others would tolerate and what
would get us ostracized.

The Rules till exist. Girls today don’'t banish the girl who has sex, but
they do if she has sex with two men when they have only one. They may
accept sex but still police one another to be sure no one gets more than her
share. Nowhere do we women act more like little girls than in our refusal to
protect ourselves contraceptively. How do you tell women that if we lose
the power of our sexuality, if we fail to instill it in our daughters, we will
have won the battle but lost the revolution?

It is caled envy, this mean resentful eye that cannot bear seeing pleasure;
especially sexual pleasure, in another. Thisis how I’ve come to understand
and be able to live with my friend's derogatory comments about my “mas-
turbatory books.” She envies my writing about sex though she would ada-
mantly deny it — and so she denigrates my work. It is acceptable for me to
write about mothers and daughters, jealousy and envy, a new novel per-
haps, but not sexuality.

Is that because sex is a waste of time, purposeless and without any re-
deeming value?

A few years ago | was in Lexington, Kentucky, standing on the country
club lawn at a cocktail party, when | was approached by a young woman
who was not part of our group. She shyly introduced herself and asked if |
was working on a new book on women's sexual fantasies. Had they
changed? She asked. Were there new ideas and images that went through
women'’s minds, scenarios that hadn’t turned up in my earlier books?

Oh yes, | told her, there was a whole new world of women's erotica that
had opened up in answer to and because of the very real changes in
women'slives.
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As | explained the new idess, | could see how eager she was, the relief
she felt a not being “the only one” to have fantasies not mentioned in My
Secret Garden. At some point | turned and realized the entire party had
closed in around us and was listening avidly.

“In my world we' re always confronted by people eager for information,”
said a newspaper editor standing nearby, “but I’ ve never seen that kind of
urgency.”

Her name was Mary, the young woman in Lexington, and | have dedi-
cated this book to her because she reminded me that | must not let the opin-
ion makers judge the importance of sexuality. Most of the people | know
have been far less able than Mary to integrate sexual acceptance into their
lives — maybe because they are older, more successful, more entrenched in
their parents standards, which they’d always kept in their back pockets
should the revolution not work ouit.

When we deny our fantasies, we no longer have access to that wonderful
interior world that is the essence of our unique sexudity. Which is, of
course, the intent of the sex haters, who will stop at nothing, quoting scrip-
ture and verse, to locate that sensitive area in each of us. Beware of them,
my friends, for they are skilled in the selling of guilt. Y our mind belongs to
you alone. Your fantasies, like the dreams you dream at night, are born out
of your own private history, your first years of life as well as what hap-
pened yesterday. If they can damn us for our fantasies, they can jail us for
the acts we commit in our dreams.

The intent of my friend’s rude remarks about my books on sexuality is
that | should stop writing them out of shame. In your life, not everyone will
embrace your sexuality. Remember envy, especially between women over
matters sexual; do not buy their shame and give up your sexuality so that
they can rest more easily.



Part Two

Separating Sex and Love:
In Praise of Masturbation






deal at least in part with sexuality, to appreciate the role masturba-
tion playsin our lives, or might play if we weren’t so troubled about
this simple, private act.

Here is the most natural thing in the world — our own hand on our own
genitals, doing something that gives us pleasure and harms no one, practic-
ing the safest sex in the world — yet we fedl guilty as thieves, our sense of
salf lessened when it should be heightened by mastery and self-love.

Masturbation is not, after al, a difficult skill, like learning to play the
violin. The hand automatically moves between our legs in the first year of
life. Something, someone gets between it and our genitals so early that most
of us cannot remember. A message is imprinted on the brain, a warning so
fraught with fear that long after we are grown, even after we have alowed
a man to put his penis inside us, to touch our genitals, we are ambivalent
about touching ourselves. We may do it, but it is a physical act against a
mental pressure — this delicate movement of our fingers that is only effec-
tive when the mind releases us. Sweet as orgasm feels, we are not left with
an enhanced sense of womanliness;, we have won the battle but lost our
status as Nice Girls.

Masturbation used to be called the great taboo for women because it was
sexual satisfaction outside of a relationship. Masturbation meant a measure
of autonomy, and nobody wanted women to have that much control over
themselves.

Most of the women in this book say they don’t feel these negative emo-
tions. They have an ease with the subject of masturbation that is a pleasure
to hear, a vocabulary so rich in description of when and how they mastur-
bate that | am dazzled; their sexual fantasies soar into aream of adventure
that makes most of the reveries in My Secret Garden read like tentative
Stuff.

And they were, those early expressions of women's inner erotic world.
How can women today know how hard it was for those first women to
speak, having no familiar words, no ease with masturbation or in express-
ing something no other women had yet given them permission to say?

Had | understood then the close kinship between masturbation and fan-
tasy, | might have more easily uncovered the suppressed world of women's
erotic reveries while researching that first book. | would have begun my
interviews with what was at least known — over haf of Kinsey's women
surveyed admitted to having masturbated — and then asked my interviewees
what was on their minds while they touched themselves. But | hadn't yet

I t's taken me half alifetime and the writing of five books, all of which
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learned that for women masturbation without fantasy is rare. It simply
hadn’t occurred to me that women could be more guilty about what they
were thinking than what they were doing.

The hand on the genitals isn't the culprit. The hand may be doing some-
thing forbidden, but the hand is obvious, externa. It isthe mind that carries
the genesis of sexual life, inhibits us from orgasm or releases us. Masturba-
tion gets its fire, its life from what is sparked in the mind. The fingers
might move across the clitoris indefinitely without orgasm; only when the
mind structures the correct image, a scenario meaningful and powerful to
us aone because it carries us up and past all fears of reprisals and into that
forbidden, interior world that is our own sexual psyche — only then do we
come.

After My Secret Garden was published, there was one response | would
hear from women that become a chorus: “Thank God you wrote the book, |
thought | was the only one... a freak of nature... a pervert...” to have
erotic dreams, to imagine sex in forbidden places with forbidden people.
How dirty, vile | must be, not like Nice Girls who never touch themselves.
Towards the end of the 1970s this guilty sigh of relief lessened as more and
more women began to take in the sexua freedoms being offered. Certainly
the rapefforce fantasy didn’'t go away, nor will it ever, given the various
convoluted sources of pleasure it provides.

But by the early 1980s there was a new breed of woman who didn’t iden-
tify with the guilty women in My Secret Garden. “Where did those women
come from?’ these new women would exclaim, “I don’'t feel guilty. | love
my body. | masturbate when | fed like it. | lie in the tub under a running
faucet, or use my wonderful vibrator or my hand, and thisis what | imag-
ine as | get closer and closer to orgasm.” Even men’s voices pale in com-
parison to the bravado of some of these women.

Most of the women are in their mid-twenties. They grew up in a climate
in which women were talking and writing with exuberance and excitement
about sexuality. Whether mother punished them verbally for touching
themselves, held their hand over an open flame, or said nothing — often the
most damaging — these women continued to act on the premise that their
sexuality belonged to them aone. They may have taken in some of
mother’s guilt, but the voices they listened to most keenly were the voices
of their time, and the voices said that mother was old-fashioned, outdated.

This sense of rightness is their legacy from the 1970s, when masturba-
tion came out of the closet. In 1972 the American Medical Association de-
clared masturbation to be “normal.” Masters and Johnson extolled it as a
treatment for sexua dysfunction. For the first time, popular books were
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being published telling women it was good to masturbate and how to do it.
New studies claimed that women who masturbated at an early age not only
had an easier time reaching orgasm in later sexua intercourse, they also
had stronger orgasmes.

I remember a woman who painted huge canvases of vaginas and con-
ducted classes in masturbation. While women sitting in a group discovering
their clitorises may sound as far out and remote as naked hippies dancing in
the rain at Woodstock, from this extremism came the small piece of ground
that supports the women in this book. It was a different time — a lifetime
ago, it feels sitting here today.

What a cramped, guilt-ridden world we once lived in. And it wasn't dl
that long ago, not so distant that we can’t return, indeed haven't already
started dipping back. There is a longing in human nature to go back to
what was most known and familiar, even if what was known was crue and
hard. Just as battered children, offered loving new parents, choose to return
to their abusive parents, so will adult partners in a devastating marriage
often remain with one another because anger and resentment are what is
comfortable, familiar.

It is an open question how many of their sexua freedoms the young
women in this book will retain, how deeply they have incorporated them. |
would like to think we can no more return to that stunted, antisexual world
in which women once lived than we can order women out of the workplace
and back into the home. But the latter is an economic issue, a necessity for
most women, and so it will hold.

The rules against women’s sexua freedom have roots that go back to the
most primitive society, when men feared the mysteries of female sexuality
and reproductive power. To ensure sexua supremacy in the Middle Ages,
man invented the chastity belt. In order to control women's prodigious sex-
ual appetite — feared to be insatiable — it became custom in some cultures
to remove a woman's clitoris, thus killing the source of sexua pleasure and
making her man’s property. The operation was called clitoridectomy. When
it was deemed necessary to further limit women (reassure men), the labia
were aso removed. The operation continues to this day in some parts of
Africa and the Middle East, where many women do not consider them-
selves marriageable until they have been mutilated though it is caled cir-
cumcision — in this fashion.

To the contemporary Western mind it sounds mad, a sadistic piece of
science fiction. But clitoridectomies were performed in this country in the
early part of the century. That was your grandmother's or great-
grandmother’ s time, when some of the most eminent, celebrated surgeonsin
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the land routinely took knife in hand and skillfully removed various parts of
awoman’s genitaliafor reasons of insanity, hysteria, and oh yes, hygiene.

Masturbation was considered to be at the core of these female disorders;
the removal of the clitoris got to heart of the problem. Records show that
clitoridectomies were till being performed in certain mental hospitals as
late as the 1930s.

In time, clitoridectomies were no longer necessary in this country. Men
found they didn't have to do anything. Women had so totally taken in
men’s attitudes towards female sexuality that we had come to judge our-
selves by their needs. No Nice Woman would think of touching hersdlf,
exploring her sexuality. The less sexua the woman, the nicer. Mothers
raised their daughters dutifully in the art of sexua avoidance. Women
learned to loathe their genitals. Sex was not a pleasure but a duty. That
was in your mother’s or grandmother’ s time. Not long ago. Not long ago at
all.

It would seem impossible to unlearn, to forget something as absolutely as
the young women in this book know that their bodies belong to them. The
litmus test will be when they marry and have to make up rules for their own
children. Marriage has a way of regressing us, confronting us with images
of how our parents were as husband and wife. Conscioudy we enjoy imi-
tating those characteristics of theirs we loved most; unconscioudy we often
become what we liked least in our parents, rigid, obsessed with what the
neighbors think, asexua. When we have children of our own, al of this
escal ates.

When this new generation becomes mothers, will they remember the ex-
hilaration of controlling their own sexua destiny? Will they teach their
daughters to love their bodies, allow them to masturbate, to discover their
own unique sexudity? Or will they regress, telling themselves what genera-
tions of well-intentioned mothers have believed, that in limiting their little
girls sexudity they are protecting them for their own good?

When we lose interest in sex and will not tolerate in others what we once
enjoyed ourselves, we are reacting to more than the cautionary voices of
our parents; there is a cultural voice, our heritage that has never been com-
fortable with sex and has abhorred masturbation in particular. Whatever
popular support for sexua freedom the women in this book knew growing
up, the very real, deep-down “feel” of this country, the fiber and character
of the people, is modeled on a Calvinist work ethic and an inherent puri-
tanical attitude toward sex. It would be foolish to think that a few decades
of sexual celebration and tolerance could significantly alter our antisexual
nature.
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It'simportant to know this, to remind ourselves of it constantly if thereis
to be any hope that these young women will bring their daughters into a
more enlightened age. Knowledge is power. Therefore, we might ask, why
has this simple act of masturbation been so singled out for fear and pun-
ishment?

Could the answer be that it is hot a simple act at al? An ancient Egyp-
tian god, so the myth goes, masturbates into his hand, puts his semen in his
mouth, and spews it forth, creating a new race of people. An ordinary hu-
man brings him — or herself to orgasm and in a solitary act experiences a
resurgence of sdlf, the exhilaration of power. Masturbation, mythic or redl,
is sexual freedom.

It seems we can live with the knowledge that others are economically bet-
ter off more easily than we can tolerate the idea that they are freer sexually.
Money is power and engenders envy; but sexual freedom must be even
greater power, since the envious person cannot rest until he or she had
pried into the most private areas of the envied one's life, stripping away
everything that causes the intolerable resentment until finally the enviable
oneis as depleted and asexua as the envious person.

It is understandable that masturbation and sexua fantasy were accred-
ited as “normal” a almost the same moment in history. They go hand in
hand, these two good friends, which is why | have chosen to write about
masturbation at length. The one reveds the other. Masturbation without
fantasy would smply be too lonely.

ALITTLE HISTORY

Historians are always looking for a new lens through which to view and
understand the past. The modern history of popular sentiment toward mas-
turbation offers a fascinating perspective on our culture. Having an idea of
the depth of feeling against masturbation in general and female masturba-
tion in particular, we may better understand why women have been so late
in accepting their sexual fantasies. So long as they were cut off from mas-
turbation, they were cut off from their inner erotic lives.

At times the historic carryings-on over masturbation sound crazed, more
theater-of-the-absurd than the real thinking and behavior of our ancestors.
Simultaneoudly, there is an eerie ring of recognition.

Take for instance the popular theory that held that a man's semen was
limited and represented his entire storehouse of energy. Every time he
gjaculated, he lost some of his virility, manhood. A wise man spent his se-
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men as frugally as the money in his bank. Doctors once advised patients to
avoid all sex prior to such magor events as military engagements, sports
competitions, and important business powwows. (When | tell my husband
this, he insists many men still believe and act on the myth.) In the latter
part of the nineteenth century, nocturnal emissions were thought to be such
a terrible waste that doctors recommended nightly cold-water enemas be-
fore bed.

As for women, we have been seen as bloodsuckers who, given haf a
chance, would drain a man dry of his precious bodily fluids. (Conversely,
simultaneously, and in keeping with the whore/madonna mentality, women
have also been seen as hating sex, merely going through the motions to ar-
rive a the far more satisfying maternal emotion.)

For much of the century the only acceptable sexual activity that war-
ranted spending precious semen was procreation, and nothing, nothing was
more deplorable, more wasteful and dangerous than masturbation, which
purportedly led to epilepsy, blindness, vertigo, deafness, headache, impo-
tency, loss of memory, rickets, and a diminution in the size of the penis, to
mention only afew afflictions.

No one in this country typified this kind of maniacal thinking better than
two al-American heroes of the nineteenth century Sylvester Graham and
John Harvey Kellogg. The latter hated sex so deeply that he never con-
summated his long marriage. But like many antipornographers, he was ob-
sessed with the subject of sex in general and determined to diminate it in
the lives of other individuals.

As a highly respected, licensed physician, Kellogg attracted a wide
readership for his views on masturbation; circumcision was his remedy for
the chronic masturbator, circumcision “without an anaesthetic, as the brief
pain attending the operation will have a salutary effect upon the mind, es-
pecidly if it be connected with the idea of punishment.”

Graham and Kellogg shared an aversion to masturbation, and both be-
lieved in a mysterious connection between food and sex. Applying a certain
Y ankee ingenuity to their fanaticism, each in his turn came up with a best-
selling, antimasturbation food: Graham invented the Graham cracker and
Kellogg his famous cornflakes, snacks guaranteed to stave off the longing
for the “secret sin” of self-abuse.

Nor did this kind of deluded thinking disappear as we entered the enlight-
ened twentieth century. Here is a description of someone who masturbates,
taken from a small book published in 18 editions by the YMCA and rec-
ommended reading for Boy Scouts up to 1927:
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“As this act is repeated from week to week, or in some extreme cases,
every day or two, the youth feels the foundations of his manhood under-
mined. He notes that his muscles are becoming more and more flabby; that
his back is weak, his eyes after a time become sunken and ‘fishy,” his
hands clammy; he is unable to look anybody straight in the eye. As the
youth becomes conscious of his weakness, he loses confidence, refuses to
take part in athletic sports, avoids the company of his young women
friends; and becomes a non-entity in the athletic and social life of the com-
munity. So far as his school record is concerned, he may succeed very well
in his studies for a number of years but eventually his memory begins to
fail, and just at the time when he is trying to prepare for some useful life
work, he wakes up to the realization that his mind is as flabby as his mus-
cles, lacking in force, originality and power to think things out.”

It wasn't until the 1959 edition of the Boy Scout Handbook that the atti-
tude toward masturbation was softened: “Any real boy knows that anything
that arouses him to worry should be avoided. It will help you to throw
yourself into a vigorous game, work at an absorbing hobby, strive to live
up to your own high ideals. Here, Scouting is your ally, as you live up to
the tenth point of the Scout law — ‘A Scout is Clean.”’

Once the American Medical Association put its “normal” label on mas-
turbation in 1972, the handbook withdrew from the fray, never again to
mention masturbation, simply advising Scouts to seek advice and counsel-
ing from parents and religious leaders should they have “strong feelings’
about what is happening to their bodies. Nor is there any explanation or
elaboration as to what these feelings might be.

I’ve not mentioned the Girl Scout Handbook because there is nothing in
it on masturbation. Not a word, not ever. Are we to assume that patriarchal
society didn't/doesn’'t care about female masturbation? Omission speaks
louder than words.

Early twentieth-century man lived in a dizzying, swivel-headed attitude
toward women’s sexuality. He needed to see woman as chaste, passive,
spiritual, she who was so close to heaven she could save his very soul after
a murderous day of competition in the new industrial society. This was
known as “the cult of the household nun.”

Meanwhile, the opposite hemisphere of man's brain was besotted with
images of women who were carnivorous in bacchanalian hunger for their
bodies. An eminent doctor warned that female masturbation led to nym-
phomania, “occurring more commonly in blondes than in brunettes.”

There was a popular school of painting early in this century that catered
especialy to man’'s split vison of woman. These large oil canvases de-
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picted naked women lying about, usually in pastoral scenes, and alowed a
man to gaze for hours, satisfying his voyeuristic fantasies without fear. The
women, you see, aways had their eyes closed and looked near death, or so
obvioudy exhausted that they were in no position to make demands on the
man’'s precious bodily fluids. And it was understood why they were so
worn out; their carefully painted snakelike hands lay suspicioudy close to
that forbidden area between their legs. Often they were shown in groups,
intertwined, their heads on one another’ s breasts. A man could well imagine
what they’d been up to — that left to ourselves, we women would soon be
encouraging one another in the “crimina” practice of masturbation. Doc-
tors warned that girls boarding schools were literal hotbeds of young fe-
male prosalytizers, eager to vamp one another into the practice of mastur-
bation.

Imagine these two warring halves of women long enough and we arrive
a the 1950s when Hollywood created Doris Day and Marilyn Monroe,
who satisfied both extremes of men’s appetite. You would never imagine
Doris's hands between her legs, and Marilyn, poor victim of her own sex-
ual appetite, died young.

WHAT WE WIN FROM MASTURBATION

Could the full-voiced women in this book give up the joy of masturba-
tion? There is always some risk. Could men? Never. The fact that men
masturbate is a given, as obvious as the penis between their legs. Mother
may not like it when her little boy touches his penis; she tsk-tsks and takes
his hand away, but ultimately she doesn’t want to interfere in her son be-
coming a man. What does she know about men? If anatomy is destiny, then
man is destined to masturbate. He may do it with guilt and the torments of
hell pounding in his ears, but he does it anyway. That is how men are, we
shrug, animals, driven by their testosterone.

Society saysit is not how women are. Since time began, a “ good mother”
takes her daughter’s hand away from her vagina with far more determina-
tion than she applies to her son and his penis. Mothers know everything
there isto know about being a woman: Nice Women don’'t masturbate.

That is why the women in this book are so significant historically. They
are the first generation to grow up with a semblance of sexual acceptance,
an ease with masturbation. Will they give their daughters a middle ground
between madonna and whore? Will they change the course of women's
sexua history? It is by no means certain they will.
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Sex and economics are inextricably linked. Today man’s economic su-
premacy is endangered. There is one known, tested solution that could re-
turn us to the good old days, for which some part of our unconscious till
hankers because it was how our parents grew up and their parents before
them: cut a woman off from her sex. Return women to our traditional
asexual role, deprive us of the right to our own body, deprive us of contra-
ceptive rights and the right to abortion, make sex the unenjoyable chore it
once was. We will be on the fast track with our feet bound. We will be
good wage earners, but remain chattel.

Does that sound extreme? | believe it is redlity. Nor do | blame men
alone for this growing tidal wave that may ultimately wash women back
into some new form of sexual davery; there are just as many women as
men who would like to return us to that time when al women were equal in
asexuality.

When | began this essay, | didn’t see female masturbation as the power-
ful symbol 1 now believe it to be. Until | saw a grotesque drawing of a
woman's genitals before and after a clitoridectomy, | had no image of the
lengths to which people will go to keep women “in their place.” Surgically
remove al traces of sex from between awoman’s legs, wipeit clean so that
nothing remains but a wound, a scarred dit, and wonder of wonders, the
world can rest.

Today, as we are a more “enlightened” people, a mental clitoridectomy
will suffice. Projected early enough onto a young female mind, the “ugly”
dlit between our legs is as untouchable as one of the vaginas butchered by
the high-minded doctors of earlier times.

Because the taboo against female masturbation is so deeply embedded,
let us think of ways of not losing the ground we' ve so recently won as ex-
pressed by the young women in this book. Our best defense is to make our-
selves so conscioudly aware of what masturbation wins for women that we
can't, won't unconscioudly dip back:

1. Masturbation teaches us that me are sexual all by ourselves, separate from
anyone, including mother.

2. Masturbation is an excellent exercise in learning to separate love and sex,
a lesson especially important for women mho confuse the two.

3. By teaching ourselves what excites us, me become more orgasmic and bet-
ter sexual partners, responsible for our share, capable of giving pleasure,
better able to give direction in what it is that excites us.

4. If we are loath to touch what lies between our legs, our revulsion spreads,
leaving us eternally dissatisfied with the acceptability of the rest of our
bodies.
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5. Masturbation teaches us the difference between our clitoris, labia, urethra,
and vagina.

6. Masturbation makes us far better candidates for contraceptive responsibil-
ity as well as for the sexual education of our children.

7. Last and most obvious, masturbation is one of life's greatest sources of
sexual pleasure, thrilling in itself, a release from tension, a sweet sedative
before sleep, a beauty treatment that leaves us glowing, our countenance
more tranquil, our smile more mysterious. As one of the women in this
book puts it, “ Masturbation and fantasy is when | am most honest about
myself.

THE MOTHER/DAUGHTER DEAL

Masturbation is a great teacher.

Alas, it's one |l did not have growing up. No one | knew admitted to mas-
turbation or discussed it. Confused and often incorrect as our ideas on sex
with boys were, the language and vocabulary of sex all by ourselves didn’'t
exist. Nor do | remember any punishment or words spoken against mastur-
bation. Giving up the right to touch myself was a sacrifice | made as un-
questioningly as I’'m sure my mother had made it with her mother. Like
many well-educated young women today, | didn’t use any contraception
when | first had sex. | haven't adoubt in the world that the two are related.

As leader of my group, the intrepid one who would take any dare, |
climbed the highest walls, rode on the back of Charleston’s horse-drawn ice
wagons, explored the abandoned, shuttered house across the street, even
stole from Belk’ s department store.

Since | broke al these other rules in what | now understand was my
youthful determination to learn bravery, to never be anxious and frightened
as | perceived my mother to be, why didn't | explore and master my own
body?

Certainly a map would have helped, given that Houdini himself designed
women's genitals. Here is a mental picture, my earliest unconsummated
masturbatory memory: | am lying on my bed and it is summer. My mind is
on baseball, my hand aimlesdy lying, moving between my legs. | am
maybe ten or eleven, no more, because | remember the house we were liv-
ing in, the wisteria outside the window. Where was it, the source of this
tingling pleasure | was fedling, and why did | not continue until | found my
clitoris, hidden yes, but not that hidden?

My answer would be that | had already made a bargain with my mother.
Made it so long ago and at a time when | was most vulnerable — probably
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the first year of life — that it had been carved into my very soul, much as a
deep cut in ayoung tree is incised forever. The bargain was never verbal-
ized, never even made conscious to me until 1 became a writer and began to
look for answers to the riddlesin my life.

At some point very early in my life | had unconsciously promised my
mother never to masturbate if she would love me in the way | had aways
wanted her to love me. How did | grasp the seriousness of what it meant to
her, this business of touching myself? Was it the pained look on her face,
the grimace, the turning away, the sharp intake of breath that | would come
to associate with her anxiety? | easily gave it up. After al, | was dependent
on her for everything, for lifeitself.

The fact that she never held to her side of the bargain, never loved mein
the way | wanted her to, didn’t mean | broke my end of the deal; children
have a sdlf-protective way of blaming themselves for mother’s failures and
inadequacies. Clearly the fault lay in me, and if 1I'd been a better child, she
would have loved me more.

| buried my anger at her. And | didn’t masturbate — even though | could
have done it in the privacy of my own room, even though she wouldn’t
have to know. But you see, in the mind of the symbiotic child, still meshed
with mother out of anger and love, she would have known. There is a
fuzziness where we leave off and she begins, and in that gray area, she
lives on in our mind, knowing what we think, what we do, judging us,
threatening us with abandonment.

Some children, grown and with children of their own, till hold out for
the acceptance and love they wanted when they were little because the un-
resolved issues with mother remain just that: untested beneath protective
layers of buried anger. It doesn't matter that we wouldn’t die if she aban-
doned us today; to the still unseparated person the taboo against masturba-
tion remains loaded with dire consequences.

Let me add that on her side, mother experiences this same oneness with
her daughter. The biological definition of symbiosis is of two organisms
living profitably off each other. They would never think of separating.

When | was writing My Mother/My Sdf, | referred to the look-alike
clothes in which mothers used to dress themselves and their little girlsas a
small but significant example of how symbiosis blurs the line between
mother and daughter. You didn't see much of those clothes in the late
1970s and the 1980s. They are back. Does that mean mothers are also
reading their daughters diaries, listening in on their phone calls, and in
other ways violating the laws of privacy because there is no privacy, no life
separate from mother?
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When we grow up and fall in love, we make bargains with men based on
the one we made with mother. Our adult expectations of the loved one grow
out of and are in reaction to that first, most important love experience. We
don't like to think our mature, sexual lives have anything to do with the
nursery, but there is no other way to explain or understand the deals men
and women make.

Lovers contracts, like the one with her, are too crucia to the love ex-
perience to speak out loud. The terms in the smal print below the beauti-
fully spoken vows of love aren’'t even conscious: “Promise that you will
take care of me, love me unconditionaly, and never arouse in me any fear
of abandonment, jealousy, loss of face, or suspicion that any of the many
sacrifices I've made for you have been in vain. In return, | am giving my-
salf to you. We will be as one. If you break this dedl, I'll die (or | will kill
you).”

How can you say something like that? The meanness of the spoken bar-
gain would break the romantic bubble. Besides, the words show our de-
pendency, infantile omnipotence, lack of trust, the hint of reprisas we
would extract if our beloved broke the deal. Better never to say the terms,
never even make them conscious to ourselves.

Until he looks at another woman in that special way reserved for us
alone. Then our reaction is out of all proportion, our anger has a suici-
dal/killing edge, not just because of the other woman — indeed she is incon-
sequential — but because of what has been re-aroused, a tidal wave of old
anger and disappointment that began in that first deal with mother, which
he has inherited.

Men don’'t command women to fall in love in that peculiarly female I'll-
die-if-you-leave-me way which is antithetical to sex, being how a baby ex-
periences neediness and not how a grown person experiences love. No, we
give up sex and lose ourselves in dependency because that is the love ex-
perience we know best, what we were raised on and for. The kind of love
we had with mother abhors sex. But we could never be angry at her, in fact
don’'t even know the real source of our rage. We can however be angry at
men. Oh my, do they ever get the rage we dare never express a
mother/women.

Men make their dedls too, which are also rooted in childhood, but they
don’t hand over their independence, their identity as part of the adult love
exchange. They don't abandon their sexuality in an effort to recapture the
asexual deal they once had with mommy. They may lose sexua interest in
us, seeing us now as mother/wife, but they still retain their sexual core to
either invest in themsel ves — masturbation — or spend on another woman.
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Let me tell you a grown-up story about masturbation, love, and rage,
how the unresolved sexual issues between mother and daughter get played
out between woman and man. It ismy own story.

Did | mention that | didn’t masturbate until | was twenty-two? It was
also the time of my first conscious sexua fantasy. At that age | was in-
volved with an extraordinary man, whom |’ve come to appreciate as my
sexual emancipator. It was because of him that | threw away my circle pin,
my little white gloves, and my bra. You see, he had the comfort level of a
great teacher, a sureness of himself and a wisdom that resonated back to
the earliest stages of my life: he spoke with the tongue of angels and ema-
nated a quality of sexua leadership that said, “Trust me.” | did. Willingly,
eagerly, | followed him on the sexua adventure in which he was immersed
when we met.

One night early in the relationship we were at his beach house (which he
had built himself) and | awoke to find he had left the bed. | walked into the
living room and saw him in the early dawn light lying on the sofa mastur-
bating. | was furious. | cried. | said it was because | saw his masturbating,
while | was present and available, as rejection. | would say today, however,
that my rage had far more to do with my abrupt realization, on seeing him
about to bring himself to orgasm, that he had a life separate from me, was
not tied to me in that inextricable way that | was enmeshed with him. | was
jealous of his hand.

It was the only way | knew to fall in love, symbioticaly, the giving over
of the sdf to the beloved. (Let me add that this was not how | presented
myself, how the world saw me. | made a flashy externa show of sexual
assertiveness and economic independence. Even | believed in it — until | fell
in love.) Ah, love, the oneness of it al! The bliss of feeling taken care of,
weightless, dependent as only a child can and should be dependent on a
mother. How dare he break our union, reminding me that | would die or so
| felt —if he should leave me, if only in the throes of his own orgasm!

Don't assume that he masturbated without guilt, or to state it more
clearly, that masturbating ever lost its exciting edge of defiance. The lover
of my twenty-second summer, like other men, began life with a mother who
took his hand away from his penis. What he was up to in the mid-sixties
when we met was an all-out determination to separate himself forever from
women'’s sexua rules.

He had assumed, poor soul, that he had a partner on his sexua adven-
ture, when in truth he had a responsibility: me. Nothing said it more clearly
— that we were not aike in how we experienced love and sex — than the dif-
ference in our attitudes about masturbation.
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HOW MASTURBATION HELPSMEN
SEPARATE LOVE AND SEX

Men's deals with mother influence and distort thelr sexual lives too, but
they don’'t demand the sacrifice of masturbation, of the freedom to choose
whether to touch themselves or not. Indeed, masturbation was one of the
best tools the man had as a boy in learning emotional separation from
mother.

He may begin life in love with mother, seeing himself mirrored in her
eyes, even wanting to be like her, softness, empathy, and gentleness being
what he loves most about her. But early on he learns he must be different,
must go away from her, deny those feminine parts in himself that are like
her. He must be “a little man.” The first and most obvious way he knows
he is different from her and like a man is his penis. It is a visible sign, a
familiar part of himsalf that he is used to touching, if only to urinate
throughout the day.

By the time he is twelve or thirteen, he has learned that his penis has a
life of its own. Without even being touched, his penis swells and gaculates.
It can be a frightening experience but a valuable lesson, too: his body is
telling him that he is a sexua person unto himself. Before he even compre-
hends the meaning of sex, his body is teaching him. With his own hand he
gives himsalf an erection.

He may be filled with enormous guilt when he touches himself, but defy-
ing mother’s rules, risking the loss of her love, wins him something too: he
now feds different from her, less feminine, more masculine. And besides,
he soon finds that he has not lost her love at al. She does not abandon him!
That was a baby boy’s fear, a bargain he made when he couldn’t live with-
out mommy. Well, life has taught him he can be sexud, different, and
separate from her and be loved by her too. It is the learning process work-
ing at its best, practicing something again and again until finally it is be-
lieved. Masturbation becomes part of growing up into his own male iden-
tity. It isthe reality principle that most little girls dare not test.

Soon, in the company of other little boys, he reinforces what he has been
learning on his own. Masturbating together, competing with one another
over who can shoot the farthest, being bad, being dirty — and no girls al-
lowed! — becomes a preadolescent rite of passage away from women and
into manhood.
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In an interview, one man tells me that when he was twelve, he used to
masturbate in the powder room, just afew feet away from where the family
was having dinner. He could have gone upstairs, where he couldn’t hear
them, where they couldn’t overhear him. But terrifying as it was, he needed
to challenge his mother’s asexual rules, to have his orgasm on her territory,
her pretty powder room.

Yes, he would have aroused the wrath of his father, too, if he had been
discovered. But his father's rules had only recently entered his near-
adolescent life. It was not his father who had bathed, fed, and loved him in
the first years of life. It wasn’t father who had lovingly kissed his little pe-
nis after a sweet warm bath and then moments later taken the boy’s hand
away from it. Mothers think these acts are innocent; but on such “inno-
cence” (for which a father bathing his daughter would be jailed) is built a
man'’s lifelong confusion of women's adoration and disapproval of his geni-
tals. Whose penisis it anyway? In his defiant masturbation, he makes his
ownership absolutely clear.

Tough, macho dang for masturbation further enhances separation.
“Jerking off,” “beating my meat,” “choking the chicken,” — any words that
are dirty and different from “girl talk” are practiced again and again.

The boy’s vocabulary may not be on target, but he wants the dirty word
for the dirty act. Another man tells me that when he was eight or nine, he
and his pals would stop in a hidden vacant lot on the way to school and
have a group bowel movement. They called what they were doing the Fuck-
ing Club. All they knew was that it was bad. If the story offends your Nice
Girl sengibility, that is exactly what the Fucking Club intended.

Am | making a romantic idyll out of boyish masturbation, halcyon days
of bonding in circle jerks? When | read these pages to my husband, he re-
minds me that not al boys have happy memories of either solitary or group
masturbation. But how can a man understand what it’s like for us women?
Surdly, it is relative. Only recently have | begun to encounter women who
enjoyed the sexually freeing experience of dtting in a group with other little
girls and masturbating. Yes, | understand the guilt the boy/man fedls; I've
read thousands of masturbatory fantasies that reflect the guilt, but they do
it, they masturbate anyway and in spite of the guilt. And each time they do
it, they learn once again the electric shock of orgasm, that they are sexually
adlive, al by themselves.

When young girls do come aong, entering the boy’s life as abruptly as a
devastatingly beautiful early spring day, he is overwhelmed with a mix of
emotion. His desire for the girl has an intensity that pulls him away from
the camaraderie of boys upon which he had come to depend; former com-
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rades now become rivals. He wants the girl but doesn’t want to lose his fill
fresh independence.

Part of what he feels when he walks in the moonlight with the girl is a
romantic rush, a human desire that is linked exclusively to neither male nor
female. But for the boy romance threatens to pull him back into the fe-
male-dominated oneness from which he so recently escaped. Romance is a
mystery.

The sexual feeling, however, is not. When he puts his arm around the girl
and kisses her, the other rush he feels is known, no mystery at all. It isa
feeling that he recognizes because his penisis erect. Terrified as he may be
of sexua intercourse, not yet even ready for it, he knows nonethd ess that
what heisfedling is exactly what he feels when he masturbates.

THE NICE GIRL RULES

Asfor the girl being held and kissed in the moonlight, how is she to know
that part of what she isfeeling is sexua? Nothing has ever happened to her
to help her single out, isolate the sexual feeling from all the other emotions
and sensations racing through her adolescent mind and body. She has never
had an erection. Her body has never signaled to her that thisis sex and has
nothing to do with the other emotion, romantic oneness.

Perhaps when she was little, nine or ten years old, she felt something
wonderful when she put her pillow between her legs and rocked back and
forth. Women often trace thair first fantasies back to this time, fantasies of
being captured by bad pirates, fantasies invariably rooted in ideas of
wicked people making them fed the aready known forbidden feelings. But
no one caled these feelings sexual. No one wants to think that a
nine-year-old is sexual, God forbid a four-year-old, the other age to which
women trace their first sexual stirrings.

The girl has no words for what she is feeling, indeed doesn’t want to
know the “dirty” words, since by now she has been rewarded for being the
custodian of goodness, wagging her little finger at her naughty brother. By
adolescence the girl is convinced that al the sensations “down there” have
to do with love.

Now when the boy kisses her, he awakens these feelings she has grown
to associate with soft music, passages in romantic novels, love scenes in
films. For years she and the other girls have been sitting in dark cinemas
sharing a group fedling closer to a communa swoon than to sex. While the
boy has been learning to be brave and independent outdoors, the girl has



Women On Top 35

been inside practicing togetherness, learning to dance with other girls, roll-
ing up one another’s hair, exploring the warm closeness of slegpovers. In
these tight friendships, girls retain the symbiotic oneness they had with
mother, keeping it warm, rehearsing it over and over again until boys are
ready for them. And should one of these best friendships flounder, the pain
of betrayal is not unlike what a child feels when abandoned by its mother.

Betraya doesn’'t teach a much-needed lesson in independence, that it is
good to have a sdlf to fall back on. What does the girl know of a separate
self? All her life she has been rewarded for staying in, preserving relation-
ships.

So there they are in the moonlight, the boy and the girl. He assumes,
poor innocent, that she feels what he does, that she has been touching her-
self as he has. What do young boys know of girls? With one arm around
her, his other hand tentatively reaches between her legs. She recoils. She
tells him heisvile. She weeps. How could he take her for that kind of girl?
After al she's sacrificed to abide by the Nice Girl Rules, doesn’'t he respect
her? He is supposed to be her reward, not her persecutor. Furthermore, he
has broken the romantic bubble, the lovely sense of oneness she was feeling
in hisarms.

He will have to pay for what he has done. If he is ever to get his am
around her again, it will be on her terms. It is the girl’s first lesson in deal
making, the first inkling that the withholding of sex may be her greatest
power.

On his side, the boy acknowledges that she will now decide whether or
not there will be any sex. It is an abrupt reminder of the total power a
woman once had over him, and while he still wants the girl, he resents the
bargain bitterly. And so the groundwork islaid for the unspoken deal. Thus
begins the War Between the Men and the Women.

Would any of this change if a woman grew up learning from her own
body that she is a sexual person unto herself? Masturbation may not solve
everything, but what better way to learn the all-important lesson in the
separation and equal importance of love and sex?

Unless she was alowed to pursue the sense of ownership of her body
when she was little, by the time the girl reaches adolescence she may no
longer want to explore the solitary pleasure of masturbation. She is by now
besotted with lovelyearning/dying/sighing feelings which encompass the
sexua but to her are one indistinguishable high. The idea of having sex al
by herself goes against her whole life as a partner in a relationship, arole
she identifies with mother, who would never masturbate. Be sexual al by
herself? She'd rather die! No, it's the boy’s role to make her sexual, bring



Nancy Friday 36

her to life. But first, first he must make her fed loved, in love, as one with
him. She wants to be Swept Away.

THE SWEPT AWAY PHENOMENON

This is what the sex education textbooks call it. “I wanted to be swept
away,” a sentence heard so often from women with unintended pregnancies
that it has become the name of the malady.

The women whose fantasies fill this book sound like a new generation,
one that is immune to the Swept Away Phenomenon. Many of them have
had varied and exciting real sexud lives, and the language in which they
describe what they’ve done, how they masturbate, and the extraordinary
images that run through their minds suggests an equally new level of sexual
independence and responsibility.

The latest American statistics on unintended pregnancies would suggest,
however, that the Swept Away Phenomenon is alive and well. They do not
reflect just poor girls in the ghetto but aso educated, middle-and upper-
middie-class women. The statistics are alarming. They say louder than
words how sexually ambivalent the new generation is. For instance: some
70 percent of al abortion patients are white, according to the National
Abortion Federation, although black and Hispanic women have higher rates
of abortion. After 18 years of a declining birth rate in teenagers, there has
been an abrupt reversal in the late 1980s — a startling increase of 10 per-
cent in the years 1986-1988 alone. And according to statistics from the
early 1990s, more than half of all pregnancies result from unintended con-
ception.

The apparent contradiction between the women in this book and these
dtatistics is not a contradiction at al. It is possible to be sexually knowing,
sexualy active and till be controlled by an even more powerful, though
unconscious, need to be taken care of. While these women speak and act
like a brave new breed, their unconscious feelings about sex are what inter-
est me more because these deep fedlings of right and wrong, which we get
from our parents, motivate us more powerfully and are the dowest to
change.

It would be absurd to suggest that masturbation alone would have taught
these young women to take better care of themselves contraceptively, to
know the difference between sex and love. Many pressures are working on
a young woman who alows herself to become pregnant. But | do not know
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a better lesson than that which masturbation teaches, or one that lasts a
whole lifetime.

To put it another way, if women are guilty about masturbation, they are
reluctant to use any form of contraception that involves touching their geni-
tals. As stated in a paper published in the Journal of Sex Research in 1985,
“Masturbation guilt appeared to account specifically for reluctance to use
the diaphragm as a contraceptive device.”

| have no way of knowing whether the women in this book are sexually
responsible. Most remember a harsh critica attitude toward masturbation
when they were young. Or they remember dlence, which in its
open-endedness allows for an eternity of recriminations. But they mastur-
bate today in spite of what mother said or felt.

“When | was a young girl (about six or seven), | had my first orgasm
through masturbation,” says Kristen, a 26-year-old woman. “My mother
always hid her sexuality and would beat me whenever she caught me mas-
turbating. Nevertheless, | continued to masturbate in secret.” In her fan-
tasy, Kristen poses nude for a handsome young photographer, who not only
approves of her genitals but also adores it when she masturbates. In sexua
fantasy, Kristen rewrites history.

The new woman has more in common with her older, traditiona sister
than she probably realizes; not enough time has gone by to know whether
the freedoms expressed by the women in this book will hold. We don’'t
know what effect the increasingly redtrictive times in which we live will
have on the avowed sexual acceptance these women fedl.

We meet in adolescence like people from two different planets. We make
unspoken bargains within these young relationships based on a common
need but diametrically opposite past sexua experiences and expectations.
Y ears later we may lie down together with the same conscious objective —
sexual pleasure — but the union reawakens old needs. when sex is done, he
rolls over, satisfied; she lies there, desperately wanting to continue the
bond. She thinks he is cold; he fears she wants to own him. When she be-
comes pregnant, her doctor asks, “Why didn’t you use contraceptives?’

“1 just couldn’t. | didn't want to get up and go into that cold bathroom
and spoil the moment. | wanted to be swept away.”

What does it mean, “swept away”? This is not an adolescent talking
now, but a grown woman, someone who pays her own rent, is responsible
at work, takes care of herself. In all matters but sexual. When it comes to
being kissed and held and having a man enter her body, the giving over of
herself becomes just that, not a mutual exchange but a deal — a hard word
perhaps, but we are not talking about love here, we are talking about sex.
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The man may also want to lose himself in the sexua experience, but it is
a temporary giving up of the control he must otherwise exert in the daily
business of being, proving himsalf male. Once he has reached orgasm, he
knows from past sexua experiences in masturbation and intercourse, he
will subside, return to that known level on which helives.

I’ve never heard a man explain sex as a desire to be Swept Away. For
openers, there are too many jobs a man must perform during sex with a
woman that automatically eliminate any idea of his losing consciousness:
he must orchestrate the seduction, arouse the woman, and keep himself
from coming long enough for her to get close to orgasm. Not al men are
this considerate, but even if reaching his own orgasm is the goal of the ex-
ercise, heisnot going to get there by lying back and waiting for the woman
to sweep him away.

No, the Swept Away Phenomenon is indeed peculiar to women raised to
think that sex is not their responsibility, not something they want to have a
hand in. Be party to our own seduction? Tell the man what it is we want,
give him some guidance about what we desire, what turns us on, speak the
words out loud? Absolutely not!

Being contraceptively prepared goes against a lifelong addiction to love,
a state of mind that includes sexual feeling but has never been differenti-
ated from it.

Isit love/romance we want or is it sex? Wouldn't it be helpful to know,
and also to know that we can have the one without the other? Maybe it's
preferable to love the person with whom you are having sex, but not neces-
sarily al the time. Sometimes it feels good to have sex with someone who
isjust afriend; sometimes it feels good to masturbate.

Does that sound like a man? The notion that men masturbate and/or have
sex with strangers/whores because men need sex in a way that women do
not, that they are animals, predators, leads to the opposite notion that
women are the poor little victims who are preyed upon. It becomes a sdlf-
fulfilling prophecy.

The truth is that some of us are born with higher libidos than others;
some of the low scorers are men, some of the high scorers women.
Wouldn't it be nice to know what our true sexual appetite is? No one can
tell us better than our own bodies.

When we mate, marry, we choose one another for reasons as various as a
shared love of dancing, walks in the woods, Chinese food. Wouldn't it
make sense to select a partner who has a common interest or disinterest in
sex?
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Whatever our libido, sex is an energy, a source of life to be felt, enjoyed,
and also used to fuel and feed all the other areas of our life — socid, intel-
lectual, abstract as well as physical. Some of us are less social, less intel-
lectua than others; we know this and therefore apply ourselves elsawhere
so that we may enjoy life more. What a waste of life not to learn from our
own bodies the true level of our sexual interest so that we may better know
who we are.

Raised to believe that we come alive sexually only when somebody “out
there” ignites us, we use sex to get what we want, to capture a man, to
make him love us. Sex becomes a means to an end. Once the honeymoon is
over, we don't understand why we are no longer interested in sex. We wake
up ten years later and ask, is this all there is? Angry, we withhold sex, still
not even aware that the person we may be hurting most is ourself.

How could we know? Sex has become something external that we have
used up, like money.

We say men are unfeeling, when in fact a man knows exactly what it is
that he is feeling. He knows that last night it was sex and this morning he
feels great but it isn’t/wasn't love. We say men are cold because they won't
“commit,” aterrible word that sounds like jail, which is just what the man
feels women'sidea of commitment is all abouit.

We resent it that men can have an extraordinary night of sex, then bound
out of bed in the morning refreshed, refueled, more independent than ever.
He will have a better day at work because of his wonderful erotic adventure
with us. We loved the night of sex too, but in the morning we are reluctant
to leave the bed; we lie there waiting for him to stop whistling around the
bedroom and come sit beside us, touch us, reconnect. We want him to say
what he said last night and to tell us when we will be together again. We
don’'t have a better day at the office; we are less focused on work because
we are listening for the phone, his voice, the words that will say when and
where. Far from being refueled by a night of sex, we are weakened, having
left part of oursalf in that bed.

Men are no crueler than women. They simply approach sex and love
from a different point of view. Let's say the man waits four days to tele-
phone. Not because the night was like any other but precisely because it
was so very specia. He needs to regain his sense of independence, of sepa-
rateness, not because he doesn’t like/love us but because he came so very
close to those emotions. Men overplay the role of the lone cowboy because
women exaggerate their role of being the emotiona ones, the sirens who
would love to wrap their arms around him and never let go. Or so he
thinks.
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Who could not want the transcendency of wonderful sex? To enjoy that
deep, powerful sense of loss of self in the other person, to be able for afew
moments to drop the iron controls by which we al live — that is a human
wish, exclusive to neither sex. But only the person with a strong sense of
identity can emerge whole and happily walk away from the bliss of tran-
scendency.

For many women it isn’'t a matter of choice. We can’'t emerge from the
deep pool of togetherness. It's as though we never redly left this sweet
place. He is gone, but even without him we can keep ourselves in the
trance. We listen to romantic music; heartbreaking songs of desperate
yearning are what we crave; quivering violins, voices that break under the
weight of the soulfully killing words mirror exactly what we feel and keep
us connected to him and the night.

It is not the sounds, smell, and sweat of abandoned sex we want to recre-
ate; it is the union, the oneness, romance, love. We sip a brandy, light an-
other cigarette, giving ourselves over to it, wallowing in it: Without you |
will die, the music says. And we will, or so it feels.

“Better not get involved with men,” many women say today. “1 feel good
about my life, and every time | start up with a guy, | lose that. Who needs
it?’

We don’'t need men the way we used to. Many of us don’t need them to
take care of us, pay for our food and the roof over our heads. We don't
need them for an identity or a place in the community. Economic independ-
ence is indeed thrilling, discovering in our twenties or later that we can ac-
tually makeit all by ourselves.

When | was writing My Mother/My Self fifteen years ago, | thought eco-
nomic independence, more than anything, would help grown women throw
off the emotiona need to lose themselves in relationships. Idedlly, emo-
tiona separation and individuation is something that should be learned and
practiced in the first years of life. But if we didn’t get it then, al is not lost;
it is harder later on, but we can teach ourselves.

What | didn’'t redlize in the mid-seventies however, was that women
would confuse economic independence with honest emotiona separation.
How separate are we if we cannot risk a relationship with a man out of fear
of becoming endaved to romance/love? We worry that sex with a man
would turn into that desperate “1 need you” that destroys the control over
our lives. Before you know it, there would be a lovers quarrel and he
would dam out the door, leaving us once again by the telephone while he
roamed the dtreets, picked up women in bars, maybe even went to a whore.
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Chances are he would do none of this, being as in love with us as we are
with him. But he could. He could have sex out of anger, he could have sex
for the sake of sex because he doesn’t confuse it with love.

We denigrate men for going to whores, for feeding their masturbatory
fantasies with pornographic magazines. Could part of our devaluation of
men be envy, an angry resentment that they have access to a life from
which we feel barred? Envy is a bitter, destructive emotion; the envious
comparison makes our lives feel shabby, empty. We cannot abide it that the
enviable one has certain freedoms, power, pleasure, that are unavailable to
us. Some part of our psyche wishes, hopes that the enviable person will
cometo a bad end. Only then can our own life regain some of its pleasure.

Envy is such a destructive emotion that most of us deny it. “Who me,
envy men? we say. Absolutely not! Men are uncaring, power-crazed,
overly competitive, sexua animals who degrade women. The trouble with
the world, we say, is that more women don’t have the power — a transfor-
mation that would automatically make the world a better place.

And so we punish men with a guilt-free heart, so sure are we of our vir-
tuousness opposite the Brute; we leave men out of the act of creation, the
most powerful act in human life: we have babies by ourselves. We say
there are no good men around, when in fact we are getting back at men. We
are not thinking of the child; we are thinking of ourselves.

We control our lives only through the excluson of men. Maybe in the
workplace we can see ourselves as equal; even if we haven't yet found eco-
nomic parity, we can compete with men for it. But when it comes to sex,
we are not equal at al. Heis not a dlave to love. He owns his sexuaity and
we do not.

Here now is the heart of the issue, what this essay is about, and what we
must take in if the next generation of women is to be more integrated, more
independent and sexually responsible: we can learn economic independence
at any time, but age has a lot to do with learning to believe in one's sex-
ual independence, learning the difference between love and sex. Cash in
the hand that pays the rent on a repeated basis, month after month, year
after year, becomes a cold fact of life that tells the “littlest” woman she
doesn't have to be taken care of. But it is very, very difficult to learn to
believe in ourselves as sexua entities, with responsibility for our sexuality,
late in life. Adolescenceis late.

The best time is the first years of life and the best teacher is mother.
There is no better way to learn the lessons masturbation teaches than as a
baby learns, at the beginning. If mother doesn’t allow us to believe that our
body belongs to us alone, that we own it and are therefore responsible for
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it, then anything we do with our body later will refer back to her, reawak-
ening our need of her, reawakening her attitudes, her judgment. When we
have sex and don't protect ourselves, we are her bad little girl.

Here are two letters, | received from readers of My Mother/Myself. They
capture in a highly persona and, | think, charming way how very present
mother is in our most intimate sexual moments. The first is from a woman
in Holland.

Somewhere in the middle of your book | did have to get some seep and
during that night came the following dream:

| was traveling by train. My mother was with me and we were sitting at a
little table by the window. We both had the same little red handbags almost
like purses. My mother wanted something from her handbag and took the
wrong one from the table. She opened it and saw it was mine.

“Mom, you have my bag.”

“Oh, do |, well never mind, they are similar anyway.”

“But | have all my thingsin there.”

“Oh, well, if you are being so childish about it...”

And there, as she absentmindedly gave me my way, she wrote her name
inmy bag! | couldn’t utter one word in astonishment. Case closed.

Hours later | realized in a shock what those intriguing red purses meant —
she had stolen my sexuality and my person with it. She stole them so easily
asif they meant nothing at all. And | just sat there and let her do it.

(In Dutch there is an old fashioned word for purse that is aso used for
vaginain slang.)

Thiswas all. | couldn’t resist sending my simple, beautiful and shocking
dream to you.

The second letter is a poem sent to me by a man.
Hereisapoem | wrote to you, Nancy:
CUNTROL — MOTHER OR DAUGHTER?

If | were an artist, | would draw for you and send

A picture of Everygirl, nude from bend to bend.

No pubic hair nor dit, but in that fire place

A recent, sweet photograph of dear mother’s face
Smiling out at every guy, her lips stretched West to East,
Inviting him to her home for their sym-bi-ot-ic feast.
What mother has between her legs I's anybody’ s guess.
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If you are smart you'll never part
Them — for grandma s there to bless.

HOW MUCH HAVE WE REALLY CHANGED?

It is important to distinguish the three levels of change: attitudes change
most easily. Behavior follows at a Slower pace. But our deep, unconscious
feelings about what is right and wrong require generations to change, if
they change at all.

We angrily deny that our own grown-up sexual behavior has anything to
do with mother. As declarations of our independence and difference from
her, we wear trendy, sexy clothes, talk the latest jargon, and genuinely be-
lieve we are light-years ahead of her. These are superficial changes, and
they happen quickly, often overnight. We read a book, see a film, sit next
to abrilliant, articulate stranger at dinner, and the next day we abandon the
attitude about sex we've had all our lives. Suddenly adultery in a “mean-
ingful” relationship doesn’t sound so bad. Our attitude has changed.

It may take a bit longer before we act on our brave new opinion. We
have an adulterous affair. But when we wake up in the stranger’s bed after
a night of abandoned sex, we fedl dirty, guilty. We don't understand why.
We have not taken into account the intractable unconscious.

We get our moral code, our deepest, often unconscious sense of what is
right and wrong, from our parents, who got it from their parents. For ex-
ample, when women who think themselves sexudly independent and re-
sponsible nonetheless become pregnant, they may be acknowledging their
unconscious guilt — that what they did was wrong. They may not have
taken into account the third level of change.

In my eagerness to defend masturbation as a healthy, pleasurable, educa-
tional act, | do not mean to suggest that it should take the place of intimacy
with another person. Some of the women in this book who talk of mastur-
bating three or four times a day might be labeled compulsive by those who
like to label — even if their masturbation is more life enhancing than the five
hours a day of television that much of society admits to watching.

Nor do | mean to lay yet another command performance on women who
may choose not to masturbate. The operative word is “choice.” Let me put
it thisway: | can imagine a sexually responsible woman who doesn't mas-
turbate, but it sounds like the hard way.
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Touching oursalves is the fundamental lesson in anatomy; learning what
is “down there” makes us intelligent owners, more in control of what is
ours. (It is sad but not surprising that many women say they don't use a
diaphragm because they are afraid to touch themselves.) Being able to give
ourselves an orgasm is sexual independence; though it's nice to have a
partner, it's important to know that for sex to take place it isn't necessary.
Giving ourselves an orgasm is the sexua equivaent of being able to pay
our own rent.

THE CLOACA CONCEPT

What makes learning to masturbate so difficult late in life is that we have
been raised to believe that the area between our legs is untouchable, dirty.
We have come to loathe the sight and smell of our genitals, which are to be
touched only in the process of wiping ourselves clean. It is an unnatural,
learned revulsion that has been deeply and dutifully taken in as part of the
early mother/child love exchange. Nothing was said, nothing need be said.
The menta clitoridectomy is done in the name of mother love and with the
full accord of society.

In time, the sight and smell of menstruation — the humiliation of possibly
“spotting,” soiling our clothes, publicly announcing what we have aways
felt, that our bodies are dirty — reinforce our feelings of repugnance. The
secretive, folded design of our genitals further underscores our certainty
that we were not meant to explore that area. We never solve the smple
puzzle of our compact, redly beautiful design because we have taken on
the appraisal of the first person who removed our exploratory little fingers,
who toilet trained us, and whose body is like ours. Once again it was not
what she said. It was how she felt. She didn't like the sight and smell of our
genitals any more than she liked her own.

When a boy enters our lives and wants to touch us there, of course it is
unthinkable. We couldn’t do such a thing. Why should he? Why does he
want to? That a man dreams of parting our lips with his fingers, looking at
it, putting his mouth there, is so upsetting to some women that no honey
tongued lover could convince them otherwise. The clitoris, urethra, vagina,
and anus have come to be thought of as one filthy, indistinguishable mass
“down there.” This kind of thinking is called the Cloaca Concept. Cloaca
is Latin for sewer.

| can’'t remember the name of the doctor or analyst who first used the
term Cloaca Concept, but | remember my own emotiona jolt of recogni-
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tion. | was gathering material for My Secret Garden, and | could imagine
the women who were contributing, oh so hesitantly, to my research twenty
years ago fedling just that way about their genitals — a “sewer,” something
to be touched with the utmost hesitation.

In those days, we felt guilty about sex, acted guilty, and our sexual fan-
tasies, focused mostly on being overpowered and forced into sex, reflected
our deepest, unconscious feelings of guilt. | was so disturbed by the enor-
mity of guilt in My Secret Garden that the day | finished, | wrote an outline
for My Mother/My Self, which in its working drafts was titled The First
Lie. There was never any question about what | would write next: | had to
know the source of this terrible anxiety women felt not about something
they had done but about the images in their minds. Who could possibly
know what they were thinking?

I bumped into mother right away. Not an ogress, not a bad person
(though some are), but a daughter herself. Mother usually passes on the
wisdom of her own mother’s day.

If I were writing My Mother/My Self today, | would put great em-
phasis on the role masturbation might play in our lives, how it could be one
of the acts of self away from mother and into our own identity. | would
explain how the exercise of touching ourselves affects self-esteem, which
means having a good opinion of oneself. How can we think well of our-
selves if we harbor a sewer?

But | couldn’'t write about the significance of masturbation fifteen years
ago because | didn't yet know what the women in this book have taught
me.

WHAT ISA REAL WOMAN?

Y ou, the women who have encouraged me to continue thinking and writ-
ing about sex, tell me how much strength and self-knowledge you gain from
your sexuality, and you say you understand the importance of masturba-
tion. “A person’s masturbation seems so, well, ‘secret,” “ one of you writes
me. “It’'s about the most intimate thing one can talk about, the most reveal-
ing of one's hidden salf.”

You have taken courage and self-confidence from the women who came
before you, the voices in My Secret Garden. | am aways amazed at how
those voices, now amost twenty years old, still speak to you and unlock
your secret sexua selves. No man, no male voice — no matter how sweet
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and seductive — could have opened you up to accept your sexudlity like
those other women.

We are born of woman, we are ruled by woman. When another woman
hurts us, leaving us momentarily out of the Nice Girl world, which was our
refuge growing up, it pains and humiliates us more deeply than anything a
man could do or say. When other women encourage us, there is nothing we
cannot do.

The meaning of what it is to be a woman has never been more open-
ended and therefore more filled with anxiety. We want to be independ-
ent/we want to be taken care of. We want men to treat us as sexua
equals’/we want men to sweep us away into sexua oblivion. We seduce
men/we expect them to know, without being told, what it is we want done
to our bodies. Men do their best, some better than others, but all work in
the dark.

There is someone who does know what we want. Another woman. Who
better than someone whose body is like ours, someone who understands
what it is to be awoman? No lesson in geography needed here. No need to
bresk the spell with the giving of cold directions; “Touch me here, kiss this,
lick that.” She already knows. Nor is there any sense of shame, anxiety
about smell or taste; it is all familiar to her. And she is tender. She will take
care of usasno man can, a least in fantasy.

No surprise then that the fantasy of sex with another woman is the most
popular theme to emerge since the publication of My Secret Garden.
Women who call themsalves heterosexual, bisexual, and leshian find some-
thing particularly arousing in reveries of lying beside another woman and
enjoying sometimes tender sex but just as often sex as abandoned as any-
thing imagined with a man.

When | was preparing research for My Secret Garden, there was little
available for the chapter on sex between women. The material smply did-
n't surface. | believe the great popularity of this fantasy today reflects the
growing complexity of women's real world, where we no longer know what
we want, what a woman is; men, knowing even less than we, fail to live up
to our increasingly angry expectations. It is as if we are staring into the
mirror in some of these fantasies, trying to find ourselves in another
woman'’s body. Part a search for solace and confirmation of our womanli-
ness, part also an angry rejection of men, we turn to people who are like us
for sexual release.

Only when the women in this book have children of their own will we see
how genuinely they believe in their right to sexua freedom in general and
masturbation in particular. Will they be generous enough to wish their
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daughters something better than they had? In al of human life no one has
more power over another person than a mother over a child. Mother does
not have to be perfect. Nobody is. We learn to masturbate by ourselves.
The only rules that need be taught are the rules of privacy.

But perhaps the most generous act of all is that mother free her daughter
to find her own sexua way, to be different from her, to emulate and copy
another woman. Being different from mother will always fed like betrayal
unless mother genuinely means it when she says: “My daughter right or
wrong. My daughter whether you masturbate or not.” It must be said out
loud. The daughter already knows how mother feels about everything. It is
the courage and generosity, the honesty of mother saying the words that
frees the girl. Nothing binds us closer to mother than lies.

The message might go something like this:

“1 have problems with this business of sex, my darling. You know that.
You know how | grew up. But | want your sexud life to be a wonderful
one, and because | love you | want you to take care of yourself. Masturba-
tion can teach you so much about yourself. Enjoy that part of your life. Go
with my blessings.”

Mother, let your little girl masturbate.



Part Three

The Fantasies






A WORD ABOUT THE WOMEN AND THEIR
FANTASIES

straints placed on women’s sexuality, but in so doing, they did not feel

any kinship or solidarity with femininity as a whole. They were adven-
turesses, scorning other women as tame and submissive. They may have
been courageous, but they were alone in their desires, sociological dead
ends. Nor were they role models for other women because their search for
sexual satisfaction was outside what the society of their time still defined as
feminine. “She thinks like a man” may have been meant as a compliment
when said about Catherine of Russia, Edna St. Vincent Millay, or George
Sand, but it was dismissal, too. It meant she wasn’t womanly.

The women in this book, whose fantasies follow, come out of a unique
time in history. The past twenty years produced an expression of female
emotion that previous generations of women never dared to show. Anger,
rage, competition, lust, and iron determination to control their own lives
became street emotions, available to any woman to pick up and try on.
Popular books like Fear of Flying and The Women’'s Room explored these
raw feelings in a new, strident female voice. Articulate, defiant women
were heard on television, their words appeared in magazines like Ms, and if
a woman didn't want to see the film Deep Throat or take her clothes off
with the other hedonists at Sandstone or Plato’'s Retreat, she knew these
ideas and places existed.

After generations of limits, suddenly there were no limits. Sexual free-
dom was fresh and believable, and women trusted the new images and
words of other women saying it was al right to be sexually in control and
powerful. Discover your true sexua nature, the voices said; we, your sis-
ters, promise maternal support and will catch you if you fall. The women in
this book heard these new voices declaring there were No Rules, and out of
this unstructured, limitless erotic ethos, the fantasy of the Great Seductress
was born.

This desire to initiate and control sex — indeed to continue sex until the
woman's full sexua appetite is satisfied — is the underlying theme of these
new fantasies. There are other ideas, whole thematic chapters that might
have been included here, such as Y oung Boys, Incest, Spanking, the Need
for Approval, Romantic Interludes, Golden Showers, the Living Out of

I ndividual women have always tried to break out of the traditional con-
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Fantasies. And of course, there is the fantasy of being raped/forced into
sex, which €till remains a mgor theme, aong with its opposite and new
counterpart, forcing/raping a man. These themes are explored in great
length in My Secret Garden and Forbidden Flowers.

The themes in this book not only are new but are also the most prevalent
in my research. They reflect changes in women’s real lives, and they strike
a consistent chord, revealing a depth and range in women's erotic nature
that society is dtill loath to acknowledge.

Although the fantasies that follow tend to run long, don't take an elabo-
rate scenario as the sole definition of a fantasy. It is possible, indeed inevi-
table, to enjoy brief erotic images throughout the day. The smell or sight of
something that stimulates the imagination provokes a sexual picture in the
mind. It is only when we begin to talk or write about these images that lay-
ers of detail emerge.

Many of these women have led quiet, even conservative lives. Some have
had very little real sexual experience. It isin their fantasies that they try to
free their sexuality from the iron rules that have always been clamped on
untamed feminine eroticism to keep it from threatening the presumed needs
of both men and society — which until recently have been synonymous.
Above dl, in fantasy they desire to escape at last from the guilt an erotic
woman has had to carry if she fulfilled her nature. Though most say they
have got beyond their mother’s asexual training, none ever forgets the hu-
miliation and fear of having been shamed by her for the earliest expression
of sexual fedling.

Until now, until this generation, there has been in the conventiona view
no such thing as feminine lust. Locker room wisdom — as well as the con-
sultation rooms of many psychiatrists — said that only men were capable of
separating sex from emotion; women could enjoy sex only if presented to
them within the context of an ongoing, emationa relationship. These
women, of every age and socioeconomic class, say otherwise; their favour-
ite erotic scenario is not about their husbands or lovers but about a man
they will never see again, someone with whom there is no relationship.

Women want to change; a small fraction of the most courageous are
changing. Men are not. The best women today find they are aone out there
on the sexual frontier because the men who should be exploring that excit-
ing, unknown place with them are still reluctant to abandon the missionary
position and everything it stands for. Even if these men know how limited
and suffocating life can be with a submissive woman, they nevertheless are
not sure what the new woman is asking of them. Men's resistance to
change is not totally without reason, given women’s own confusion about
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their sexua identity. Out of this paralysis, a sullen resentment has grown
between the sexes.

Having started the sexua revolution, women are responsible for finishing
the job — for defining exactly what it is we want, and doing it in the most
specific, sexua terms. For the next step to be taken, men must come to see
women as other than some aggrieved, amorphous band of unhappy people
with alot of diffuse, unresolved demands. Instead, women must so enlarge
their own conception of themselves that men will gladly exchange the false
ego benefits of “masculine superiority” for the real satisfaction of sexua
life with the kind of women they never imagined could exist.

Recognizing they have more to gain from mutual reinforcement and self-
recognition than from age-old fedlings of competition, the women in this
book have established sexual community. They do not see one another as a
threat but as people who are expanding the definition and limits of their
sex. They know that their search for what it means to be a woman is shared
by others — “Thank God I’'m not alone, not the only one!” If most women
are till afraid to use the new freedoms these pioneers have won, neverthe-
less there is not a literate woman alive today who is not aware that it is
only her own choice that keeps these freedoms from her — and that if sheis
dtill afraid of them, most likely her daughter will not be.

The women in this book are searching for erotic choices in their real
lives, trying to understand what prevents them from fully realizing these
possibilities. Without social inhibitions or pretty language, their sexua fan-
tasies ded with various strategies they have developed to get them past
whatever it isin their earlier lives that stands in the way of exploring the
limits of their true eroticism.



1

Seductive, Sometimes
Sadistic, Sexually
Controlling Women

THE GREAT SEDUCTRESS: THE POWER OF THE
PLEASURE GIVER

Ah, the joy of seduction! To take a man, lay him down and you on top,
orchestrate his sounds of dow surrender with the shifting of your weight,
the forbidden, dirty words whispered in your female/mother voice, watch
his gradual loss of control — no, control his loss of control — until ulti-
mately, with the pressure and release of delicate vaginad muscles on his
swollen penis, he comes.

What power to give another human being an orgasm. No, let me change
the verb because it is important, what this chapter is about: what power to
make someone come. “1'm the dominant one doing all the work and he'sthe
receptive one,” Sue describes her seduction. “My pleasure is in knowing
what abandonment he has fdlt... seeing him change from cool sophisticated
male to aman in the throes of sexua release.”

I love this opening section of women who dream of leading a man into
orgasmic pleasure, reversing the old roles and for a change assuming the
position and power of the one who controls the transcendency of fulfilling
sex. If | elaborate here at the outset of a chapter that runs the gamut of con-
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trol, from pleasure to pain, it is because like many other women | resonate
to the idea of charting aman’s pleasure.

Have you seduced a man? Thought of it? Perhaps the idea doesn't ap-
peal. Being the one in charge isn't a universal fantasy, doesn’t even appeal
to al men, though seduce they must, at least in redlity, or fail as “real
men.”

The timid boy, genetically and temperamentally shy, or smply not cut
out for seduction, given the early environment in which he was raised, must
do the most frightening thing when adolescence erupts: make the first
move, pick up the telephone and risk the torture of regjection. In time, he
will lead a woman into what he hopesis a proper restaurant, where he must
pay before maneuvering her to a car, an apartment, a sofa, eventualy a
bed, where carefully, expertly he must conduct a seduction of a person
raised to say no even when she means yes.

I can remember such a shy boy from my earliest adolescence. He was at
least four inches shorter than | and had been ordered by his mother to take
me to our first Yacht Club regatta dance. For months | had dreamed to the
sound of recorded music that another boy, Macolm, would be my date.
Malcolm, a born leader whom other boys followed as naturaly as girls fol-
lowed me, the captain of their team and president of the class, the tomboy
who had led them to the top of the highest trees.

There is an even earlier night in memory — a party on a beach, a game
we girls and boys had played countless times. The game was Red Rover,
and when your name was called you would race across the beach toward
the opposite team, who stood arms tightly linked, and attempt to break their
line. Breaking the line out of sheer, unladylike determination wasn't new to
me, but what | felt that night early in my adolescence was a unique rush, a
sexua desire to claim, capture the boy of my dreams and victoriously take
him back to my team. | chose Malcolm, of course.

And | would have gladly chosen him for that wretched Yacht Club
dance, telephoned him without hesitation — yes, even risked rejection. Mine
was the heart of a leader, aready used to the wins and losses of childhood
contests. Though | longed to rest my head against his shoulder in the first
dance, | would have assumed my share of responsibility in exploring the
mysterious pull toward him that | had felt on that palm-swept beach. | am
not talking about sexual intercourse, for which | wasn't ready, but about
the first innocent steps of the mating ritual, in which | was ready to be an
equal partner.

But the rules of adolescence didn’t permit me to follow my nature. The
night of the dance | took my first step backward into passivity, a stance of
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acquiescence dien to the girl 1 was. | went to the Yacht Club with that
poor, timid boy, who was as unhappy as |. He left me there an hour after
we arrived, and | stood against the wall the entire night watching the danc-
ing girls whose leader | had been. The only action | took that was true to
my nature was to refuse to retreat to the ladies' room until someone’s fa-
ther finally drove me home.

With iron determination and out of terrible need for the love of boys, |
learned quickly to squeeze myself into the small stereotypical femalerole. |
bit my tongue, dowed my pace, learned to wait, and wait. There was no
room in the Nice Girl mold for most of the abilities | had spent my first
eleven years perfecting.

| left the best parts of myself back there on the brink of adolescence, the
risk taker, the assertive, confident girl who believed in a self she had made
by hand. Eventually when sex did occur, | didn’t act on my true responsible
nature but on the false self I'd constructed to conform to The Rules of fe-
male adolescence: | used no form of contraception, allowed someone else to
take responsibility for my sex, my life.

| redlize that things have changed and that adolescents today no longer
treat each other as aliens, which is good. But the frightening rise in teenage
pregnancies says that in their sexual lives, they are as confused as we were.
They punish themselves by using no contraceptive protection, and we, the
grown-ups, punish them for not being able to figure out how to live in a
society that is brazenly sexua on the outside and deeply puritanical and
twisted about sex on the inside.

Technicdly, | remained a virgin until | was twenty-one. It was fool’s
luck that | didn’'t get pregnant considering the sexual games | played, lov-
ing the heat of everything-but-full-insertion sex. Terrified of getting preg-
nant, dreading a too early marriage that would cut short my dream of see-
ing the world, | jeopardized everything again and again. Addicted to men, |
shed my responsible self every time | shed my clothes to lie down besde
them and allow mysdlf to be Swept Away, not like a woman but a silly,
acquiescent little girl.

| saw the world, and along the way | learned to use a diaphragm and then
the pill. But it wasn’t until | became a writer that | began to understand
how my destructive relationships with men were patterned on what 1'd
wished | had with my mother; in handing my self to them — without contra-
ception protection — | was asking them to take care of me in away that she
never had, the way a baby needsto be taken care of.

In choosing to write about the forbidden subjects of sexuality, mothers
and daughters, jealousy and envy, | was trying to recapture some of the
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early bravery that was my nature, and which | worked so hard to unlearn.
Today isthe best time in my life; | fee | have finaly come full circle, hav-
ing reclaimed the brave girl of my eeventh year. I've told my story at
length because | believe there are millions of women who begin life as
brave as their brothers. The women in this chapter represent a generation
that hasn't felt obliged to deny assertiveness, the desire to initiate and con-
trol sexual pleasure if only in fantasy. When the man Mary desires doesn't
respond in redlity, “his rgjection of me makes me more determined to ex-
perience him sexually... So in my fantasy, I’'min control, | call the shots. |
explore every last inch of his body, and do every pleasurable thing to him
that isimaginable... I'm the pleasure giver.”

The heart of the risk taker, the responsible one, the great seducer, is not
broken by society’s rules, only quieted and waiting for the voices of other
women, perhaps mine and these women's, to reassert itself. Women like
Cdlia, still too shy to practice seduction in redlity, rehearse in fantasy: “I
tug at his shirt, popping off a few buttons in my hurry,” she says. “I fed
like an animal; I'm different from how he has always seen me. He's in-
spired by my hunger, carried away by my lust.”

While men are usualy bigger and stronger, they have no monopoly on
courage. | don’'t know where these new seductresses learned to practice
bravery, but if they take it in so that it becomes part of their trusted selves,
they may pass it on to their daughters. And if mothers raise their girlsto
take the initiative rather than wait, we may eventually have a generation of
women more responsible for their sex. When you set your sights on the
man you want, know why you want him, and accept that he might reject
you, you are dready more in charge than the woman who waits to be
picked like a cookie on a platter.

If a woman has seduction in mind when she begins an evening, she is
more likely to bring along her diaphragm as well as her wallet and keys.

Mogt significant events are preceded by a fantasy of what will happen. If
the fantasy is one of being chosen, being kissed, being led like the walking
blind into a dark chamber where, magically, the romantic feeling of surren-
der is made to happen, how can a woman break the spell by introducing the
sexualy responsible act of getting up and going into the bathroom and in-
serting her digphragm?

If the fantasy begins, however, with, First | will telephone him and if he
says yes, | will suggest this cozy restaurant, followed by sex, skillfully or-
chestrated by me. Then, of course, | will have along my diaphragm because
| don’t want to get pregnant and have to either get an abortion or end my
adventure as the Great Seductress.
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“Younger guys are much more open to the assertive woman, having
grown up with the women's movement,” says Cassie, who trandates com-
petition with a man in the workplace into sexua tension. “My successive
climbs up the corporate ladder provoked incredible arousing fantasies
where I'd subdue my opponent and make firm but tender love to him. |
know it sounds crazy but | became orgasmic for the first time during these
fantasies!” Asthe women in this section attest, being the one in charge can
be a great high, so much so that Cassie actually seduces a younger man
with whom she works. “My seduction of him was motherly and nurturing
not sadigtic,” she says, “and he really cared about pleasing me. Our free-
dom to reverse roles and express our real selves made intimacy soar.”

I wonder how men will respond to these fantasies, since they often dream
of a woman as sexual they who, for a change, takes care of the man’'s se-
duction, his orgasm, everything. Of course, the man is controlling his own
fantasy, which is what allows him to let go in the hands of such a powerful
woman. ldedlly, sex “is a mutua experience,” says Liz following her fan-
tasy seduction of a man: “He kisses me gratefully, and | kiss him with
equal gratitude.” In these happy fantasies, power too is ultimately what
makes the woman come.

| have saved my comment on Gabby’s fantasy of initiating her son into
sex because she is the only mother in my research to admit to the idea,
though I imagine it commonplace but quickly repressed. Fathers have much
less day-to-day contact with their daughters than mothers have with sons,
yet how much more readily we admit to a man’s incest fantasies, an idea
discussed and written about throughout literature. Perhaps mothers' incest
fantasies are seldom heard as explanation for their stepping back emotion-
aly and physically from their sons because mother doesn't step back, with-
draw, not ever.

A mother has total physical and psychologica accessto her boy while he
lives under her roof. Men tell me of mothers who crawled into their beds to
deep beside them, who kissed, touched, held them whenever, however they
chose. It wasn’t sexual intercourse, but it was a complete sexual seduction.
Many men never escape their mothers' hold over them, though both mother
and son would be loath to cdll it a sexual hold. Certainly she stars forever,
in various disguises, in his fantasies.

A boy cannot tell his mother where to draw the line — a part of him
doesn't want her to — nor does society scold her for acts a father would be
jaled for committing with his daughter. The line can only be drawn by
mother herself, a line that is probably harder than ever to draw in single
parent families. But draw it she must; otherwise mother love can dip into
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an invasion of privacy, an erotic intrusion that distorts the boy’s growth
into his own sexuality separate from her, his first Great Seductress to
whom no future woman can ever compare.

CASSIE

My fantasies are, | think, particularly liberating, as they concern being
assertive. First information: Age — 29; job — middle manager for investment
brokerage firm; marital status — single; education — MBA.

My fantasies really started as | moved up the corporate ladder and com-
peted with men. With my MBA, job offers were no problem. | picked the
one that | found most interesting. Well, very soon | found mysdlf in the new
(for me) position of competing with and supervising males. Thisis an in-
creasingly common and complicated issue in business and the professions
today, as you know. Let me just write about how (to my shock) it affected
me sexualy. | found that when | was in a competitive or supervisory
capacity with guys, areal sexua tension entered into the situation. | started
to fantasize the Situation in sexual terms. If a guy my age, or younger, and
| were competing for an assignment or promotion, | would imagine usin a
sexua encounter in bed (if the guy was attractive). Our competition was
symbolized by each of uswrestling to get “on top” of the other sexually.

My successive climbs up the corporate ladder provoked incredibly arous-
ing fantasies where I’ d subdue my opponent and make firm but tender love
to him! | know it sounds crazy but | became orgasmic for the first time dur-
ing these fantasies! | became bold and found | could be multi-orgasmic if |
chose; a frightening discovery at first. | had no idea | could be so sexual!
Through your books and others | learned female sexudity was okay, even a
positive good! A complementary fantasy appeared when | was supervising
guys — mostly recent college grads younger than |. This new sSituation was
represented in fantasies of guys being “under” my sexua tutelage. The
more assertive my role in these fantasies, the wetter | got!

This was true, too, in the office. I'd be instructing a mae trainee in his
duties and I'd fed this rush of sexua pleasure; it's fantastic! | couldn’t
wait to go home and masturbate. | felt no guilt! Well, there was only one
more thing to explore — acting out! Did | have the nerve? Not with my con-
servative upbringing, but it's well known that romantic/sexual attraction
makes one bolder; we usualy think men have it, but it works for women
too. It's nature’ sway of getting people together.
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Well, | took particular fancy to one male trainee who is younger than 1.
Heis quite shy and deferential to me. Y ounger guys are much more open to
the assertive woman, having grown up with the women’s movement. This
guy was so swest that | practicaly had to order him to call me by my first
name rather than Ms. Blake. We really liked each other in a delightful sort
of older sister/younger brother way. | took the lead, asking him to lunch to
discuss business and he seemed in awe of my power (and my American
Express card) the way women have traditionally fallen for successful men.
Needless to say, | had never been the object of male adoration before, and |
loved it. | took the lead in our romance and he loved it! 1’d give him an af-
fectionate squeeze around the shoulders and | could feel him tremble. We
gradually became more and more intimate, at my pace. And | do mean in-
timate, not just sexual — there's a big difference as you know! In bed, my
seduction of him was motherly and nurturing, not sadistic, and he redly
cared about pleasing me. Our freedom to reverse roles and express our real
selves made intimacy soar. Anyway, we're still together even though |
make twice the money he does. We don't care! The older sister/younger
brother aspect is really wonderful. I’'m his mentor and he adores me.

MARY

On impulse and feeling as though | had nothing to lose, | gave my fan-
tasy to my fantasy man to read.

Before giving it to him | explained that it was only my fantasy, and
hoped that he would not be angry or upset with me after reading it. With a
big, wide grin on his face he assured me he would not become angry or up-
Set.

Needless to say, the rest of the day and entire night, | was nervous,
hyped out and very excited. | fantasized his reaction to my fantasy, and to
me, and his comments on how descriptive my fantasy was. When | went to
pick up my lengthy fantasy, | was very sexually aroused, and truly ex-
pected he would make my fantasy a reality. But, true to form, he remained
in control but very flattered, and | left his office consumed with disap-
pointment.

| did explain to him that, knowing he read my fantasy, | was less ob-
sessed with wanting to make love to him. | told him | felt more relaxed, as
inmy mind | did make love to him, in the only way he would allow.

But dear God, | ill crave him, and desire him every time | see him. I've
noticed a change in him toward me, he's more guarded, and | have not re-
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celved any more winks. But | am not going to give up, because I'm certain
that if | just wait, one day it will be the right time.

| am a 32-year-old college graduate and the mother of a 9-year-old son.
My husband and | have been married for eleven years, the past five years
being very happy and satisfying years.

| was born in Georgia, and when | reached the age of 10, my parents up-
rooted my two older sisters and me, and moved us to Florida. | am a good
old Southern girl, and although | have lost most of my Southern accent,
there is still a noticeable trace, which becomes more pronounced when I'm
excited. My Southern roots, accent, and family ties are, | fed, the things
that are responsible for making me who | am.

In physical appearance, | am what some men and women would consider
“cute.” | am very small-boned, petite, have an athletic body, am five feet
and weigh ninety-seven pounds. I’m dark in coloring, caramel colored with
atan, and have dark brown eyes and short brown hair with golden streaks
al through it. Being tiny in stature has never presented any deep psycho-
logical problems for me. If anything, my smallness, even into my adult life,
has only gotten me positive and favorable attention. Ironically, | am not the
dependent, shy, unsure type of person one would attribute to someone who
is mothered by others. | am very outgoing, make friends easily, enjoy peo-
ple and working with the public.

It seems the men who become interested in me usualy do so because
they misread my friendliness and believe | am “coming on” to them. If |
like or enjoy a person, | express my feeling through touching, hugs, as |
love to make body contact. However, my outward signs of affection are
usually nonsexual. | am very selective and have been attracted physicdly to
perhaps four or five men in my adult life. When men, and aso a few
women, misread my friendliness and become aggressive sexualy toward
me, I'm aways surprised, and am awkward when | try to clear up the
crossed signals. | do enjoy the fedling of being the “one in control” in these
types of situations.

Which leads me to my most frequent and favorite fantasy, one which |
use over and over and over, whenever | masturbate manually (severa times
a day) or when using my Water Pik shower massager. All | have to do is
close my eyes and focus on my fantasy man, and | immediately become
excited, and | have to touch my aready very wet pussy.

The man in my fantasy is a real person, with whom | have a friendly,
working type relationship. He is a few years older than | am, a profes-
sional, large-framed, and has somewhat of a potbelly. He is definitely not
the Romeo type, and is not flirty or aggressive with women. He doesn’'t
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radiate sex appedl, like some men, so not al women are drawn to him like a
magnet. Except me. Ever since | met him, | have been drawn to him physi-
caly and emotionally. He is extremely sexy to me, with his shy, boyish
charm and his big brown eyes. When he looks at me, he makes me fed asif
I’'m naked. That's all he's ever done to me islook at me. | have been very
open and obvious in my attempts to seduce him, but he is not the least bit
interested in me sexualy. He is flattered by my interest in him, and desire
for him, but he just isn’t interested in having a physical relationship with
me. His rgection of me makes me more determined to experience him
sexually, and | am obsessed with desire for him.

My womanly instincts tell me that | have a positive effect on him, that
he's attracted to me, and probably wants to fuck my brains out, if only to
find out if I’'m as good as | appear to be. | have only to see him or have him
wink at me as we pass one ancther, and my pussy starts to tingle and the
crotch of my panties becomes sopping wet. He has never said or done any-
thing to me being aways very careful not to lead me on. To finally have his
hard cock inside me, wanting me, would be the ultimate for me. But try as |
may, | cannot break him down, he's just too strong for me, and has too
much self-control.

So, | hold back when my mind and body tell me to go on, grab his
crotch, rub him until his cock is rock hard and ready to burst out of his
pants. So in my fantasy I’'m in control, | call the shots. | explore every last
inch of his body, and do every pleasurable thing to him that’s imaginable.
In my fantasy, we have hours of raw, physical, bed-rolling sex that | want
to have so badly.

My fantasy man isin my home, we're all alone, drinking wine, and hav-
ing a casual conversation. Having him all to myself, without outside inter-
ruptions, so near to me, has put my hormones in a frenzy. He's telling me
about an old back injury, and how much pain it gives him when it flares up.
He confides in me that his back is hurting him now. After another glass of
wine, | convince him to alow me to give him a back massage, and | prom-
ise him that | won’'t bother him sexually. He's skeptical, hesitant, but fol-
lows me into my spare room where | have a four-poster bed. He pulls his
shirt out and raises it up to the middle of his chest. | know he's anxious
about being in my home, alone with me, and the fact that | will soon be
touching his body. | know he's wondering if he will be able to control him-
self and keep his emotions intact. He lies down on his stomach, complain-
ing to me that he really shouldn’t be here. | begin to massage his back, my
hands are so strong, and feel so good, al lotioned up, moving all up and
down his shoulder blades all the way down to his lower back. | feel him
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relaxing, his muscles becoming less tense, and my firm hand movements
become very slow and deliberate. Soon | hear his breathing become heav-
ier, and | know he has fallen adeep, thanks to the wine and my soothing
massage. Very quietly | reach under the bed and pull out four large
scarves, hidden there earlier, just for this happening. | very skillfully tie his
wrists and ankles to the posts on the bed, making sure that each scarf is
loose enough, so he will be ableto lift and move his limbs.

I climb back onto his back, and continue with the massage, knowing full
well how angry he will be when he awakens, but not really caring. Of
course, he wakes up, feding my body weight pressing on his back. | con-
tinue with my massage, listening to him laughing (as it's comical to him at
first), then complain a my tying him up. He tells me the joke is over, now
to please untie him, but he's not as angry or upset a me as | thought he
would be. He struggles to pull his arms free, but realizes his attempts are
futile, as he'stied too tightly and securely. | tell him not to resist me, to let
me do what | want to do and | promise | will untie him, but he has to be a
good boy. Besides, since heistied up, | tell him he might as well relax and
enjoy al the delicious things | am going to do to him. | remind him that |
am in control now, not him. Then, | remove his socks and shoes.

| begin to massage his |eft foot, rubbing the top of it lightly, and scratch-
ing on and around his ankle. | feel him relax just a little. He till doesn’t
trust me. I move my mouth down to his toes and begin licking and sucking
on each toe, moving my mouth up and down, as if each of his toes were a
tiny cock. He moans a little and asks me why do | want to do this? | tell
him that | love his toes, and how excited it makes me. Oh God, he says to
me, |I've never had anyone do this to me before, | can’t believe how good it
feels. | spend at least ten minutes loving his toes and ankle, making sucking
noises as | dowly move my mouth and lips up hisleg, pushing his pants leg
up as | explore. Feeling more confident, and hearing no negative comments
from him, | reach under him and unfasten his belt and unbutton his pants.
I’m so excited now that my hands are visibly shaking, but as big asheis, |
manage to pull his pants down to his ankles. Once again, | straddle him and
begin to caress his lower back, and using butterfly strokes, massage his
buttocks and thighs. | start kissing his lower back, licking and nibbling on
him, as | dowly move down to his buttocks, and then to his thighs which
are clasped very tightly together. | use my nails on his thighs, scratching
them very lightly, and | start moving my tongue between his legs that are
dtill closed tightly. | notice that he opens his thighs an inch or so, | can
move my roving tongue more deeply insde. He's wearing white boxer
shorts and | unfasten them, and very dowly push them down. He lifts his
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hips, helping me in the process. Oh my God! | see his naked buttocks, gor-
geous, plump cheeks, for the first time, and I'm so excited that | actually
scream out in pleasure. | feel my juices seeping out of me, flowing onto my
inner thighs, feeling sticky, but | love it. | tell myself to calm down, that
I’m the pleasure giver, that later, if things work out as I’ ve fantasized they
would, I will get as much asI’m giving.

| grab and squeeze each cheek, and bury my face in his ass, licking and
kissing it all over. When | stick out my tongue and lick his crotch, gently at
first, then more forcefully, he begins to moan in pleasure and squirm. | ram
his hole with my tongue and move my mouth down to his tight, firm balls. |
take each ball in my mouth, sucking gently, and lapping them up and down
with my tongue. He's covered with my salivaand | use it on my fingers, as
| delicately massage the area between his asshole and bals. Now, heis up
on his knees, so excited that he is moving his body front and backwards.
Tiny as | am, | am able to crawl up under him, although he is till tied. |
begin to lick his very erect nipples, going from one to the other. As | suck
on his nipples, scraping them lightly with my teeth, he lies down on me, and
I can fed his by now fully erect, hard cock pressing into my stomach. He
begs me to unfasten his wrists so he can touch and fondle my breasts. He
still hasn't kissed me, but our faces are so close that I’m dying to taste him,
suck on histongue, and eventually taste my juicesin his mouth. He tells me
to untie him so he can fedl and touch my pussy, so he can see how wet |
am, and see how ready | am. So | relent and untie not only his wrists but
also his ankles, as now he is more than ready for me. With his hands free,
the first thing he does is pull my thin T-shirt up and over my head, reveal-
ing my tanned, swollen and erect breasts and nipples. He gasps as he grabs
one of my breasts, cupping it, and rubbing the tip of my nipple with his
thumb. He pulls my breast into his mouth, sucking so hard on it that | al-
most cry out in pain. He flips me over onto my back. Now, he's really ex-
cited, breathing heavily, his eyes are full of his want and desire for me. He
moves down, unsnaps my shorts, unzips them, and pulls them down and off
me. Now his hands are caressing my lower body, gently at first, but then
more forcefully. He tells me how he loves how firm | feel, muscular, yet so
womanly.

I move my hips back and forth, feeling his dick head against my swollen
clit. | fed his entire body tense up, and his heart is thumping from the want
of me, but I’'m not ready for him. I’'m still the pleasure giver, and | want to
suck and taste his cock before he shoots his cum deep inside of me. He flips
me over to where my pussy isin direct contact with his swollen, ready love
tool. 1 wriggle out of his hold, and move my face and head down to his
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lower stomach and start licking and sucking on and around his navel, stick-
ing my tongue directly into it, digging in, and jabbing it. | start kissing his
pubic hair, making sure not to make contact with his cock, which has been
hard for aimost an hour, and he is becoming impatient. | know he can’t
stand it anymore, so | very quickly lick the head of his cock with my
tongue. He screams out at me in anticipation and excitement and grabs my
head with his two strong hands and pushes my mouth down on his ready to
shoot cock. | love to talk dirty when | have sex, and | tell him how much |
love his cock, how good he tastes, and how I’ve waited for this day, this
moment, for so long. | can feel his cock growing bigger in my mouth and |
know he is ready to shoot his thick creamy come down my throat, as |
deep-throat him. When he orgasms, he comes in spasms, which makes his
whole body shake. | love the way his come tastes, just like | dreamed it
would, and the way it shoots out of him and spurts right down my throat.
After he calms down, | lap up what come seeps out, because | want it all.

His breathing becomes quieter and his muscles less tense, all except one
muscle, his cock. | lie down on top of him, covering him with my body,
burying my face in his neck and shoulder. | begin to tongue-fuck his ear. |
tell him how much | want him, and how | want to feel him inside me, filling
me up completely. As | bite and suck on his neck, he takes my face in his
hands so gently, and presses his open mouth down on mine. He tongue
lashes my entire face, even pushing the tip of his tongue up into my nos-
trils, and around on my eyes. | love it! Every nerve in my face is tingling
alive. My pussy is throbbing and twitching now.

I’m so hot, | can barely stand it, and he knows it, as| can’t keep my hips
dill. I wrap my firm thighs around his hips, and position my pussy to
where he can penetrate and enter me. | bear down and, more determined,
push harder against his cock, this time causing him to enter me. Once he's
inside me, he pushes harder to experience dl of me. He starts to move his
cock very dowly in and out — tormenting me. | can’'t stand it, and | tell him
to fuck me, please, baby, fuck me hard — Ram that sweet, hard cock dl the
way in — up to my heart. He begins to move faster, thrusting his cock
deeper and deeper. | love it so much that | lift my knees all the way up, un-
til they’re pressing against my shoulders. I’'m opened wide for his big, hard
fucking tool, and our bodies move together in perfect rhythm. The sound of
our thighs slapping against one another and the feel of his balls against me
drive me crazy. When | yell out that I’'m coming, he rams his cock faster
and harder, faster and deeper, and | have my first shattering orgasm. He
keeps riding me, working on his second orgasm. | keep telling him what a
good fucker heis, how | love his hard cock, kissing him, tonguing him, lov-



Women On Top 65

ing him. | flip him over, and straddle him, keeping his till die-hard cock
insde of me, not allowing it to dlip out. | begin to “milk” his cock with my
vaginal muscles, gripping it, and letting it dide in and out. | do this severd
times with my snapper-tight pussy, and after the third time he screams and
has his second orgasm. | can feel his cum shoot into me. Now I’'m ready for
a second orgasm and | begin to move my hips, but as | do this, | fed his
cock dip out of me. | wriggle down to lick him clean, and to taste and lap
up my love juices. We're in a 69 position, and | feel his tongue on my
swollen clit. | feel his tongue push into me probing like atiny cock. He be-
ginsto suck and lap my cunt, sucking his cum right out of me. He lifts my
legs over his shoulders, burying his face in me. He nibbles, bites me, suck-
ing me until 1 yell out that I'm coming. Oh my God, it's so good, | can't
stand it. He dowly licks me after | come, and | reach out for him. Weliein
each other’s arms, savoring the moment, holding each other. We know that
this afternoon, as fantastic as it was, will be our last together. It will have
to live in our memories. We don't talk about it, but we both know. We had
to be together, to experience one another so we can get on with our lives.
As | wak him to the door, he turns and hugs me up to him. He asks me
how | learned to do that with my pussy that no woman had ever done that
to him before, milked and gripped his cock. | smile at him and say, | told
you | was good, and after being with me one time, 1’d get into your blood.
He winks a me, and looks deeply into my eyes, and | get that old familiar
twitch and tingle in my pussy that | thought after our afternoon together
would be gone.

LYNN

| am 17, soon to be a high school senior, | lost my virginity at 15, which
seems to be representative of most young women in my school.

When sex in its many glorious forms was new to me, my fantasies were
smply replays of my most recent sexual encounters. | am now with my
second lover — also 17 — whom | had the pleasure of debauching, and the
two of us enjoy exploring new pleasures together. We have found for ex-
ample, that an occasiona “toy,” such as ice, Kahlua, or cherry pie filling
can add spice to our lovemaking. (We like to think we are sexudly a step
above our peers, who are struggling with zippers and guilt complexes in
dark, cramped back seats.)

There is something delicious about the idea of deeping with one's
Teacher, that respected role model, that pillar erected by society to repre-
sent all that is“moral” to the corruptible youth of today. Some male teach-
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ers possess a certain cerebral sexiness that tempts one to fuck not only their
bodies, but aso their scholarly minds, as if they could ssimultaneoudly fill
the cunt with semen and the head with knowledge. Vicarious education. |
would not like to see this fantasy lived out for the obvious problems it
would present when grades were to be given out.

Other fantasies of mine deal with a mentor/pupil theme, and | can play
either role with equal satisfaction. As a pupil, | create an attractive, older
man who could teach me all about world literature, philosophy, art, history,
politics, socia problems, everything... including, of course, sex. When |
play the role of mentor, | envison myself as a woman somewhere in her
twenties or thirties to whom virginal young men seeking an exciting but
gentle introduction to sex could come for patient, personal instruction. |
would, of course, be in great demand, but | would not accept any money
for my services. After selecting a new student that | wish to nurture, | talk
with him about anything and everything, allowing him to test the water, to
get comfortable with me. When a rapport was established, | would proceed
to introduce him to the physical: kisses, caresses, massages, shared bubble
baths. Then off to the sexual: mutual masturbation, ora sex, intercourse. |
would guide him at first, then alow him to take the lead. At lagt, | would
pat him on the ass and send him out into the world with a better emotional
and sexua understanding of women than many men.

One of my recent fantasies was created to entertain my lover. I’'m not
sure where it came from:

A man (who is faceless and therefore interchangeable) is about to make a
speech to a large auditorium full of people. It is an important speech, and
he has prepared it painstakingly. The audience eagerly awaits to hear him.
He steps out to the podium. He speaks earnestly for five minutes or so, then
slowly realizes that a pair of hands, warm and soft, are tugging at his zip-
per and stroking his pants between his legs. He tries to step back from the
podium, but | hold onto hisleg. To avoid appearing awkward, he stays. My
hands continue their work. Trapped, he grows hard. Now he wouldn’'t dare
step from the podium.

| set his cock free and take it into my mouth. My tongue, lips and hands
perform better than ever before. He struggles to appear cam as he ap-
proaches his climax. His face is flushed and he is sweating profusdly, but
he continues to speak. The audience is enthralled. His hips begin to actively
thrust his eager cock into my mouth seeking even greater sensations.
Faster. He can't hold back anymore. He comes, screaming out the last
words of his speech, and the audience goes wild, giving him (us) a standing
ovation.
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LIZ

I am 22 years old, a college graduate (business), single, divorced a-
ready, but living happily with my boyfriend.

Just about ten minutes ago | settled mysalf at my desk, scooched down in
my chair, put my right arm down by my side and under the desk, pulled my
blue jeans skirt over to the right side a little and due to the nice dit up the
front and my lack of underwear, proceeded to finger myself as | thought of
a teacher who taught at my high school. He was dark and virile looking
with a luscious moustache. | knew he was attracted to me; we joked and
laughed and kidded all the time, with the sexual innuendos centering in our
eye contact and excited laughter. This teacher also had a combination
storeroom/office in which he would go in behind me and lock the door. We
would kid and joke and finally he would come up behind me and play with
my breasts and tease my nipples into attention. We would rub alot and get
al hot and bothered. We never actuadly did it there in his office, he was
afraid we would be found out, but believe me, | surely wanted to as badly
ashedid.

One of my fantasies takes place in a public restroom, the kind with one
lavatory and one stall. | see from my office window a construction crew
across the street from the building. They are installing a concrete sidewalk.
They are all pretty muscular and naturally wearing ragged, holey blue jeans
and no shirts. They notice me standing in the window watching and make a
few catcalls and jeers, but this doesn’t bother me since I’ m interested in one
guy in particular. He is gorgeous as most construction workers seem to be,
golden tan, defined muscles, cute-cute ass, golden curly hair, strong rugged
face. He keeps glancing my way as | continue to watch him work. This
goes on for afew days. | wave to him when the crew arrives in the morn-
ing. | watch him a lot during the day. When | drive by in the evenings |
wave and he looks a me and waves dowly with meaning (or so | imagine).
Well, finaly one day he stops my car and asks my name. | tell him and |
learn his name is Wayne. | suggest that we get together for lunch sometime.
Sure enough, the next day he comes over and gets me. We have a nice
lunch in the cafeteria next door and talk about each other, the usual stuff,
family, hobbies, etc. Discovering that | am really turned on by just sitting
near this guy, | begin to squirm alittle in my seat as | fed my wetness start
to spread. He presses his smiling face across the table to me and breathes
heavily while at the same time putting his hand on my thigh under the table
(either his arms are unusually long or the table is short... well thisis afan-
tasy...). He scooches his chair closer to the table and is able to just reach
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my juicy wetness and stroke his fingertips through it. All the while he is
grinning a my efforts to continue my meal. | suggest that we walk back to
my office via the “back way” which is a long deserted hallway where the
restrooms are. | stop in front of the ladies room and say that | have to go.
He volunteers to help me with my zipper and we both giggle and crowd
through the door. Once in the gtall, we kiss and fondle one another. He
turns me around, lifts my skirt and pulls his dick from his pants. From the
rear he didesin around my crack and over and around my juicy cunt. | am
bending over with one hand on my knee and one hand on the wall and am
barely able to stand the excitement, knowing that at any second he is going
to plunge his throbbing rod into my willing, twitching pussy. At that sec-
ond, he doed! It is ecstasy! He pumps and grinds in a circular motion and
then changes to hard thrust-thrust-thrust. 1t doesn’t take very long for both
of us to come as he has been stroking my clitoris a the same time. We
shudder and hold on for dear life as our abdomens stiffen, our legs stretch,
and our backs arch as we groan in pleasure. Silent except for our heavy,
contented breathing and sighs of relief, we dowly dress each other, caress-
ing and lingering. He kisses me gratefully and | kiss him with equal grati-
tude, for it was a mutual experience. We walk to my office and he delivers
me to my door with a lusty look in his eyes that promises more delicious
lunches to come.

GABBY

My strongest reactions to your book Men in Love came when | read the
last chapter — | suddenly started crying. | was surprised since | am a psy-
chiatric social worker with many years of therapy, etc. Why was | crying?

Weéll, for one thing, | am furious at having been avirgin so long myself. |
was brought up with sexual restrictions, having been born in 1936 into a
rigid Protestant family — the first child. The big thing in my household was
to prevent my getting “knocked up” — plus | was supposed to marry well
and up everyone's socia status. While | was taught that sex had negative
consequences — primarily unwanted pregnancy — | was aso quick to seize
upon the fact that my vagina was my power also!! No one was making
such a fuss over my high 1Q!! I am now a beautiful and sensuous woman
and have fought for my sexual rights and freedom to enjoy what was so
long denied me — the pleasure of sex. And it has been afight but worth it!!!

Not only did I think of myself as a virgin teenager who was fearful yet
longing to know what al the fuss was all about; but I now have three beau-
tiful, sensual teenaged sons. | assume they are al virgins, but who knows?
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The 16-year-old has had opportunities. I'm certain. I'm preity sure the
14-year-olds are, even though they have hedthy attitudes toward their
young girlfriends, and are able to touch and tease them freely in front of
their parents (us). This is probably because my husband and | touch each
other and are openly affectionate in front of our sons— unlike what | saw in
my household when | was growing up. (It is part of my fight to break these
patternsin my children also.) Anyway, | sense that my boys are the boysin
your pages, with similar longings and desires. How can we adults make it
easier? How can | assure my sons that they will measure up — that they are
wonderful and desirable? How can | tell them | would like to help them
some way? That | feel powerless to instruct them any more than | already
have. | would like to instruct them in intercourse — in my fantasy | teach
them how to be lovers and how to enjoy this aspect of living, as | have
taught them to eat and to use the toilet and to answer the telephone and lock
the door and build sand castles and swim and look people in the eye when
you say hello! Why do we leave the important things to chance? | know my
sons are healthy emotionally and will make good choices in sex. Thisis an
area in which | as a parent am shut out. | accept that this has to be —in
order for them to leave me and become involved with appropriate femaes
of their own age. In my fantasy | am their teacher and break them in, noting
how their penises have grown since they were little and assuring them that
they are adequate in size and now able to compete with Daddy. Who
knows, without actually measuring, maybe they even surpass him? | assure
them that their size is adequate and get them forever rid of that particular
hang-up. Then (actually thisis all done one at atime so as not to have any
competition) we try al kinds of positions. They get to experience a
woman' s taste and smell via oral sex even though they are not as interested
in this as much as penile penetration. | assure them that oral sex isadelight
for the woman even though some women are at first shy until they try it
and likeit. | then perform a delightful blowjob on the one with me. He likes
it and understands the delight of being passive and just receiving pleasure
from another person. There goes another hang-up. Then we gently try some
ana coitus, which is hard for me because | was abused with enemas as a
child. I explain how this can be very sensuous but is often painful and
needs added |ubrication like Vasdine.

We go over al the places that one cannot normally see. | explain what is
the vulva, the lips, the clitoris, the vagina, and which parts have sensation.
| show them a vibrator and explain how it works and how to useit for addi-
tional sexua enjoyment. Thisis all very natural and free and they learn this
as easily as they learned to swalow pablum. | tell them that while | am
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their teacher | am not their woman. They will have to find their own
woman. | trust it will be easer now because they will know a lot more
about women. They can help the woman (or girl) to be freer and to just
enjoy.

| would like to do thisin real life, but will not because | am too afraid of
any negative consequences and having my boy’s libido tied up with me. |
feel assured that just my fantasy of doing this and wishing for them to be
free as well as to be able to leave me will be unconscioudly transmitted. |
also visualize my husband having some part in this education — perhaps by
fucking me in front of them at the end to assert his own manhood and rees-
tablish the generational boundaries. | know he would want a part in this as
he is a very specia father. He has been actively involved in their upbring-
ing, not turning over his sons to me in a “here, you raise them attitude’
(which I would not have allowed).

I want to tell you of one experience | actually had which illustrates how
hard it isto be a sex educator to your own sonin red life.

One day when | went in one son’s room to get his hamper, | waked in on
him masturbating. | quickly grabbed the hamper, then ran out the door.
Somehow a voice within me cried out, * Stop running away, you idiot — deal
with the situation. Don’t you dare run out on his penis!!” So | stopped at
the door and turned around and walked over to him by the bed. By now he
had the sheets pulled over his nude body and was looking embarrassed. |
sat down and said (with a smile and a cheerful voice), “Well, | guess |
walked in on you masturbating. That's very exciting!” (His eyes grew
wide) “I mean, this is the beginning of your sex life. Later on, you'll do
other things but for now, that’s a very healthy thing to do. In fact, everyone
does it — even Daddy and me!” (He seemed shocked by this. | didn’t know
how much further to proceed. He was only 13.) “Anyway, | want you to
fedl free to do this — to masturbate — and to enjoy it. | would like us to be
able to talk about sex when you want to.” Then he said, “I don’t want to.”
(That kinda clipped my wings.) Then | said, “Well, | wanted to, but | will
respect your rights for privacy and leave so you can finish.” Then he said,
“Well, I've read this” and he reached over and showed me his copy of
Love and Sex in Plain Language, which | knew he was reading. | asked
him if he would like me to read it and we could talk about it and he said
“Yes” Then | left. From then on, he kept on masturbating with the door
closed and | walked in on him again but we never really discussed much
about sex.
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Now it'sayear later from the time | discovered his masturbation. After a
period of distancing himself from me and his father, this son now tells me
he is a favorite with the girls. He has begun to lock the door. He spends
hours combing his hair and flexing his muscles. He receives lots of tele-
phone calls, so | fed he is not too fearful of his sexuaity (as | was) but
would rather not discussit... at least not with me.

P.S. | am 44 years old, white, female, married nineteen years to the same
man, and have three sons (including twins). Graduated in 1958 with a BS.
Graduated in 1978 with a MSW, attending a psychoanalytic institute in the
fal. | am a psychiatric socia worker with a private practice in Seattle. |
am also a certified Y ogainstructress.

ELLEN

I would like to explain some of the details of my job as it isrichly in-
volved in the major part of my sex life and fantasies.

I’m a 27-year-old white, college-educated female. Although | care for my
husband and we are relatively happy, | consider him just a friend. Heisa
chemist, and athough he is very good to me, | find his personality very dry.
For some time | have worked in sales a a Pepsi-Cola bottling company. |
am the only person that sells pre-mix and post-mix product in tanks. There
are six drivers that deliver it for me. As part of my training | had to go out
on the route with a driver for the day. Kevin is 24 and has only been mar-
ried ten months. When we were put together we scarcely knew each other
except on sight. I'm considered very beautiful and self-assured, while heis
somewhat shy and quite inexperienced in life.

After severa hours of having the physical stimulation of bouncing along
in a truck and being in such close proximity to a man | felt extremely at-
tracted to, my nervousness started to be obvious. | couldn’t quit glancing at
Kevin's beard and the mass of blond curly hair at the neck of his shirt. We
joked through the day and exchanged information about each other’s lives.
| started to have hope when he started asking questions that would give him
some idea of how unhappy | was at home.

During the day my drivers call me with any kind of delivery problem or
guestion they may have. | aso have radio contact with them throughout the
day. Kevin began to contact me frequently, and | could barely keep my
train of thought straight. Two other drivers would regularly stop in my of-
fice a the end of the day and Kevin would watch the interaction to see if |
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was interested in anyone ese. My expression showed nothing although | do
fantasize about this sort of situation.

| imagine that | am gitting in my office and two of my handsome young
drivers come in to discuss an account with me. | am speaking on the phone
so they must wait. One glances down at my feet. | am wearing straight leg
pants but am wearing black silk stockings and five-inch hedls. My toenails
are deep crimson and my big toe has a tiny gold star on the nail. One com-
ments to the other how long and attractive my legs are and that he thinks |
have very sexy feet. | recline somewhat in my chair, al the while carrying
on a telephone conversation. | can see an erection rising in Dave's pants. |
motion for him to come closer. Our eyes meet and he gives me a half-grin.
His lips brush my neck and my pussy starts to get wet. With his hand run-
ning through my hair he bends his head to my low-cut shirt and kisses my
tan chest just at the top of my cleavage. Every movement is so gentle and
teasing it is nearly unbearable. Being waist high to him, | put my hand on
his firm young ass, working my way to the other side. Phil asks me if he
should leave and | shake my head no. My arms are bare and Phil extends
that arm not holding the phone and gently kisses the inside from wrist to
shoulder until 1 am sguirming in my chair. Dave cups a breast and says
how firm and nice it is. With my arm around him | start masturbating his
cock through his uniform pants as he teases my clit behind the seam of my
tight pants. Phil is watching and smiling. | feel so helpless, completely un-
able to comment while on the phone. Just as | approach orgasm, my caller
reminds me | promised him a backrub. As | writhe in my chair | say,
“Come to my office when you get in and I'll rub you, Kevin.”

In actual experience Kevin and | become so stimulated being around
each other that after about three weeks we met for drinks on a Saturday. As
attracted to me as he was, he was hesitant because of the possibility of dis-
covery. We sat at the table staring into each other’s eyes. After severd
drinks | was feeling very aggressive and decided that | must apparently
make the first move. | touched his face, running my hand over and through
his beard. | told him I liked it. He invited me to go out to his Scout. Oncein
the car he kissed me passionately. The taste of cigarettes and the scent of
his aftershave were extremely exciting. | thought | would die if his cock
didn’t press against me soon. The console was in our way and a bit uncom-
fortable. 1 was nearly in his lap. He told me he couldn’t understand what |
saw in him. It seemed to him that | already had everything. Perhaps the
thrill is in having someone with a lifestyle I’'m not accustomed to. | find
coming down a few notches quite thrilling. It's also exciting that | can
teach this young man afew tricks he might like.
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By the time his hand and lips found my breasts we were both moaning. It
may be hard to believe, but he seemed unable to go any further. | think |
scared the hell out of him. We parted in that condition, with the promise of
seeing each other again. It has not happened yet, but Kevin calls me severd
times aday and is dways in my office. | suppose he is torn by love for his
wife and the thrill of having me choose him to make love to me. Here | sit
waliting for the inevitable.

PAT

| am 25, single, live aone and have had few relationships with men, none
of which have been good, and I’ ve never orgasmed with a man unless | did
it (masturbated during sex). | have much hope, though, that | will get into a
caring, mutual, trusting, fun relationship that will be sexually fulfilling and
exciting. One of my fantasies is to live out my sexua fantasies in the
“safety” of agood, committed relationship.

Here' s my latest (most rewarding) fantasy.

Thereisaman | am attracted to who works in a small restaurant here in
town. I’ ve made an appointment to see him after closing hours to show him
some drawings and other artwork for a new menu & logo for his business. |
bring the drawings in my car & put them in the back, which is accessible
by a hatchback door at the rear of the car. He comes out to help me get the
drawings. | am wearing stockings held up by garters plus crotchless black
lace panties under a very short skirt. With him behind me, | open the
hatchback of my car & climb in to get the presentation materials. My skirt
naturally hikes up, just enough so that he can see my bare ass. | hear him
gasp at the sight but pretend not to & go about collecting the drawings. |
get out of the car & together we go into the restaurant. It is very late at
night & no one is on the street, however, the restaurant is glass-fronted &
the possibility that someone might come by & see what follows makes it
anxiety-provoking but heavenly exciting.

| take my drawings inside and proceed to line them up against a far wall
on the floor. | bend from the waist with my legs dightly spread so that | am
exposing my cunt which by now is glistening with juice. The man (I'll call
him David) is stammering about how much he likes my work, and | can tell
from his breathing that he is getting excited but he is too shy to act onit. |
am in control here.

I turn around and notice that he has removed the apron he previousy had
tied around his waist and is holding it a a curious angle & distance from
his body in order to hide the bulge in his pants. | then proceed to either sit
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down against the wall with my legs drawn up & my clit fully exposed or
else sit backwards in a chair, my legs spread. | talk about the work, pre-
tending that nothing unusual is going on but | am so aroused | can hardly
stand it. My nipples are erect under my blouse, my cunt is oh so wet and all
| want to do is fuck. | move from the chair to a small bar where the cash
register, etc., sits, and hoist myself up, again drawing my knees up &
spreading them. My skirt hides me somewhat. Next to me on the counter is
a chocolate cake, and | dip my finger in theicing & dowly lick and suck it
off, asking David what his favoriteicing is. He hasn’t taken his eyes off me
the whole time. He gasps out, Chocolate, and this time | take another finger
full, lift up my skirt and smear it over my throbbing clit and then invite him
over to taste it. He throws down the apron & | can see his straining crotch.
He walks over to me in about three steps and | proceed to smear his mouth
and mine with more icing. He grabs me furiously and kisses me hard (his
shyness has disappeared) and | kiss and tongue him back franticaly. He
proceeds to kiss me on the neck with my head flung back, which | love —
also kisses & sucks my ears. He rips open my blouse and falls on my small
tits exclaiming all the while how much he loves them. | let this go on until
a one point | lift his head up & tell him my cunt is waiting. He doesn’t
hesitate one moment but dives his tongue into my clit, licking off the choco-
late icing noisily and expertly nibbling and sucking. | have never been so
hot. I am writhing & moaning on the countertop with his lovely face buried
in my bush. From my pocket, | pull out a small vibrator and work that on
myself in between his nibbles. In no time at all | come fantastically, yelling
and heaving. Now it's histurn & | dide off the counter and unbutton and
unzip his pants to free his waiting cock. It is beautiful, sticking out of his
pants with a lovely head and a reddish purple hue. | reach up to the now
decimated chocolate cake and grab icing to smear all over his cock. | then
begin to suck and lick, telling him what a wet beautiful cock he has and
how 1"'m going to suck him till he explodes. He is moving his ass to propel
his cock in and out of my mouth while holding on to my head. He comesin
ecdtatic relief and | swallow all of his sweet load which is tinged with a
chocolate taste.

We're not through yet & he picks me up & carries me to the kitchen and
places me upon the worktable & goes down on me again while fucking me
with a carrot that will later be used in some unsuspecting soul’s salad. |
want to be fucked by him and love to be entered from the rear so | turn
over on the table on al fours and beckon him up, spreading my cunt lips
with my fingers. He jumps up and enters me in one stroke and pumps me
vigoroudly, his hands on my hips, his balls flapping against my body. The
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noises of fucking are a great turn-on to me and we are very noisy. | mas-
turbate mysdlf while he continues to fuck me grandly, sometimes pulling
amost completely out and then pulling me down on top of him. He fucks
forever & howlslike a dog and tells me how we are fucking just like dogs. |
come again & again & again. This seemsto go on forever.

P.S. | do have an active masturbation life and use fingers, vibrators &

Water Pik shower massage heads in the shower. Now I'm just waiting to
include ared cock & body in my sexual activities.

SANDRA

| am 21 years old. My steady boyfriend and | are both third year univer-
sty students. We have been seeing each other for one year and plan to be
married within the next three years.

To begin with, our sex life is wonderful. We have sex as often as we can.
To tell you the truth, | have never been so sexually fulfilled. My past lovers
were never compatible with me. However, | am my boyfriend's first sex
partner. He was a virgin when | met him. Even though he has never had
any past sexua experiences, he knows exactly how to capture my interest,
and keep it, for that matter! It is as if we were sexually made for each
other. Our relationship is very open, so we can talk about our own sexual
fantasies and wishes.

My favorite fantasy: | have just met a great guy. He is gallant, sexy and
most of all, innocent. | love baby-faced, innocent-looking men; they have
that pure, virgina look about them. Anyway, Tom (my present boyfriend's
name) is a virgin. Therefore, | am secretly trying to seduce him. We are
getting acquainted over dinner and drinks. He sensuously sips his wine and
casualy looks into my eyes. This turns me on. | can't wait to get back to
my apartment. While leaving the restaurant, he invites me to his home for a
nightcap. The drive home seems endless and | begin squirming around in
my seat. Upon arriving at the doorstep of the house, he takes his keys from
his trousers and clumsily drops them on the ground. As he bends down to
pick them up, | get the most wonderful sight... his ass is looking right at
me. My heart skips a beat and my hands casually touch his round, firm
buttocks. He squirms within my grasp; | can see he'sloved my gesture. We
walk into the house and he goes straight to the bedroom without even look-
ing back. Of course, | follow. He quickly sits on the bed and motions me to
come. He passionately kisses me and, to my surprise, runs his warm hands
over my breasts. | am till standing and so | have a clear view of the stiff-
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ening bulge in his pants. | dowly begin to undress him (I love undressing
him when he is wearing a suit — the process is dow and sensuous!). He is
dtill sitting on the edge of the bed but he is now completely naked. His hard,
virginal prick is staring beautifully at me, teasing me. It wants me. It wants
to fedl the tightness of my steaming cunt. | take his hot prick in my mouth.
I begin sucking it gently while my fingers wanderingly tickle hisballs. | run
my tongue over his whole genital area. | can tell heis enjoying it. Tom now
lies on the bed with his feet hanging over the edge. | am kneeling at his feet
and the simple sight of hisrod, balls and asshole increases my circulation. |
slowly move up and sit earnestly on his prick. He moans and groans with
excitement. | begin pumping up and down on his cock; faster and faster.
My cunt is now wet and steaming hot. | am soaking his pubic hairs with
my juices. He starts moaning louder and soon begins to scream (I love loud
sex!). | begin pumping harder. Tom is really enjoying his first fuck and |
feel like my head is going to blow off. Suddenly, he pushes his cock up
deeper into my cunt and screams, “I’'m coming, I’'m coming,” as his rod
shoots its boiling load up my hole. Almost simultaneoudly, | come all over
his trembling prick. Our juices start dripping from the shaft of his now glis-
tening penis. | get off his cock and start licking the hot come from the tip of
the red, pulsating organ. He is in ecstasy. | now redlize | have just fucked
an inexperienced, innocent virgin, and you know, it’s the greatest feeling in
the world!

SUE

I’'m 34; married thirteen years; with 3 daughters. I’m a survey technician
(land surveying) and | work exclusively with men. I’ve found that macho
men are indeed rare and that most men want to be liked. I've found that a
warm smile and a word or two melt down the most tough “macho.” | like
men. They have, as a group, a sense of humor that’s great fun in the work
arena. I've adso learned to appreciate men's sense of salf-appreciation.
They can be homely, old, ugly, or dirty from a day’s work and not be reluc-
tant about trying to get a woman'’s attention. Men seem to like themselves
better than women like themselves. I’ ve learned to appreciate myself much
more after working with men in this nontraditional career I’ ve got.

Here's afantasy that is half true.

We were surveying in timber country. I'm the only woman on the crew.
We're about twenty-five miles from town. We' ve reached a point in the
woods where we've set up our equipment and it's lunchtime. The three
other crew members go back to our trucks for lunch & a snooze. | stay
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with the equipment & so does another crew member. He's physically very
appealing. Late 30s. Very hairy. With hair all over his chest, back, neck.
Thick beard. Fantastic intense eyes with wrinkles around the eyes where he
squints in the sun. He starts taking his shirt off, boots, jeans; under his
jeans he wears cutoffs. He's very brown, not Mr. Universe but a very
good-looking body, large muscular legs, very powerful arms, his hands are
especialy beautiful. He takes good care of them. | aways notice a man's
hands. | like to see well-formed hands, clean nails, well trimmed. He lays
his clothes on the ground & rolls his cutoffs up to his hips. The cutoffs ride
just above his pubic hair. And | believe he deliberately likes to show him-
salf off to me. We joke about him looking like a bear or Bigfoot in the
woods. He grins showing big white square teeth. He's never made any
come-ons with me. Always treats me as an equal & afriend but he's very
erotic. Whenever we work together he takes his shirt off & usually wears
the cutoffs. | take off my boots & socks, roll up my jeans and tuck my
T-shirt up to get sun on my back and legs. He says he'd like to take the
cutoffs off. | say, “Go ahead. | won't look — oh, yes | will.” We laugh.
Then | say, “Don’t worry, you're safe with me.” He says, “But are you
safe with me? He lies down to sunbathe. Now the fantasy begins:

He lies down & closes his eyes. I'm ditting on a stump watching him.
He's very brown, and swest is glistening in his hair. He has a large knot in
his pants and | can tell he’'s not erect but has a large scrotum. | watch him
for awhile & he knows it. | wak over to where he lies, bend over and kiss
him very softly. He s docile. | kiss him and put my tongue in his mouth and
guide him in a French kiss. He groans and says, “Oh, no. Are you sure this
iswhat you want?’ “Yes.”

He continues to lie back. I move my face al over his hairy sweaty body.
I grab hisarms and pull his hair. | pull his head back and bite his neck and
chest. For some reason in this fantasy he's not a sexua powerhouse. I'm
the dominant one doing all the work and he's the receptive one. He has a
rather low libido and I turn him on by my strength. He's got this naturally
large cock and rare erections but today, in the woods at high noon, he gets
arise like never before. | climb on top, and just sink down on it in one fell
swoop. He groans, startled. | sit on it and pin his arms down with my feet
and | pin his legs down with my arms and fuck him like he's never been
had before. He's out of control. Eyes rolling back in his head. Moaning &
writhing. When he comes his face is contorted in an ecstasy/pain expres-
sion. My pleasure is in knowing what abandonment he has felt... seeing
him change from cool sophisticated male to a man in the throes of sexua
release. Afterward heis pale & shaken. He must get himself together before
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the rest of the crew returns. His face tells me everything | need to know.
End of fantasy.

Even though I’'m happily married with awonderful husband & super sex
life, I'd like this fantasy to come true.

BRENDA

| just read my first book of yours, Men in Love. What sweet, sensual be-
ings the men appear through their fantasies, when they seem worse prudes
than women in redlity.

I'm 32, white, middle class, and live in my hometown, a city in the
Southwest. | have a master’s degree, a dull, secure professiona job. | live
with my mother, also a career woman, and am single. | enjoy my situation,
but am kind of ashamed of it, too. | have traveled widdly in the U.S. and
Europe, love reading and films, and hate sports and most group activities.
Sexually, I'm a typical Southern woman, very sensual, but outwardly a
nun. I’'m a demi-vierge, loving fellatio, ready for ana sex, and anything in
between, but have not dated for ten years. | can’t understand this last, be-
cause I’'m cute, redly, well-built, and friendly.

As you can imagine, fantasy and masturbation are big items in my life,
for al yearnings toward anything else seem fraught with dangers: singles
bars (Mr. Goodbar, herpes, AIDS) or marriage (debt, alcoholism, wife
beating). | love sex, and the look and feel of the male body if in reasonably
good shape, though the ook of over-muscled men terrifies me.

The most vivid and complete fantasy is one | began this year. | have
worked it all out happily to the last detail, but it consists mainly of one
situation. 1t is 1942, and | am 16 (my favorite year and age). | am a maid
and waitress for the summer in a hotel in a small town where a movie is
being made. Starring in this picture is my absolutely favorite actor, a great
male star of the forties, gorgeous, masculine, gentlemanly and talented. He
is dso polite, tall, very well endowed and adored by women, and even
straight men, for his perfection. Rooms are very short at the hotel, and the
femae lead (a young all-American type starlet so popular in the forties)
suggests that | camp in her room so that she can study my type for the part
she'll play.

One noon, | rush up to change uniforms in the bathroom and walk right
in on him, nude, and | nearly faint from embarrassment, but it is also love
at first sight for me. He is amused, really, but | am fascinated by his lovely
build and even more by his gorgeous cock. The lovely accident of his being
in the bathroom, he tells me, consists of his sharing a suite with the female
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lead because of the shortage of rooms. He is very sweet as | apologize for
my mistake. | walk around in a daze the rest of the day, and luckily, the
gutsy and experienced female lead takes pity on me and suggests me to him
as an interesting pastime. She is actually eager to go to bed with him her-
saf, but cannot do this and concentrate on her film role.

When our lovemaking begins, and as it continues over that month, | go
from terror of reection to confident love, to loving but complete power
over him. The first time he enters me goes like this: We are both naked.
The blood is pounding in my temples. | lie back on the bed, closng my
eyes. He puts his hand, large and warm like his penis, between my legs,
touching me gently at first, and then more roughly, until 1 groan. He talks
to relax me, and, feeling the wetness between my legs, climbs onto me.
Then | can fed it naked between my thighs, tickling them, and it feels won-
derful. Instinctively | move my legs as far apart as | can, tilt my pelvis up,
arching my back. He shifts, whispering now, and dlides his hands under my
back. “I’ve got you — I've got you now,” he says. His cock moves ever so
dightly, the head, the knob, finding my dit, and | dide my arms around his
back, smelling his scent. He comes inside me then, huge, but | welcome
him. The pain becomes pleasure immediately. He whispers to me: “You're
so small, you're perfect.” He is not al the way in yet, and kisses and
strokes me until | totally relax. He then dides all the way in, and | gasp,
amost fainting, for his lovely cock is twelve inches long. Now | sigh, hold-
ing him to me, triumphant that he is in me. He means to be gentle, but gets
carried away because of my size, and comes again and again, collapsing
from exhaustion, and | cradle him on my breasts.

The next day he feels very guilty because he is married, and because of
the differences in our ages (I wasn't a virgin). The femae lead has given
me some advice on technique, however, and | get him into bed, and go
down on him al night. After this, we lapse into weeks of sex of all kinds,
the most exciting for me when he bottom-fucks me, and | wish, somehow,
that | could give him the same feeling, of totally helpless surrender.

The impetus arrives when his lover, a producer, arrives on the set for the
last day of shooting, and a cast party.

This producer is famous, bisexual, influential, and the major force in the
star’s career, and aso excitingly handsome in his own right, but very cruel.
He truly, jealoudly loves the star, however, who redly prefers women, and
after this month, prefers me sexually to anyone. He has sex with the star at
the cast party, which the star admits guiltily to me later, he intensely en-
joys. The star leaves the party, angrily bursting in on me, hits me, and col-
lapses into sobs, admitting he is till under the producer’s spell. | comfort
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him, and, luckily, having caught the exciting word *Fistfucking” in some-
one's conversation that day, deduce the meaning, and proceed with the help
of Vasdline, to fuck him with my arm, not really painful to him because |
am very petite, my hands as well. He loves this, and | go on and on, as he
comes again and again, and, finally, after some washing up, we collapse
into each other’ s arms, me holding him very tenderly, and we deep.

CELIA

I’'m a 25-year-old black girl, middle class and single. | spent a wonderful
summer with Derek, a man a year older than |. He's going to be married
now, but | still think about him a lot. | sometimes fantasize about having
sex with him in unusual places.

At the Metropolitan Opera House, in the parking lot, are two bathrooms
for men and women. I've often gone there and seen no one on duty. He
doesn’t know where we're going and looks surprised when | pull him into
the women'’ s bathroom. (I don’t know whether the men's has stalls.)

Once insde a stall we start hugging each other frantically. | tug at his
shirt, popping off afew of the buttons in my hurry. He's wearing a T-shirt
underneath and doesn't protest when | start tearing at it. It comes apart
with a satisfying ripping sound. | feel like an anima; I'm different from
how he has adways seen me. He's inspired by my hunger, carried away by
lust. Abandoning restraint, he pulls down the top of my dress; I’'m wearing
one of those black lace skimpy bras underneath. He flicks his tongue all
along the edge of the bra, even sucking my nipples through the lace. | love
the sensation, running my hands down his back, into his pants, cupping his
buttocks (so nice!). He pulls my bra down with his teeth, leaving it tangled,
amost pinning my arms. He bites gently, gently, at my nipples. It's hard
enough to make me gasp but not enough to hurt. We don’t have much time
— someone may come in. My hands are diding around his pants and | jerk
them down. He's eager to help, gripping my buttocks tightly and raising me
to meet his rock-hard erection. It presses into me with one sudden thrust,
causing me to cry out. I’'m not quite wet enough for him yet, so he has to
shove harder than usua to move into me. But | don’'t mind, it's what |
want. Standing up, there's barely room to move. The constrained space
means we're banging against the walls, arching our bodies together, dlip-
pery with sweat. We're both out of control, giving vent to stifled yells and
feverish kisses. My legs are wrapped tight around his waist; he couldn’'t
throw me off even if he wanted. | want to have his cock deep insde me.
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More, more, harder, | whisper in his ear. He silences me with akiss, but his
thrusts become even fiercer, if possible.

Pulling my hair back so he can see my neck, he rains kisses on it, moving
down toward my breasts again. | reach down and rub his cock when it
partly comes out of my cunt. | bring up my own fingers dripping with my
own juice and smear my nipples with it. He opens his mouth wide around
the nipples, taking in as much of my flesh as he can, sucking as if he wants
to swallow me I'm gasping, nearly sobbing with pleasure. He was
groaning out my name; now he's just groaning. It's so hard for us to keep
quiet even though we know the necessity. He kisses me hard, thrusting his
tongue down my throat (we're definitely quieter now!). We amost come
together; he continues to push into me urgently, pleading for me to help
him. | twist against him and feel more orgasms shuddering through me.
Finally he comes, his stiffened body grinding me into the stall door. We
almost fall down, both of us exhausted by our violent love play. We pull on
each other’s clothes, wipe our bodies with the toilet paper and dip quietly
out of the bathroom. Even knowing that more awaits us at home doesn’t
dampen the contentment we both fedl.

ANNETTE

| am a WASP female, 33 years old, an only child, with classes in psy-
chology. | am five feet six with a pretty face, an okay body and very nice
legs. I've never been married or even been asked. I’ve had only one lover
(in secret) because my family (conservative) is very much against sex out
of marriage.

My fantasies primarily revolve around cocks but not when | masturbate.
| can take my fantasies anywhere with me during the day; i.e., a work,
lunch, etc. without making it noticeable. I'll start with my earliest recollec-
tion of that magnificent instrument, the penis.

| was 6 and my girlfriend’s brother was 3 or 4. | visited them over a
weekend. We bathed together and | got my first sight of a boy naked. |
liked his dick so much that when we were playing Hide & Seek in his bed-
room we stood behind the bed and | got him to open hisfly for me.

A few years later, in fifth grade, we had a storytelling time in class and
the book was Peter Pan. (For movies & such he's usually cast as a non-
sexua being but not in my mind — he's al boy.) | remember waking up
from a dream one night where | was the little older girl who had to take
care of him. He fell from a tree or something and he hit his dick. | had to
rub it gently to ease the pain. | got a charge out of that one.
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From time to time throughout high school and college we had hedlth
classes with pictures in the books and lectures on Freud and sex. But |
never saw areal man's cock until | was 25. The man | loved was almost
twenty years older than me and very experienced; he had even been a sur-
rogate lover in a sex therapy clinic at one time. He was very patient & gen-
tle with me and was very surprised that | was a “complete” virgin. By that
I mean that | had never touched myself “down there” or ever done anything
with boys except kiss. No one had ever touched me mentdly, physically or
morally before. He talked to me about sex and the concept that al the body
is a person’s sex organ and that nothing expressed is wrong providing that
it isaways clean and gentle.

The firgt time | saw him naked he lay down beside me and told me to
have a good look and touch what | wanted. After a little shyness | reached
out for his penis, of course. He told me the length & diameter of his own
and the averages of other men. He held me close by his side and mastur-
bated for me so | could feel the passion and arousal. He gjaculated while |
watched in avid interest. He then told me to scoop some up in my hand and
taste it. The cum was just like my own secretions, nothing different.

| didn’'t have intercourse for six months because | didn’t want to give up
my precious virginity, but | learned a lot about oral sex, which | enjoy. My
love is gone now but | have two favorite fantasies to share with the next
man in my life:

(1) I imagine that I’m waiting for my man to get home because I'm very
horny. When | hear his key in the lock I've already stripped down naked
and run to him. | can’t wait for him to relax awhile after work, because
I’ve been so hot all day. | undress him as quickly as | can while he stands
there in amazement. | take everything off but his jockey briefs (always
briefs) and | see he is tumescent. | kiss him passionately and rub up and
down his groin to get his hard-on. | urge him to lie down on the living room
floor with me and fuck me through the hole/dlit in his briefs. | just loveit!

(2) My man has been out with the “boys’ for the weekend, camping,
fishing or something, and they didn't catch anything so he's very, very
hungry. I’ve prepared his favorite meal (my old lover liked a rare steak, a
baked potato with lots of sour cream and a fresh salad with crisp veggies
and Coke). | show him the meal and tell him to sit down so | can “serve’
him. | set the food before him and then tell him there is something else |
want to give him. While he is eating this delicious food | tell him | want to
kneel under the table & suck his cock. He agrees and we begin. In alittle
while he can't take the stimulation anymore and wants to fuck me so he
quits eating. | stop sucking him and tell him he must finish al the food that
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| have prepared just for him or | won't keep his cock hard. He goes back to
gobbling his food down and I lick his shaft and head and his balls. He fi-
nally finishes the food and leans back in his chair to watch me. | get up and
sit on his lap facing him and receive his hard cock in me and hump to rap-
ture and orgasm. (I don't know if it would be that easy in achair but I’d try
it.)

| want to say in closing that | don’'t have a special man or penisin mind
when | fantasize — just a regular guy who is wild about me and loves me
tenderly. | don’t watch crotches because | know that every guy has a cock
and someday some guy |I'm crazy about will have a cock just for me.

ELAINE

I’'ve had sexua fantasies as long as | can remember, and had my first
memorable arousal while playing with the water hose at age four. From
that pleasant surprise | progressed to water play in the tub, but was aware
from the start that my parents would disapprove. They are still very prud-
ish and give the impression that sex except from a puritanical marital state
is completely amoral. That kind of upbringing may have contributed to my
wilder and more intense sexua drives; perhaps it is my desire to rebd in
the one way they would disapprove of most.

I'm 34, married for twelve years with three children, and am a retired
public school teacher. My husband won't admit to having fantasies beyond
basic desires of oral sex and screwing. | can't bring mysdf to tell him my
wilder fantasies, either, for fear of shocking him! | don’'t think he would
like to know that | want sex with other men. | was avirgin until the age of
eighteen and have only let him heavy-pet and screw me, so after sixteen
years of only him and his lack of imagination, | fantasize a lot! It would
hurt him and make him more jealous than he already is. Also, | fear that it
might make him turn off sex with me. I’'m always horny and ready to screw
or try anything, and he's just the same old predictable guy who likes the
same old predictable screwing or “slam bam, thank you, ma am.” To me,
variety is the key to sex, and al of oursis at my insistence. I’ ve never had
an affair, but if it weren't for my fear of God's reprisals, I’d have onein a
heartbeat! (Thanks alot, Mom and Dad, you did a number on me al right;
| have a conscienceand | wish | didn’t!)

One of my fantasy themesis of being fucked by animals who allow me to
be as totally uninhibited as they are about it. I've let animalslick my pussy
and asshole, and have sucked a dog’s cock in the futile attempt to get him
horny enough to want to fuck me. | rolled him over on his back, unsheathed
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his penis, and sucked and licked him until 1 was creaming down my leg
with desire to fuck him. He enjoyed the attention but didn’t get the message
to fuck me, so | finally straddled him and did his prick into my pussy, rid-
ing him for al | was worth. | climaxed, but it was from imagination rather
than the actual fed of adog’s cock fucking me.

In fantasy, | imagine I’'m in an exhibition arena for scientific experiments
and | am told to entice the male gorilla into screwing me so a movie can be
made to document it. I'm led naked to aroom which islike a cage in a zoo.
The gorilla watches me and takes my nakedness for granted, so | crouch
down and gradually inch my way near him. He seems to respond to that
position so | turn my back to him and raise my ass to let him see my pussy
from behind. From between my legs, | watch him as he extends a finger to
touch and probe my cunt. He sniffs his finger and puts it in his mouth to
taste my juices, then fingers me again with increasing interest. | remain
till, but watching, as he bends his head between my crouched legs to get a
closer look and sniff at my pussy. He repeatedly fingers me and licks off
the juices like dipping in a honeypot. | see that his huge, hairy dick is get-
ting harder and erect, and when he begins to lick my cunt and force his
tongue up me, | am close to wanting to scream, * Fuck me, oh please, fuck
me. “ But | don't say anything because | know he could be frightened into
hurting me or ruining the experiment. A dozen or so scientists stand watch-
ing on the other side of the glass, taking notes, and nodding their heads as
the ape grabs me around the waist from behind and pulls my cunt onto his
face. He is durping and gulping my pussy as though he is never going to
get enough of it. Finally, | glance at the clock on the outer wall and see that
he has been licking and sucking my hole for over two hours, during which
time | have been coming and coming until | am exhausted. The scientists
note the ape’ sterrific hard-on which is twelve inches long and two inches in
diameter. | signd that | would like a break to use the bathroom, but the
doctors fed it would upset the ape to let me leave the area when he is so
aroused. He has been unable to mate successfully with afemale ape on his
own, and they are trying to teach him how, using me as a surrogate. They
will take his semen from my vagina and inseminate a waiting female ape if
the experiment is successful and he does fuck me. | am very professional
and | love my work, so | understand | will have to relieve myself as best as
I can with the ape holding me and tonguing my hole every few seconds. |
need to pee so badly, | decide to let alittle trickle out the next time the ape
moves his tongue out of my pussy. As | tinkle a few drops onto the floor,
my crotch stings and | know the ape has rubbed my pussy lips until they
are chapped, but | see his hard-on and | know when he does fuck me I'm
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going to remember it the rest of my life. Asthe piss puddle widens, the ape
sniffs at it and carefully watches between my legs to see where it's coming
from. Asthe last of the pissis released, he carefully licks my little pee-hole
and cleans me of the urine. He lifts me under his arm and carries me to a
corner of the room, hiding me from the scientists and the camera out front;

I know | must re-position us so they can all see my pussy when the ape en-
ters me. | also know | must somehow lubricate that huge penis and my cunt
or penetration won't stand a chance of success. A special opening in the
wall has been supplied with ointments for this purpose, and a lab technician
waits on the other side to assist me and photograph the close-up shots of
my vagina as it is when the ape has finished the first stages of foreplay. |

inch myself closer to the wall and the ape follows me, never taking his eyes
off me. He watches as the window-like opening dides to permit the assis-
tant’s hands into the room as | back my ass up to them. (The lab assistant,
Sandy, is a punk kid who has had the hots for me since he arrived and he
hates the idea of me letting the ape fuck me and eat me, but he gets to fin-
ger me and lubricate me for the ape’s entry, and he makes the most of it.)
Heisvery gentle and dow as he squeezes the warm, fruit-flavored ointment
into my pussy and rubs it across my crotch and asshole. He can't resist
running his gloved finger into my asshole and diddling my clitty under the
pretense of preparing me for the experiment! The ape has not noticed my
clit much, nor my asshole, and | fed mysalf relaxing and wondering how
many fingers Sandy will use before the ape’s patience wears off. The apeis
dtill watching me and has begun to jack himself off dowly. The scientists
are busy noting this as well as watching the monitor which is showing a
close-up of the ape's penis with a split screen of the close-up shot of my
wide-open cunt.

Sandy gently and slowly has put three [ubricated fingers up my asshole
and is rotating them around in circles. | turn around and stand up very
dowly, pressing my crotch to the opening in the wall. Sandy quickly puts
his mouth on my clit and flicks his tongue across it as | feel his warm sa
liva run down my pussy lips to further add to the dipperiness | feel from
my asshole to the top of my hairline in front. I know Sandy will be in trou-
ble for eating me out and fingering me for his own satisfaction during an
experiment of this magnitude, but | hate to make him stop! | see the red
warning light going on above my head, which signals me to return to my
arousing of the ape. He is cregping toward me with the most enormous
hard-on | have ever seen. He isn't any longer than the twelve inches he was
before, but he is fully three inches in diameter and looks like he has a pair
of small coconuts instead of balls below! | am beginning to fear him, but |
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must not let it show or he might hurt me. | crouch back down and turn my
ass toward him, and | see his eyes light up when once he sees my cunt. No
longer hesitant, he knows what he wants and comes right for it, drooling,
with his prong sticking out with all his masculine glory. The scientists hold
their breath as the ape reaches me and pulls my pussy open with his lips
and tongue and eats me with renewed vigor. As his nose finds the fruit
smell, though, he gets confused and begins to nip and bite, and then nibble
at my asshole. I'm not in pain, but am scared as well as aroused by him as
he thrusts and works his tongue into my asshole where Sandy’s fingers
have taken the fruit-flavored ointment. The scientists discuss this unusual
turn of events and note that the anal eating is not unusual in apes.

By now, | have been aroused to such an extent that | want that big ape
prick in my pussy, no matter what | have to do to get him to fuck me. He
has no idea what to do about that part though, so | have to guide his huge
rod if there isto be any mating. | reach down and locate his prick, stroking
it gently but firmly. With that new feeling, he stops eating and sucking my
crotch and waits to see what | am doing. | take the pouch of Vasdine
Sandy has given me and dip it over the end of his penis, greasing him down
as thickly as | can. | quickly run my hand around my cunt as well to give
us every chance of penetration. The ape is sitting down and | turn to strad-
die him, hoping to lower myself onto his dick and use my body weight to
force it into my pussy. He reaches out and fingers my clitty, then leans
forward to nibble at it gently! | let him suck the fruit from it before | squat
and grab his penis with both hands and stroke it. He grunts and arches his
back and | can reach him well enough to fondle his balls as well. He is
ready and so am |, and at a nod from the scientists, | lower my cunt to the
tip of his penis, rubbing it across the opening of my pussy. | fee his lubri-
cating fluid coming from the end of his dick, and | begin to push his huge
cock into my cunt! I must go dowly and work it in gradualy while | con-
centrate on relaxing my cunt muscles so | can take him. He is very still but
| can fedl the tension in him and his great power. His cock is filling me and
the heat in my crotch is growing so | am more than eager to have him fuck
me any way it can be done. | am amazed to feel my pussy stretching to re-
celve this enormous ape' s cock without tearing; the sensation of being filled
so completely makes me fed like the ape and | are making ourselves into
one being ingtead of two. He is too large for me to take his entire length,
and | have reached my maximum in length, so | begin to hunch him and his
penis dides in and out, in and out, in and out. The scientists are cheering
and clapping and congratulating themselves on my successful fucking with
an ape. | am getting the screwing of my life and | know it, so | am not sur-
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prised that the ape is enjoying it too! After fifteen or twenty minutes | am
finished, but the ape hasn’t shot off into me yet and | know | must ride him
until he does. I’'ve a very wet and throbbing pussy, so | decide to change
positions. The ape thinks | am going to run away from him and he grabs
me from behind and knocks me to my knees. He rams his cock into my
pussy and | cry out with surprise. His hands have found my breasts and he
sgueezes them in his passion to hold me to him and satisfy his lust for mat-
ing. The camera is running out of film and the men are reloading a second
and third camera in case we will be fucking several hours. | am exhausted
but feel more like a woman than any other on earth, and | am proud of my-
salf for the job | have accomplished. The ape’ s penis makes huge throbbing
movements as his come squirts into my cunt in huge globs. | smile and con-
centrate on feeling it insde me, knowing that it is a prize the scientists ea-
gerly wait. Satisfied now, the ape’s penis shrinks and he pulls it out of me,
licking my swollen, wet, and come-laden pussy gently. His tongue feels so
good on my aching cunt, but | am beyond further arousal and it is more like
awarm, comforting cleanup after a very satisfying fucking. The ape moves
away dafter a while of licking my pussy, and fals adeep in his corner.
Sandy comesin and lifts me up and carries me into the next room where the
doctors and scientists wait to clean me of the ape’s semen and use it to fer-
tilize the female ape. When they finish, Sandy gives me a douche and an
enema to clean me of al the ape’'s secretions, and then | take a nice hot
soak in the tub. I'm too tired to desire any more sex, and | expect to be sore
for afew days at least, but | thank Sandy for his care of me and promise to
cal him the next time I’'m horny! 1 go home and go to bed so satisfied!

GOOD MOTHER/GOOD ORGASM

A man enjoys lying on a woman's breast. Being held, suckled, even ba-
bied, the staunchest man may relax hisiron control and alow himself to be
lulled back to an infantile time that has a special, primitive sexual pleasure.
A woman would like to hold him longer, enjoying from her side the thrill of
power, but once satisfied, he pulls away. Sweet asit isto lie in awoman's
arms, every man remembers that, once, the breast/woman controlled him
totally. If he surrenders a moment longer, he may lose his strength, his su-
perior status. The woman sighs, lets him go, feeling her power go with him,
knowing she is again resigned to waiting and waiting for the man to return
to her breast, her control.
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No more waiting! cry these women. No more suckling, cosseting, except
on our terms! No more pretending that the mother power is not the power,
woman power, and that our breasts, our wombs, to which our vaginal mus-
cles suck you men back during sex, are not indeed the beginning of all
power! These are new days, gentlemen, and patriarcha soci-
ety/religion/missionary sex are up for reexamination... at least in fantasy.

These erotic explorations of maternal dominance didn’t occur in My Se-
cret Garden because Mother Goddess power was just beginning to be writ-
ten and talked about in the 1970s. Not until women received permission
from other women's voices, saying it was good to use, indeed flaunt Earth
Mother dominance over men, was this particular aphrodisiac transmitted to
women'’s erotic reveries.

Centra to this reevaluation and celebration of the beauty and power of
the female body was women’'s new and unabashed physical embrace of one
another. When feminists demoted the penis as the source of all sexua
power, women's eyes were opened to the erotic possibilities of their own
bodies. Women focused total attention on their own sexual satiation, an
erotic oral hunger that can go on and on — which is, of course, one reason
men shied away from celebrating the multi-orgasmic Mother Goddess.
Now women want their men to pay specific attention to their materna
power.

The women in this section are determined to make men recognize where
power begins and whom they are dependent on for life and orgasm. They
tease men with their breasts, playing good baby/bad baby with their
life-giving secretions; alternating kisses with spankings, they teach men
how to fuck and suck; occasionally they try, as Jane does, “to lure him
back into my womb... with squeezes and caresses from the inside.”

For the most part they are gentle, doing what they must “for his own
good.” They often sound like little girls with their dolls; long ago when the
woman was little and mommy had punished her, she would replay the pain-
ful scene with the doll baby, playing either good or bad mother opposite the
doll who symbolized her. Today most of these women are again rewriting
history, playing mother as they remember their own fate at her hands; or
they rework the memory of childhood sexual abuse by men or women.
Whatever the painful childhood memory, in these fantasies of playing Ruler
of the Nursery opposite the dependent manchild, everything is magicaly
made right — and orgasmic — in their role as the benevolent mother.

The charm of fantasy is that they control everything. They write the
script, design the sets, select and direct the actors, and they are always the
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dtar. There is no such thing as a bad opening night because they are the
critic, too: Applause! Orgasm!

Some of these women enjoy living out their fantasies; the dominant Good
Mother role fits them just fine and they have no trouble finding men in red -
ity, usualy younger than they, who also enjoy a relationship in which the
woman takes the maternal lead.

“For the first time in my life I’'m exercising power over a mae,” exalts
Theresa, a former nun who keenly resents the patriarchal system. “I tell
him women's power is here and he'd better learn to accept it.” Her fantasy
is quite straightforward: “To make it clear to my lover that I'min charge
and then to ‘mother him.” It seems the perfect fantasy for the coming femi-
nist era.”

In my research on men’'s sexua fantasies, the two most popular themes
were being seduced by a Red-Hot Woman and punishment/humiliation at
the hands (actualy at the feet) of a dominant woman. These fantasies,
however, came from a different time, an era when hot, aggressive women
weren't actualy prowling the halls at the office, ditting next to a guy at
dinner or on top of him in bed. In the 1970s men went to prostitutes for
their domination/humiliation and gladly paid for it because only an eco-
nomic transaction assured the man that when his erotic novelty was over,
he could put on his pants and return to the status quo, meaning him on top.

While my contributors to Men in Love may have dreamed of being taken
over by awoman, | can't help being reminded of the old proverb, “Be care-
ful what you wish, lest all your wishes come true.” But | shouldn’t be too
quick to think all men will be put off by these women who want to infantil-
ize them. Johana, for instance, cannot wait to live out her fantasy of suck-
ling, bathing, and diapering her husband until that ecstatic moment when “I
open his diaper and find he is a man and tell him s0.” When her absent
husband reads her fantasy in a letter, is he upset? Absolutely not. He is
desperate to get home from his business trip and into his diaper. Ah, the
wonderful complexity of human nature.

That some of us, men and women, are sexually aroused by the idea of
baby boy being brought to erotic life by a loving mama shouldn’'t surprise
anyone. Don’t we al begin our sexual adventure with the same maternal
disciplinarian?
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JANE

| am 43 years old, in the process of divorcing my husband of twenty-two
years, and the mother of three children.

| have a master’s degree in a health profession and am working on a sec-
ond master's in neurosciences (behavioral-experimental psych.). A large
area of interest isin journalism, photography, graphic arts.

| seldom masturbate anymore, see my lover at least once a week for the
past seven years, and have never yet experienced anything close to orgasms
with any man, including my husband.

| have had a very creative fantasy life aslong as | can remember. When
my mother read to me about Jason and the Golden Fleece, | masturbated
while imagining a gorgeous, golden-haired youth. After seeing a movie
about adave girl, | imagined myself tied to my bedpost and beset by some
shelk (or whatever) “against my will.” In my early school days, my mother
was puzzled that | managed to tear the front of so many dips... in truth, |
tucked them between my legs and gently (or not so gently when | really got
into it) pulled back and forth to provide stimulation as | daydreamed in
class, imagining mysalf flying while experiencing wonderful sensations.

The truth is that | got very little out of intercourse with men — they
seemed to move too fast to let me get into the feelings | had grown to asso-
ciate with orgasm. | was sure that my early devotion to self-stimulation
was the cause of my “frigidity” but figured I’ d done the damage and would
have to live with it.

At any rate, one of my college-days fantasies was recurrent, and | had
embellished on it over many years until it was able to produce very intense
orgasms. It involved an African tribal ritual in which the young men *“come
of age’ by initiating their manhood in a secret ceremony in which, strapped
to an altar (shaped much like a gyn table), | am the object of their lust.
Since | am tied and vulnerable to being hurt, but know | will be killed if |
don’t cooperate, | learn to control these men with my insides. | either hold
them so tightly that they can’t thrust so hard, or | lure them with squeezes
and caresses from the inside as | would otherwise have done with my hands
and mouth. The last young man to perform the ritua is the extra-heavily-
endowed chief’s son. | know he can hurt me a great deal if | let him thrugt,
so instead, | grasp the head of his penis so tightly that he has no choice ex-
cept to burst in a magnificent climax that takes me with him. Naturally,
since he doesn't want to lose the source of so much pleasure, he keeps me
as his own.
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This fantasy finally led me to “dare” to deep with a black man. In fact, |
had the first orgasm | ever experienced with a man when | finaly con-
vinced him that moving at my speed rather than driving into me so hard
would be worth his while. At any rate, most as soon as | began to climax
readily with him, my jungle ritual fantasy was replaced by another.

In this one, | become a sort of earth mother who is fully versed in the pa-
gan “women’s mysteries’ involving men and life and cosmic conscious, etc.
Aswe make love, | take more and more of my lover’s sex into me as deeply
as he can penetrate. | cover the head of his penis with honey from some
specia source | have inside, making it extremely sweet, smooth, and dip-
pery, so that al sensation will be subtle and widespread. My lover becomes
asort of “everyman” as| begin to lure him back into my womb. As he tries
to thrust, | hold the head so tightly that he can feel my pulse beating on it
like little caresses. Alternatively, | open myself so invitingly that although
he wants to pull back, he's helpless to do anything but fall deeper into me. |
begin to draw him into the mouth of my womb in waves, pulling him, over-
coming him with the womanpower used by all women from the dawn of
time. As he fedls himsdlf lose control, we climax simultaneously and mag-
nificently. As he finaly leaves me, | imagine him “born again.” | have
never told my lover what | am fantasizing while we make love as | do not
want to scare him, but, amazingly, he has severa times cried out “Oh no,
Mama” or just “Mama’ as he climaxed.

BEATRICE

I’'m 19, a college psychology major and honor student, fairly attractive (|
get a lot of second looks, whistles, and propositions) but not stunning. |
plan to be a sex therapist and I'm also a feminist, but | believe men have
much to gain also by pursuing equality for the sexes, and | don't like to
hurt or unfairly accuse men to help women get ahead. My friendssay I'm a
considerate, outgoing, sensitive person and I’d never harm anyone in real-
ity. In my fantasies | don’t redlly bring pain to my lover, | just enjoy con-
trolling things.

I’ve been masturbating since | was in training pants as a little girl, and
after being taught it was a “no-no” | continued in private. | began by just
rubbing my clitoris, both with my fingers and small toys, and in more re-
cent years | began using objects for penetration. As ayoung girl, | remem-
ber being angry that some women experience pain during their first inter-
course, until 1 learned that a gynecologist could cut the hymen beforehand,
if necessary. Then | aso read that it could be dowly and painlessy
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stretched by a woman herself, so | did it. | started with narrow objects
(tampons) that did up my cunt easily and progressed to larger things. |
never experienced any pain. When | use objects smply for pleasure, | pre-
fer shorter, thicker phallic shapes; | think the thickness stimulates my clit
more. Plump, firm cucumbers are ideal! | guess technically I'm still a vir-
gin because I’ ve never made love to a guy before. Premarital sex is against
my religion, although it's atough rule to stick to. When I'm married | plan
to be avery active, assertive partner.

| fantasize about sex often, and sometimes it gets in the way (like when
I’m supposed to be taking notes during a lecture). But | get good grades
and have wonderful relationships with the people in my life. Throughout
my life I've fantasized about many different men, but my favorite now pre-
vails. He'sasinger in red life and | have the most fantastic orgasms while
screwing him in my mind as his songs fill the room from my stereo. He is
actualy a sweet, sengitive, often shy, attractive and bright man; tall and
dender and intensely sexy. I’'m also tall, and in my fantasies he's just a few
inches shorter to match my height exactly. It is sort of like a series when |
fantasize, and I'll pick up one day where | |eft off the last. Sometimes I'll
get bored and “change the channel” but the new “show” till involves this
man and he aways belongs to me.

Hereitis

Whatever the setting, | usually put my man in a situation where he's &i-
ther a dave, servant or member of an inferior group. | find or buy himin a
pitiful condition. HE's been beaten, raped, starved, prostituted and humili-
ated extensively before | get to him. | briefly fantasize about him being bru-
tally gang-raped by several women and sodomized with sticks. | don't
dwell on this because | hate the real pain and fear | can see on his face.
What | love is taking over. He is trembling and frightened as | carry him
home. | try to comfort and reassure him, speaking softly and handling him
gently as | bathe him and bandage his wounds. He screams and pleads with
me not to give him an enema or touch his genitals because of his being
raped so crudly, but | know if I don’'t give him an enema he'll have a
harder time without it. So very tenderly | hold him over my lap and dowly
dide the nozzle up his ass. He sobs and writhes but | keep him down, and
eventually he submits. When the bottle is empty | put him on the toilet and
he clings to my legs as the water rushes out. Through the night | feed, dress
and caress him until he falls adeep in my arms. | include alot of detail and
can spend hours just taking care of him, trying to get him to trust me. He's
always obedient, though reluctantly at first because he's still afraid of me.
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I’'m kind but firm, and he knows that he belongs to me, so he's submissive
to my desires.

The next few days are spent buying him clothes, taking him to doctors,
etc. The doctors are dways women and he hates such visits, especially the
shots and rectal exams. They offer me another chance to hold his shaking
body and calm his fears. | don't try to have sex with him too soon because
I know his past experiences with prostitution and being raped till haunt
him. | work up to it over several days; a first with caressing and holding
him, then with kissing and fondling. One night | start making advances as
I’'m holding him in bed and he thinks I'll stop where | did the night before.
When | don't, he starts crying and begs me not to do “it” to him. | keep
going but he gets hysterical so | stop and comfort him, telling him I'll wait
until he's ready. The next night he tearfully informs me that he's ready for
me if | want him. The truth is, he's still scared to death. But he knows that
I can do whatever | want to him by law, and since I' ve been so kind to him
he feels guilty that I’ve been ignoring my own needs for his sake. So, a-
though he' s il frightened, | begin making love to him.

| spend a long time kissing and nibbling his face, neck, ears and chest,
and eventually move my tongue into his mouth. 1 move dowly so | won't
dtartle him. He till cries softly and admits that not only does he think it
will hurt, but also that he isn’t capable of pleasing me. | assure him that I’
be very gentle and that if he just relaxes and does what | say he'll please
me. | dide his shorts and T-shirt off and kiss him all over. Through his cry-
ing, light sighs and gasps also escape hislips. He lies still on his back and |
move onto him, licking and sucking his ears and neck again while | hold his
head back firmly. Then | work downward along his ribs and belly, and fi-
nally in between his legs. Spreading them wide apart, | lick his soft inner
thighs and balls, and then take his hard cock into my mouth, sucking sowly
and ddiberately. He moans and whispers my name over and over... “Oh,
Bestrice, please don’t....” 1 want him to tell me when he feels himsalf com-
ing because | want to be fucking him when he comes. When he calls out
between gasps, | move back on top of him and push my dripping cunt onto
his cock, moving up and down and sgqueezing rhythmically. We french
again, and as | climax time after time | fed him buck and cling tightly to
my body. His moaning and breathing get heavier, and as he screams during
orgasm, | kiss him forcefully. My cunt sucks hungrily at his cock and milks
him dry, and he gives me everything he has. We both come again and | con-
tinue loving him throughout the night. In the afternoon glow, he lies naked
inmy arms and feels safe at last.
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After our first night of sex, | am still kind to him but less gentle. | teach
him how to hold his gaculation until 1 want him to release it, and occasion-
aly | have to paddie his bare ass to get him to try harder. He eventualy
becomes very good &t it, as well as at sucking my breasts and clit exactly
how I've taught him to. He is still shy but wants desperately to please me.
We screw in dozens of different settings and hours of the day: during
breakfast, in the pool, the garden, the bathtub, even a dressing room as |
help him try on clothes. Whenever | want him, | take him. Once in awhile
he has trouble getting hard, and he cries, ashamed. When that happens |
assure him that | still love him and we turn to oral sex and masturbating
each other (which | aways control). He thrives on being dominated by
someone he trusts, on having me discipline his life knowing how badly |
want him during sex and not knowing what might happen next. He knows |
would never actually harm him, but sometimes he disobeys and he gets his
little butt paddled, hard. We both love how hot and intense sex is after
we' ve both been turned on by his spanking.

Sometimes I’'m very rough when | fuck him and | slam down on his balls
too hard. Afterwards I'm careful to be extra gentle and | suck them sooth-
ingly. | aso like to stick my finger up his ass or squeeze his buttocks to-
gether as we're coming. Other times | dide a vibrator up him and keep it
there as | screw him mercilesdy. At first, the size of it scares him and he's
tight as he pleads with me not to force it in. But | tie his wrists to the bed-
post and push his knees up to his chest and dowly inch it in, always well
lubricated. He is very noisy when | do anything sexual to him. Also, when |
fantasize while listening to his music, just as each song hits its peak we too
explode in a frenzy of climaxes. Sometimes | “rent” him out to other
women or a male friend, but | am always nearby watching to keep them
from abusing him.

Those are just a few of the many things | do with my favorite guy. | in-
clude alot of detail and my fantasies are very lifelike. Thisisone I'd love
to act out, but alas, my man is a celebrity and out of my reach.

| think it's important to note that some women fantasize about sexually
dominating men, just as men fantasize about being dominated. I’ve never
had a rape fantasy. Rape angers me, but | understand the psychological
reasons both men and women have such fantasies.

MAUD

I’'m 30, single, and crazy about men.
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About four years ago, | had a boyfriend who liked to wear my night-
gowns to bed. | enjoyed pleasing him by cooperating, and bought him his
own in a size large enough to fit him well. It also sparked my own latent
interest in the “kinky” — it was new, different, exciting! —and | bought him
more items of feminine attire. Soon | was more interested in transvestism
than he was, and after we broke up, | actively sought out other, more hard
core transvestites. | was able to meet them only through persona ads in
kinky contact publications, but meet them | did, and most were desperate to
find a woman who would even accept their cross dressing, much less be
turned on by it. After four years of placing and answering ads, | have a
network of all sorts of kinky friends from coast to coast, and some over-
Seas.

| drifted from transvestism to SM (female dominant) through contact
with submissive transvestites. It took a while for me to become comfortable
with the dominant role (I was raised to be the idea old-fashioned passive
lady) but | actively relish it now, and, under a“pen name,” am well known
in the M world.

Another of my favorite activities is infantilism (as the “mommy”). | have
no biological children, but nonetheless possess strong materna feelings,
and have found infantilism to be the perfect solution. Many transvestites
(the submissives in particular) are quite susceptible to the pleasures of
“playing baby,” and | am genuinely turned on by it, too: it's a unique com-
bination of mother-baby coziness and total domination.

| group my current fantasies into two categories: brief fantasies and more
elaborate fantasies. | tend to employ the brief category during masturbation
(I like to focus on one or two images) but use the more elaborate fantasies
(which are ongoing, as | work on them, adding and changing, all the time)
for daydreams only.

Of the longer fantasies, | have chosen one. It is not my only fantasy of
being a vampire, but is the most erotic:

The members of aworld-famous boys' choair lived in alarge comfortable
house not far from the cathedral in which they regularly performed. It was
in that cathedral that | had, a month before, become infatuated with the
sweet-faced boy who was soon to be my own. He was a soloist, and the
moment | heard his pristine child’s voice ring out, | determined to possess
him. Tall and dender, he was poised on the brink of young manhood, and
yet without the gracel essness which so often accompanies that age. He had
the head of an angel, surrounded by soft golden waves of hair, and his huge
gray eyes reflected the innocent wonder with which he regarded the world
around him: the plush, sturdy world of 1890s Vienna.
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| sought out every opportunity to see him: “chance meetings’ in the street
and before and after the choir’s performances. | knew, as | looked into his
eyes, that he had become fascinated by me (mortals are powerless against
my gaze), and that aready his childish deep was troubled by strange
dreams. | then began actually visiting him at night, as the rest of the house
dept. He shared a room on the uppermost level with another of the older
boys. Keeping his roommate in a deep deep was accomplished merely by
my willing it, after which | sat by my favorite’ s bed and watched him as he
dept. | dlowed him to waken briefly, and he had dreamed of me so often
that finding me there frightened him hardly at all. | spoke softly to him,
stroked his face, kissed his dewy lips with my own. This had gone on for
many nights, when finally the time was ripe for fulfillment.

| stood at the foot of the boy’ s bed for the last time, and all that had gone
before flashed through my mind. Never again would | have to roam the
streets seeking him out. After that night, he would be part of me, living
through and for me.

I moved toward him and he stirred fitfully. His brow knitted even as he
slept and his soft lips half-formed a sound which | could not make out. | sat
on the edge of his narrow bed and caressed his downy cheek and throat.
The eyelashes — far too long for a boy’s — fluttered and his immense gray
eyes opened. Confusion flashed across his exquisite features, but then, as
he watched my eyes, his head rested back against the pillow and he touched
my hand as it lay against the pulse of his warm throat. His gaze never left
my face, and the bond between our eyes intensified his pulse and | saw in
his face a fire which he felt keenly but little understood. He pulled my hand
away from his throat and pressed it to his mouth. Moving nearer him on the
bed, | unbuttoned his nightshirt and noted the contrast between the severely
starched garment and his delicate skin and dender androgynous body.
Wildly dilated pupils nearly obliterated the gray of his eyes, and he reached
out to touch my shoulders, face, hair — first tentatively, then hungrily. He
was drunk on this new sensation, no “victim,” but awilling participant in a
rite the meaning of which he could only begin to guess.

The border between dream and reality had blurred for him of late, as the
strange images which increasingly preoccupied him had intensified, and
now he surrendered himsdlf entirely to my world, where the two are one.
He had no fear of my cold white flesh and sharp teeth. So naive was this
infatuated boy that he hadn’t an inkling of what might follow akiss, and he
accepted unquestioningly what would have terrified an adullt.

His gentle fingers on my breast were tentative as a soft breeze. Watching
the pulse against his fine, pale throat, | noted the blue veins near the skin's
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surface and heard his breathing intensify. Passion rising within me, |
moved on top of him and kissed him full on his ripe mouth. He moaned and
wrapped his arms around me, returning my kisses now. | reached up and
pulled out the pins holding my hair back, and let it tumble down around his
face and over the pillow. As he had dreamed for so many nights before, he
buried his face in its red-gold mass and whispered, “I am yours — take me!”
| felt his hardness against my thigh and moved my lips from his mouth to
his silken throat. Slowly licking the tender flesh, never touched by any
lover, | smelled with my sharp sense the sweet musk of his young body. As
my sharp canines pierced the warm flesh, his body stiffened and he moaned
again, deep and hoarse, and then was perfectly silent, except for the grad-
ual dowing of his breathing. Slower, dower and my drinking, first rapid
and eager, then softer and dowing. His vibrancy and life flowed into my
body, warming my limbs and swirling my keen senses into a swaoon. But |
did not drain him to the point of death: | rarely kill my victims, and this
youth was far more to me than sustenance.

I held him close, my breasts which had been cold and pallid now warm
and rosy. He began to say something, but | gently touched his lips with my
finger and he lay back weakly on the pillow. His angular body was limp
now, the fair curls damp againgt his forehead. | knew that though he was
barely conscious, he sensed his own feglings and my presence with a vi-
brant awareness unknown to him in his short child's life. He was strong,
and he would live to know this drama again and again with me, until he
was ready for initiation and eternal life himself.

How could this boy have known what he had asked for when he moaned,
“Take me’? Ecstasy — pain — death to human life — eternity! What can this
mean to a child of 147 But after his own vampire initiation, he would un-
derstand, he would know.

His eyes closed dowly and he fell into a deep and dreamless deep. | but-
toned his nightshirt, fastened my own bodice, and pinned up my hair.
Wrapping the boy in a heavy blanket, | picked him up from the bed and
carried him out into the autumn night. | hardly felt hisweight as| held him
close beneath my cloak. He was mine — mine, body and soul for all time!

The beautiful Christopher is with me still. With his frankly effeminate
features and mannerisms, he has attracted many choice men to our lair.
Dressed in black satin and lace, his wide gray eyes heavily painted, pae
cheeks rouged, and full lips glossy with scarlet tint, he never ceases to fas-
cinate even my jaded tastes. Physically he will aways be 14, with his sil-
very voice and golden halo of curls. But within he is a 90-year-old vampire,
my companion on ajourney through endless night....
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JOHANA

| am a 26-year-old housaewife with a science degree, two children and a
husband | adore. My husband is a petroleum geologist and often spends
months on and at an oil-rig site.

Recently | wanted desperately to have sex with my husband, but he was
away, s0 | sat down and wrote him a play-by-play of what | would like to
do sexualy with him. I'd never written an X-rated letter and was nervous
about how he would react. Well, he loved it, and now he writes sexy letters
to me. | think it turned him on just knowing | had more on my mind than
baking brownies. It makes me fed like a million knowing he has these
wonderful sexual fantasies involving me.

Hereis a fantasy my husband and | plan on acting out as soon as he re-
turns. It is the ultimate for me.

| put on some sexy lingerie. | have prepared a cold bath for him. (He
says the cold makes his penis smaller which makes it better for both of us
while enlarging it.) | tenderly bathe him. | lead him into the bedroom and
tell him to lie on the towel. | tell him that | must shave his hair (pubic) be-
cause little baby boys aren't supposed to have hair. | spray a pleasant-
smelling shaving foam on his hair. As|1 shave him, | occasionally tease him
so0 he will become stimulated. When | am through shaving him, | place a
fresh towel under him and with a basin of water and sponge, | gently wash
his pee-pee. Then | rub strawberry lubricated jelly al over his penis, up
and down the crevice of his ass and all over his bottom and then powder
him. Before diapering him | tell him how sweet the jelly smells and take one
breast at a time out of my nightie and massage my nipples with it. While |
do this | tell him my nipples get so hard from having him suck on me and
need the jelly to soften them up. Then | digper him. After that, | spread my
bent knees apart and seductively dlide over his body until my breasts are at
his lips. Then | say, “You get hungry for some when you see my tits hang-
ing out, don't you?' | place one breast in his mouth, he sucks for a few
seconds and rgjectsiit. | try the other one, but the same thing happens. | get
up, squeeze my tits and find my milk has dried up. | tell him to lie still and
I go into the kitchen and squirt whipped cream on my nipples. | return to
him with my whipped cream tits hanging out and ask him if he'd like a spe-
cia treat tonight and he nods yes. He sucks and sucks on my nipples while
| seductively rub my legs along his diapered penis. | begin to act stunned
when | think it's enlarging. | open his diaper and find he is a man and tell
him so. | ask him if he feels sore with pleasure and ready to burst. He nods
yes. | take more jelly and rub it on him. Then | lie on my back, knees bent
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and spread, and apply jelly to my vagina area while he watches. Then |
mount him, softly diding my vagina onto his hard penis. | ask him if he is
ready to burst and he shakes his head no. So | rub, rock and roll al over his
penis until he comes.

Then | put his lips to my vagina | tell him to taste how delightful our
juices taste mixed together. After | orgasm, | take his head and caress it on
my breast and fondle his penis tenderly with my hands and tell him his pe-
nis has given me the greatest pleasure I've ever known as he fades into
dreamland.

THERESA

A few years ago | was, literally, a different person. | like to think my
story is a metaphor for what so many women face today. My story starts
with me as a teaching nun, yes, a nun! | was teaching in a Catholic junior
high. | had a strict Catholic upbringing and the decision was natural. Sev-
eral friends aso became nuns. What led me out of the convent were my
sexua fedlings. | was horrified to find my sexuality making itself known,
intensely, after | had entered the convent. Up to that time | had only suf-
fered through a few horrific teenage dates and proms and had imbibed the
theology that “good girls’ didn't think about that. If | had had those feel-
ings earlier | would never have become a nun in the first place. As it hap-
pened, my sexuality hit me, like a bomb, in my 20s. | found | was having
sexual fantasies about my male students. | was terrified and guilt-ridden,
but repressing them was a losing battle. They were just too pleasurable.
For the first time in my life | masturbated. My fantasies centered on a
15-year-old named Mark. He was very cute, as only adolescents can be,
and the class flirt. My order was liberal enough for secular dress (no hab-
its), and this made me less otherworldly, | guess, because Mark even subtly
flirted with me.

My sexual awakening was related to changes in the Church, society, and
the women’ s movement. Women, even nuns, were no longer afraid to assert
their rights and to be openly critical of patriarchy. And what could be more
patriarchal than the Catholic Church? | found mysalf caught up in al of
this. | began to question the Church’s prohibitions against masturbation,
birth control, women priests, etc. These policies had been, and are, main-
tained totally by men. Totally! | began to see that, for instance, my sexual-
ity was normal and even good, and it was silly to be guilt-ridden. This was
agreat change for me in avery short time. | no longer feel guilty about ex-
ploring my sexuality. That's when | discovered MSG. What a revelation!
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Other women, many others, had sexual fantasies and masturbated. | wasn't
weird or sinful — just normal. | even got the courage, finally, to buy a copy
of MSG (sandwiched in with severa other books | didn’t want) at a book-
store! | was ddighted to find how liberated my fantasies were. Enough
background — now for the fantasies.

| keep Mark, my student, after school. | tell him his flirting with the girls
is degrading for us as women. | tell him women's power is here and he'd
better learn to accept it. As|’m giving him the whole feminist lecture, I'm
getting very excited. For the first time I’m exercising power over a male!
I’m aso noticing how cute he isin his tight blue jeans. As punishment, he
has to do some chores at my apartment (I had an apartment, even then, first
sharing, & when my roommate left the Church, by myself.) Driving over,
Mark seems chastened by his encounter with the new woman! He apolo-
gizes and says he's learned his lesson. I’'m not sure whether or not to be-
lieve him, but he seems sincere. By the time we get to my place | redlize
Mark’s already learned his lesson. So that at my place my feelings for
Mark, though till strongly sexual, become maternal as well. | decide to
cook him a nice dinner but he has to help and do his share. After we sit on
the living-room couch and tak, | feel sexual, fantastic. | so badly want to
possess this boy, sexually & maternaly. To assert womanpower by con-
quering him sexualy, but also to maternaly nurture him. Despite his big
talk at school, he is completely under my control — naive and vulnerable. |
have him rest his head on my lap & | stroke his hair. Soon he has his head
buried in my skirt, moaning softly. The lap is sensitive for us women, of
course, and this pacifies me further. All of a sudden | am smothering him in
kisses. He is so young! Finally | take his hand & lead him into my bed-
room. We st on the bed & | give him an incredibly loving hug. | fedd my
power as a woman as | envelop his trembling body in my arms. Then,
clothes on, we get under the covers. | hold him in my arms like a baby,
kissing him & stroking his beautiful hair. | drift off to deep with Mark
snuggled in my arms.

Well, that’s my fantasy. I’ ve never needed others. Of course, details and
characters can vary but that's basically it: to make it clear to my lover that
I’m in charge — and then to “mother” him. It seems the perfect fantasy for
the coming feminist era. It is, finally, my sexua identity. In dating | find
myself very attracted to the new, androgynous male — shy, sensitive and
vulnerable. Usually my type is easy to spot, young, shy, “cute” rather than
handsome. | can tell in five minutes of conversation whether he likes an
assertive woman — and you' d be surprised how many young guys, resenting
the male stereotype, do! Perhaps, as a former nun, taking charge comes
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naturally to me. Privately, young guys have told me how much women'slib
has done for them — freeing them — and how turned on they are by the lib-
erated woman. With my degree, I’'m making more by far than my lover
(I’'m 26, he's 23). It doesn't bother him a bit! Nor does my sexual asser-
tiveness — his fantasy was to be seduced by his older sister — so you can
imagine the fun we have! My fantasies are my sexuality. Otherwise, to me,
it's like thinking how much you'd like a steak with onions & getting to the
restaurant & ordering a salad! For example, if |1 don't feel in control of a
relationship — in a loving but assertive way — | simply don't get vagina
[ubrication. Since I've ventured into My Secret Garden, |I've changed so
totally. In some ways | haven't changed — | dress & act conservatively —
but in some ways | have. | left the life of a nun & the Church. Even as a
nun | followed & identified with my Episcopal sisters in their desire to be
priests, and | admired the way that church was open to them. | am now an
active Episcopaian — | don’'t know about priesthood — but it's good to
know that door is open to meif | so choose. I'm mildly active as a feminit,
though | think it’s something every woman has to define for herself.

“ALL | WANT ISTO CONTROL EVERYTHING”

How did women keep themselves small for so long, lower their voices,
shorten their steps, compress their emotional selves into the stereotypical
Nice Girl?

Yes, | can understand the temperamentaly quiet, undemanding woman
finding this livable, but what of her more demonstrative, assertive sister,
who would rather lead than follow?

Since | was there in an earlier life, | shal answer my own question.
Women did it because all women did. There was no choice; the universality
of female passivity made it mandatory and bearable.

No longer.

Other things may change, but so long as women have some economic
control over their lives, those who want a bigger life may act upon their
choice. And their lives will give permission to others to a'so make up alife
that suits them.

The desire to lead, to control, to be aggressive, is human, exclusive to
neither sex. Ideas of domination, seduction, omnipotence, roil the collective
unconscious, which knows nothing of our societal wish to divide emotions
between the sexes. Even when we consciously choose to act a certain way
in reality because of moral/ethical/religious codes, in the dreams we dream
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at night as well as in our sexual fantasies, our unconscious selves demand
expression.

Why then didn’'t the women in My Secret Garden abandon the rigid,
stereotypical Nice Girl role and in the safety and privacy of their imagina-
tions try on the persona of the seductress, the sexual initiator who controls
everything? The answer as always is that other women hadn’t as yet given
them permission. So afraid were women of breaking The Rules that they
denied their fantasies even to themselves. | have no doubt that ideas of con-
trol were there, perhaps even enjoyed in fantasy, but then post-orgasm,
once the woman had returned to full awareness, the image of herself as the
dominant one was “forgotten,” suppressed like an unacceptable dream just
benesth the surface of consciousness.

Instead of fantasies of erotic dominion over men, women in My Secret
Garden who may have had very controlling natures in reality, nonetheless
invented elaborate fantasies of so-caled rape. It was all they dared alow
themsealves. Just afew words—“1 am forced” to do the following permitted
a woman to create the most abandoned, unfeminine scenario while at the
same time maintaining her Nice Girl status.

Then, once My Secret Garden was published, overnight the rape fantasy
was rejected by the women in this book who wanted to exercise total power
over and domination of men. The idea suited them. Which is not to say that
the rape fantasy does not still abound; today, however, there is no effort to
disguise that even as “victims’ they are controlling everything that hap-
pens.

Nothing is new to the erotic unconscious. That these emotions of erotic
domination, even sadism, appeared so quickly on the hedls of My Secret
Garden says that they were always in women’s imaginations as well asin
their real lives. Women were simply waiting for the jailers — other women —
to say it was all right to make them conscious.

In this particular group of fantasies, there is no desire to hurt the man;
simply, women want to make it clear that all power sexualy rests with
them. That the need to be in control doesn’t by definition involve cruelty or
pain is a distinction worth making. We've al known people who have to
control life, their own and that of everyone around them too. The women in
this section need to be in control in order to feel the loss of control that is
orgasm. “I like to be totally in charge of the whole situation,” says Judith.

Many of these women have not had much sexua experience, and they
know this has something to do with their need to be dominant in fantasy.
Unlike the generations of women before them, they have been educated by
popular books on female psychology, women's magazines, and feminist
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teachers to look to their own lives for the answers to their sexuality. They
know they are sexually naive, lack sdlf-confidence, and feel guilty about
sex, and they are not reluctant to name the sources of their inhibitions:
some have had dtrict religious training. Others feel they are overweight or
just too plain to be sexualy attractive to men. Yet another group realizes
that the fact that mother called them a whore for masturbating isn't irrele-
vant.

In earlier days, these women would have been certain candidates for the
rape fantasy, forced into the sex they want but fear by a faceless stranger
who comes and goes in the brevity of an anonymous fuck, leaving them
satisfied but blameless. Instead, they make a giant leap from the inhibitions
of reality into Technicolor fantasies of masterful and total domination over
their partners. The unattainable man of redlity is made in fantasy “to do
what | want for a change.”

“I'm a rather quiet, homely person and a bit shy,” says Samantha
“Sexudlly... I’'m untouched. However, in my fantasies I'm anything but.”
In fantasy, she takes an event remembered from reality and replays it, but
this time she's the aggressor, the sexually confident one. In no way does it
interfere with her still thinking of herself as“agood Catholic girl.”

The goal of these particular fantasies is not the man’s humiliation but the
woman’'s own sense of total sexual control. It is not about him but about
her working out her own sexuality. Fantasy becomes the bridge between
reality and the future. Anything imagined is safe because the women hold
thereins.

Guilty asthey may be about sex in redl life, they never question the right
to their erotic dreams. The men they dream about are not faceless strangers
but men whose identity helps make the imagined fuck and the woman’'s
own prowess more real. These women acknowledge they are a trangition
generation with one foot in the old world, one in the new, but they are em-
boldened by the sight and sound of real life, by articulate, successful, sex-
ual women who tell them they are entitled to their sexuality.

This is important ground women have gained. Fifteen, twenty years ago
women | interviewed, who were far more sexualy active than these, were
unable to even think that their fear of sex came at mother’s knee. Simply
admitting to their fantasies was felt to be a betrayal of her.

These new women own their fantasies. If they can imagine themselves as
sexual initiators, is it too farfetched to hope that they might carry this sense
of control and power over into their red lives and be more responsible for
themselves sexually?
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Knowledge is the first step in being able to change our lives. Women
used to keep themselves from “knowing” certain things that the women in
this book matter-of-factly state as source material for coming to grips with
their sexuality. For instance, women may not like the fact that their earliest
relationship with mother influences their adult sexua lives, but today it is
part of female wisdom. Women fifteen years ago didn’'t have this knowl-
edge. When | was writing My Mother/My Self, there was a popular book
(Seymour Fisher’s The Female Orgasm) that stated that women's orgas-
mic potential was linked to their relationship with their father. Nothing
about mother.

Painful as it may be to look at the materna relationship, women now
know they must if they are to be sexualy free. Denial and suppression eat
up too much energy, and awoman today needs all she’'s got.

Beth is only 19 but she wants the right to make her own decisions re-
garding sex “without an authoritative voice (unconsciously) booming over
my shoulder.” In reality her mother listens in on her private telephone con-
versation with a friend when they are discussing the pros and cons of vir-
ginity. Fedling violated and reduced to the state of a little girl whom
mommy controls, Beth reclaims her sexuality in fantasy. She seduces her
teacher, who does not see her “as the high school girl; he has been espe-
cidly chosen by me and | am transformed into some wonderful sexua be-
ing.” By taking the lead, “making him come,” if only in imagination, she
transforms herself from little girl into a separate, independent person.

This is rea reversal. The most popular theme of male fantasy adso re-
verses redlity. How burdensome and tiresome it is for men to aways have
to make the first move, be responsible, in charge, and how understandable
that they should wish to flee from al this hard work and imagine women
happily taking on al the sexua initiation, giving the men no choice but to
lie back and be done to for a change.

It is equally burdensome and tiresome for some women to play passive
little girl. It requires a great deal of effort and not much happiness if the
role doesn't fit. Some women have always had the In Charge fantasy and
repressed knowledge of it. No longer.

Jenne is a woman who in reality is non-orgasmic and only able to imag-
ine a man “wanting to make love to me’ if heisin mortal danger, meaning
out of control. Only then can she step in, save hislife, and think of him as
in her debt, meaning in her contral. Kay, on the other hand, is so angry and
distrustful of men in redlity, so frightened of rejection, she can’'t even imag-
ine sex unless sheisthe in-control seductress.
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If we begin with the understanding that orgasm is the giving up of al the
rigid controls that Nice Women must live by, we can see why some women,
terrified of faling apart in reality if they lose control, cannot reach orgasm
until they’ ve imagined themsealves as the ones who run the show.

“... 1 wish notions of good and bad, right and wrong were quicker to
change,” says Danielle. “1 do enjoy my sexudity and | prize it, but | must
a the same time preserve my innocent appearance for society. And I'm
being so hypocritica! | only hope things will be different for my children.”
To be sure she doesn't lose control of her precarious footing in both the
“modern and traditional” worlds that vie for her allegiance, Danielle fanta-
sizes herself as the powerful one who decides the sexua fate of someone
crucial to her own moral self-indictment: she seduces a priest.

I'd like to close this section with two fantasies, one from Carol, 34 years
old in 1981, and the other from Gale, who wrote to me in 1990 when she
was 20. Both women resonate to the idea of sexua dominance, assertive-
ness. It is fascinating to hear the older woman describe her inner struggle
with the moralg/ethicgtraditionalism of the time in which she grew up, to
emerge the responsible, sexua initiator she has aways felt hersdlf to be.
“The dements of seduction, romance, aggression and equality... the food
of life and earth mother... are all parts of me.” Parts she would like, half-
way through her life, to actualy become. In fantasy, she redizes, “we cre-
ate situations to suit our needs.” And Carol wants desperately to reclaim
those dominant, assertive parts of herself she once abandoned in order to
live by society’ s ideas of what awoman is.

For women like Carol fantasy becomes a way of going back and rewrit-
ing history so that this time it comes out right. “It’s taken a year and a half
and dozens of books to reach the threshold of my home,” says Carol. “I'm
returning... I’m coming home. Home base is my sexuality.” | do not find it
in the least surprising that in fantasy, where she returns is to adolescence.
She goes back to where “we were in school, at the reawakening of sexual
desire... But thistime I'm the instigator.”

When she was an adolescent, seduction, aggression and equality were not
allowed women. Now she knows that these qualities and acts describe her.
Imagining herself seducing her teenage boyfriend isn’t just a stroll down
memory lane. Adolescence is the most logica place in the world for women
to return in order to recapture qualities, skills, characteristics, the natural,
spontaneous gestures that had to be abandoned so that the stereotypical
mold would fit.

When we reach puberty, the sexua energy released isn't only expressed
in or limited to sexual acts. Many of us are not ready for sexual activity.
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But out of society’s fear that sexual self-acceptance will lead to sexua ac-
tivity isborn adenial, afear of what is happening to our bodies and minds.
The fear inhibits far more than sexual expression. All the energy that could
be fueling our social, intellectual, and psychic maturation is dampened, cut
off in the name of keeping us Nice Girls. For those of us who didn’'t emo-
tionally separate in the first years of life, adolescence should be our second
chance.

When Carol fantasizes — changing her adolescent role into that of the
Great Seductress — she is awakening all the parts of her assertive self she
buried back then. How often have | heard recently divorced or widowed
women say that being on their own again is like being back in adolescence?
On a date with a man, they fed thrown back onto the adolescent rules.
Grown women with children of their own, they have no internalized rules
for themsealves, no idea of themselves outside of a relationship. They went
from a symbiotic relationship with mother into the same kind of dependent,
safe, controlled relationship with a man. Of course women go back to ado-
lescence to pick up the pieces.

“Unless you change your lifestyle completely,” warned Carol’s mother,
“no man will ever have anything to do with you. You're going to be
alone.” Ending up aone was the worst fate that could befall a woman of
Caral’s generation. The irony is that many women have now learned that
they choose to live alone; others know that they are sufficiently seductive
and assertive to never be alone. | can't help but wonder how Carol turned
out. | certainly loved her fantasies and her spirit.

Gale grew up in the 1980s and her demons are different. Since she is
“into being a strong person” in reality, she's not surprised that “power has
become the main theme in my fantasies.” She has no problem imagining
hersef a man in her first fantasy: “Maybe it is because men have tradition-
ally had more power, but for whatever reason | get a kick out of sometimes
pretending in my head that | am a guy.” A lesbian wish? Don't be too
quick; thisis 1990, and if you read the fantasy closdly, isn’t she both the
dominant man and the woman?

Being a religious person, Gae takes the more enlightened contemporary
route to sexua acceptance within the rules of her religion. Rationalizing all
the way, she alows herself more and more acceptable sexual exploration in
reality and in fantasy. Continuing her theme of dominance, she imagines
herself a Mother Goddess because, as she says, “the ultimate power, of
course, is to be a deity.” Very powerfully and with the educated 1990s
woman’s knowledge of ancient mother goddess religion now taught in uni-
versities by feminist teachers, Gale imagines an elaborate fantasy of total
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control, with two men fucking her and their two wives licking her breasts.
“At this point in the fantasy,” she concludes, “I myself and the goddess
come al over the place.”

Carol and Gale are consummate Sex Controllers; what separates them is
an extraordinary decade of permission given by women to one another.

CAROL

I’ve been caled an enigma, and though it makes me fed defensive | think
it's true. | am a hodgepodge of a woman, 34 years old, following her own
plan a her own pace. There's nothing wrong with it but it bewilders the
people around me. | understand their bewilderment. | buried myself deep
within for over a decade. When the sham became life-threatening | started
taking baby steps away from it. They’ve increased in size and speed to the
point where | found the courage to say to my husband: “I hate housawifery.
| hate volunteerism. | hate the way we live. This marriage has been adisas-
ter for years; we live separate lives in silence. No more. I’'m going to work
part time. I'm going to school full time. I'm partly to blame but enough of
this shit. Come grow with me or I'll wave good-bye.”

It's taken a year and a half and dozens of books to reach the threshold of
my home. I’'m returning; I’m not coming out, I'm coming home. Home base
ismy sexuality. The other parts of my live are rooted to it.

I’ve dways loved men and have been fortunate enough to have had two
close male friends during my life. The first was a boy who started as a
friend and grew to boyfriend status before we deepened our relationship
platonically. It was at the start of our adolescence and lasted four years.
When high school ended | refused to see him again. It was the biggest mis-
take | made at that time. If ever two young people belonged together, we
were they.

The other was a friend | made when the first was firmly pushed aside.
We shared more experiences together than | can count. This one, too, was
platonic. The sad outcome was that when | married, the friend faded from
my life. He is now half of afond image: two young people sat side by side
in a darkened room of kinetic sculpture. They were mistaken for art by the
patrons. There may still be some people who think we were art. | do.

Asfor the first friend, were | to see him now | think I'd still love him for
himself. | do in my fantasies. We sneak away from our high school reunion
together, but the attraction is not purely physical. Thisiswhere we werein
high school, at the reawakening of sexual desire. At the reunion we carry it
through. But this time I’m the instigator. While dancing together | tell him
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he has been in my bed, my best fantasy, whenever my husband enters me.
God, he can't stand it. | feel him go weak in the knees, his erection almost
bursting his pants zipper. He laughs in embarrassment when | reach up and
touch his neck. | ask if he's still sengtive there. The heat rises. | use my
fingernail against the tightly curled hair just above his collar. He shivers
and the smile becomes passion. He puts my hand on his shoulder and tight-
ens his hold around my waist. My long hair rests against his cheek. The
smell of him — cologne, man and sex — eectrifies me. His neck looks vul-
nerable, at odds with his broad swimmer’'s shoulder. He's so familiar to
me, yet now he's a new experience.

We leave.

In the car | sit close enough to finger his neck. He, in turn, keeps a hand
on my knee. | won't allow him to go any higher, not now. At the stoplight
he tries to grab me, but | won’t let him do that either. I lightly caress his
cheek and he just has time to kiss my palm before the light turns. | have to
remind him to drive. The motd is a block away.

He checks us in and we walk to the door touching arms. He seems to
know I’'m in command. | am the first in the room.

He stands with the key in his hand, clacking metal against plastic. |
check the heating unit, turn it up and suggest he get us a bucket of ice and
some mix. He looks hypnotized. | kiss his sensuous lips gently and ask him
again.

“We don't need them,” he says.

“Please?’ | murmur in his ear.

When he comes back I'm free of my shoes and coat. My dress is a shirt-
waist of a dinky material. I’ ve unbuttoned another button, freeing me from
girlishness without seeming wanton. I’'m smoldering. He sets the bottle and
the bucket down and loosens his tie. “Take it off, baby,” | tell him. He
does. It dips over the shirt fabric with a singing, swishing sound and falls
silently to the dresser top.

“And the coat?’ | suggest. He shucksit and lays it next to the tie.

I move closer to him and run my hand over his shoulders. “God, | love
your shoulders,” | whisper hoarsely. | bring his hand up and suck a finger
while unbuttoning the deeve. Then the other. | put his hands on my hips
while | run my hands over his chest, unbutton his shirt, play with his stom-
ach. He reaches for me but | tell him to wait.

“Take off your shirt. Your T-shirt.”

| gasp. His shoulders are broad, his arms long-muscled. He moves with
the grace of a dancer, each motion rippling along his body — not the body
of a young boy but of a man. He has filled out. There's a thatch of hair



Women On Top 109

peeking over his belt. 1 can see it in my mind beneath his clothes, a soft
road leading to his cock.

My mouth is watering. | want him to strip. My belly aches with its build-
ing tightness. We are equalized. | move back a step and sit on the edge of
the bed. His pants are stretched with his erection. | put my hand on it and it
jumps.

“Come here,” he says. | haveto.

“I'm coming,” | say and | mean it both ways. I’'m in his arms and he's
kissing me. My neck and face are love-flushed. My cunt is soaked.

With skill he undresses me while | unfasten his pants. They fall and | see
he' s wearing bikini briefs, his bulge barely contained.

That does it. | can't control myself. | lunge for him but he won't let me
take the briefs off. He strips the bed, his erection poking from his briefs at
the dagtic top. | start to strip myself of my own bikini but he won't let me.
“You're not ready yet,” hetells me as he presses against me.

He lies down. With a finger he pushes under the leg band and into my
cunt. It's dripping. He removes his hand and sucks it. He holds me so |
can't move and cups his hand on me outside my pants while breathing
higher up on my clit. I can’t move but | have to. I'm shaking al over. |
force mysdlf to stop. | grab a blanket and shade the harsh light next to the
bed.

“I want your cock,” | tell him. “1 want to seeit.” | kneel on the bed next
to him and force the briefs over his hips. The hot luscious meat catches on
the elastic and then springs out. Oh, hot damn, it's big — big and fat —and a
few drops of come glisten on its head.

“Sugar man,” | whisper as | drop between his legs and lick it up.
“Mama s got a sweet tooth. Give me more....”

He sits up and strips his briefs from his thighs. There's a mark on his
legs where they’d been, where I’d been. | throw mine off. Before he can
move | straddle him and ride and ride and ride. Each time | push down |
come, and now he does too. | can fedl al of him filling me, spurting hot
syrup, running out and covering his balls. | watch his face in that specid
ecstasy resembling pain, so free.

It isn't enough. There's more. We call each other everything that comes
to mind. We tdll each other to fuck, to suck, to come, to eat — whatever we
want. The world's reduced to the room. The room reeks of sex scents and
sweat and | want to stay in it forever. We suck ice before we touch each
other with our tongues. It makes hot hotter. We are special ice cream
dishes, he a cone and | a banana split. 1 could go on and on... with him
thereis no end.
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What makes it so great is that it could happen. If the attraction was real
— in person — I'd make this one come true.

The important thing about this fantasy is that it's nothing like any of my
others. It's amost closer to a daydream and it’s definitely closer to what |
want in my own life. The elements of seduction, romance, aggression and
equality... the food of life and earth mother... are all parts of me. | want
hints of the bedroom outside the bedroom (in public). In bed | want the
fucking with its juices, noise, talk, experimentation, joy, sharing and lusty
gusto. | want my cunt to runneth over, and over and over. | want humor
and | want to be cuddled. In other words, | want a lot more than I’'m get-
ting.

GALE

| have been fantasizing since | was 6. I'll be 20 next month. For a short
while (my senior year in high school) | was trying to rededicate my life to
Christ, and | was having a really difficult time reconciling my nightly pil-
low-between-the-legs escapades with my search for higher spirituality.
Then | decided to give up guilt altogether. | fed it is only human to mastur-
bate and fantasize, and it does not prevent me from treating others as |
would like to be treated or loving my neighbor as mysdlf. It probably
makes me less judgmental.

Injunior high I drank alcohol at social events (unchaperoned parties) but
all other drugs (pot, LSD) had a big, bad No! sign in front of them in my
mind. It was the same way with sex. | considered non-virgin girls as “fast”
or “dutty” in the same way | considered any kind of illegal drug use only
fit for losers. | was waiting until | was married because it was the “Chris-
tian,” “mora” thing to do. It was al black and white to me.

In high school | still drank, but did not do any other drugs. | had friends
who smoked pot, but | didn’t consider them losers. | just didn’t understand
how they could do it, and | knew it wasn't for me. | saw girls who had sex
in high school as weak. | have aways been an independent person. | aways
say what | think, | never compromise who | am, | try never to be fake. To
me that is al a part of being “strong,” and | pride myself on being strong. |
saw girls having sex because it was “in.” | saw girls having sex because
they needed to be validated by having a boyfriend. | saw girls having sex to
prove they were grown up. | thought it was weak of girls to be having sex
due to insecurities rather than desire.
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I scammed in high school and as long as it didn’'t get any further than his
mouth on my tits and my hand on his penis | was able to look mysdlf in the
face the following morning.

I am black and most of my friends at the time were white and Asian. |
am not ugly but | am overweight. So every time | tried scamming on a
really cute guy and | was successful, it was like a trophy. | would love
bragging to my friends about it to show “Hey, I’'m not gorgeous but look
what | caught!” | was with these guys to validate my own attractiveness,
not out of desire. | felt bad about being weak enough to need validation
from others.

When | was 18 | went to college. My girlfriends who were having sex
were all telling me how different it was from anything else. They would all
tell me that oral sex and petting and dry fucking are al one thing but when
someone is inside of you it is so personal, so intimate that it just isn’t like
those other things. | wanted to wait and give myself away to only my hus-
band, only let him see that special place inside of me (literally and figura-
tively). Secondly | realized that all the things leading up to sex are not &t all
on the same level as sex itsalf. This epiphany released me from feeling
guilty about the things | did with guys short of sex. It liberated me to have
more fun with guys as long as | wasn’t fucking them. Even so, as a fresh-
man | knew | wasn't ready to fellate or to be cunninlingued.

I’ve sucked one dick since then. It was the dick of a friend of mine who
lives in the same thirty-six-person cooperéative as | do. The entire situation
was totally comfortable. We are really good friends. He understood that |
didn’t want to have sex. This allowed me to not have to hold back for fear
of letting it go too far. It was also comfortable because | knew that what-
ever | did with him that night wouldn’t make me feel guilty in the morning.
| was free to have as much fun with my friend as | wanted. But most of al
it was comfortable because | was ready. Somewhere between freshman
year and second-semester sophomore year | wanted to fellate the next guy |
scammed on. | was curious about it because one of my girlfriends (one of
the very few saying she did it for reasons other than his pleasure) said it
gave her atotal sense of power. So | wastotally ready. When | sucked dick
| did everything my friend said she did. | really got that sense of power she
talked about. It made me hot and incredibly heady. | would purposely suck
more lightly or more dowly than | knew he would like. Then | would make
him beg for me to do it harder and faster. The sound of his begging was an
incredible turn-on. | stopped before he came and he got on top of me again
and thrusted like mad. It felt so good that the whole time | just kept think-
ing, “If dry sex isthis good, real intercourse must be heaven.”
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And therein lies the problem. | feel now like | am ready to have sex, emo-
tionally and maturity-wise. But | am not married or evenin love. So | scam
when | find afriend who | feel comfortable around who iswilling.

Since my first fellating experience, power had become the main theme in
my fantasies. Since | am so into being a strong person this surprises me
not. Here are my two favorite fantasies having to do with power.

Fantasy number 1: maybe it is because men have traditionally had more
power, but for whatever reason | get a kick out of sometimes pretending in
my head that | am a guy. Sometimes it will be guys | know, Sting, David
Bowie, etc. Sometimes it will be totally fictional guys. Either way, al the
women are at my total beck and call. They have to do anything | say.

Fantasy number 2: the ultimate power of course is to be a deity. In this
second fantasy | am a goddess in one of the ancient mother goddess-
worshiping societies like in the city of Anatolia. | come down in the flesh to
the awe of the citizens. | make my appearance in the temple set aside for
my worship and housing my marble throne.

| stand and signal for quiet. | say, “I have come to give you many gifts of
my knowledge. | will live among you like one of you, but you must respect
my fleshy body and keep it from harm.

“The first gift is a chance to tap my primal waters. The men who need
more insight will drink from me. Let each head of the household come
forth, bringing her husbands after her.”

Now what | had with me was a drug, powder mixed in a cream. It was
only effective if imbibed. And | was immune. It was a hallucinogen where
hardly anyone had bad trips. It was very potent. | had put this cream in my
vulva and had set the jar aside on the throne, out of sight.

The women came forward, the high priestess's husband coming first. He
was cute so | used him in a demonstration.

| beckoned him to the throne. | put my hands on his shoulders so he
would knedl. My dress had buttons down the front so from my belly button
down | unbuttoned. | stepped right in front of him and anxioudly leaned his
head into my vulva. He kissed once and the drug got into his mouth. He
immediately felt pleasure and began to lick more thoroughly. The drug be-
gan to do its job. When he was so high that all he was doing was babbling
about his visions, | told the high priestess to lead him down the steps of the
throne and kiss him. She did and the drug got into her mouth too. She be-
gan to trip aswell.
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Everyone looked on in awe. Women edged their husbands forward to
partake in the revelation. They bade me to take their husbands to drink of
my primal waters. | arbitrarily picked the good-looking young ones.

The second one | picked was a young husband of an elder leader in

Anatolia. The elder leader was honored. She bowed down at the foot of
the stairs of the throne in reverence to me. Her husband bowed down as
well, and when | bade him he crawled up the steps and | praised him for his
humbl eness.

When he reached the last step he kissed my foot saying, “This is for a
blessing for my wife.” Then he kissed my other foot saying, “Thisis for a
blessing for my wife's children.”

Then he raised himsdlf up to a kneeling position. He wasted no time. As
soon as | stood up he was partaking. He delved his tongue eagerly into me.
He swiveled over every crevice, every valley, every heated peak. | gulped
and let my head fal back. He snorted, grunted and groaned as he licked
even more fiercely. The drug took effect, and his hallucination just made
him want more of me.

Women were bidding me now, more than ever, to pick their husbands
next. | smeared some of the drug on my breasts and my yoni (ancient In-
dian word for vagina). Then | bid two women in the back of the crowd to
come forth.

They and their husbands kneeled at the foot of the throne and then began
to crawl up the steps. They all kissed my feet for blessings. They all
knedled in front of me, waiting. | could see the women hoped to lick me
personally, rather than through their husbands. | smiled down at them.

With my foot | teased the loincloth of the cutest of the husbands. He
leaned down to kiss my foot, but | wouldn't let him. Instead | continued to
tease. His erection wasted no time as he watched me lick my lips seduc-
tively. The other husband got an erection watching me tease the first hus-
band.

| stood up and the cutest one leaned towards my yoni. He held on to me
and caressed my buttocks and thighs as he licked. | took the other one's
chin in my hand and raised him to my breast. | took his hand and placed his
fingers on my nipple. He stimulated it with soft touches. Then he began to
suck it and the drug with it. His tongue was so nice. But he only had one,
so | took the chin of hiswife in my other hand. | led her mouth to my other
breast. | told her she and the other wife could take turns on this one breast.
The two of them were into nibbling. They were wonderful.

The first husband came all over my foot. | got up and walked to the sac-
rificia atar and lay down. This gave the second husband a chance to go
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down on me and his wife got a breast to herself. He started by kissng my
inner thighs, then working his way down. The first wife fingered my clit
while he worked his tongue up to my vulva lips. He would stop and just
kiss my soft, warm flesh with his lips. He would, with his tongue, retrieve
cream from deep within me. My back arched, sending my breasts up far-
ther into the beckoning mouths of the wives. They engulfed my breasts and
tantalized my nipples by swirling their tongues over them and tugging at
them with their teeth.

The second husband then climbed up onto the altar and took off his loin-
cloth, unveiling a huge, uncircumcised, gleaming cock. The wives each
grabbed one of my knees and pulled my legs into splits. Then the second
husband entered me. He had a dow rhythm and he drew his cock nearly all
the way out and shoved it all the way in each time. His wife was rubbing
my clit up and down in time with his rhythm. Both the wives began lei-
surely licking my breasts. At this point in the fantasy | myself and the god-
dess come al over the place.

ALISON

| am a 19-year-old college student. | am single and | live a home with
my mother and father, two sisters, and one brother. | had intercourse for
the first time when | was 13 years old and | have had only fourteen differ-
ent sexua partners since then. It seems that in the past year or so sex has
become of increasing importance to me, both physically and emotionally.
My imagination gets more and more vivid with each passng day and |
masturbate quite frequently. | have a number of fantasies — being tied up
by my lover; tying up my lover; performing cunnilingus on my best friend;
having ménage & trois (with me, another girl, and one man); and one that is
of increasing importance at this point in my life — dominating a transvestite.
You see, | am in love with a 35-year-old man that | have been dating for
amost a year and a half. He is my best friend, and our relationship has
never been sexua until recently. We have had sex only twice so far. The
first time, he tied my hands behind my back, taped my mouth shut, and
thus proceeded to be the best fuck | ever had. The second time, he wanted
me to tape his mouth shut and tell him what a “good girl” he was. After
that experience, he opened up a lot more with me and shared that he was a
transvestite at heart. He wants someone to dress him up like a woman,
teach him how to be a “good girl” and basicaly dominate him during sex
play. For some reason, this gets me extremely hot. It is his dream — much
more than merely a fantasy — for this to happen to him; and | intend to help
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him fulfill his dream. It's not charity, as you may have guessed, because |
have been having this fantasy about dominating him since we talked about
it (I just want to say that | love you, Johnny, and by the time you read this,
your dream will come true!).

I come home from work to find him fast adeep in bed. | pull the sheet
down to find him naked. He is a beautiful man — tanned, built, tall —and
hung! | wake him up and ask him to accompany me to the bathroom, where
| proceed to teach him how to shave al the hair off his legs. We then go
back to the bed. | tell him to lie down on his back and be quiet. He is start-
ing to look a little nervous, but he trusts me so it's okay. | find some rope
we have used before and gently tie him to the bed — spread-eagled and with
a pillow under his ass so that | can have a better view. By this time, his
cock is starting to quiver. | get a shopping bag that I’ ve been hiding from
him and pull out a bottle of perfume and some pink nail polish. | strip down
to my lace underwear and bra and go to work painting his toenails and cov-
ering him with perfume and kissing every inch of him while he squirms and
begs me to stop. After the polish dries, | go to my bag again and proceed to
dress him up in black stockings, black lace underwear and bra, and a black
garter belt. By thistime heis as hard as arock. He tells me that he wants to
be agood girl and he'll do anything | say. So | untie him and tell him to get
on the floor, on al fours, close to the bedpost. | then retie just his hands
together and then attach the rope to the bedpost so he can't realy move too
much. | go to my bag once more, and then | kneel down next to him. He is
shaking a little, so | tell him softly that it's going to be al right and that
he's being an extremely good girl; and doesn’'t he look sexy in his black
outfit, better than most girls; and that he’s making me very happy. | then
take the baby oil that 1" ve purchased and pour some on his back, just close
enough that it dribbles down the crack of his ass and drips on to his testi-
cles. He moans softly and | tell him he better be quiet or else. | then rub the
oil al over his buttocks and the backs of his thighs, moving slowly around
to the fronts of his thighs. | lean way forward to kiss his penis before |
christen that too. Then | cover the fingers of my right hand well with the
oil. | reach around him with my left hand and start moving my hand dowly
up and down his shaft while | press the outside of his anus with my right
hand. Again, | tell him heis being avery good girl for his master and that it
will al be over soon. | press my fingers further into his asshole and speed
the rhythm of my other hand. He begins to moan louder and I move my
hands in sync, back and forth, in and out, until he begs me, “Don’'t stop,
don't stop,” and finaly shoots his load al over the rug and collapses in
front of me.
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I have made mysdlf come many times to this fantasy — and this is only
the tip of the iceberg. He also wants to try makeup, cross-dressing in pub-
lic, and more. I'd like to try a dildo mysdlf.

| aso want to marry this lover of mine, and not just for sex, obvioudly.
He is my teacher and my best friend and | love him more than | thought |
could love anyone. He makes me feel more like a woman than anyone else
ever has.

DANIELLE

| am a 20-year-old junior a a private Catholic university, fourth in a
family of five children, and the essence of innocence and purity to my fam-
ily and most of my friends. Recently at school, while my friends and | were
al alittle drunk, we started to talk about our sexual experiences. Everyone
was shocked to hear | was not a virgin. | lost my virginity at age 17 to a
man of 26. To me, he was the epitome of the “sex symbol,” and the third
time we went out | went to bed with him.

Ever since then | have become quite sexually active. But this bothers me.
| really feel like Teresain Looking for Mr. Goodbar. Boy, did that book hit
home! By day | am sweet, innocent Danielle, but by night I am more pro-
miscuous than anyone | know. What | really enjoy though is the fact that
men | meet think of me as innocent, and most men are quite surprised to
discover | anasold as| am. | guessmy size (I am only five feet two inches
and small-boned) and my general appearance are to blame. But because |
appear innocent, | love to prove myself otherwise. But most of the men |
deep with | don't want a relationship with. | mean, | dream of falling in
love but not having sex until the wedding night.

I guess my promiscuity has made me fedl that sex isdirty and | certainly
hope | can overcome this feeling when (and if) | fal in love. Luckily, my
innocent appearance has saved me from being considered a“dut.” Most of
the guys I’ ve dept with have displayed ared liking for me and believe that
when I’ ve gone to bed with them it is only because | like them so much. But
if I did, I wouldn't want to have sex with them, really, I’d want a romantic
relationship. | guess I'm trying my damnedest to be modern and traditional
at the sametime.

| don’'t have any detailed fantasies, but | have two fantasy situations that
| really want to happen. First, | want to have sex with a virgin. The men
I’'ve had sex with have al been four to eight years older than me and a-
ways the aggressors. | would like to seduce a virgin and be his “first one.”
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Second, | would like to seduce a priest. | am a Catholic and went to a
private Catholic school until high school and | am now at a Catholic uni-
versity (chosen because it is a prestigious school, and not for religious rea-
sons). After reading The Thorn Birds | started having this fantasy. | have
always been a little rebellious toward Catholic ideas and ways and | think
the vow of cdlibacy for priests should be eliminated. | have two uncles that
were once priests but have since married and | support them whole heart-
edly, contrary to the rest of my family. I’d love to modernize the whole
Catholic Church but since | can't I'll settle for seducing a priest.

In closing, | would just like to say how much | wish notions of good and
bad, right and wrong, were quicker to change. | do enjoy my sexudity and |
prize it, but | must at the same time preserve my innocent appearance for
society. And I’'m being so hypocritical! 1 only hope that things will be dif-
ferent for my children.

SAMANTHA

I'm 18 and single, a virgin, a college student, and live a home. You
might say that I've lived a sheltered life — not strict, though. My mother
died when | was 6 years old and my father raised me and my brothers and
sisters by himself. My dad wasn't overly strict, though we al had our spe-
cia chores. I'm arather quiet, homely person and a bit shy. But, contra-
dicting myself, sometimes I’m bold and assertive.

Sexualy, as stated earlier, I'm “untouched.” However, in my fantasies
I’'m anything but. | became aware sexualy rather late — at about age 14.
My dad never told me anything when | entered puberty. (I suppose he was
embarrassed.) So | learned through books and magazines. (I was too shy to
ask my friends and we weren’t taught anything at school.) | remember with
amusement and a touch of bitterness my first period — | thought | was dy-
ing and made out a will. When | finaly became aware of my sexuality |
started masturbating (I only rub my clit, never enter my cunt — don't need
to) and have accompanying fantasies.

My favorite fantasy stems from a real experience. When | was at the li-
brary once, | went to the way back to get an old book | wanted to read.
While looking for it, | heard panting. Curious, | went a few aises farther
down and saw a man sitting on the floor, with a girlie magazine spread out
on the floor in front of him, masturbating. | quickly hurried away, cheeks
flaming. But | fantasize about this man. | imagine myself approaching him
and masturbating him myself, or taking his cock into my mouth and licking
its head — then sucking it al the way in my mouth. All the while my hands
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massage and tickle his balls. | thrust a finger in and out of his asshole. He
grabs my head, thrusts his cock farther down my throat and finally col-
lapses, moaning as he comes. | continue to suck in and swallow his hot
salty sperm until there is none left. After | lick him dry, | take off my shirt
and bra; my breasts stand firm, nipples erect. He stares at me, breathing
heavily, his cock hardening. He reaches for me and squeezes my breasts,
then takes one in his mouth, suckling like a baby. | laugh throatily and pull
his head against me harder. He fumbles with my pants and | assist in pull-
ing them down. His fingers find my cunt pulsating already. | look down at
his cock — hard, red, and straining upward toward my dripping cunt. |
reach down and give it a gentle squeeze with my hand; he moans, shaking
with pleasure. Impatient, he grabs my buttocks and pulls me roughly down
on his cock. We both gasp in pleasure at the feel of his smooth gliding en-
try. | start to pump, sitting on his lap, impaled on his glorious cock. My
fingers dig into his shoulders as | throw back my head and bite my lips to
keep from screaming. (After al, this is the library — one's supposed to be
quiet.) As my body aches in ecstasy, | fed his cock shoot its come deeply
into me as we both groan. We collapse together. | get up shakily as he lies
in the same position, eyes closed, cock now limp and pale. | dress quickly
and leave him as he now sits up dazedly. | go get the book I'd been origi-
nally searching for, check it out and leave the library with a satisfied smile
on my face which tells anyone who looks a me that I'd gotten what 1'd
been looking for!

JUDITH

| am a 17-year-old girl and am in my final year of school. My parents
were divorced when | was very young, and | live with my mother.

When | was 13 | attended a weekly boarding school, and had leshian re-
lations with a girl of my own age. We were not “in love” or anything, the
relationship was purely sexua. We didn’t do very much though. We would
rub our vaginas together and kiss each other al over, but we never got to
the stage that we sucked each other, only each other’s nipples and breasts.
When | was 14,1 was sent to an al girls' boarding school situated between
two boys' schools. | am till at this school now.

| became areal “guy’sgirl,” and very popular between the two neighbor-
ing schools. | lost my virginity two years ago when | was 15. | have not
had intercourse since then, mainly because | didn’'t fed a thing (I don't
think he was very good at it) and also because he virtualy dumped me
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straight afterwards, and I'm very romantic and am al for “long-term rela-
tionships.” I'm aways looking out for the right guy, so to speak.

| have very strong physical urges and tend to be very dominant and ag-
gressive when “getting off with aguy.” | love it when aguy and | perform
cunnilingus on each other because it's so sexy. I'm also really mean and
tease a guy like crazy so he's begging me to do something to him. | like to
be totally in charge of the whole situation.

I’ve never had an orgasm, but it doesn't worry me. | don’'t masturbate
very often. When | do it's usualy in the bath or in bed, and | just rub my
clitorisand close my eyes and dream...

I am excruciatingly beautiful. | am at school and al my teachers adore
me. | am not at al popular with my classmates, but have an indefinable
power over them. | am about to start the world’ sfirst sex center. Thisisfor
guys and girls, and they enter the center to be taught how to make erotic/
passionate love — by me. There is one wing for the guys, one for the girls.
The two sexes are never dlowed to meet, and the culmination of the fan-
tasy is when they actually do make love.

My fantasy only involves teaching the girls how to fuck. People are only
allowed into my sex center after they have passed certain tests. | line up al
the girls in my class. | automatically choose those whom | didike or who
are wimpy and naffish. Usually they are pretty attractive. They then have
to remove their clothes while | inspect them, although not intimately. Once
I have chosen the girls (about ten) they are ready to enter the center. The
only things they bring with them are their bras and pants.

Everything in the center is white. It's kind of clinical. The girlsgointo a
room and sit down while | tell them the rules. They may not leave a any
time. They have to go bare-chested and not be embarrassed about their
bodies. It is preferable not to wear any underpants either, but if they so
wish they may wear transparent plastic G-strings which will be issued to
them. Lesbianism and masturbation are encouraged at all times. If two girls
want to make love or masturbate they may do so at any time, provided they
do it in the corridor where everyone who wants to can watch. When mest-
ing girls in the corridor, it is essential that they stop and greet each other
with akiss or by fondling the breasts. They deep three each in one bed.

The sex lessons take a variety of forms. Each girl undergoes an examina-
tion by all the others. They are shown porno films and books and are taught
to enjoy pain. | demonstrate the art of fucking in many ways, with dildos,
hairbrushes, bottles, fingers, etc; | aso perform cunnilingus on them and
show them how it is to be done. Those who | make love to are very, very
honored.
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If need be, they are punished. This is usuadly by making them drink a
drink which has Spanish fly in it. The offender is then taken to a dark cold
room and strapped to a wooden table so that she cannot move. She is o
overcome with lust and physica craving that she cannot control herself,
and my pupils take turns taunting her.

As| said, the climax of the fantasy is when they finaly make love with a
guy | have chosen for them. All in one big room. | stand and watch them
and give advice.

BETH

I’m 19, soon to be 20, living a home, white, middle class, with one year
of college behind me. I come from a broken household (both parents remar-
ried), living under my mother’s roof. Under my mother’s roof there is alot
of unspoken sexua guilt combined with my mother’s outspoken “no.”
Since | was 17, which aso marked the beginning of any sexual activity,
I’'ve been struggling with the morals of “right and wrong” in terms of
full-fledged sexual experience. | am currently not involved with anyone, am
hoping to bresk away from the family, and finally make my own decisions
regarding sex — without an authoritative voice (unconsciously) booming
over my shoulder.

Perhaps | should add that while | was “breaking away” at 17, my mother
listened in on a telephone conversation in which a girlfriend and | were dis-
cussing the importance of virginity — rather, losing it, and should | go
ahead and “give in” or stay the “nice girl”; that type of thing. That, | think
has worried me more than any dictum that it was nasty to masturbate. |
don’t know why, but it seemed unfair to be violated in that way.

At the present moment, | am still avirgin.

One of my fantasies: | decide to consent to a night in bed with my girl-
friend’s 23-year-old brother. It is in the basement. The pullout couch is
already out. The television is on. (It is about three in the morning.) In real-
ity he drew me onto the bed. In fantasy, I’'m lying on the bed, wearing a
nightshirt, as he rises to turn off the television. As his back is turned to me,
I get up from the couch, lift the nightshirt over my head and walk over to
him, stark naked. He turns, pleasantly surprised, embraces me, and we pro-
ceed over to the couch. In the fantasy, | am not at al inhibited or frightened
by the thought of bedding down with this girlfriend’ s brother. (Not that she
wouldn’t approve of the situation — she'd probably cheer me on — but I've
only known him through her, and then, just talking.) I’m getting more and
more excited, and less and less inhibited. If he is ill in his cut-offs by the
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timewe rein bed, | reach for his zipper. But | have become this extraordi-
nary sexua being, uninhibited by any advances on his part, or, for that
matter, any moves on mine. | do all of the things which ordinarily send me
off and running in the other direction. The result is this wild, exciting night
spent with a “stranger,” of sorts, whom | know has taken many of his sis-
ter’ s friends to bed. In fantasy, that does not concern me. | am too wrapped
up in the whole thing to worry about “Will he till love me tomorrow?’

The latest fantasy involves an old high school teacher on whom | had a
mad crush. He is tall, dark and handsome; 34, pretty well built. We have
come up to my grandmother’s house for a visit. The house is roomy, com-
fortable, and full of beds. (It figures that I'd choose this setting, but it, too,
lends itself well to fantasy.) He is staying in one room (my mother’s old
room, | just realized — Freudian dip), and | am in the room across the hall.
| go across the hall to say goodnight. He is lying on the side of the bed clos-
est to the door, making it easier for me to get a him if | want to. He
reaches for me first, and pulls back the bedcovers. | tell him that | will be
right back — having to prepare myself for this “monumental event” — and
go back to my room to put on a little perfume, a little makeup, and maybe
put on something a little more suitable. This will not only be an important
experience to me (because it is my first time), but it will also be important
to him from the standpoint that he knows he is helping contribute to my full
maturation. In reality, this teacher was very helpful in getting me out of my
shell, find out where my talents were (I hope to be a writer), and gaining
more salf-confidence. Naturaly he has been specially “chosen” for this
event. | am not seen by him as a shy high school girl; | have been “trans-
formed,” in a sense, into some wonderful sexua being.

I had an interesting experience with someone whom | dated when | was
17. Heistwo and a half years younger. We' d gotten into bed, and he, “ex-
perimenting,” dipped down in the bed and attempted to perform cunnilin-
guson me. All in all, that experience was a disaster. About a month or two
later, dl full of new and different ideas, | went down on him. But some-
thing strange and wonderful happened; | let myself go. It worked. If he was
surprised, | was even more so (he had, before, assumed the “dominant”
role). | myself had made the first move. It gave me great satisfaction to see
that | made him come; aways before he had smply masturbated in be-
tween the heavy petting activity. | couldn’t get over the experience. Evenin
the midst of the usua type of adolescent experimentation, there was some
room, | discovered, for just being yourself breaking loose from the standard
procedures. What arelief! Could | really be that person who made the first
move? Who made him come? | felt wonderful. | had finally “asserted my-
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self” the way | wanted to; it really could happen if you just relaxed, let
yourself go, and acted on your “unladylike, not-nice-girl” instincts.

KAY

| am 21 and single. The way | wasraised, | aways was (and still am) in-
timidated by men and the (apparent) freedoms they have in their lives. Re-
cently I’ ve realized the differences and similarities between my mother and
myself. She and her older sister raised their children under the pretext that
they should be seen and not heard, especidly if you were a girl. Growing
up under that influence and the fact that all my cousins, save two, are male,
I’ve had a hell of atime finding my identity as a woman/ female. | was a
tomboy, aways sneering at the “sissy” games of dalls, etc., so | played
with my older brother and his friends.

| was an extremely shy child, emotionally at least, once | started schooal. |
was tal and quite plump for my age, and was extremely self-conscious
about it. Kids always teased the hell out of me until | learned to fight back
with my “wall of indifference.”

I’'m glad the way my parents raised me, except in the way of emotional
expression. It was rare that | was hugged or kissed, and the only time it
was done was when relatives visited. | was awaystold to “kiss your uncle”’
or “aunt.” | didn't want to, being unused to and uncomfortable with physi-
cal contact, but did it anyway because “Mother said s0.” | grew up feeling
that men were complete idiots who couldn’t do a damn thing for themselves
except have fun with no responshilities, no emations like girls have. The
women in my family have al controlled everything in running the lives of
their families and houses.

In my teenage years, | fantasized how | wanted a man to be for me. | a-
ways thought of a handsome tall dark man with whom 1’d have a perfect
understanding, like he was my other half emotionally. Physically, | dways
envisioned it to be like the characters in Rosemary Rogers' s novels. But in
redlity, | aways imagined that the first man | ever had sex with would be
al I've imagined physically, but a complete stranger, that 1I'd never see
again after we dept together. That way he couldn’t laugh at me for being a
virgin, nor at my vulnerability. He wouldn't see through my facade of the
cool and collected woman of the world who was redlly just a scared little
girl. A girl who thought that since she was tall, flat, had big ugly feet, and
wasn't “ picture perfect,” no one would want her, let alone touch her.

When | was 20 | fell in love for the first time. | wasn't overwhelmed by
him. | felt safe. No threat to my vulnerability. He and | got to know one
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another as people before we dept together. The first time we did, | felt the
old dreads and inhibitions creeping in. | was afraid that if |1 had sex with
him, his interest would wane and he'd leave me in the dust, as in the past.
So | started rationalizing my fears, stifling them. He made me fedl that he
desired me, found me likable and attractive, which blew my, mind. He
taught me desire, showed me parts of myself | never knew existed. And he
came back. | fel in love, but | redlized that once my heart is involved, my
spontaneity dissolves. The person istoo close for comfort. I'm no longer in
control. I'm involved! The earth shakes and | fedl like he's got me at knife-
point, aimed at my heart. Distrust distorts and stifles my responses. | don’t
want him to touch me but | want him. | can’t seem to make it clear to either
myself or him that there's awar going on inside me.

| want to touch him, | have to be in control of our sex relationship. | take
the initiative always. When he tries to, | push him away. He' s too close and
| don't want him to seeiit. | fedl that if he knows, he'll run away. He can't
handle it so don’'t shove it a him, when, in redlity, | can handle it. | won't
drop the barriers and let go. I’m scared. I’'m vulnerable.

That relationship ended last year. | was emotionaly devastated to the
point of a breakdown. For the longest time | couldn’t even bear to think of
his name. | obliterated him from memory. At least | tried like hell to, but no
success.

Since then I’ ve come to know mysdlf better. All my life I’ ve been domi-
nated by men, surrounded by them, yet | never, until now, have taken into
consideration that they have fedings, insecurities, problems, too!

It's like everyone is in a game, arace to prove they can outdo the other.
They are invincible and don’t need anyone. | must say that it's nice to fedl
that | can share my life, knowing that | can take care of mysdlf, but not
isolate myself emotionally because other people fed, too! Not everyone is
really out to destroy others for the sake of their own security. That's all |
think it is — the need to trust, feel secure that you can be yourself and fed
without worrying that someone’s lurking in the shadows to nab you when
you're not looking.

My fantasies now vary according to my emotional moods. If | am cam
and at peace inside, my fantasies involve having a relationship with a man
who doesn't feel the need to play games. He's honest about his feelings and
shares them. If I’'m insecure, the fantasies have me being the * seductress,”
the one in control. But in al my fantasies, the man is older than me, and he
always loves me entirely. He holds nothing back, he isn’t “ somewhere elsg”
when we make love and | always surrender myself to the sensations of him
touching, kissing, loving me entirely, inside and out. | am sensuous more
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than sensual. | get such delight out of touching and loving a man the way |
like to be touched and loved. The thrill of being totally with a man without
fear of intrusionsis my ideal. That way there is only him and myself to deal
with.

The idea of having sex with more than one man a a time excites me
when the old insecurities surface. We all get fucked to our fullest without
threat of emotiona involvement: it's understood that it’s all just for physi-
cal pleasure, nothing more. | desire one man, physically appealing to me as
well as emotionally, who won't be afraid to surrender to his desires with
me without becoming aloof on either of our sides. We are both sexually and
emotiondly involved.

LOUELLEN

| love reading your books before | go to deep. It totally relaxes me and
sometimes creates quite pleasant dreams.

| am a single, 20-year-old female. | was raised a Catholic, and | ill at-
tend church when | can, yet | don't believe in everything the Roman Catho-
lic church does (like the ruling about surrogate mothers, artificial insemina-
tion, etc.). My boyfriend and | have sex as much as we can. | loveit. Some-
times he ties me up and | fantasize | am being raped. (Good little Catholic
girls can't be held responsible for such pleasure!) But here's one of my fa-
vorite fantasies:

| become a successful career woman. | work 9:00-5:00, own a great
sports car, and a nice house in a not very populated area. My friends and
family wonder why | don’'t go out more, they think | work so hard that |
just come home and pass out. On the contrary! Little do they know that |
employ fifteen male housekeepers. Some are blond, some brunette, some
Italian, even a couple of black housekeepers. They are all different, yet they
are dl gorgeous. They al have very nice builds, are very well endowed.
My mae housekeepers wear just a black tie. They dl can't wait until |
come home from work, they’ve been preparing for it al day. When | get
home they all line up to greet me. | go down the line giving them kisses and
my hands go roaming all over their bodies. Most of my housekeepers are
already hard and throbbing. They're praying that I'll pick them tonight.
You see, | pick only three a day to have fun with, the rest of them have to
go back to their household chores. | pick one to serve me dinner, one to
give me a massage and relax with, and one to share my bed with me for the
night.
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After | pick my three playmates for the night, the other twelve house-
keepers go back to dreary chores while the specid three gloat in their vic-
tory, teasing, “Well, maybe you' Il get her tomorrow if you're lucky!”

When dinner is ready, my first chosen man gets me and seats me at the
table. No one ese is around. The dining room is aways just candl€lit. |
take a couple of bites, and my “maid” just stands there with a huge hard-
on, waiting for my next command. Sometimes | command him to lie on the
table and | eat my dinner off of him, or sometimes | sit on his lap, feeling
his maleness through my clothes while he fondles my breasts during dinner.
Sometimes | just tease him. | just read the newspaper, seeming indifferent
to his naked excitedness, and he gets so frustrated that he shoves everything
off the table and lays me there, pumping me so hard that everyone in the
house stops what he's doing to listen to how hard and loud I’'m screaming
tonight. Y ou see, when I'm not around the house, they al compare notes on
what gets me really going. It's like a contest with them, “Oh yeah, well |
gave her five orgasms this week!”

After dinner, | move into the den to watch the evening news. My second
man strips me (dinner sex is aways just a quickie, | never have al of my
clothes off) and massages every part of my body. He starts with my neck
and back, moving over my buttocks, lingering near the back of my thighs.
Since he sees me squirming already, he moves to my calves and my fest.
He turns me over and smiles when he gets to massage my breasts. (I have
very big boobs.) He doesn’'t knead them like dough, as some men do to us
women with big breasts, he starts with just gently swirling around the nip-
ples and widens his circle every time he goes around until he's circling my
whole breasts, aternately sucking and licking and nibbling, too. My mas-
saging man never has intercourse with me, he just sorts of warms me up for
my bed partner that night. He just drives me so wild that | practically have
to run to my bedroom to get totally fulfilled.

That's where housekeeper number 3 comes in. He's already waiting for
me in bed, sipping on some champagne and anxiously awaiting my arrival.
Sometimes | just run in and get on top of him and fuck his brains out be-
cause I’'m so horny | can't control myself. Most of the time he just waits
for my orders; “What would please you tonight, maam?’ Then | tell him
ether to eat me out until | come, or | feel like a 69er tonight. But oncein a
blue moon they get fed up with taking orders, and man number 3 will just
pin me down and say, “Let’s do it like this tonight, thisis how | want it!”
Or sometimes they’ll shove their cocks down my mouth, they know | can’t
do athing about it. | mean, they know | would never fire them!
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JENNE

| am 45 years old, have been happily married for twenty-one years and
have two children, 19 and 14. | met my husband at the age of 22 years, and
he was the first and only man | have ever had sexua relations with. | had
been frigid al my life (it took me many years to come to that conclusion)
and, when | finally gathered enough courage to tell my husband, just a few
months ago, it was he who went to the library to get Masters & Johnson
and Helen Singer Kaplan to try to reverse a lifetime's bad habits. Up until
that time, the only orgasms | had ever had were upon waking from deep
and a dream (which dreams | could never recall).

Together we' re working on it, with some success, but | feel that | am and
will always be a sexua retard for having gotten started in sexual activity at
such a late date (23 years). | tried masturbating when | was a teen, mainly
because | had heard that al kids did it, even though they were not supposed
to. | never could get any agreeable sensations out of it and quit trying. |
cannot remember my parents being particularly repressive or punishing me
for anything of that nature that | might have done at a young age, but | do
remember a nurse in summer camp telling severa of us that we would get
cancer if we “abused” our bodies.

I am indebted to you for your book, not only because it showed me that |
was not unnatural, as | had feared, for having a rich fantasy life, but aso
for showing me that my fantasies were rather unusual in that | was never
able to imagine anyone actually making love to me. My fantasies are al-
most exclusively concerned with my saving some handsome and virile
man’s life and then, as a result of this, his wanting to make love to me. |
have been particularly attracted to astronauts, and each time a capsule,
space station, or shuttle has taken off has been for me a particularly fruitful
time for these fantasies. | imagine that | am particularly attracted to one of
the men on board — someone who is very clean-cut, dark and quite well
muscled. Then some emergency arises on board, an eectrical fire or aleak,
and somehow | am the one who risks life and limb, getting burned or what-
ever as a result, and saves the lives of everyone on board. As a result of
this the gentleman that | am particularly attracted to is so grateful that he
wishes to make love to me.
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ANGRY WOMEN/SADISTIC FANTASIES

The angry voices of the women in this section are long overdue, and |
welcome their appearance, these embittered females — yes, even the sadists.
It is time we acknowledged that some women are as mean and crudl as
some men. Continuing the fiction that women are the loving ones while men
alone are the Bad Guys doesn't redly serve women so much as restrain
them. Denying women's anger is equaly confusing to men, who are in-
creasingly surrounded by aggressive women who compete for their jobs
and want their hearts, too.

Twenty years ago there wasn't even a whisper of women'’s rage, which
shows how well the defenses were working. The women in My Secret Gar-
den felt they had no control over the images that swam into their minds. It
was as if the woman were a piece of blank paper on which the unconscious
scribbled its messages. Why so many of her fantasies were couched in
themes of rape and force was beyond her ability to comprehend or her will
to change.

This new generation is not so passive. Wendy's fantasies are literaly
updated before our eyes as she goes from the standard rape fantasy she's
aways had — and of which she is ashamed — to a more current fantasy in
which she is the dominant, powerful one. She is speaking in the year 1980;
women are marching for the Equal Rights Amendment, Sherry Lansing has
become the first woman to head a maor motion picture studio, and a
Gallup poll reports that women have become more at ease picking up the
tab when dining with a man. With so much history in the making, one can
sympathize with Wendy’s disenchantment at being aroused by images of
herself asa dave girl.

Asiif to correct her self-portrait in mid-sentence, she offers another fan-
tasy, “which is the one | am in the moaod for lately,” in which the roles are
reversed and she is now the dominant master. “I don't make love to the
dlaves, or even the guards,” she states. “In it | only want to control the fate
of the daves. | will admit though, my victim is someone | am angry with,
like my last boyfriend. | want to make them hurt so bad that they pray for
death... or make them fedl so good that they wonder what is left, since they
have reached their absolute peaks in pleasure.”

But even an imagined act can take courage. That is what | applauded
when | first read these fantasies in the early 1980s, when they were most
prevalent. It was exciting to hear women recognizing their anger and fight-
ing back instead of accepting life's adversities as victims.
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Maybe this is why | have such mixed emotions rereading these fantasies
today; a number of years have gone by and I’ ve seen enough female hogtil-
ity to last me a lifetime. While bravery remains something positive that |
dtill struggle for in my own life, now when | read one woman'’s fantasy of
holding a knife to a man’s throat before fucking him, even though it is an
imagined way of “dealing with my regection,” I'm left asking myself
whether such an act — even an imagined one — doesn't leave the woman
with some moral responsibility.

“The conscious mind allows itself to be trained like a parrot,” Carl Jung
wrote, “but the unconscious does not —which iswhy St. Augustine thanked
God for not making him responsible for his dreams.” How much of what
goes on in these fantasies is conscioudy selected, how much uncon-
sciously? So long as they are not lived out, do questions of morality enter
in? Some of these ideas and images of revenge seem to be willed by the
woman into the picture frame; others, selected by the unconscious, force
themselves into focus.

Paloma, for instance, is in redlity frustrated; she likes anal sex and her
husband does not. In her fantasy, he is raped anally by a woman who is
“... me?’ she questions. She doesn’t know. Or does she?

These new retaliatory, coercive voices, along with the well known, nur-
turing, loving voices of women, complete a whole human being. Let me add
that most of these women have not yet found either the words or the cour-
age to express their anger in redity, though they have good reason to fedl
it. It is in fantasy where they feel safe and where there is that mysterious
capacity to eroticize anger.

Because changes in sexual fantasy reflect changes in our red lives, it is
important to understand not only the sources of women’s anger but also
why it was suppressed for so long and why it finaly emerged so forcefully
with the women in this book.

In the padt, traditional women denied their anger, internalized it; they
suffered migraines, depression, ulcers, and worse. But anger is a universal
emotion. Feelings of assertiveness and aggression are also human, experi-
enced by both males and females. It wasn't until the late 1970s that behav-
iorists began to question the long-held theory that high levels of male hor-
mones separated men as the true aggressors. Today the argument contin-
ues, but many scientists now agree that neither genetics nor testosterone
alone produces an angry, hostile individua. Equally, perhaps more impor-
tant are early family background, conditioning, and socialization —for both
males and females.



Women On Top 129

Feminists have argued that women's economic and sexual freedom
would free men, too. | agree and add that the admission of women's capac-
ity for anger, revenge, even sadism, will also free both sexes. What has
been missing in our understanding of women's anger is that their assaults
have usually been psychological. That doesn't make the abuse any less
traumatic.

For centuries the patriarchal system denied certain truths about women
that would undermine male superiority. Most important was the denial of
motherhood’ s power, meaning that women’s role in the nursery could only
be seen as benign and nurturing. To recognize that mother was sometimes
cruel, even violent, gave women the potential to feel and exercise the full
spectrum of mae emotion; it gave them the power of men.

When | began to hear these angry new femae fantasies in the early
1980s, | had hoped that they reflected society’s readiness to explore and
accept the full range of woman's character, good to bad. In the last few
years, however, | have been hearing fewer and fewer of these mean fanta-
sies. The falloff parallels women's increasing return to motherhood. My
worry is that as women reassume their traditiona role, the one that more
than any other defines their womanliness, their anger will once again be
repressed. They will fed it, they will act on it, but they will deny that anger
is what motivates them. Their faces will be red with fury, ther fists
clenched, but the words on their lips will be, “Who, me, angry?’ What we
will have is women in the workplace, mothers in the nursery, angrier than
ever but refusing to admit that they are, and denying responsibility for
whatever acts of cruelty they commit.

Too harsh? | don't think so. No one, ever, has as much power over an-
other human being as a mother over a child. Alas, not enough men have yet
successfully invaded the nursery to alter my view that it is still women’'s
territory; we cannot have women returning to their amost total domination
over that female citadel without coming to terms with the fact that the
mothering role is the most important and powerful in al of human life.

My heart sinks as | read an article in this morning’s Wall Street Journal
on pregnant women in the workplace. Citing the “resentment,” “intoler-
ance,” “discrimination,” and “unhappiness’ of fellow workers toward
pregnant women, along with a sense that they are being “punished” for
their imminent motherhood, the article goes on to quote the female editor of
a new book on working women: “There is something about motherhood
that makes the woman herself and others fedl she is less important. Moth-
erhood isn't a powerful position.”
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Haven't we learned anything? Haven't the past twenty years made
women big enough, smart enough to question their own defenses, as well as
society’s, against the envy of the power of motherhood? No one will suffer
more from mother’s denial of her power than the child. Yes, some people
are resentful of pregnant women — but not because motherhood is a wesak,
powerless position. Quite the opposite. Perhaps some of the envy the preg-
nant woman feels stems from her own projection: she would be envious if
she were in their place. Indeed, the author of the above article admits to
having felt resentment of pregnant women herself. Aren’t rich people a-
ways imagining that others want to do them in because they would if the
roles were reversed?

Women are strong enough today to accept motherhood for what it is: a
lot of hard work, responsibility, and sacrifice yes, but also naked power
and control. If mothers don’t come to terms with their omnipotent role in
the nursery, they will continue the traditional denial — “Poor mothers, we
have no power” — thus leaving themselves free to use that power however
they choose on the people who are only too aware of how big the giantess
is, the children.

| have heard mothers’ lullabies and | have heard their angry voices, too,
humiliating their children in public, screaming at them in the booth behind
me in Howard Johnson's. Until the mid-seventies, mothers with children
were the only angry female voices one heard, except for the odd shrew, the
witch, the stronza, the woman of whom my mother used to comment, “ She
sounds like a fishwife,” meaning lower-class, out of control — not the way
I, aNice Girl, would ever want to sound.

It wasn't until women collectively raised their voices fifteen years ago
with loud, legitimate demands that the world began to take their anger seri-
oudy. As more and more defiant women marched for equal rights, had their
ultimatums published in newspapers and books, their voices heard on TV,
only then did history begin to record the effectiveness of women's anger.
Abortion was legalized, women started to get elected to high public offices,
and as more and more women sought economic independence, divorce rates
reached an all-time high.

The women who effected these historic changes were not Nice Girls who
bit their tongues. They played the full scale of human emotions out loud,
and the women in this chapter heard them. Maybe they themselves were
dtill too young to articulate their anger, but for the first time in my re-
search, their retaiatory feelings became eroticized in sexua fantasy.

Here are some of the sources of real anger that they mention:
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1. The hypocrisy of society, which tells them sex is okay but doesn’'t
really mean it.

2. Parentswho tell them sex is bad but themselves practice the fashion-
able adultery of the 1970s and 1980s.

3. Mother, who punishes them for masturbating, making it clear that any
sexua life, other than a repetition of her own asexual life, iswrong/
bad/sinful.

4. The church, which would separate them from their sexuality.

5. Envy of male power — economic, sexua, and social — aswell as of the
freedom from the fear of pregnancy that men enjoy.

6. Dependence on men who hurt and humiliate them.

7. Thedouble standard of sexual behavior for men and women.

8. Last but not least, the men who sexually molested/raped them when
they were little.

No matter who is the source of their real anger, the people these women
attack in fantasy are always men. Even when mother calls them a dut, a
whore, setting them at war with al good feelings about their bodies, it is
men they punish in fantasy. Men may not yet have actually entered their
lives, meaning they are closer to childhood than maturity, but still they go
for amale target, always safer than afemae.

For instance, Annais 21 and has never had a relationship with a man. It
is her “old world” mother who doesn’'t approve of her dating. Is she angry
at her mother? No, she would not dare. She may be afraid of her mother’s
retaliatory anger (as a tiny child would be), or that the love between her
and her mother could not stand her fury (as children fear) and she would
die without her mother’s love (as a child would). Instead, her fury strikes
out against an innocent man.

Twenty years earlier Anna might have fantasized a powerful brute forc-
ing her into the forbidden sex she desires, leaving her blameless, a victim,
still her mother’s Good Girl and safely unaware of any anger whatsoever
(except the anger of Bad Guys, of course). But Anna is speaking in the
early 1980s. She grew up watching Gloria Steinem angrily debate her op-
ponents. She may have read Marilyn French’s The Women's Room and
was probably taught by feminist teachers. In fantasy, Anna gets on top of
her man and “comes down on his penis... until he's begging for mercy.”

Anna has learned from the example of other women'’s lives that it is okay
to be angry. However, she goes for the wrong target, albeit the safe one.
Having reached her orgasm, she “leaves him there on the floor,” her toy,
her doll, punished as mother would have punished her.
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The women in this chapter tie men up, starve them, infantilize them,
gangbang them, treat them as “sex objects,” and then finally, to show men
what they really think of them, turn their backs on them and seek sexua
gretification with other women. This is read revenge, the final de-
valuation/elimination of the male.

I have aways thought of fantasy as that safe playground where we can
privately play out any ideas we choose without self-recriminations. But
ideas of woman as rapist had never turned up in my research on women's
fantasies until now. Women like Ruth seem determined to preserve the im-
age of themselves as more sinned against than sinning while a the same
time taking on the very qualities of men they have always claimed to hate.
Ruth is both angered and aroused by one of her young male students, who
flirts with the girlsin her class; she soothes her outraged feminist sensibili-
ties by imagining that she shows “him what it’s like to be treated like a sex
object.” In fantasy, she lures him to her house, forces him into sex, thus
showing him “what a real woman is.” Only Ruth knows whether the fan-
tasy is something she “conscioudy” wishes to live out or something she
already has. If fantasy, it may not be that far from reality. Indeed, only re-
cently, the trial of a New Hampshire schoolteacher who was convicted of
seducing one of her students and then convincing him to kill her husband
made national headlines.

Few women have the bulk or strength to overpower a man (though real
physica rapes by women have been reported), but women have always had
their own way of getting back at men. Usualy the revenge inflicted is psy-
chological and goes unrecorded in legal and medical annals. But the mem-
ory of humiliation lasts far longer than physical pain. One way men react
to the psychological pain they've suffered at women’'s hands is to turn
around and actualy rape women.

In the early 1980s a man wrote to me asking if 1'd ever heard of a“mus-
cle fuck.” He knew a young woman on his college campus who had devel-
oped the talent of painfully fucking a man dry by using her vaginal muscles
and thighs; the word on campus was that she was tired of macho studs and
had developed her muscle fuck as revenge.

I welcome the full-frontal appearance of the bitch; there is some of her in
al of us. (But | must admit that the muscle fuckers scare me; the image of
the killer woman has aways been more terrifying to both men and women
than that of the killer man.)

It takes practice to express rage in such away that others listen and take
us serioudly. People, men and women, have always listened to male voices
more attentively than female voices. If these angry young women in the
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early 1980s sound a bit out of control, it is because their voices are till
untrained. Anger begins with infantile rage, a baby’s uncivilized screams at
the universe. Only with repeated practice and acceptance from others more
powerful do we learn how to express anger. When these young women lash
out a men in their fantasies, we can hear the unaccustomed rage jerking
and soaring in the larynx.

We may not like anger in men, and certainly not all expressit in civilized
terms, but men are more at home with the spontaneous verba jab, the
blowing off of steam; early on, life taught them that they wouldn't die for
daring to show anger. Mother tolerated her son’s first show of might:
“Such alittle man.”

It's a different story with a daughter. Would that mother got out the ver-
bal boxing gloves and practiced healthy anger/competition with her daugh-
ter. But mother’s mother didn't let her express anger; instead of changing
the legacy, women too often “forgive” their mothers when they hear them-
selves repeating with their own daughters what they hated most when they
were young.

Many of these young women say they love men. They aso hate them.
They are the first generation of women to fedl free enough to voice this am-
bivdlence. Anger is, after al, love's other face. Until recently, however,
women could literaly not afford to know this. Economic dependence on
men kept them locked into the Nice Girl roles, where they had been taught
— long before men entered their lives — that anger could be their undoing,
lose them everything.

Nothing was more difficult for me during the writing of My Mother/My
Self than coming to terms with the idea that our hottest furies are reserved
for the people we love most. | lost my hair and wrote the last chapters of
the book lying on the floor, my back in spasm, accepting for the first time
inmy lifethat | had any anger at my mother.

Men have always been more aware of their love/hate relationship with
women. It is not coincidental that men have been more independent, more
sexual, more economically powerful. They could afford rage. Women were
“the ball and chain,” “Take my wife, pleasel” The tired offensive jokes till
get alaugh because they air everyone' s pent-up anger at women.

Like other women, | resisted the notion for years that men saw us as
powerful. Even when | was the breadwinner in my former marriage, |
maintained the illusion that a man was taking care of me. To keep him big
and me little had a crippling effect on my independence, my sexudity, and
my professiona growth. Only when | began to write about jeslousy and
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envy did | realize that women see men as the powerful ones — and resent it
— and that men do the reverse. Writing that book was the beginning of my
ability to drop the defensive posture of little girl.

Why would men have gone to such extraordinary ends to keep women
dependent, asexua, and boring if they were not mindful of how small a
woman had once made them feel? Putting women on a pededtdl, far, far
above mere mortal men's heads, had the soothing effect of blotting out
men’s rage and envy; How could one resent a madonna? She was literally
out of thisworld, too remote for rage and envy.

Deified, idedlized, paid lip service on the ingtitution of Mother’s Day, an
angry woman adjusted her halo and wondered what to do with her bile. She
bit her lip, took a drink, practiced denial —“Who me, angry?’ — then vented
her spleen in the only place where she had absolute control, the nursery.
And so the system perpetuated itself.

Now the witch is out of the nursery and the fury of women, feared by
men and women alike, isloose in the land. Not as much as it was ten years
ago — I’'m sorry to say — but at least we' ve seen and heard the angry witch
in people like Margaret Thatcher, Golda Meir, Germaine Greer, and
Madonna, who've shown us that the aggressive/hostile/sexua side of
women can be aired and the world doesn’'t end.

The scary witchy side of women is power we gave to mother long ago
when we were children and needed to maintain a single loving image of her.
We gplit off the angry mother/witch from the nice mommy, leaving our-
selves with the al-loving person upon whom we were dependent. The idea
of emotional separation and individuation isn't just the ability to see our-
selves whole but to see her whole as well — good and bad. Otherwise we
grow up in years but stay emotionally tied to her as children.

There are no pedestals for the new woman. By definition an independent
sexua person must recognize her assertive, angry self. Kicking and thrash-
ing al the way, like it or not, women are going to have to accept their
mean, cruel parts... or find new forms of denial, which by necessity will be
even more destructive to themselves and everyone around them.

Separation and individuation are difficult emotional pieces of work
which don't require going home and shaking your poor old mother by the
shoulders until she admits her former sins. It is work we do alone because
we are the ones who want to change, to understand why a few critical
words from her, atelephone call, can destroy usin away our husband can-
not reach us. If we don’t honestly accept what we had with her and ulti-
mately let it go, then throughout life when the inevitable anger does erupt, it
will be out of all proportion to what has happened; the target of today’s
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anger — our husband, our children, our friends, co-workers — will get the
full force of fury never expressed long ago at the appropriate time, at the
appropriate person.

Is Linda's fantasy, so full of rage and sadistic revenge, a scenario of a
man and a woman? The punishments, the language, the anger itself, are
rooted in the nursery. The fantasy sexualizes the relationship of a naughty
child and a mother. This time around, however, Linda is the powerful
mother and the man stands where she once stood: dependent, begging, obe-
dient, ultimately loving. She spanks him, scrubs him fiercely in the tub,
gives him an enema, washes out his mouth with hot water, and convinces
him in other “loving” ways that “from now on you're mine and mine
alone.”

“Yesmaam,” hereplies.

Those of uswho grew up prior to the permissive 1960s had an advantage
because what out parents and society said about sex was in complete
agreement with how they felt degp down insde: sex outside of marriage
was wrong. If we didn't like it, at least we had their absolutist stance, solid
ground from which to push off should we choose to rebel.

While the young women in this book were beneficiaries of our liberation,
they were also casudties of our hidden agendas. It takes generations for
society to change its mind on the deepest, often unconscious level about
something as significant as sex. These women rightfully harangue the du-
plicitous world around them that applauds sexually explicit women on one
hand, then labels them duts for having sex. “1'm appalled by our society’s
hypocrisy,” cries Chere, who has read dl the books and acted on the per-
missive messages on the billboards that paper her world.

Angry but not about to take it passively, these young women imagine re-
taliatory scenarios in which their sexual high isthat “1 control everything!”
In fantasy, Susie seduces an innocent young guy in front of everyone, then
abandons him on the dance floor, “with his jeans hanging open.”

Tina “corners’ her boyfriend, threatening to “spike him” with her high
hedl if he doesn't let her perform fellatio on him.

“I guess | believed those books where the heroine is independent, sexua
and the man marries her,” says Chere. “Hah, the man would use her, then
throw her away like atoy.” Chere takes anger and desire in hand and con-
jures up a fantasy of the most powerful, handsome man in England, who
could have any woman he desires. “I’m not a virgin, nor do | play games!”
she shouts at him, then climbs aboard, “descending on him with several
orgasms.” Like a punch in the nose, those orgasms. Does anger rebound
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and destroy her, does he leave her? Absolutely not. “He rushes me off to
the nearest priest, vowing never to lose me or my love.”

These young women assume that the men they have sex with are as lib-
erated as they. The truth is that it was women, not men, who changed in the
1970s and early 1980s. In my own 1981 survey on college men, as well as
in subsequent surveys, the number of men who preferred a virgin bride al-
ways hovered around the 25 percent mark. Men's fragile sense of
masculinity wavers at the thought of comparison: how many other guys has
she known? Were they better lovers, meaning to the male, who measures
masculinity ininches, did they have bigger penises? Comparison kills.

In an earlier time, a young woman like Nina would have taken her anger
a her parents for confusing her sexually and turned it against herself.
“They pressed me into believing sex was bad,” she says, “but both were
having their affairs on the side.” Their actions told Nina one thing — sex is
exciting — but their moralistic preaching conveyed the opposite. She got a
red and a green light and acted on both.

Instead of turning her anger into the traditional fantasy of being forced,
overwhamed into sex, Nina refuses to be a victim. Vulnerable and scared
in redity, she nonetheless becomes “as aggressive as hell,” picking up men
for one-night stands “so that | wouldn’t be conquered by my fear.” In fan-
tasy, she sexualizes her rage, imagining a rapist whom “| aways fight off
and practically kill in the process. | have an anger toward men that | release
by thinking about being violent toward one.”

From past experience | assume that some critics will accuse me of en-
couraging women to act like the worst of men. That is too simplistic for our
time. Women are already “acting like men” in many traditionally male
roles. All the sex roles are up for redefinition, and it's not a bad thing ei-
ther; loosening the stereotypical straitjackets on women may also free men.
Nina, for instance, sounds like generations of young boys who fed pres-
sured into macho sex before they are ready; they, too, have had to conquer
their fear by being “as aggressive as hell.” Terrified of not measuring up,
they take out their anger on the easiest target: the young women they fuck.

Which brings us to the many women in this book like Nina, Terri, and
Erma who were sexually molested when young. It is a violent enough crime
to make anyone angry for life. These women do something very new with
their rage: they sexually abuse/molest/rape men in fantasy. With the wis-
dom and omnipotence of Solomon they isolate the event that has outraged
them in reality and then create a fantasy punishment to suit the crime.
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There is more than a hint here of the limitless uses of erotic daydreams,
the versatility and elasticity of fantasy to take almost any rea event and
shape it into a satisfying, orgasmic scenario. If a woman can reverse pain-
ful reality into fantasy and feel that revenge is complete, that is therapy. Is
it good therapy or bad? Psychiatrists and sex therapists to whom I've
shown these fantasies have differing opinions. I’ ve shifted my own over the
years, but of one thing | remain certain: it is time we acknowledged
woman's cruelty, her mean side as well as her more celebrated good side.
Admitting to the destructive bitch completes the picture, makes woman a
whole human being.

At about the same time these women were writing and talking to me, a
Y ale University study was published on the subject of men who were actu-
ally raped by women. Says sex therapist Dr. Philip Sarrel, who wrote the
study aong with William Masters of the Masters and Johnson Institute,
“The men who have told us about being raped, sexualy assaulted or
strongly coerced by a female have found the experience enormoudy upset-
ting. They have experienced immediate and prolonged after-effects similar
to the traumatic reactions experienced by female rape victims, including the
suspension of socia contacts and disruption of sexual response. Once we
recognize that men can be sexualy assaulted or intimidated by women,
both physiologically and psychologically, we redlize that men and women
are much more alike than previoudly thought.”

Here are a handful of angry fantasies from angry women to which I've
devoted a great deal of space — some might say more than they deserve,
given that rage and sadism aren’t themes that turn up as often as they once
did in women's fantasies. But that is precisely what bothers me. Where did
the anger go? It is certainly ill being felt by women, who might even fed
they have more to be angry about than they did in the early 1980s. But an-
ger was popular then; it was in vogue for women to march in the streets,
argue loudly over feminist principles at parties, and speak whatever right-
eous anger they felt, even if they spoke it badly, having o little practice.

I’'m not nostalgic for the rape fantasy; what | miss is the healthy evolu-
tion from the old feminist battle cries into a new, powerful, intelligent fe-
male anger focused on the real sources of injustice. We have lost sight of
the need for socialy sanctioned ways in which women can express the in-
evitable rage. Without popular approva and support for women to at least
try and get it out there, to air their fury, we will go back to splitting the
world into White Hats (women) and Black Hats (men). In fact, we have
already begun to return to that deluded, destructive thinking.
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Enter the New Denial.

Sometimes a book is published, in this case a review of a book, that says
it all. Nothing much came of Love, Envy and Competition Between Women
you probably never heard of it — but the book, along with the woman who
gave it a positive review, waved a bright red flag at me. Speaking of the
two women authors, she wrote in 1988, in the New York Times:

“To (their) credit, they do not fall into the ‘ ready-made masculine ideol-
ogy’ that says women have to learn how to compete as individuals in a
competitive world. They struggle, as do the women whose stories they tell,
to find ways of holding onto valued feminine capacities for empathy and
connection while alowing individuation and self-development to proceed.
The idedl for women, the authors say, is ‘separated attachments and con-
nected autonomy.”

What does that mean? What baloney to say that competing as an indi-
vidual is “ready-made masculine ideology”! Men didn't think up competi-
tion, nor is the effectiveness of an independent person in a competitive
situation a Machiavellian male invention. As for losing our “valued femi-
nine capacities for empathy and connection,” | would say that until we are
independent, we cannot choose to be empathetic. The pivotal word is
choice. The empathy an independent person chooses to offer is more reli-
able than that of a person who lives through attachments. It is lack of inde-
pendence, an addiction to connections, that makes us mean, bitchy, and less
than empathetic when we fear that the connection to our best
friend/husband/lover is threatened.

My only comment on “separated attachments and connected autonomy”
asagoa for women is that it is another semantic jungle guaranteed to dis-
courage women from the difficult task of real separation and independence.
Separation is separation. Attachments are attachments. Inventing compro-
mises like “separated attachments’ makes an unhealthy compromise sound
like a feminine victory.

Sociologist Jesse Bernard once said to me, “The whole world is angry at
mother.” Hers is the often thankless task of socializing, disciplining, while
simultaneoudly providing the only font of love, tenderness, and goodness. It
is not because | argue with Dr. Bernard but indeed agree with her so
wholeheartedly that | grieve the loss of that brief period of time in the
1980s when so many angry voices were raised, promising women finaly a
variety of outlets for anger, other than within the powerful role of mother-
ing. If we are, as Dr. Sarrel suggests, more aike than different in our reac-
tion to being sexually hurt/molested/raped by the opposite sex, doesn’t our
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examination of men's more familiar and public crime of assault against
women dictate an equally honest examination of how women turn their rage
against men?

Today’s moguls of advertising and the media have seized upon babies,
family, and parenting as a selling tool unprecedented in potential since the
sexua revolution; in fact, sex and babies are selling products simultane-
oudy and it would seem with little conflict of interest. In a recent issue of
Vogue magazine, a full-page color photo shows a beautiful blond woman in
dtiletto heels bending over the breakfast table, her back to the camera. Her
miniskirt is raised to her crotch. A young child, shirtless, stands beside her;
he/she is what, maybe six or seven years old? This is a fashion photo for a
dress, but if you tore it out of Vogue and showed it to someone, it could
just as easily be labeled kiddie porn.

Are we in for a mgjor new idedlization of motherhood, and if so, are
women any better equipped to handle anger than their mothers were? Sue
Miller’s best-sdlling novel, The Good Mather, was published in 1986 and
is the story of a divorced woman who is sexualy awakened for the first
time by her lover, Leo. By the story’s end she has lost her four-year-old
daughter, Mally, in a custody battle to her former husband, who accuses
her of being a bad mother for having alowed Leo to commit a *sexua in-
discretion” in front of Molly. Annais not a bad mother but indeed a very
good one. Understandably furious, enraged, Anna takes a gun and fires it
into the sand.

The reviewer, Christopher Lehmann-Haupt wrote in the New York
Times, “She throttles her rage, faces the reality of her loss, and decides to
accept the humiliation of seeing her daughter on her former husband's
terms.” It is a decision that left our reviewer puzzled and he continued,
“Why, it occurred to me on finishing Sue Miller’s novel, could she not have
written Medea in modern dress, and made Anna fire that pistol with more
tragic effect?... The answer to my question was supplied by a couple of
shrewd women | know. They pointed out what I'd failed to recognize, that
The Good Mother is really an attempt to dramatize the common femae
fantasy that if a woman lets herself go sexualy she loses control of her
world, including her ability to mother. Anna’s loss of Mally is her punish-
ment for alowing herself to be sexually awakened by Leo. She accepts her
penalty with shoulders bowed and fires her pistol into the sand.”

| don’'t know whether Sue Miller would agree with Lehmann-Haupt, but
his “shrewd” women friends explanation disturbed me so deeply | kept the
review and print it here. Twenty years ago traditional women did not let
themselves go during sex out of fear that having lost control, they might not
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regain it. They especially feared masturbation and ora sex, where clitoral
stimulation all but promised orgasm, loss of control. | suppose Anna s pas-
sive expression of rage saddens me because it suggests that women have
already returned to the traditional stance where motherhood is antithetical
to sex and where there is no place to put rage except inside themselves, to
swallow it. |, too, would have thought that by 1986 we could afford a fic-
tiona modern-day Medea. | am against murder and suicide, but | would
have welcomed, given the injuries the heroine had endured, a response that
fit the crime against her.

So long as women deny anger, they deprive themselves of alarge part of
the sexual pleasure that comes from being the demanding, aggressive part-
ner. Anger is not incompatible with sex; the freedom to be aggressive is
passion’s core. Women fed like the passive victims of sex when they deny
their anger and project it onto men. Having made men the Bad Guys of sex,
they experience the excited thrust of the penis as an attack. What a pity to
be left out of so much aggressive pleasure. Women are not holes, merely
receptacles for a penis, unless that is the way they choose to think of them-
salves. It is the abundance of emotion, from tender to sadistic, that we bring
to sex that will determine how much passion we fedl.

LINDA

| am a 26-year-old single female, raised by my parents to think sex was
not for nice girls. | have had limited sexual experience, and feel a certain
anger toward men. | am a heterosexua and enjoy looking at pictures of the
nude male or taking my own.

My fantasy has always been to dominate my partner. First off | call him
up and tell him to drive over. He is to arrive in only a jockstrap, nothing
more. And he is told to be there at a certain time. When he arrives, he is
five or ten minutes late. | push him forward over the back of a chair, so his
face is pointing down toward the chair seat, and his rear is in the air. Pull-
ing off my belt, I give him fifteen hard smacks for being late.

“Get on your knees and ask my forgiveness,” | tell him, “or you'll get fif-
teen more.” He doesn't want any more, so he obeys. | alow him to beg for
awhile before giving in. | grab a handful of hair, pulling his head upward.
“You belong to me,” | tell him. “From now on you’ re here and mine alone.”
He says, “Yesmaam.”

I pull him by the hair to the bathroom. As he strips, | turn on the hot wa-
ter. He climbs into the shower, but stays back away from the hot spray. |
grab a brush, the kind you scrub tubs with or other such stuff. | strip and
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climbin, & as| do, push him under the water. “It's hot,” he cries out. “Has
to be,” | tal him. “To wash off al of those other women.” | use the brush
to scrub him as he complains. | scrub his right hand and fingers, then the
back of his hand, up his arm, then down the other side and back up the
other side. | scrub every inch of the right hand and arm, even the palm and
the underarm, before moving on to the other arm. After his arms, | move to
his face, his neck, chest, stomach, back and shoulders, then hislegs. Last |
scrub his penis and balls, | scrub hard, as he cries out. “Bend over,” | tell
him. I move close to him, pressing my legs tight against his back, forcing
his upper body tight against his legs. | grab the sprayer, bend forward over
him, part his cheeks and push the sprayer up his rear. He criesas | push it
in farther and allow the hot water to clean out his anus.

As he begins to stand up, | grab a hold of his hair, holding his head
down. “Open your mouth,” | tell him. As he does, | shove the sprayer in
and move it around clearing out his mouth.

As he towels off, | tell him once again that he's mine, all mine, and if he
ever even looks at another lady, I'll kill him dowly, very dowly. He as-
sures me that he'sal mine, that he likes alady who takes control.

| grab a hold of his penis, dragging him to the bedroom. “On your stom-
ach,” | order. Then | tie him spread-eagle and begin to whip him. | don't
stop until |1 bring blood, then I give him five more good smacks. | hit only
the rear, upper legs and lower back. | untie him and tell him to make love
to me. The pain has excited him and he has a hard-on and eagerly obeys. |
moan in pleasure as he begins to kiss and caress me. He can't seem to get
enough of me. Finaly, as| am about ready to explode, he enters me. | grab
alarge thin normal dildo and shoveit in his rear as he enters me. He moans
as | shove it al the way in, but the pain pushes him onward. | thrust the
dildo in and out of his rear, as he thrusts his penis in and out of me. The
pace quickens as we both reach to a climax. | shove the dildo al the way
into his rear, as he climbs on top of me. | move up a little, and his head
ends up on my breast. | tangle my hand in his hair, and we deep. My sec-
ond fantasy is to deal with a strong, powerful man and to break him down.
I hold a gun on him and order him to strip. If he bucks me, | take a shot at
him, but most times he obeys and strips. | shove himin acloset. | keep him
there for three days, without food or water. | open the door on the third day
and tell him that he can have a nice juicy steak if he eats my pussy first. If
he refuses, | close the door, if he agrees, | alow him out and keep my dedl.
Afterwards | shove him back into the closet and three days later we repeat
the scene. It goes on and on until he breaks and agrees to do whatever |
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want, so long as | don’t put him in the closet again. And at that point he's
mine, and the fun begins.

ERMA

Let me start with a brief autobiography. | am 27 years old, single, (but
not for long), have three years of college, am white, Catholic, and work in
the medical field. | was born in San Francisco to immigrant parents. My
father died when | was 3 years old, and my mother never remarried or
dated. | attended an al-girls Catholic school for four years, then a coed
Catholic schoal. Finally in high school | went to a public school. | have one
older sister. We both had a very strict upbringing. Neither one of us was
allowed to date until the age of 17 (which was okay, since | did not like the
boys in high school, and the college boys scared me. Perhaps due to a lack
of amale image while growing up?).

My mother never really spoke about sex, except negatively. When | was
in grade schoal, | did have a Sex-Ed class. My mom'’s theory on sex was
that you only did it if you were married, and only to your husband, when he
wanted it. It actually sounded dirty the way she described it. Well, fortu-
nately (?) for my sister, she was a virgin when she got married. She was the
“good girl.” I, not sorry to say, lost my virginity when | was 18 years old,
to someone | thought | was in love with. My mother was quite infuriated
when she found out. She told me that | had better fake being a virgin if |
wanted a good man (or my husband might think that | was a whore). So,
year after year, date after date, | faked being a virgin. (I realy knew that
these guys were not for me.) Finally, | got smart and quit faking.

When | was 21, | decided the hell with virginity. If a guy could fool
around, why couldn’t I? | decided then that perhaps Mom was wrong, and
every guy redly didn’t think the same way that she did.

My mother also tried to ingtill her ideas on masturbation, oral sex, anal
sex, etc., in me. Her idea actually was pure and ssimple “only prostitutes did

that | did masturbate, | would feel very guilty, and swear that that was the
last time that | would ever do it, but it felt so good, especially when | real-
ized how well my mom'’s hand-held back massager worked.

Even though it took some time to dowly release the guilt whenever | had
sex or masturbated, it wasn't until last year, when | met the man that | am
to marry, that | finally realized that all of it was al right, that there was not
anything wrong with sex, or fantasies. He really enjoys listening to my fan-
tasies, which | never thought that | had until | read your book. | never knew
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that my fantasies could turn someone on so much. | had aways thought
that they would sound stupid. At first, | did feel awkward telling him any-
thing. But with his encouragement, understanding and ability to help me
explore new subjects, | have come along way. | can recall having fantasies
at the age of 11. | definitely do not fed the guilt that was once there.

Now | would like to share my favorite fantasy with you:

| useit when | am having a difficult time coming, it makes me come very
quickly. I'm straddling a man (faceless) whom | know thinks that he is us-
ing me. He has his hands on my buttocks, and is maneuvering me at his
will. In the back of my mind, all | need to do to come is look at him and
think, “You think that you're using me, you lousy fucker, but little do you
know that | am the one that is really using you!” That’s all that it takes to
make me come.

| guess that our upbringing really can have traumatic effects on our lives.
All that we need to do is to take that first step and really be ourselves.
Women are human and have sexual feelings, too. Don't let any man ever

MANDY

| am 23, single, and have lived alone for the past two years, since moving
out of my lover’s place. | do not remember anything sexua when | was a
child. I lost my virginity with my best friend, and he with me, when we
were 15. We had a wonderful time trying to figure out how to fuck, and |
often think of seducing a schoolboy of about 15. | live next door to a boys
school, so maybe someday. Because | have not had any sex whatsoever in
the past two years, fantasies have kept me adive. My favorite fantasy is
about a singer-songwriter named Peter. | have been a fan of Peter’s for
about eight years, and I've been jerking off to fantasies of him for that
long.

Anyway, here's my fantasy: Peter and | are friends, and when in town,
he drops by for dinner and small talk. Peter does not write about typical
things like love ballads, but rather things he feels strongly about. Talk turns
to an article in the paper about rape. He tells me that it disturbs him
greatly, but he couldn’t write about it because he has never been, and being
a man could never be, raped. Conversation moves on, and when it gets late
he bids me goodnight and leaves. All thistime | have been forming a plan.

The next night when I'm sure he's not home, | dip into his hotel room
and hide in the closet. When he arrives, | wait until he is in the bathroom
and then | creep out of the closet and wait for him to come out of the can. |
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snesk up behind him and hold a knife to his throat telling him if he does
what | say, no one will get hurt. | have him lie down on the bed and | tie his
arms and legs to the bedposts. Because | am dressed in black, and have on
a ski mask, he doesn’t know who | am. At first he thinks | am joking, but
he soon realizes my intentions are not at all honorable. He starts squirming
and yelling, telling me that | won't be able to do anything because he won't
get hard. | dowly undress him, nibbling at each new exposure of flesh. |
lick him from head to toe, pausing once in a while at something delicious,
carefully avoiding his prick. | get a towel from the can and blindfold him
with it so | can remove my mask, the better to eat him. Then | get a pillow
and place it lovingly under his buns. | reverse my course, licking him from
toe to head and | nibble at his nipples, neck, earlobes and lips. | begin to
whisper obscenities in his ear, telling him what 1 am going to do to him. |
climb up and sit astride his face, and | tell him to eat me. He sticks his
warm tongue deep insde my cunt and twirls it round and round. He's a
great eater! After I’'ve come a few times, | get off and | start kissing him
and licking my juices off his face, something that amazes him. | lick my
way downward again and | begin to nibble on his buns. | love his buns! |
take one ball into my mouth and twirl my tongue al around it before gently
releasing it and moving on to the other one. Then | start sucking up the side
of his half-hard shaft, al the while playing with my dripping cunt. He is
till trying not to get hard, but | will take care of that. | tell him to suck on
my finger, telling him the wetter the better, as | am going to stick it up his
ass. He gets it very wet. | gently insert it up his asshole and when | touch
his gland he becomes instantly rock-hard. |1 have never seen such a mag-
nificent column of flesh! | quickly tie a thin strip of leather around the base
of his prick so | can keep him hard for as long as | want. | suck his balls
and buns some more, and out of the corner of my eye | can see a drop of
his nectar at the tip of his penis. | lick it off, and keep on licking. When |
can't stand it anymore, | climb on top of him and dowly impale mysalf on
his glistening rod. | begin to rock dowly back and forth pulling him deeper
and deeper insde me. | suddenly redize that he is helping me a bit and
softly moaning. The moaning gives me arush, as | love his throaty voice. |
have, and who doesn’t in their fantasies, an earth shattering climax. After a
few minutes | climb down and stand on the floor beside him, looking at his
beautiful, sweaty body. He tells me how cruel | am because | won't let him
come too, and that his balls are beginning to hurt. | untie his prick and give
him a deep blow j ob, drinking in al his juice as we come together. I've
wondered for so long what he tastes like, and believe me, it was worth the
wait! Then when I'm sure he's adeep, | carefully release him, and leave.
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The next day he calls me and says he has to come over right away. When
he arrives, he tells me all about what happened to him the night before and
how scared and helpless he felt. | can't help but notice the huge bulge in his
jeans as he tells me dl this, and become very wet: we fuck like sailors on
shore leave in the living room for what he thinks is the first time. After-
wards he has this funny look in his eyes, knowing. But neither of us says
anything.

| am an artist, and for aslong as | can remember | can only do my crea-
tive work listening to Peter’ s voice. | sort of keep mysalf in a constant state
of arousal because | listen to tapes of Peter at the office, in the morning
when | am getting dressed, all weekend, and when | get home from work. |
have been doing this for a long time, and each song is still as fresh as the
first time | heard it. That's why | appreciate his work so much. | have a
friend who knows Peter and who promised to introduce us the next time he
isin town. Believe it or not, it was not my idea. My friend feels we would
get along because he says we have similar tastes. He is due here in the near
future so | am keeping my fingers crossed, but | doubt | would fuck him
without knowing him better. | guess this is my way of dealing with rejec-
tion from someone whose music is so important in my life.

KELLY

| have two specia fantasies but first I'll tell you about myself. | am 16
and dtill avirgin. | am proud | am avirgin. A friend “spent” hers on a piece
of trash and I’'m not about to do the same. Still, there is a certain guy who |
would like to lose it with (and soon!).

My fantasy is that | come in on my boyfriend in his bed with another
girl. | am dressed like a circus animal trainer. Sequined shirt, boots and
whip. | grab the girl and tie her to the bed, arms and feet apart. | take my
boyfriend and tie his arms behind his back and lie him next to her. He has
the opportunity to watch as | degrade his little whore. | strap on a dildo and
climb on top of her. | brush the dildo right over her hot cunt. She readly
wants it. | tease her for awhile and then all of the sudden pokeit in. Then |
pull it out before she realizes what has happened. She startsto cry. | hit her
leg with the whip. | turn to see my boyfriend is thoroughly turned on. By
the size of his erection, he looks like he is ready for his punishment. | put a
scumbag over his dick and then tieit tight around the base. He looks like he
is going to explode. | straddle his face and put my cunt onto it. | pick my-
salf up every time hetriesto lick me. Then | take him over to his whore and
say to her “Eat him, suck him, now.” | release the rubber band and take off
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the scumbag. | grab his dick and point it just below her open mouth. The
semen misses. They beg for forgiveness and | release them. | start to fuck
my boyfriend as she lets him eat her out. It becomes afamiliar event.

PALOMA

I am 29 years old, married happily with four children ages 9 to 2.

I’ve never shared my fantasies with anyone, not even my husband. | re-
gard my fantasies as mine — my own little world apart from reality. If |
shared them with my husband, | feel they would not be mine to control and
use as | choose. Sharing them with you seems different somehow.

| have had an affair with one man during my ten years of marriage. It
hasn't been a congtant thing. He was a good friend of mine when we were
young. | suppose we got into this affair to recapture our reckless youth or
prove we were still attractive to others besides our spouses (he's married
too —ten years). He can't last very long, he's not very well endowed, not as
romantic as my husband, and not very creative. Man, | don’'t know why |
even bothered with him (except the foreplay and teasing was fun) at the
risk of being found out and jeopardizing my character, for what? A lousy
fuck!

Well, getting back to my fantasies. | suppose | fantasize to escape, |
don’t use them to masturbate. But | like to use them when my husband is
going down on me. | like to just lie in bed in the morning before | get up
and just think of agood one. Or at night if | can’t deep, with my husband’s
warm body next to mine, and me in these wonderful sexy situations, in my
mind. Of course if he should want to make love I'm hot and ready! One of
my fantasies involves one of the men from the church. He's about 50, kind
of adlly man, abit of adork; he comesto my home when everyone's away
(conveniently). And confesses to me that he desires to put his cock in my
mouth and come in it. He begs me to forgive him and tells me | should pun-
ish him. He tells me | should spank him on the bare butt so he pulls down
his pants. He's already got a tremendous hard-on, and | kind of smile at
him. He bends over my lap, and | begin the punishment. | whack him redlly
hard severa times, and he begins to sob. | tell him | forgive him. As he
stands up, his cock is throbbing and bobbing right in front of my face and |
can't help but put my mouth around it. He explodes almost immediately. |
look up to him and just smile. He kisses me sweetly and walks away.

As ayoungster, my youth minister at church had a thing for me — I sup-
pose because | was young. His wife was very heavy and not very pretty at
al. He would tickle me and roughhouse with me. Often he would drive me
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home from church. After he'd lock up we would go to his car, talk and play
around a bit (tickling and pushing), and then he would hug me or push up
against me, and | could fedl the bulge in his pants. | suppose if | had en-
couraged him he would have persisted. | carry this redlity into fantasy here:
He pushes me againgt his car and lifts my dress, puts his hands in my pants
and rubs my ass and hips and then he pulls hisrod out. He's so excited he's
breathing hard, almost gasping for breath. He tells me he is going to fuck
me and lick my pussy dry. He thrusts his large cock in me and bangs hard
against my body, moaning and groaning. Then he comes and drops imme-
diately to the floor and licks me and sucks both our juices up. This gets me
really going and | pull his head, thrusting him into me more, and | come
and come.

| like to be fucked in the ass, | like the incredible sensations, athough we
don’t do this very often. Jeff doesn’t like his rectum played with so... | fan-
tasize he is being raped by a woman (me?) who has tied him up on the bed.
She strips him, takes off her clothes and rubs her breasts on him (which he
loves) and he quickly gets a hard-on. She goes down on him and then, when
he is screaming and happy, she pours oil al over his cock and ass and
strokes his cock with one hand and puts her fingers up his ass with her
other hand. He tries to squirm away but to no avail. He cries for mercy and
she goes for her vibrator. She dowly inserts the vibrator (vibrating) into his
asshole and then proceeds to mount his cock, which is as hard as a
two-by-four. HE's going crazy by now and comes as he shakes uncontrol-
lably in orgasmic spasms.

ANNA

I'm a 21-year-old college girl with Old World parents. My mother
doesn’t approve of my dating an American guy, not even a college student;
as a result, I've never had a relationship with a guy, or even enjoyed a
guy’s company. | wonder if I'll ever be able to.

There is this American guy who sits behind me in chemistry; he's small
and very attractive and I’ ve wanted a piece of his ass ever since | first laid
eyes on him. I’'m not very attractive and wouldn’t have a chance at a col-
lege guy, so my fantasy centers around raping him. In my fantasy | encoun-
ter him alone one afternoon, sitting under atree al by himself, and go over
casudly to talk to him. We tak for a while, then go off into the deserted
basement of the nearest building to study. After concentrating on the books
for a half hour | ask him. “ Steve, will you do me a big favor?’ “Sure,” he
says, unsuspectingly. “Drop your pants,” | order, much to his resistance. |
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spring on top of him, pin his arms to the ground, hold his legs with the
weight of my body, and manage to pull his zipper down and get his penis
out, which is already hard. | wiggle myself out of my shorts, get on top of
him, and come down on his penis. | fuck him and fuck him, having many
climaxes, and totaly wear him out, until he's begging for mercy. | leave
him there on the floor in the same shape.

DAWN

Here goes re my background: Age — 22. Schooling — high school; | took
courses in child care, home etc., etc. Marital status — single. Employment —
I have had many, many brief jobs. Right now | run anursery at church, and
| baby-sit for two families.

Other notes: | am the oldest of three children, the only daughter. When |
was 13 | was molested and yes, 1I'd known the man all my life and no, |
never told anybody until recently — I spilled it to a close friend who be-
lieved, accepted, consoled. It is, for now, my decision not to tell anyone else
— the son of a bitch is dead, and except for that, | cannot think of one bad
thing about him; he never drank or cheated or any other awful thing — he
raised a houseful of kidsthat weren't his: i.e., his stepchildren.

In reality my threshold of painis so low it's embarrassing. A tiny cut or
bruise makes me hysterical, and | cannot stand to be tied or restrained in
any way. My mother told me | went crazy at age 1 when she buckled me
into a high chair; she never did it again.

In Never-Never Land | think of tortures and handcuffs and chains. | used
to be aroused by reading about torture — well, | till am, actually, and yet
graphic violence in amovie turns my stomach, | will not watch it.

| didn't start really making up fantasies till | was 19 — they started out
just being re-creations of something 1'd read: 1I’d add my own ideas. You
can think up all kinds of stuff after reading True Romance or a Harlequin
novel. Or that’s how | started, because | didn’t know “nice people” thought
about things like that.

Certain ages bring up certain memories. When | was 8 | redlized that
rubbing against Raggedy Ann or a pillow felt nice. My mother raised hell,
so | waited till she wasn’t around. | didn’t connect what | was doing to sex
until | was 13 — | said | was retarded!

By the way, my mother’s attitude has relaxed quite a bit. | don’t think |
felt guilty — how could something that felt so good be wrong?

At 14 | saw a movie, lots of boys in tight jeans. | felt real strange and
then | thought, “So this is what a wet dream is like.” Afterward | thought
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of myself walking along that line of boys, camly picking which one |
wanted.

Here's my current fantasy: | live in the woods, and sinceit’s all a dream,
| have eectricity, etc. A man walks across my property. His age varies — if
| feed materna, he's 19 or 20; if | fea “usua” he's 26 or so; and if | fed
upset, he's anywhere from 30 to death, just so he's able to do whatever |
want.

So he's been lost for along time and | see he's hungry and dirty. | invite
him in but say he cannot eat until he's had a bath. My house has a nice big
bathtub, and for some reason he has no shyness, he just removes his clothes
and | conveniently misplace them. Sometimes | just watch him bathe,
mostly | wash him and end up in the tub with him or in a bed. | tell him
what to do and he obliges till we're both satisfied.

The violent ones: | chain him or tie his hands and tease, tease, tease, but
he can’t cometill | decide, and | don’t decide till he's miserable. Sometimes
no sex at al, not realy, I'm just dapping him, pulling his hair, and coming
like crazy. Sometimes out of boredom and to hear him yell | shave his legs
— always with soap, nobody should have that much pain. He objects and |
move north, removing every hair and threatening more if he isn't perfectly
dtill. | never castrate him, but he can never be sure, so he resigns himsealf to
losing some hair.

And, the $64,000,000 question? | am a virgin so everything is purely in-
vention — for now.

There's one more thing; I’'ve been baby-sitting for five years, over one
hundred kids and | have never, repeat never, had a little girl ask, “Why
does your chest stick out?’ Every little boy | know asks eventualy. And
men talk about penis envy! P.S. The kids | refer to are aged 3 or 4, if age
matters.

SUSIE

My nameis Susieand I'll turn 17 on October 14th.

I lost my virginity when | was 15. Since everyone was “doing it” |
wanted my first to be someone that | didn’t know. Someone that couldn’t
go around bragging about how he was my first. And the guy | chose was a
Marine. I'd met him once before. He told me a lot about himself and kept
asking me if | had changed my mind. | couldn’t understand why he was
trying to discourage me from doing this. But he couldn’t get me to change
my mind, and | guess he figured if it wasn't him it would be someone
else... and so he introduced me into the adult world. We were really close
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and | know he loved me... and now he's telling me that | was just his little
whore for six months.

Oh, I know what you're thinking!!! Y ou’ re thinking the same thing every
other adult does. Y ou're thinking, “What the hell does a 16-year-old know
about love?’ You're thinking of how foolish we young kids are. Right???
Don't deny it... because that’s what all you adults think. Why don’t adults
believe that we fed the same kind of pain that you do? Why don’'t you be-
lieve that we can care about someone just like you can care about some-
one?

| don't have a very high opinion of myself. | figured if everyone thought |
was a dut... | could be one. But it hurts. | feel trapped now. | don't fed
like I have the right to tell a guy no. But I’'m changing. | want to be able to
respect myself again. | tell al my friends to stay virgins until they love that
guy... and then | feel sad because so many told me that, and | didn’t listen.
It's true what they say, “That once you do... you can’t go back to holding
hands.” And the other day | got mad, and finally told this one kid that | had
no desire to jump into the sack with him — and | was surprised that he
didn’t hate me for refusing.

I’m waiting now for someone specia to come along again. | admit that |
get the urge to just go find someone and fuck his eyes out. It's hard. It's
hard to change. I'm only 16, and | can't go on screwing everything that
comes along. The hardest part is getting used to being without the sex.

Here is one of my fantasies: | left the restroom and joined the hustle of
the dance again. The scene was refreshing and exciting. The colored lights
danced off everyone's faces, and most of the people were moving in beat
with the loud music.

| wore a blue dress that came down to my mid-thighs. It shimmered un-
der the effects of the disco lights. But the best part of that night was how |
felt, and what | was planning to do. For my devious mind was thinking up
little schemes and | felt wicked. Only | knew that under this blue dress
there was nothing else: no panties, no bra... nothing. And it made me feel
as if | was intoxicated by the mysterious excitement. | felt nasty and
naughty, knowing that if 1 moved wrong, someone might get a fantastic
show of my bare body.

| sat at atable that put mein agood position to see a group of guys that
were standing near the wall watching the dancers. | checked them over and
decided | would make my move on the one that seemed to be the least inter-
ested in the dancers, and | thought of how to distract him.
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While sitting, my dress rode further up on my thighs and most of my legs
were exposed. | stared at that guy. | once read that if you stare at someone
they fed your eyes upon them and look your way.... Would it work?

Eventudly, his eyes came in my direction and he looked a me. | let a
trace of a smile come to my lips, then shifted dightly in my seat. His eyes
followed the shifting movements of my body, and | separated my legs so he
could see up my thighs. | watched the expression on his face register shock,
but then he just stared at my pussy as if disbelieving. The way his eyes
bore right into me brought a thraobbing to my cunt, and he brought his eyes
back up to mine... and | smiled seductively. | could imagine just then how
aroused he must be. After al, it's not every day you have someone showing
you their cunt in the middle of a crowded public place.

I got up and walked over to him and asked him to dance. He accepted.
The dance floor was so crowded that we kept bumping into everyone if we
moved too far apart. Therefore we danced very close to each other, bodies
moving to the music.

After afew songs he put one of his arms around my waist, and | rubbed
my body up against his. | pushed my hips up against his huge hard-on...
and we swayed to the music. He must’ve realized that no one was redly
paying much attention to us. The place was crowded with people overflow-
ing everywhere, but they were al having a good time laughing and dancing
and doing their own things so that no one even noticed us. He till had that
one hand on my waist, but | could feel the other dipping its way inch by
inch up my thighs. He was like a virgin schoolboy who gets really excited
and can't contain himsdlf... and he wedged a finger up my cunt. He kept
stroking that finger in and out, and | grew wetter and wetter. He'd dide his
finger in, dide it out, then dide in two, then dide them out, and dide in
three. He had big hands and huge fingers... and with three fingers it felt
like a very short but thick cock diding in and out of my pussy, and | was
getting excited. | started shifting up and down, diding myself along his fin-
gers in rhythm with the music. | placed my hand on his hard-on and could
fed through his jeans how extremely hard he was. He was hig, and |
wanted that fullness up my cunt now, not anymore of this finger-fucking
that gets me started but leaves me craving more. | unfastened his jeans, and
started jacking off that beautiful cock. | found it fascinating that people
were dancing all around us... and no one caught on to what we were doing.

| was begging to feel that cock travel deep inside me, and just thinking
about it had my cunt al wet and aching. | placed one hand around his neck
and with the other jammed that throbbing cock up my pussy. Right now |
didn’t care who saw what, | stood in front of him, legs spread and brought
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myself up and down on that cock real vigorousy. Harder and harder |
pumped, and he kept penetrating deeper and deeper.

All the people around just added to the excitement — and ours was boil-
ing! I could fedl his cock pushing its way deep up inside me... that fat prick
filling my heated passage... and oh, he felt so damn good, so wonderful. |
squeezed his dick with my muscles and | think he could have fainted from
the sensations it produced on him. He brought his hand down and began to
massage my clit. The music drowned out the strangled cries of my moan-
ing, and he began to thrust into me with such a savage hardness that |
feared he would surely bruise me, but the pleasure overcame the pain...
and | rode up and down on that dick cock... and he was diving into me
with such force my pussy began to contract... taking a hold of his cock...
squeezing that cock... right here in the middle of this dance floor | was
coming... and no one knew!

He kept thrusting and my pussy kept contracting, and soon | felt him
shoot al his come into me. He forced my hips still so that | couldn’t pull
away until he was done squirting his load of juice into me. Then he re-
treated and | was soaking. His come began descending down my thighs.

| looked a him, gave him a sweet smile. Gently, | kissed him on the
lips... then turned and left him there on the dance floor with his jeans hang-
ing open...

TINA

| am 16 years old, Caucasian and in the eleventh grade. | live in a small
town in Canada. | have been dating for almost two years. My mom is
pretty open about sex but she didn't want any of her girls dating until she
felt we were emotionally capable of having a boyfriend.

My sexua experiences began when | was about 9: masturbating — mas-
turbating with my sister, dogs, etc., until | turned 11 years old. Then | real-
ized that these things are not acceptable in our society. Unfortunately, or
fortunately, | fell in love with the right man too young — we both were.

He was my first boyfriend and our relationship lasted for about one and
a half years. We had a fantastic time. We lost our virginity to each other,
and | have never regretted it. | have talked to other girls who wish they
were still virgins, but | feel sorry for those having such a poor experience
for the first time.

Teenagers my age feel a lot of pressure to be “in.” That includes the
drugs, the alcohol and the sex. How a person feels about himsdf is re-
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flected in his actions. The “in” crowd usualy has more insecure and con-
fused individuals than the crowd that just stands on the sidelines.

When | lost my virginity, it was because | wanted my boyfriend to be my
first. He was senditive and gentle and in love with me. These ingredients are
important. Unfortunately, other youths don't have these chances, and the
guy is pressured to be laid and the girl is pressured to be innocent. This
circleisvicious. | blame this circle on the ignorant parents who promote it.
How can teens do what they want to do when their parents are trying to fit
them into a pre-formed mold? When a girl has a strong sexua appetite,
she's labeled a whore. A 17-year-old guy is labeled a fruit if he's still a
virgin. Sex should be and is a sensitive matter between two people. The
choice should be made freely.

The boyfriend | have now is a bit older than | am but more inhibited.
What I'd like to do is to dress myself up in garters, crotchless panties, a
skirt, spikes and a silk shirt, then corner my lover in the bedroom, threaten-
ing to spike him with my high hed if he doesn’t comply with my wishes.
I’'ve aways wanted to perform fellatio on him as | don’'t think he's ever
experienced it. Once I've got him hard and horny, I'd have him undress
himself and me, but leaving on my garters and panties. Then, have him
fuck me doggy style, traditionally and anally.

DEBBY

| am a 21-year-old married woman from a lower-middle-class back-
ground. | have had three and a half years of college and limited office work
experience. | am now unemployed, being seven and a half months pregnant
with my first child.

| was raised in an environment where any form of sexuality was re-
pressed in a completely unstated manner. | find myself in the all too typical
group of women who were conditioned to equate sex with love and never to
consider sex as the pleasurable activity it can be. This has led me to be-
come amost constantly insecure about my own sexuality even though my
husband is a very tender, loving and passionate man.

Up until age 20, | had engaged in no sexua activity whatsoever. | lost
my virginity to a rapist. Whatever feelings moved me to do so after that
event, | spent the next several months in the bar scene with a female friend
who considers herself to be a nymphomaniac. She would pick up men/ boys
on every possible occasion, while | went through the motions of doing the
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same, though | never really had the courage to actually have sex with any
of the men | had met.

Once | became an office worker, | found myself getting involved with a
married man, fearing any emotional ties in a sexual relationship. | then
graduated to actually picking up two men before my sexual relationship
with my soon-to-be husband began. All my sexual relationships preceding
my husband were the “get it up, get it in, get it on, get it out” type. Since
my husband was avirgin until he met me, we easily adapted to each other’s
sexual appetites. Our lovemaking is very satisfying to us both, athough |
have yet to have an orgasm from any of his stimulation. He tries very hard
to please me but to no avail orgasmically. This has led to deep insecurity
on his part. He was aready insecure when | met him, fearing the size of his
penis could never please any woman. | have gone to great lengths to reas-
sure him, though | have never faked an orgasm for his benefit.

Needless to say, my inability to come has made me a bit ambivalent to-
ward sex at times. | am able to enjoy numerous ecstatic orgasms through
masturbation but do not seem able to release my self-control in my hus-
band' s presence. Hence one of my fantasies.

I come home from a friend's house earlier than expected only to find my
husband in bed with my above-mentioned nymphomaniac friend. | am just
in time to witness him coming violently inside of her. | pull her off of him
with such force that she flies across the room. | announce to them both that
I am going to show just what a real woman can do. | proceed to rip off my
own clothes and sit on his face, rubbing my shaven cunt vigorously back
and forth while | grab his prick firmly with my mouth, licking and sucking
it while one hand fondles his balls and a finger fucks his asshole. Naturally,
as this is a fantasy, | come repeatedly, while my friend watches in awe.
When | have brought him close enough to his orgasm for it to hurt if | stop,
| do just that and instruct him to get his prick in my cunt from behind while
one of his hands dlides beneath my abdomen to massage my clitoris (a posi-
tion we actually refer to as making puppies). | tell him to fuck me dowly
until | find that I am close to my own orgasm. Then he fucks hard and fast
and deep until he and | both come with a tremendous shudder.

I do not anticipate the realization of this fantasy since (a) | have yet to
have an orgasm with my husband, and (b) | could not tolerate the very
thought of adultery. Let me aso note that my “friend” has designs on my
husband, but he takes his wedding vows very serioudy and would never
agree to any proposition on her part.
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WENDY

| am tired of hiding my feelings. | call it my Secret Side.

| am 25, three years out of college, majored in art education; Girl Friday
to the vice-president of product development in a smal company; single
with no dependants; never been married; overweight.

My sexual fantasies are usually acted out in a manner of which | am
ashamed: that of being a helpless, but rebellious and strong-willed dave
girl. I was introduced to this idea for a fantasy by the “Gor” novels written
by John Norman. | fantasize myself as sometimes being a beautiful,
blond-haired, green-eyed, dim, tall and healthy woman.

| am captured here on earth and taken to Gor, where | am inspected, col-
lared, branded and then forced to make love to a man who either is a guard
or someone (man) who owns me. I’'m worked, trained, beaten, loved; but |
am aways rebellious and have to be worn down into submission.

I’m awoman who has only participated in sexua intercourse twice in my
life, once when | was 19, and then again at age 23. | have a fear of it for
some reason. Please don’t think | don't like men. | have dated, and am dat-
ing now. Up until the young man | am dating now (who happens to be six
years younger) | have never really been cuddled or kissed a great dedl. The
others were (or seemed to be) afraid of women. This is understandable as |
was normally the first woman in their lives. | was aso the more aggressive
partner, in that | chose them and instigated all physical contact. The man |
am seeing now instigated this deal. “Ded” because | have no romantic in-
terest in him. | thought | was in love with the others; this one is just a
friend. He is the aggressive partner, which throws me off guard. I’'m not
used to being touched or kissed in the middle of the day while I’'m working.
(We both work in the same department).

A more recent fantasy, but not the first time it has ever happened, is
where the dave-master roles are reversed. In this one, which istheonel am
in the mood for lately, | am the owner of anisland | cal Dark Awl. On this
idand | am a dave mistress. | have both male and female guards under my
service and we train mae saves to be pleasing to women.

This fantasy is different because in it | don't make love to the daves, or
even to the guards. In it | only want to control the fate of the male daves. |
will admit, though, my victim is someone | am angry with, like my last
boyfriend. | want to make them hurt so bad that they pray for death just so
they can be released from the pain and humiliation | am causing them, or
make them feel so good that they wonder what is left, since they have
reached their absolute peak in pleasure.
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| reward those who please me with ajob suited to their interests and edu-
cation, or | can make them do the dirty jobs and suffer from the pain of the
strenuous work. | can give them dave girls to fulfill their physical needs or
tempt them cruelly by letting them watch dave girls dance, but not touch
them.

This one interests me because | don’t understand why | use it. The first
one is easy to understand. | feel it is typical, | have heard a lot about this
type of femae desire to be forced to do what she outwardly didn't want.
But the second one, where | don’t even sexually use the men — it puzzles
me. | can’t afford to figureit out, | don’t have time, and | am afraid to.

TERRI

I’ve aways worried that my fantasies (which | wasn't conscious of hav-
ing until my early 20s) were not “typical” of what | imagined most people’s
were. This is because | derive about 95 percent of my sexua excitement
from the man’s excitement instead of my own. Most of my fantasies re-
volve around seeing a man, usualy someone known to me, become increas-
ingly aroused sexually to the point where he loses all inhibitions and has a
very dramatic orgasm. | guess | like the idea of being able to excite a man
to such an extreme that he loses control. Thisin turn really arouses me. |
only fantasize for the purpose of achieving orgasm through masturbation.
During actua intercourse (or sexua activity) with another person | do not
find it desirable to fantasize, as this distracts me from the person I’'m with
and detracts from the experience itself. I've never had area inclination to
“act out” any masturbatory fantasies with another person, probably be-
cause | doubt they’d be very satisfying in redlity.

As for the fantasies, they are usualy confined to these themes: (a) being
seduced by a very assertive, sexual, sensua older man who ultimately
“loses control” and “abandons himsalf’ to me; (b) listening to an attractive,
sexy man tell me al kinds of sexud things he'd like to do with me, experi-
encing his growing excitement, and watching/listening to him masturbate
himsalf to orgasm; (c) imagining myself as a high-class prostitute who ex-
cites older, conservative men to the point of orgasm. | also fantasize a lot
about men’s sexual “talk” or moaning & crying out as this excites me alot.
As | said earlier, most of my fantasies center around what the men are ex-
periencing — my excitement is thus vicarious, and that’s what worries me.

This seems especially odd, since my mother was aways a very sexua,
sensual woman who never let her motherhood role interfere with her
sexuality. She carried on an active sexual relationship with al of her four
husbands and always made her satisfaction a priority. While sex was not
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bands and aways made her satisfaction a priority. While sex was not usu-
ally discussed in my family life, it was never hidden either. | often heard the
sounds of lovemaking emanating from my mother/stepfathers’ bedroom(s),
which is probably why sounds like those are so important to me when it
comes to getting aroused. Another possibly relevant factor in my family life
& later fantasies was that | was sexually approached and physicaly mo-
lested from ages 10 to 13 by my first (& longest-lasting) stepfather. While
at the time (& for years later) these experiences were very frightening con-
fusing, & produced much hogtility (& distrust) in me toward men, ever
since my early adulthood, & since my stepfather’s death, their memory has
taken on an erotic quality. | now fantasize about being seduced (not mo-
lested) by my stepfather, and enjoying the “power” | fantasize having over
him to excite him & make him lose control. He was an extremely authori-
tarian, domineering and sadistic/punitive man who aternately had a warm
and charming side. | thus believe he had quite an impact on the ultimate
development of my sexud fantasy life. | just wish | could learn to fantasize
more directly about myself instead of being so focused on men and their
sexual reactions.

By the way, I’'m a 29-year-old WASP, single, never married. | have a
graduate (master’s) professiona degree in one of the menta hedth sci-
ences/arts, and | work full time, in my professonal capacity earning
$18,000 yearly. Thanks for listening to al this. It was helpful to me to
writeit al down.

P.S. | guess | should say that | basically distrust & often dislike/ disre-
spect men in general — and that your book Men in Love has helped me fed
a lot less down on them as a group. It was lovely to see that they don't
seem to despise us (women) as much as my experiences have told me they
do.

CHERE

I’ve read sexy novels since | was 13 or 14. | was never redly interested
in sex with someone (I didn’t think I'd ever find anyone who cared) until |
was 16 or 17, when | met a guy who liked me and was a specia person.
I'm redlly an attractive woman, but in high school | didn’t date. I'm 20
years old, white, and just got dumped — or used — again. Oh, it's okay if a
woman likes sex with someone she loves, cares about and trusts enough,
but that’s not the woman a man will marry. | guess | believed those books
where the heroine is independent, sexual and the man marries her. Hah,
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nowadays we all know the man would use her, then throw her away like a
toy. Thisismy fantasy:

I’'m an American beauty visiting England. | charm my way, by honesty
and frankness, to the upper crust of the nobility. Some fantastic blond,
blue-eyed hunk becomes intrigued by my unusual honesty & beauty. I'm
20, with brown hair and beautiful hazel eyes. I'm proud of my sexuality,
although my relationships end unhappily for me (but not unhappily for my
boyfriends — they dump me). This man (Jason) could have any beauty in
England. | have the qualities these beauties lack, | care, love and tell the
truth. He approaches me in the midst of a crowd of admirers, taking me off.
He suggests we go see his ship. On board his ship is a spacious bunk,
which we sit on to talk. I'm appalled by our society’s hypocriticalness. It's
okay to be sexual, but then when it comes to marriage men want virgins, or
nonsexua women. | think men & women are beautiful whether they have
clothes on or not.

Jason suggests wine. We drink a bottle or two, | knowing full well he
wants me to get drunk, but | don’t.

“If you wish to make love to me, just ask! I’'m not avirgin, nor do | like
to play games,” | shout.

By his surprised look, | know Jason had expected me to get drunk, then
he would have seduced me. Instead | dowly undress him. | eat him gently
and dowly as he undresses me. He grabs me, caressing every part of my
body. He makes sure I’'m ready by eating me, while | watch hisloving eyes.
Next he asks me how I'd like to make love (I hate men who don't treat you
as a partner, just athing to use). | crawl on top of him. | make love to him
wildly & passionately, enjoying his smiles. He teases me, making me laugh
despite the rushes of pleasure I'm receiving (I love to laugh & have fun
with my boyfriend in bed, it's not as big a dea as some people think. Mar-
ried couples on the average make love about an hour aweek!). He jerks up
in climax as | descend on him with several orgasms (the true test of loveis
that most women who fedl relaxed & loved enough will have orgasms). He
rushes me off to the nearest priest, vowing never to lose me or my love.

RUTH

I'm 21, a college senior and student teacher. | have just one gorgeous
fantasy-into-reality.

One of the brattiest of my students is a 15-year-old boy. He makes life
miserable for the girls, flirting with and teasing them. | didn’t like him and
had to speak to him often, but for some strange reason he attracts me sexu-
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ally. Perhaps not so strange — he's androgynous, like a young Mick Jagger.
| found I liked punishing him when he' d tease the girls—like | wasagirl he
couldn’t push around. | found great sexual tension in dealing with this boy.
| found | redly enjoyed humiliating him in front of the other students and
loved the seething resentment he showed. It was the first time | ever had
sexual feelings for someone | didiked. | found myself getting off at home
thinking about making him have sex with me. I’ve been londly lately, and
masturbating has been a great comfort to me. Anyway, | determined to act
out my fantasy. One day after this boy had been particularly bitchy, | had
him come home with me after school (my parents are often away abroad).
He had a lot of bravado with the girls, but | sensed he was terrified of a
real woman. When we got home | changed into my aerobic outfit and gave
him some work to do while | worked out. | started to flirt with him and he
didn't know what to do. He had never been in the submissive position be-
fore. | lectured him, telling him I’d show him what it was like to be treated
like a sex object. | told him what a cute behind he had and that he deserved
a good spanking. | made him pull down his jeans and lie across my lap in
his shorts. He has a gorgeous ass and | love spanking it. He gets a violent
erection and | start teasing him about it. Then | tell him | know a cure for
it. But first he has to satisfy me. | sit on the couch in my aerobic suit and
tell him he has to kiss me wherever | say. | make him start on my back and
it is so fantastic. | am in complete control and have him doing what | want.
Finaly, when | get really lubricated, | have him do cunnilingus through my
aerobic suit. | press his head into me and finally | have this fantastic or-
gasm. Then, to his amazement, | make him give me several orgasms, each
one better than the last! | had never been this sexua in my life and it’s fan-
tastic because I'm in control. | can do whatever | want! When | am satis-
fied, I make him put his hands behind his back and | tie them with one of
my stockings. Then | play with his penis and tease him — finaly making
him climax when | want him to. Then | hand him his pants and tell him
never to give me or the girlsin school any trouble again. He leaves and | lie
down on the couch, triumphant.

P.S. He's been so cooperative since. | guess he's learned about liberated
women!

NINA

| am a 17-year-old female.
| was molested by two different men (both neighbors and “friends’)
when | was 6 years old. My parents found out, and severely punished me.
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For years, this was a major block for me. Men scared me, and | felt that it
was my own fault | was molested. For years the thought of sex disgusted
me and | vowed never to “do it.”

Later | had a mutual masturbation incident with a femae friend, and an-
other sexual incident with one other female friend. | was about 14 years
old, and masturbating regularly, athough | never came.

The first males | was close to were homosexuals, and my first lovers
were male homosexuals. The first man | ever touched, gave ora to, and
later had sex with, was extremely gentle, kind and encouraging. | pride my-
self on being extremely “good,” especidly at giving oral (since | learned it
from gay men), but it bothers me when a man refuses to give me oral back.
For thrills, | used to pick up men for one-night stands. Internaly, | felt too
vulnerable and scared, so | became as aggressive as hell to prove to myself
that | could, so that | wouldn’'t be conquered by my fear.

| feel that |1 have worked things out better with myself now. | have had
one love (and only one lover) for ayear now, and he is the most wonderful
man | have ever known. With his help, | came for the first time. He and |
have gotten extensively into expressing ourselves in our lovemaking, and
we have tried many things, including bondage (both ways), oral and anal.
Heis 19 and had never even kissed a woman until me.

With this lover | have found that most of my fantasies can be lived ouit.
We have a game where we play different characters; for instance, once he
played a tutor and | played a student he seduced. There are some fantasies,
though, that he just can’t live out with me. | was with two men once, and
they were both concentrating on me. It was delightful, and | would love to
try it again. Also | have fantasies of seducing virgins who are just dying to
have me climb onto their iff, dripping pricks. | think a lot about what it
would be like to be a man and make love to another man. | know that |
could have kept my one gay lover if | had only had a penis. But | love my
body — my large, firm breasts, my beautiful, aromatic twat. | resent men
(and women) who don’'t see the beauty in it.

My lover has a fantasy that | would like to help him fulfill. He would
like to see two women making love to each other. | am willing, but the les-
bians | know do not take sex lightly, and | love them for their minds, not
their bodies. Somehow, it would seem like an affront to approach them on a
sexual basis.

My parents were confusing to me when | was younger. They pressed me
into believing sex was bad, but both were having their affairs on the side.
Now they are divorced, and it is a bit more out in the open. | wonder often
if my mother comes regularly, and how much enjoyment she gets out of
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sex. She never discusses it with me, and when | try to discuss it with her
she gets embarrassed and changes the subject.

| have fantasies about being attacked by a rapist. In these fantasies | a-
ways fight him off, and practically kill him in the process. | have an anger
toward men that | release by thinking about being violent toward one. |
could hurt someone who is trying to hurt me.

Do many of my fantasies focus on dominating a man? Several men have
told me | act very mannish, and | have been criticized for it a few times
(athough | have aso been complimented for it).

| have aso been called a dut, whore, bitch, nympho... 1 wish men would
quit judging me. The men who tend to do the name-calling are extremely
sexual themsdlves. | love men, their bodies and their minds, but sometimes
they make that love so difficult. Sex is “making love’ to me, and it has to
include gentleness, tenderness and caring. Men are generally the ones that
attach ownership, domination, violence. | don’'t want to be owned, domi-
nated or beat up by anyone.

I am an honor student at school and have been accepted for thisfall term
a a private college in the Midwest. My family is poor, but | have received
afull scholarship. | want you to know this so you are aware of the fact that
I am not stupid. Education is extremely important to me.

“LOOK AT ME!" THE POWER OF THE
EXHIBITIONIST

No chapter on women’'s power over men would be complete without
mention of the exhibitionist, she who draws men’s eyes to her body and
holds them, captures them, controlling what they are feding until that time
when she aone decides the show is over.

When | began writing books twenty years ago, the scientific word from
the behaviora world was that men were the voyeurs and women the exhibi-
tionists. Since | had always been a voyeureuse, first, guardedly as a young
girl, and then more blatantly as feminism gathered heat, | bit my tongue but
assumed there had to be others like me. | remember the first television show
| appeared on in 1973 and its host, David Susskind, dropping his clipboard
when | announced, apropos of my new book, My Secret Garden, that | was
an incurable crotch watcher.

By then | knew | was “not the only one” who enjoyed looking at men in
their skin-tight jeans, shirts open to the navel; men in the 1970s were be-
ginning to taste the pleasure and power of being admired not for their
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wealth and professional status but for the beauty of their bodies. As women
began to move more steadily into men’s turf, the workplace, the power bal-
ance between the sexes was adjusting accordingly; men began to allow
themselves some of women's traditional power source, looking good. And
women looked. In 1972 Cosmopolitan ran its first nude centerfold — of
Burt Reynolds — and in 1973 Playgirl published its first al-mae nudie is-
sue for women. Initially the experts grumbled that women were simply not
aroused by looking at these naked men, and Playgirl’s shaky first years
bore them out; it took time for women to learn to look, to relax sufficiently
for the circuitry between visua focus and sexual arousal to run its natural
course. Today we voyeureuses gaze unabashedly at the beauty of the naked
male and get warm al over.

As our consumer culture recognized the money to be made by including
men in the business of beauty, the media, the grooming and fashion indus-
tries, and the advertising that goes with them began to encourage men to
pursue beauty as an end in itself.

It was a healthy move. Narcissism and exhibitionism are a basic part of
life. They are the reasons some people want to be famous, or other people
perform philanthropic works. On the most primitive level, there is a need
for us to feel we exist in the eyes of the people who are significant to us.
My own books are exhibitionigtic; the mgjority of women who contributed
to this book signed their names because they wanted to be real to me. Even
if I have published their fantasies under pseudonyms, they can still point
them out to their friends and say, “See —thisis me!” It gives them afedling
they exist and may even be admired in the world beyond their known
boundaries. In the face of the existential indifference of the universe, our
exhibitionism gives us a sense that we matter after al.

Long before an infant can talk, we can feel our mother’s and father’s
loving gaze directed at us. It is like being warmed by the sun. The more we
see ourselves reflected adoringly in our parents eyes, the more we interject
the idea, make it a part of ourselves. It is the beginning of alifelong feeling
of value. From our parents, we learn as children to love and admire our-
selves. When we grow up, the feeling lives within us till. For women, this
inner sense of value makes us better able to take the later, inevitable batter-
ing of the femae ego every woman occasionally suffers in the automatic
comparison with other women, a competition fueled by the billion-dollar
energy of the fashion and cosmetic industries.

There will aways be someone more beautiful than we. If our narcissism
was fed enough when we were little, we may till find ourselves a bit envi-
ous, but it will not depress us or fill us with feelings of worthlessness.
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Fantasies of exhibitionism fill this gap. They tell us that we are beautiful,
that we have aright to love.

| have a great affection for the women in this chapter. In many ways they
show a healthy determination to give themselves the attention they fed they
are not getting from the world, refusing to be drowned in self-pity for past
deprivation, demeaned or diminished because the face they see in the mirror
is not as beautiful as their neighbor’s. In their fantasies, they are their best
friends.

If you believe you are beautiful, the people around you are likely to think
S0 too. It is not easy. Our culture is alegacy of our English inheritance; it
puts a premium on understatement, self-effacement; there is a terrific pen-
alty attached to bragging, “thinking too much of yourself.” When a politi-
cian wants to win votes, he starts out with a joke at his own expense. When
a woman wears a beautiful new dress, she quickly deflects the very com-
pliments she sought, assuaging envy by telling others that “this old thing”
is a hand-me-down.

In awoman’s exhibitionistic fantasies, al limits are removed. Her talent
for putting on her clothes in redlity is surpassed only by her expertise in
taking them off in fantasy. If the real world crowns her Priestess of the
Garment Industry, her unconscious knows that is not where it’s at. Clothes
do not a woman make. In her fantasies, she gets approval and applause at
the core, where it counts: naked, bare-assed, bared cunt, fucking a fresco.

No wonder so many women enjoy exhibiting their naked bodies to the
cheers and applause of al around them in fantasy; women spend their lives
juggling how much to show, how much to hide. A bit more cleavage and
they are daring, a wow. A bit more, and their husband grows angry. Fash-
ion is powerful because it gives women social approva for revealing what
al other women are revedling that year; it tells them to hide what al other
women are hiding. In fantases, women don't need this permission; all
anxieties are removed.

When feminism was building strength twenty years ago, beauty was out-
lawed. Feminists realized if there was ever going to be an army of women,
competition over beauty had to go. But even at the height of the revolt
against the fashion and beauty business, the human need to be seen, to be
looked at and recognized as someone special, did not go away. The compe-
tition went on. Only the rules were changed, the standards reversed. It be-
came a badge of honor (but aso a proclamation of youth) to eschew
makeup, wear old jeans, a shapeless dress, and generally turn your back on
the entire ethos that made a woman's looks her only riches. If Vogue
magazine beauty was out, strange, bizarre, funky, and freaky were in.
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While seeming to resign from the beauty contest, women didn’'t stop run-
ning at al. They demanded that their souls be seen behind the ugly,
meta-rimmed spectacles, their true worth discerned behind the “irrelevant”
dimple, curl of hair, or curve of breast. And yet the parties of those years,
populated by women in costumes that denied the importance of the flesh,
were aso the ones that most often ended with the same women taking off
all their clothes to show more flesh than the law allows.

Before we can be loved, we must be seen. If there were ever area In-
visible Man, he would go mad and cease to believe in his own existence.

Basically, there are two different forms of exhibitionistic fantasy. The
first is exhibition of oneself — to gain personal approval and admiration.
The other great theme is performing sexua acts where, accidentally or not,
the woman is observed. In these, the approval the woman seeks is the right
to her sexual desires, feelings; her ability to arouse an audience shows what
“area woman” sheis. In some fantasies, the public fucking or masturba-
tion goes unobserved; no one at the cocktail party points a finger of shame.
At other times, as when the woman imagines herself a stripper, the audi-
ence is meant to look and applaud. While the two themes may be combined
in one fantasy, they should not be confused. The first is admiration for one-
self. The second is approval of the woman's sexuality.

Take the female striptease, a performance usually misunderstood in real-
ity and extremely popular in fantasy. Strippers are not so much performing
a sexual act as involving the audience in their own narcisssm. Most men
who frequent burlesque houses are true voyeurs; they don’t want sex, they
want to look, to feast their eyes. They enjoy akind of pregenital stimulation
they get from seeing the woman strip, just as much as she enjoys their ad-
miration. She doesn't want sex from them; they don’t want it from her.
That isthe bargain.

The angry feminists who stand on street corners yelling at passersby to
sign petitions against the “bad people” (men) who disparage women in
so-called pornographic films and magazines would have us believe their
fantasy: no woman would flaunt her naked genitals in front of a camera
lens unless coerced by men. These embittered women would do a greater
social service turning their outrage against the 70 cents women earn to
men’s dollar. This is real belittlement of women. Why don’t they go to
Washington and demand better day-care centers? That is not, however, the
fantasy that arouses them.

| am sure there are some evil people in the skin business who take advan-
tage of women. But every industry has its share of cregps who humiliate
others, its bullies and perverts who beat up on people littler than they. The
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“bad men” who make “sex objects’ out of women are as likely to turn up in
a blue-chip corporation as in the photography studio at Penthouse.

What is generaly overlooked is that the great majority of women in bur-
lesque houses and in the pages of Playboy and Penthouse have chosen to
be there. These women like to take their clothes off and spread their legsin
front of an audience. You don't see big-breasted women with great legs
picketing burlesque houses or joining their petition-waving sisters on the
street corners, crying, “They made me doit!” No one made them do it. That
is probably what is driving the angry feminists crazy — not rage at the en-
trepreneurs but at the naked women who dared to break The Rules against
exhibitionism on which all girls are raised. How dare they! How dare they
get into that power al little girls swore at mother’s knee never to use, the
power of their naked breasts, the hint of what lies beneath the dirndl skirt,
between the carefully crossed legs!

How dare these exhibitionistic women use this power to excite and en-
dave men, thus proving themselves more womanly, more powerful than all
the other girls. What the naked, smiling women with the full lips and tou-
ded hair are doing, God forbid, is opening the doors to competition, goad-
ing other women to “show theirs’ too. Untenable! Unacceptable! But do the
angry feminists attack the exhibitionists? Absolutely not. Women are too
frightened of the wrath of other women, of tapping into the pool of rage
that would open the floodgates. As aways, they go for the easier, safer tar-
get: men.

The women with exhibitionistic fantasies refuse to live by women's
asexual rules; they have needs to be met that are stronger than the need for
other women's approval. They want admiration of their lovely behinds,
their beautiful breasts, a vagina that drives men mad, approval of their na-
ked, most vulnerable salves.

Some of these women place their exhibitionism in the most public scenes
they can imagine, thus flirting with the delicious thrill of scandaizing eve-
ryone. One would expect cries of outrage and shame. But instead of reject-
ing the woman as she has been taught to expect, the people watching her do
not act shocked, they do not think her strange or outrageous. She is every-
one's heroine, so splendid that they applaud and even joiniin.

“I get off on inadvertent and ‘innocent’ exhibitionism,” says Shelly, “and
amost al of my fantasies revolve around someone viewing some of my
naked charms and being driven to a frenzy of lust a the sight... The
thought that I’'m showing this man exactly what he's dying to see is more
than my little pussy can take.”
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“1 am a small-boned, thin, petite woman who generally dresses conserva-
tively,” says Helga, “and probably would not be considered sexy by the
man on the street due to my small stature, small boobs, and non-slutty ap-
pearance. | am not one to attract attention to myself (read: a nice girl).
However, one of my favorite themes of fantasy is that of exhibitionism.
Many times while making love, when | fedl like | am ready to build up to
an orgasm, | imagine that our lovemaking session is being filmed or being
watched by many horny men who are masturbating. Sometimes | imagine
that | am being posed and photographed for a man’s magazine or that | am
masturbating and being watched through the window by a horny mae
neighbor.”

On behalf of both the voyeur and the exhibitionist, let me add that for
every woman who cringes when the construction workers whistle at her
passing, there is a woman who anticipates the attention halfway up the
block and would be crestfallen if heads didn’t turn. Yes, it is embarrassing
and humiliating to have obscenities yelled, unsettling for anyone, male or
female, to be stared at too long. But it can aso be a very heady power trip
to be able to draw people’'s eyes and hold their attention, even control their
behavior with your body. The women in the fantasies that follow have glo-
rious orgasms imagining people being aroused by their naked bodies.
Sometimes the fantasy is so deliciousit dips over into redlity.

Donna takes great pride in “flaunting” her breasts in redity; she wears
tight, reveding clothes that say, Look a me! In fantasy she imagines a
group of men watching her have sex with another man, “enjoying the
sights, sounds and smell of me and Bobby so much that they’ re beating off.
What a rush of power | felt at that moment. To know that | could do that to
SO many men at oncel”

In Susan's fantasies, she undresses men she's seen and admired on the
street. One night, in reality, she asks the manager of a strip joint if she can
“try my luck.” She starts dancing, taking off her clothes, and as the men
cheer, “I had juice running down my legs... | never felt so powerful be-
forel”

While the women in My Secret Garden also loved the thrill of exhibiting
themselves in their fantasies, they did not have this conscious sense of
power these new women refer to again and again. Those earlier women
may have been aroused to orgasm by what they were imagining, but it was
the thrill of the forbidden, rather than a sense of having created a situation
where they had some control, that excited them. It is a very significant dif-
ference of intent.
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| am not sure whether women’'s new sense of the power of their beauty
extends to a sequential awareness of their responsibility for the erotic
wheels they have set in motion by drawing attention to themselves. My own
observation is that not enough time has yet gone by for women to responsi-
bly admit, “Okay, now that I’ ve spent two hours putting myself together, |
can gracioudly handle the commotion I'm going to stir up when | enter the
room.”

Traditionally, a woman would spend those same hours in front of a mir-
ror; she saw the transparency of her blouse, the ass-tight fit of her skirt, but
when the hard-hats on the street whistled, she was ill at ease, frightened,
even angered. Why were they looking at her that way? she wondered help-
lessly. Raised to cultivate her beauty, to draw men’s eyes to her so that one
would pick her and take care of her, she was simultaneously conditioned
not to use her beauty, to be aware of it. “Beauty is only skin deep,” mother
warned her little daughter, even as she tugged once more at the girl’s skirt,
recombed her hair, and polished her face.

When the Wicked Queen calls for Snow White's heart, because her mir-
ror has informed her that she has been outstripped in beauty, the fairy tale
warns little girls, even today, that there is danger in beauty. Fairy tales
carry the wisdom of the ages; that is why they last and are passed down
from generation to generation. So long as the most beautiful woman got the
most powerful man and men were women’'s only source of power, the role
of beauty was too crucia to be discussed. It is only since women have de-
veloped alternative sources of economic security and identity that the taboo
subject of the power of their beauty has begun to be researched and written
about.

Because women now buy their own beauty products, they can look in the
mirror with more honest scrutiny. They want to get their money’s worth.
Having paid for it, awoman begins to feel beauty is something she can use.
That is an unladylike idea; 1'd go even further and say it is very unfeminist
and not at all politically correct. There are still societal forces that resist the
notion of women using the power of beauty in an up-front manner. What
we have today is awar not just between women but within the woman her-
self: how consciously should a woman admit to beauty and use it to get
what she wants?

Maybe now that men have entered the beauty arena, the question will be
forced. | recently read a survey where the great majority of men admitted
freely to using their physical assets to whatever advantage they could.
Without women's early training in the denia of beauty’s power, men see
their looks as cash in hand, money in the bank.
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“Don’'t hate me because I’'m beautiful,” says the gorgeous woman in a
popular advertisement. If we are ready to sell beauty products through an
admission of envy between women over beauty, perhaps we are close to
also admitting to women's ancient competition for the eye of the beholder,
not as a mindless sport devised by wicked men to set women against one
another, but as a powerful force in natural selection, one that is built into
the species. What has always made the competition so deadly is women's
denial that it exists.

Which forces the unkind but necessary question as to whether the wrath
of the enraged women on the street corners hasn’t something to do with the
choices they have made — not to look good, not to compete. Maybe mama
didn't adore them when they were little; maybe their sister was prettier, or
daddy didn’t tell them they were lovely at adolescence; it could be that they
were once so damn beautiful they couldn’t stand the envy of the other girls
and so decided to put on weight, leave their hair unwashed, and join the
enemy rather than compete.

Whatever the reason for their present rage, they certainly don’'t have that
inner vision of themselves as irresistible which is what the naked women in
the skin magazines share as they make love to the camera lens, totally con-
vinced that the eye of the beholder adores them.

I remember Clare Boothe Luce saying near the end of her illustrious life
that what she missed more than al the honors she'd achieved was “my
beauty.” She was a tough competitor, an honest exhibitionist who refused
to deny the power of her beauty, for which sin, it has been noted in one of
her biographies, she was never welcomed at the famous (not very pretty)
Algonquin Roundtable.

If only the women on the street corners got it. The woman in this chapter
certainly do.

A postscript: Thisis not an inconsequential afterthought but is set apart
because it is so very important. | refer to the double standard of exhibition-
ism, and more specificaly, to how inappropriate, even dangerous it is to-
day, when men’s and women'’ s roles have shifted so dramatically.

Consider the man who exhibits himself publicly, who opens his raincoat
and exposes his genitals. He is labeled a pervert and is jailed. What then
are the rules, the law regarding the woman who decides to leave her panties
at home and spread her legs on the cross-town bus, or who stand naked in
front of the window while she masturbates?

Throughout this book, and in this section in particular, women speak of
exhibitionism not just in fantasy, where it is safe, but in redlity, as if there



Women On Top 169

were no responsibility or danger attached. They describe these ideas guilt-
lesdy, innocently, because they think they are safe; they act like children in
their real exhibitionism, because childhood is where they were first lied to
about the redlity of the power of women’s beauty.

The naked female body, the blouse unbuttoned, the braless breasts, but-
tocks cheeks, labia lips apparent beneath the chic body suit, certainly the
exposed female genitals, are powerful forces that often set certain irre-
versible actions in motion. Men are raised to take these signs as very sg-
nificant indications of sexua interest, even an invitation to sex. What do
men know or care about the latest “fashion statement” ? The woman, on the
other hand, davishly follows the current trend, enjoying the new permission
to show more than was allowed last year. She has been raised to deny the
power of her body even as she uses it; she flashes, she teases, and when the
man responds beyond her limits of what is acceptable, she cries “ Crimina
act!” She honestly feds humiliated, violated. What does she know of her
responsibility in the powerful role of women's beauty in the man/woman
relationship?

The double standard of exhibitionism was informally, nonverbally agreed
upon in patriarchal society, when women had little else but their beauty
with which to barter. It was a time when men’'s anger at women was more
controlled, defended againgt, a time when men had economic power over
women'’s lives. Men put up with “cockteasers’ because that’s how “girls’
were — pretty little things who needed a man to keep them in line, take care
of them.

But the great majority of women in this chapter aren’t waiting for a man
to provide for them. Nonetheless, they till like “to show off what I've got,”
as Edie puts it, “without being obliged to fuck.” Should a man grab her
breasts, try to shove his penisin her visible vagina, she would cry “Rape’

| am, of course, against rape, and there are certainly instances of viola-
tion that have nothing to do with physical appearance and exhibitionism.
But precisely because the crime is so heinous, isn't it imperative that we try
to understand the role exhibitionism can play? The mixed signas, the com-
plicated mating roles and rituals that have their roots in earliest childhood
can often contribute to that terrible act of adult anger, especially to what is
called “ acquaintance rape.”

Women's beauty and exhibitionism play a major role in the mating rit-
ual. It is time we acknowledged the function and importance of beauty in
women'’s lives, not as a “male plot” but as a pursuit women enter into in
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their earliest femae-to-female competitions. The power of exhibitionism,
should we choose to useiit, is our responsibility.

SUSAN

I am female, 28, a college graduate (though currently a housewife with
two children) and married for amost six years.

My sexual experiences started at age 16 years 1 month. It was a total
disaster — Mark was only a year older than | and no more experienced. He
only got his penis in an inch when he came. | was truly disappointed. | fig-
ured if | was “going al the way” there had better be bells or something, but
al | felt was used and unfulfilled. We eventually broke up and then | met
THE MAN WHO TURNED ME ON TO SEX.

We had wonderful times in bed together — in a few months | was able to
have an orgasm during sex with just his penis stimulating me. I’ve never
had an orgasm since then without using a vibrator.

| always felt that my relationship with this man was the turning point in
my life. My orgasms with him (Look, Ma, no hands!) so affected me that |
wanted more just like it. Now | have masturbated to orgasm since | was a
small child. I remember masturbating before | was even in kindergarten. So
it isnot like | had been unfulfilled, but | enjoyed it so much more when the
man was able to pleasure me, rather than doing all the work myself.

My husband, Jim, has aways been turned on by strippers, and he told
me that while he had been in Vietnam, during a trip to Saigon, he and sev-
eral officers had been drinking beer and smoking dope and ended up in a
strip joint (and a little more). The stripper was doing an act where she was
giving blow jobs and letting guys fuck her. Jim said one of the officers bet
him that he (Jim) couldn’t do anything that could top the act that was going
on. Jm grabbed the girl from some guy who was screwing her, laid her on
her back on the table where he had been sitting, and proceeded to eat her
pussy out, come and all.

When we passed a strip joint that night, | made him stop and we went in.
We had a couple of beers (we had been smoking dope earlier) and | asked
the manager if | could get up and try my luck. The manager agreed and |
amost wet my pants from excitement and/or dread. Jim had a hard-on that
I thought would bust his zipper. | got up and started dancing to “ Queen of
the Silver Dollar” (a Country Western tune) and | started taking off my
clothes. The men were cheering and | had juice running down my legs, and
the whole time Jim looked like he was about to cream in his jeans! | never
felt so powerful before! When the record was over there was twenty-five



Women On Top 171

dollars in tips on the stage; not bad for three and a half minutes of work!
Jm could hardly get me out of there fast enough after that performance.
We had to stop twice on the way home so he could eat me and fuck me. We
kept it up till the sun came up. It was fantastic! We talked about my per-
formance for months. | fantasize about it when | masturbate.

DONNA

One evening, while | was reading Men in Love, my husband asked what |
was so engrossed in. | guess he had seen the smile occasionally cross my
face and the twinkle in my eye when | read a fantasy that particularly ap-
pealed to me. We took the chance to redlly talk about our sex life and how
it had fizzled out these last few months. (He couldn’t last long enough for
me to enjoy it and it was always the same. So why bother?)

After hours of trying to get to the reason he no longer enjoyed sex it fi-
nally came out. He had been fantasizing about repeating an experience he
had with a man a couple of years ago. (I knew about the experience before
I married him. So what?) He actually thought he was going gay because he
thought about it so much. He talked of the guilt he felt because, “1 actually
did that.” Then | let him read Men in Love. What a change it made in him
to know he wasn't aone. He redlized that it was a fantasy and not some-
thing he really wanted to repeat.

His endurance improved and he was able to ask me to do things to him
that he hadn’t the guts to ask for before. Just simple things like sucking his
balls and putting a finger or dildo in his ass when | give him head. (I guess
he thought | would think he was weird or something.)

| am a 23-year-old housewife. High school isasfar as | got before join-
ing the navy for four years.

| was brought up in a fairly strict household where sex was rarely, if
ever, discussed. (I even heard my father once call it “monthly rape.”)

When | was in junior high | developed faster than most girls my age. In
one year | went from a nice 36B to what | am now, 38D. (You should see
the stretch marks!)

| had to adjust quickly to al the attention my prominent figure was get-
ting me. At first the jokes made me cry. As| got into high school | had de-
veloped a good sense of humor about it (or them, | should say). | had a
comeback for every tit joke anyone could throw at me.

This is such a breast-oriented society that | took great pride in what na-
ture had bestowed on me, and started my long adventure in flaunting my
breasts. | wore tight sweaters and low-cut blouses that proceeded to drive
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my mother crazy. So when | joined the navy at 18 and was free from that
heavy hand of guilt over me, | went crazy.

Everything | owned showed off my tits. They were cut to show the great-
est amount without getting me arrested. Even the coverals | wore for work
in the engine room had a great zipper in front. | used to wear a low-cut
Frederick’s bra and unzip the coverdls to the small band of material that
held the cups together. | loved the distraction | created.

Needless to say, | was never without a lover while in the navy. (With the
odds of two hundred to one when the fleet was in, how could you lose?)

The navy is also where | developed this little quirk | have: | love to fan-
tasize | am being watched when I’'m making love or masturbating. It started
because of a rea experience that was part of my sex life for amost two
years. When you live in a barracks with hundreds of other people you learn
to take sex where you can get it. Of course it is againgt the rules to have
anyone of the opposite sex in your room after taps but no one cared. It
happened all the time.

My lover and | used to deep on some cushions on the floor of our
friend’s room in the men's barracks. (There were aways extra bodies
around. Usually friends off the ships.) The usua occupancy of the room
was two, but this particular night there were two extra, not counting my
lover and | (all male of course). Two were in bed, one on the couch and one
on the floor.

After along night of partying we shut off the lights. Everyone gets into
their own beds for the night after taking off their clothes. (Unfortunately
I’'m dightly night-blind!) I’ve never known a sailor who wears pajamas to
deepin.

Anyway, my lover (Bobby) and | are not redly tired. | lie there trying to
get to deep but it's no use. | reach over to Bobby, who's on his side with
his back to me. | press my tits against his back and reach down to his cock.
It's as hard as arock. He' s not adeep either. He rolls over and gives me a
long, deep kiss. At the same time he runs his hands down to my twat and
dtarts playing with my clit. The room seems hot as we throw off the blan-
ket. We don't say anything. We just lie there for a minute, stroking and
fondling each other.

Bobby moves from my mouth to my tits, sucking in al he can get. He
goes from one nipple to the other, running his tongue around it then sucking
and biting them when they stand up for him.

He dowly travels down my stomach to my thighs, licking and kissing as
he goes. He gets between my eagerly spread legs. | know what's coming
next and I'm so hot | can’'t stand it. When it comes to eating pussy, Bobby
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is the best there is. | call him “the fastest tongue in the West.” | love for
him to eat me. | can never get enough of it.

Bobby proceeds to tease me. He licks the inside of each thigh and around
my hot mound. | can stand it no longer. | grab his head and pressit into my
wet pussy. He tongues my clit again and again, pausing just for a second to
push his long, hard tongue into my vagina. He goes back to my clit and
proceeds to lick, suck and bite it. (That drives me wild!)

While he's eating me | play with my tits. | pull on my nipples and roll
them around. (I can put one in my own mouth if | want. Maybe I’'ll do it
and let my husband watch one of these days.)

| got totaly involved in what Bobby was doing to me and forgot all
about the other guys in the room. My breathing got faster, | sighed and
moaned and finally screamed with my final shuddering climax.

Before | can cool off Bobby moves up and dips his throbbing cock into
my burning pussy. He fucks like he's never fucked before. He drives me
wild with his movements. Maybe he knows something | don’'t. They way
he's going you would think he was performing. The light bulb goes on in
my head. | distract myself enough to open my eyes and look around. Three
of the guys are watching us, the other has his eyes tightly closed but is lis-
tening very carefully. I look a little more carefully and find that al of them
are enjoying the sight, sounds and smell of me and Bobby so much that
they’re beating off. What a rush of power | felt at that moment — to know
that | could do that to so many men at once. To know that they wished it
was them | was enjoying so much. Wishing it was their cock in my respon-
sive cunt. It really turned me on.

I went back to the business of fucking my lover, enjoying it more be-
cause | knew it was giving pleasure to so many others, too. Finaly, as |
heard sighs and moans coming from al directions, | had my last climax. It
was the best one | can ever remember. My whole body shook. | felt that
tingle start at my spine and go throughout my body. | became dizzy and
lightheaded. It was wonderful.

Bobby’s orgasm was like none he had ever had before either. He shook
as he unloaded what seemed like gallons of cum. | could fed it filling me
up and running down my thighs and the crack of my ass. It felt so good!

So whenever | need a little help climaxing with my husband or I'm mas-
turbating, | imagine I’'m back in that time and in that room fucking my
brains out with a happy audience.

By the way, | should tell you Bobby is now my husband. My, how things
change.



Nancy Friday 174

SHELLY

| get off on inadvertent and “innocent” exhibitionism, and amost al of
my fantasies revolve around someone viewing some of my naked charms
and being driven to afrenzy of lust at the sight.

My red life is something out of every woman's dreams. First and fore-
mogt, I've been married for ten wonderful years to a very loving, trusting
man, and our relationship just seems to get better and better. | constantly
marvel a how lucky | am to have found such a wonderful man so early in
life. (We were married when | was 22.) My husband is constantly horny
and always willing and ready to make beautiful love with me. He is very
unselfish and seems to derive his greatest pleasure from watching me
scream, writhe, and shudder in sexual ecstasy as | have orgasm after or-
gasm. We make love dmost every day — anytime, anywhere.

| love being horny and fantasize to make mysalf horny. We live on avery
private secluded estate in the country, so | can wear very sexy clothes at
home — or no clothes at al — without fear of being intruded upon. Some-
times my fantasies and/or wearing my sexy clothes get me so horny that |
masturbate when my husband isn’t home, but most of the time | try to hold
off until he’s home so that we can both take advantage of my hominess and
make sexy uninhibited love together.

| also seem to attract attention wherever | go; my friends tease me about
it. Since I'm still basically shy, even though I’'m now 32, | never dress or
act in any way that should knowingly attract attention. But somehow men
seem to stop and stare when | go by: sometimes it’'s downright embarrass-
ing. But these other men become the objects of my fantasies. After | realize
that a man is interested in me, |1 imagine myself alone with the man, letting
him “accidentally” see my wet pussy or my hard nipples. Then | imagine
him pulling up my short dress so that my pussy is completely exposed and
him rubbing my clit until I'm pushing my pussy up in the air as far as it
will go and screaming with ecstasy and begging him not to ever stop! At
this point in my fantasies (and in redl life), | always come. Never fails. The
thought that I’'m showing this man exactly what he's dying to see is more
than my little pussy can take.

BEA

| am a good-looking 42-year-old divorced woman with two children in
college. | was married for twenty years prior to my divorce. My first sexua
encounters were when | was 5 or 6 and it was a hot summer day — my
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mother did not have us wear panties that summer because of the heat. |
must have been wearing loose-fitting shorts because, as | was waiting to
see my friend, her puppy came to me and licked me severa times on my
little cunny! From that day on, | wished for the opportunity to happen
again, but it never did (while | was little). | aso remember a day (must
have been hot, because of the same type of shortsl), a number of boys from
the neighborhood and | were sitting on the ground, legs outstretched, play-
ing games. The boys across from me began giggling and looking at me and
it took awhileto redlize that they could see my little cunny perfectly well! |
remember feeling the same thrill | felt with the puppy incident. | adso re-
member ditting in a big chair with a little boy next door, and wishing he
would touch my cunny, but he had no idea. | till think of these things hap-
pening when | masturbate. | imagine mysalf working in my garden, wearing
no undies, and stooping and bending and being very aware that the little
boys next door can catch glimpses of my pussy, their very first looks!

One of my favorite fantasies involves nice old men, the type who have
been married to housewife-looking, heavy, kindly ladies for many years,
and who 4till enjoy looking, but would never have a chance at a young
woman again. | imagine mysalf at a winter resort on the beach, with a row
of these nice little guys sitting up on awall away from the beach, just pass-
ing the time of day. | am in a bikini and am no more noticed than all the
other girls on the beach. Then | decide to change into a mini-skirt and
T-shirt under my towel. One guy begins to watch as | hold up my towel and
dlip into top and skirt — he nudges the guy next to him when he redlizes that
I have on no panties, and they all start watching me to see if they can catch
a glimpse of my pussy. | am aware of this but pay no attention. Then |
crouch down to fold my towe and give them al a great view of my dark
pussy. My other version of thisis to then walk to the floor of the shower
area, and as | am rinsing my feet of sand, | lift my legs, one a atime and
again give them a good look at my puss, al the time giving no indication
that | realise what | am doing.

| also fantasize that I'm on a sailboat with a kindly old professor and
some others, and that the others and the old man have gone below for a
nap. | have been entirely modest throughout the sail, wearing my bikini, but
never acting outrageoudly. | decide to sunbathe, as | am aone. | take off
my top and spread my legs. My breasts are not as great as | would wish,
but | do have big round brown nipples, which make my breasts look larger.
| am half adeep when | am aware of the old guy coming on deck, but | re-
main motionless. He never touches me, just looks, and it is the first stimu-
lating thing that has happened to him in years and he never expected to see
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such a beautiful sight of those brown titties and that mound of pussy push-
ing against my bikini bottoms.

| aso dream of working in a nursing home and again, feeling sorry for
the old men whose minds work like a young guy’s but the old body does
not perform anymore. It has been years since they have seen anything ex-
cept in an occasional TV show. | pull up my nurse’'s aide dress and let
them look at and fondle my pussy — they are so grateful and it feels good to
me, too.

My favorite place to fantasize is on my deck, where | sunbathe. | take off
my top and let the hot sun warm my breasts and my pussy This is where |
am when | think about the things | have mentioned before.

Onetime | was waiting for the phone man to come to my home, and | put
on a bra that did not cover my breasts, but just pushed them up. Then |
wore a very thin blouse that alowed my big dark nipples to show right
through. He sat and had coffee with me and | saw him looking often at my
breasts, and | was very turned on because it was just what | was hoping to
happen.

Watching dogs licking each other makes me very horny. Just seeing them
marching around with their balls and cocks jiggling will make me mastur-
bate as soon as | can get a chance. It even happened when | was driving my
car once. There were several dogs sniffing and licking a female when |
drove by. | would have liked to stop and watch and couldn’t for fear some-
one would see me. | drove only one mile before | had already gotten myself
off. I would love to have a femae dog and when she was in hegt tie her up
in the yard and watch the males come and sniff and lick and mount her
while | would be up on my deck masturbating.

TOBY

| am 24 years old and a virgin; not by choice, just circumstance. | live at
home with my two younger sisters and my parents due to lack of a perma-
nent teaching job and lack of money. | do not have a boyfriend at the mo-
ment, but there are people | occasionally go out with. | am dightly over-
weight and | attribute my lack of dating to this fact. Maybe | am sexually
frustrated due to the lack of sexua encounters.

| consider myself to be a very sexua person. | need to be with someone
regularly, as | am always horny. When | was in college, | saw my boy-
friend every night of the week and never tired of it. While we were together
we did everything but make love for hours — not for lack of trying on his
part. He asked nightly and could get me very aroused, but | have aways



Women On Top 177

had this silly little girl’s dream that a good girl waits until she's married,
and | have always been a“good girl.” | am sorry now that | didn’'t go with
my fedings. At the rate I’m going | may never get married.

As| said before, | am an extremely sexua person. | think about sex alot
and can become horny if just the right word, sound or suggestion is made. |
masturbate at least once a day, sometimes three or four or more. | never
tried to masturbate until | was a sophomore in college. | don’'t know if |
didn’'t know how to do it or what, but | just never tried it. | have always
used my hand until recently. | had a muscle massager that had a bulbed
head like the end of a cock. When | noticed that, | wondered what it would
feel like in my cunt, so | tried it. | about had an instant orgasm. | use my
hand now only if I am without the massager. Just hearing the whir of the
batteries gets me turned on. | have never used anything else (vegetables,
hairbrush handles, etc.). | also never have my fantasies when | am with a
man in bed. | concentrate wholly on trying to bring him to ecstasy or enjoy-
ing what it being done to me. While masturbating, my fantasies are essen-
tial to my reaching an orgasm.

Many of my fantasies involve men that | know through work, former col-
lege professors or acquaintances that | am sexualy attracted to and my
seducing or turning them on. | am very large-breasted (42E) and for most
of my life this has bothered me. My clothes never fit right, etc. As|’ve be-
come older, it has been to my advantage, as many men are turned on by big
tits, and believe me, | often notice them looking! My new boss is also
aroused by my titties and that turns me on tremendoudy. He finds many
excuses to come into my office every day. Because he has been so obvi-
oudy interested, | wear very low-cut tops and bend over next to him while
he is ditting down. | press up against his back when | can, etc., and believe
me, he looks! His wife is also in the office, so he probably won't try any-
thing, but since he stares at my titties all day, | am in a constant state of
arousal. | think he looks more at my nipples (which are usually hard when
I’'m talking to him because | know he's looking) than he does at my eyes. |
can't stop fantasizing about going into his office where he is playing with
his big prick (I’ ve checked it out and through his pants it looks to be a nice
sizel). Since | have no underwear on, | climb onto that beautiful tool and
we fuck right there in his chair while he sucks my titties. | can hardly stand
to be around this man. | have this constant desire to grab his cock and work
him up, but | can't because | adore hiswife. If he ever tries to touch atittie,
believe me, 1 won't stop him. | rush home from work every day and mas-
turbate myself into two or three delicioudly wonderful orgasms.
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Another fantasy is one where my “husband” (a man who | am strongly
attracted to at the time), afriend of his, and | are all a a cozy little restau-
rant in a secluded booth in the corner. My husband and | are exchanging
gropes under the table; | am stroking his cock while he is fingering me (1
have no underwear on). My husband's friend is away at the restroom (I
find out later he went to jerk off because he is so turned on by my large
breasts, which | keep exposing to him as | lean forward in my very low-cut
dress and by what we are doing under the table.) While he is gone, | drop
my napkin on the floor. As | am leaning to get it, | fall off the bench and
onto the floor; just then the friend returns to the table. He asks where | am
and my husband tells him | went to the restroom. He asks my husband if he
may talk personally for a minute about something he has been dying to ask.
He tells him how | had him so turned on that he had to go jerk off and of-
fers himsalf if we ever want to have athreesome. Finally he askswhat | am
like in bed and if | give good head (which | do absolutely love to do). Be-
fore my husband can answer, | have unzipped the other man’'s pants and
have started sucking his huge, beautiful cock in response to his question.
He just moans quietly in answer because, after al, we are in public. Of
course, so my hushband doesn't fedl left out, | go down on him too, just the
way helikesit. We are all very turned on by now, so we pay the bill and go
back to our house for arip-roaring threesome.

IRIS

I am 23, white, single, oldest of five children. | have a BA in psychology
and work in the executive world, and I’ m quite obese.

| fantasize al the time. | masturbate frequently during the week, usually
for several hours on my day off. | really didn't start masturbating until |
was 14, after | got my period. | only had two encounters when | was
younger, with an older neighbor boy. | was S or 6, he was 11 or 12. We
were swimming and he wanted me to take off my bathing suit to see my
pussy. He told me he'd show me his penis. | ran away. To this day | have
fantasies about this boy. Secondly, | was caught playing doctor with some
friends. | was about 7. All of my encounters when | was young, 10 to 13,
were with my girlfriends. When I'd deep over we'd pull off our panties
when we were in bed and casually caress each other’s pussies. Another
girlfriend and | would do striptease-type dances, each taking a turn. Or
we'd go in the bathroom and take off our pants and spread our legs and
examine each other one at atime.
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In my early teens, | was obese. | didn’t have boyfriends or dates. At first
I would just touch my breasts — that was fine for awhile. Then I’d put my
hands in my panties. This was al at bedtime, of course, caressing and fon-
dling places where | felt good, then I'd rub myself against my pillow. That
was real stimulation, | could always have orgasms, usually multiple. Then |
tried sticking small things partway inside me, pulling them in and out,
things like mascara tubes, but then | wanted to go further, so | had this
hairbrush. | used the handle end. | would lie in different positions to fedl it
in me in different ways: standing, squatting, straddled, sideways, stomach,
on my back, even doggy style to get different feelings. | tried al types of
objects, toys, sticks, toothpaste tubes, later, carrots, anything | thought
would feel good. Some people | used to babysit for had a vibrator. It was
so big and fat | thought it would never fit, but it did and | loved it orgasm
after orgasm. It was fantastic. Later, | had a brief encounter with an older
man. | was 17, he was 28. We didn’'t fuck. | wouldn't let him. | just held
his penis the whole time, preventing him from entering me. He did eat me
out and it was fantastic. | did suck his cock for the very first time. | really
didn’t know what to do with it in my mouth. He seemed to enjoy it.

I’d love it when no one was home because | could take off al my clothes
and masturbate in front of windows, in different rooms, while | watched
TV, just playing with myself for hours. | later found a book that had a
chapter about leshians and did it turn me on! | read it over and over when-
ever no one was home, and I’ d masturbate with it.

| fantasize about doctors fucking me on a gynecologica table, about a
man fucking me on a motorcycle, about being tied to a four-poster bed,
about being on a nude beach being fucked over and over, about having two
men, or one man and one woman, on a patio of an apartment building a few
floors up, or in front of a diding glass door with curtains open, or in a
drive-in movie with the people next door watching, or me fucking someone
while my boyfriend watches, or insde a dump truck with a dirty truck
driver, or asemi-driver | pick up at alocal rest stop.

| fantasize about wearing a very mini mini-skirt so they can see my
pussy when | sit and walk, and blouses and shorts that show my large
breasts and even my nipples.

| fantasize about having someone taking pornographic pictures of mein
all kinds of clothing, dl kinds of places, with al kinds of men.

| love giving men views of my breasts; being obese, it's impossible for
me to wear mini-skirts, but easy to let them see my breasts. | like to casu-
aly rub them in front of men. I’ ve seen erections appear.
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EDIE

I’'m 16 years old, and a sophomore in high school. My parents have a-
waly's been pretty lenient with me, so | have no sexua hang-ups.

I'm a femae who's dated strictly males, but lately I've been having a
few leshian fantasies during masturbation. (Of course | wouldn’t tell any-
one this except you, because | don’t know you.)

Once while at a party, a boy put a XXX-rated movie in the VCR, and
turned the TV on. | agreed with the other girls that it was gross and dis-
gusting, but we al watched it anyway. | think everyone in the room felt like
masturbating, but of course no one did. In my fantasies, we all masturbated
in the room together.

| often wonder if my fantasies are normal. Sometimes | have fantasies
about showing my body off to some cute dude without being obligated to
fuck. I'd like to somehow show off what I’ ve got and |et the watcher think |
don't know I'm showing it. During masturbation, | often picture in my
mind another person seeing me nude and masturbating while thinking of
me.

| aso fantasize about seeing other people masturbate. | wish this fantasy
could come true. I'd like to watch a man and/or woman masturbate. How-
ever, I'm too shy to ask anyone to. In the XXX-rated movie, | saw a
woman rubbing her pussy with a vibrator, but I'd like to really be able to
spy on someone red. I’'m interested also in how a man jacks off, and what
he looks like when he climaxes that way. | mean, I’ve had sex a few times,
but what I'd like to see is a cute dude playing with his own prick because
he's too horny to stop himself. The whole concept of masturbation amazes
me. | do it two times aday unless |’ ve got too many things to do.

MONICA

| am a 26-year-old single, second-year medical student. Thought that I'd
take another study break tonight and tell you of a frequent sexual fantasy
of mine.

Fact: About a year ago, | ran into a man named Ron at a party. | knew
him only dightly, and enjoyed chatting with him that night. The drinks were
flowing freely, and joints were being passed around. When | was ready to
leave, Ron offered me a ride home, even though | live only half a block
down the road. | asked him in for a drink, and we sat on the couch, drink-
ing and talking. | was just high enough to fedl bold, and as we were talking,
| told him | was hot, and pulled my sweater off over my head. He smiled
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and pulled me over onto him, took off my bra and sucked my nipples as |
Zipped down my jeans. He reached into my undies, did them off, and car-
ried me into my bedroom. He and | sucked and fucked throughout the night
and until the sun began to come up. | am very orgasmic, and this was turn-
ing him on. | also love to masturbate in front of a man and then tell him
explicitly what | want him to do and what | will do to him. Well, my “bed-
room manner” was exciting Ron. He kept saying, “God, I’ ve never heard a
woman say that before,” and telling me how beautiful 1 was and how big
my clit was growing and how he loved to fuck my fat pussy.

Now, my fantasy is this. I'm gitting in my living room when | hear a
knock at the door. Answering it, | find Ron standing there with a large,
good-looking black man. He (Ron) is carrying what looks to be a movie
camera. | invite them both in, though I'm feeling a little nervous. Ron tells
me that he was telling this black friend about me, and his friend said that he
was anxious to come try me out. | start to protest, but the friend walks
right over to me and says that he plans to ram his cock into my cunt if | like
or not, and | may as well enjoy it. With that, he picks me up, puts me on
the bed in the bedroom, and takes out his cock for me to see. “This little
momma,” he says, “is going to go for a nice long ride with you.” It's huge
and hard, and he undresses me, al the while making great remarks about
my body. | now notice that Ron is in the room, on the bed, taking movies
with his movie camera. It's as though he' s directing a play, telling the black
man to “spread her lips,” “suck her good,” “make her suck your cock” and
so forth. The idea of fucking this beautiful black man and “ performing” for
Ron and a movie camerais al very exciting to me. | like men who are very
dominant in bed. The black man stays hard for a very long time and brings
me to orgasm after orgasm, fucking me from the rear, with him on top,
making me ride on top of him, etc.

HELGA

When | first heard about Men in Love, | thought “Nancy Friday — she's
so Freudian!” And considering al the damage Freud has done to female
sexuality with his ridiculous notions about vaginal orgasms and penis envy,
| was reluctant to read your book at first. But my curiosity and desire to
better understand the male mind got the better of me. Now after al this as
an introduction, | must say that | enjoyed your book very much; and much
to my surprise, | enjoyed your interpretations even more than the fantasies.
To sumit up, you' ve restored my faith that Freud was not all bad.
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I grew up believing that sex was for men, and if they wanted it, certainly
there was no need for guilt. It was we females who were not supposed to
want sex and to fedl guilty, or abnormal, if we did. | learned that masturba-
tion was something that boys did (even though | knew | did it), and what's
more, they al knew they al did it and it was all right because they had pe-
nises and that is what you did with a penis.

When | was alittle girl (my earliest recollections are in the third grade) |
had sexua fantasies (called “dirty thoughts’ in my church) and mastur-
bated al the time, and even though | truly believed | was the only one who
did such things, there was very little guilt. Later in life, masturbation may
have made me fed londly or sad, but never guilty. And the same is true for
my fantasy life. | am a small-boned, thin, petite woman who generally
dresses rather conservatively and probably would not be considered sexy
by the man on the street due to my small stature, small boobs, and non
slutty appearance. | am not one to attract attention to myself (read: a nice
girl). However, one of my favorite themes of fantasy is that of exhibition-
ism. Many times while making love, especialy when | fed like | am ready
to build up to an orgasm, | imagine that our lovemaking session is being
filmed or being watched by many horny men who are masturbating. Some-
times | imagine that | am being posed and photographed for a man’s maga-
zine or that | am masturbating and being watched through the window by a
horny male neighbor.

My fantasies get old pretty fast, and | am obliged to come up with others
to take their place. Fortunately | have a pretty good imagination and come
up with a lot of variations on my favorite themes. | fantasize al the time
during masturbation and in lovemaking when | want to climax. Other times
during lovemaking, | just enjoy what is going on and keep my mind on my
partner and the wonderful things he is doing. But to me, having an orgasm
is work, not like falling off a log (even in masturbation), and it requires
participation of my body and mind (i.e, | need mental stimulation in the
form of fantasies).

I am a 30-year-old white woman. | consider myself a feminist, but a
moderate. | was raised Catholic, although | never agreed with church
dogma, even as a child, and am university educated and work in a profes-
siona job.

FAITH

For severd years now, | have enjoyed undressing in front of my bedroom
window. An older man next door employs young men, age 16 to 28 to do
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odd jobs for him. They are always walking by, so | am positive that they
notice me.

At 18 my figure is okay. My measurements are 38-25-38, which sounds
good, yet | have always felt that my thighs are fat, especialy because |
have the common female problem of cellulite. Presently | am attending col-
lege as a freshman.

I am technically still avirgin because | have never alowed anyone to en-
ter me, but my boyfriend and | have explored each other intensely, so | am
not sexualy frigid in any way. | just want to make sure | find the right man
to share everything with.

| fantasize that | am in my room with my curtains pulled open for a good
view. | have just arrived home from a night out. As | begin to undress to
get ready for bed, | dowly pull off my skirt to reveal my smooth legs and
lace panties. Taking my time, | unbutton my blouse to reveal my large tits
as | watch mysdf in the mirror. My stomach is very flat because | spent
years in a ballet company; its snow-white skin is as smooth as satin and as
soft as velvet.

Slowly my hands caress my stomach up and down. | play with my belly
button. It is so deep and soft. Gently my hand moves up to find my breast. |
feel the lace of my bra beneath my fingers, my hands search for the clasp,
and soon it falls onto the floor. My nipples are big and pink, not yet erect. |
lick my fingers and squeeze a nipple between my thumb and forefinger. |
don’t have enough lubrication so my hands glide down to my pink panties
that are wet from my cum. | can feel the presence of a man watching me
outside my window.

I look so beautiful in the mirror. As| pull down my panties | revea my
dark thick hair which is as soft as a cloud above my heaven. | kneel down
on my knees. Watching myself in the mirror, my fingers separate my lips to
find my clitoris. | excite it by softly rubbing it back and forth. | use one
hand to play with my now hard titties as the other moves up and down over
my entire cunt. I'm so warm. | dream of fegling a man inside me as my
middle finger enters my moist heaven.

Just as I’'m about to climax, a man enters my room, the handsome man
from the window. He has an intense look that | can fed deep down in my
soul. He is dightly dirty and sweaty from labor, but he looks so good. His
muscles are bulging. He moves closaly behind me. He gets down on his
knees behind me. He pulls off his shirt so that | can see that his nipples are
as hard as mine. He pushes them against my back as he begins to fondle
my tits. His hands are so big and strong. | can’'t help but breathe quickly,
he excites me beyond belief.
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His lips brush against my neck. Soon they find my ears. His breath is
rapid and hard while his tongue moistens my inner ear. | turn my head to
meet hislips. They are as soft as rose petals.

My hands unfasten his jeans, and | can see his cock, not long but thick,
the way that feels good between my hands. We fall together onto the floor.
Now, | can fed the warmth of his entire body. My legs glide against his
while my hands explore his chest. They fed his entire chest until they reach
his cock. The skin is incredibly soft. My hands move over the tip while |
watch some cum ooze out. | lick my finger; he tastes sweet. Then | put my
hands back on his dick and glide it into my pussy.

He feels so strong, | can feel his heart beating throughout his body. My
fingers start to tingle. He is trembling like a child. Suddenly, | fed him as
he reaches orgasm. | am filled with delight.

He squeezes me next to him, and kisses my face. His lips soon find my
tits. He licks them with tenderness. | can feel him suck on my nipples, and
with all the excitement | push his shoulders down hard and raise my hips.

As his mouth searches for my cunt he reaches my belly button and kisses
it. His mouth smothers my cunt with kisses while he uses his hands to feel
my soft hair. He pushes against my skin with his fingers. God, it feels so
good. He parts my lips while his tongue explores my cunt. | can fed my
skin wiggle while he sucks me in and out. His tongue enters my vagina. Oh,
| can’t stand it. He moves up to tickle my clitoris. | move back and forth
with my hips smashing my cunt into his face, but he loves it. | love him.
When | climax my cum moistens his face. He licks everything. Then | lift
him up so that | can taste the sweetness of my pussy on hislips.

I'll never forget our experience, and aways from then on | will leave my
curtains open and do a specia dance just for him.
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2

Women With Women

“ONLY ANOTHER WOMAN KNOWS’

There is something uniquely satisfying in a woman’s body that cannot be
had with a man. As sexually exciting and elegant as a male body may be, it
lacks the obvious physical attributes of our first source of love, mother. It
isn't just the breasts: it’s the texture of skin, the smell, the whole mysteri-
ous aura of that first body we lay against, which fed, warmed, and over-
whemed us with its power. We loved her power, we envied her power, for
it was hers to give or to take away at any moment of her choosing. How
could any of us, male or female, ever forget that relationship?

We don’t. In memory, we long for ataste of it, so important is it still to
our sense of well-being. We yearn to be loved, nurtured, and adored
whether we had it or not. It is so primitive and obvioudly associated with
infancy that many of us repress the longing out of a sense of shame that
these are baby needs. Though tough guys may deny what they are respond-
ing to when they rest their head against a woman's breast, suck on her nip-
ples, and explore that mysterious area between her legs from which they
issued, men nonetheless have aways been able to re-create the earliest
mother/infant satisfaction whenever they lie down with a woman. They
need not know it is their mother’s breast they till want; they don’'t have to
put a name to their frustration because it is satisfied — guiltlessly, un-
ashamedly, easly, without having to ask for it — every time they take a
woman in their arms.
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Men have a straighter path of psychosexual development than women.
While for both sexes the first love is the same, boys continue to love their
mother’'s sex — women — for the rest of their lives. A girl is expected to
cross over. This new attraction to the male means a break with the past, a
loss of contact with those early, warm, life-enhancing satisfactions. At the
back of everybody’'s unconscious is a memory of Eden — mother’s body
and breast.

Whatever sexua pleasure women may find with a man, they cannot get
this primitive physicality with him. It has been argued that men are not suf-
ficiently tender and nurturing in their lovemaking; but even the most tender
of men cannot offer the unique satisfaction found in a woman’s body. Nor
should he be expected to give it. When women try to turn the male/female
intimacy into a mother/child relationship, they are doomed to disappoint-
ment.

Society has always condoned, even smiled upon the ease with which
women touch, hug, and kiss. Perhaps this easy permission stems from our
knowing that women suffer a certain deprivation in the pairing of the sexes.
The penis can only offer so much, extend so far; it cannot make up for
what the breast offers. And so we look at women lying together on summer
riverbanks, walking arms entwined, we stare at the countless painted mas-
terpieces of naked women in languid, even suggestive groupings, and we
accept what we see.

But there have always been women who want and need more than the
occasional embrace from another woman. Judging from my research, there
are far more of these women today than ever before in modern history.
Their voices began to be heard in the 1970s when women were encouraged
to turn to one another for acceptance, self-discovery, for everything, at
times even to the exclusion of men. There are many things we left behind in
the 1970s and 1980s. As other issues grabbed the headlines, memories of
women's consciousness-raising groups and open physicality seemed to di-
minish aong with the enrollment in NOW. But the women’s voices in this
chapter and throughout the book say in their insistence and lack of
self-consciousness that women have never stopped the emotional and sex-
ual turning to one another that began twenty years ago.

I am so accustomed to the familiar picture of women embracing that, un-
til this research, | have been blind to what is going on beneath the surface,
the heated exchange of desires and needs that many women today feel can
only be met by another woman. It goes beyond homosexuality. Men fail
women, society fails them, they fail themselves, having created new rolesin
which they do not feel as womanly as their mothers did in theirs. They fed
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chilled, cold, unable to give their traditional warmth and unable, till, to
find with men the tender, nurturing love they always wanted.

In asong lyric written by Dory Previn, the singer anxioudly asks the man
she's just met to stay the night “and save my life.” Does this sound as if
sex is really what she wants from him? Has she some apocalyptic orgasm
in mind? | don't think so. The women in this chapter know who can more
appropriately “save ther lives’; they want sex, yes, but they also have a
nameless memory of alost kind of physicality, softness, breasts, smells, a
female tone of voice, away of being tenderly held and touched.

“Women know how to make love to another woman, all the time, not just
when it is time to go to bed, time for a climax,” says June. “Men so often
miss this important fact athough women say to men, ‘I need to be held and
snuggled and touched and sucked on without needing a climax every time,
It is called tenderness, nurturing, caring, loving, sharing.”

How much revenge on men is built into women's fantasies of the ulti-
mate sex experience with another woman? Most of these women do not
speak of it that way, but the implication is there: “Since a man will not give
me what | want, I'll go to an expert, someone who really knows how to
please awoman.”

Lying in another woman's arms, a woman gets back at men by usurping
their position. She, too, will have awoman. She'll steal some of this femae
heat he thought was his. She imagines sex with a woman and does quite
well without him. Women have told me of fantasies of sex with a woman
for whom a man left them. In these fantasies, the man is made to watch the
two of them make love. The two women are not enemies, they are lovers.
And he is the one | eft out.

Even the women in this chapter who love men unequivocally realize that
there are things a man cannot, will not give them. Years of passivity, of
waiting while he plays the field, also lead to anger. Call it a “spite fuck.”
But a more contemporary reason to have another woman, if only in fantasy,
is for the woman's own pleasure. “Who me, angry?’ these women say.
“I'm not angry, it's simply that a woman can give me the world's greatest
orgasm and he can’t.” These fantasies say to men exactly where women put
them on the scale of Great Lovers: at the bottom.

During the years the women in this book were talking and writing to me,
a series of books has been published, unremitting in their criticism of men
who do not give women what they need: No Good Men, Men Who Can’t
Love, Men Who Hate Women and the Women Who Love Them; Women
Men Love, Women Men Leave — to name only a few. Beginning in the
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1970s and continuing to this day, women’s magazines, along with the
book-publishing world, have lashed out at men for their inadequacies.

Opposite al this disenchantment with men is the sisterhood, people who
understand a woman's needs in a trying time when women’s lives are
changing as never before. The manifestos of the many women’s groups
read like giant menus, offering everything many women have been dream-
ing about all their lives. Hereit is, the menus say, and it’s OK, in fact good
for you. Yes, absolutely, these women respond, here it isand | didn’t even
know | wanted it or that it isn't weird to haveit.

The menu reference is intentional: there is more oral gratification in these
fantasies than was ever hinted at in My Secret Garden. Even men’'s fanta-
sies, with their loud choruses of praise for the ultimate oral orgasm, fade in
comparison with these new women. “More tenderness, more soft skin, more
holding, much more breast, please!” — these women place their orders, and
asfor oral sex —well, it clearly takes another woman to do it justice.

If women are tired of waiting for men, they are even more tired of wait-
ing for sexual satisfaction. What makes women most tired of all is having
to fake it. The debate about clitoral versus vagina orgasm goes on. Re-
gardless of what else it has done for human sexuality, all the talk has ac-
complished one monumental achievement: it has convinced women that
orgasm itself does exist, that other women are getting it, not only guiltlessy
but as their due; other women are so replete in their sexua wesdlth that they
are even arguing about which type of orgasm they prefer! Out of al this
comes the final message: the clitoral orgasm is guaranteed if you are with
someone who knows his business. Or hers.

Most men don’t know where awoman'’s clitorisis. Not surprising, if you
stop to think most women don't either. We all know the general location, of
course, but every woman is ever so dightly different in the way sheis built.
Eventually a woman may lose hope in a man's ability to locate the magic
button, but she believes that another woman must know where it is. Other
women aways know everything. When a woman gives up her dream of a
knight in shining armor finding the grail, she has fantasies that another
woman can.

But | am getting ahead of myself. First things first: all fantasies with
other women begin and end with tenderness. When women are with women,
they do not rush sex. However aggressive the sex may become later, it be-
ginswith a slow and loving seduction.

“She' s very tender, so tender | can't stand it,” says Paula. “We lie on the
couch embracing each other firmly, but with a tenderness I've never ex-
perienced with anyone before.” Certainly never with a man, perhaps not
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just because he is not good at tenderness but because the quality of tender-
ness wanted is a nurturing closeness that predates the entry of men into
women’s lives. Not only would a man not be able to give this kind of ma-
ternal closeness; in her mind it would not be manly for him to try.

Lindsay’s fantasy of an orgasmic high from sheer closeness reminds me
of the unconsummated sex in the heated nights of my adolescence — hours
and hours of holding and kissing, the car windows steamed, the radio’s ro-
mantic music lifting me and the boy up into a heartrending oneness. Ulti-
mately | would return home, lace-trimmed white panties drenched, but not
a breast touched (God forbid the sacred area between my legs). “Right
there on the sofa, we both feed so emotionaly and physicaly intense,”
Lindsay says, “that we both have a thundering orgasm — fully clothed. End
of fantasy.”

Did we girls drive the boys to “blue bals’ distraction? I’ve aways
thought those extraordinary nights of passion in parked cars weren't ato-
gether pleasureess for them. Certainly we found in their arms a virgina
orgasmic high that we' d been waiting for since we left our mothers arms;
based in part on physical sexual contact, it had far more to do with the
emotional re-creation of symbiotic oneness, the swooning loss of self in one
another. Most women never outgrow this desire for romantic oneness,
which many men fear.

Tenderness may not be all that is wanted in these fantasies, but after the
last bite has been taken of the nipple, the fina juices swallowed from “her
sweet, dripping cunt,” the last dildo inserted “up her delicious pink ass
hole,” then once again the women return to the all-important cuddling in
one another’sarms. “| again place my arms around her to draw her as close
tomeas| am able,” says Gemma. “We fall adeep in each other's arms.”

Though men have been Ieft out of these fantasies, they could learn a few
pointers from these women, who are so consistent in their yearning for cer-
tain demonstrations of love and desire. Take, for instance, the emphasis put
on the early steps of seduction, the importance of setting, ambience as de-
scribed by Paula. The winning over of the beloved with talk builds trust.
Only then comes sexua gratification, the oral pleasure (described here so
vividly and expertly), the passion, the insistence on mutual pleasure, that
each partner be satisfied before the denouement. Then comes the
all-important return to the overture's tender, final embrace in each other’s
arms, with God forbid, none of that cold, unfeeling post-coital rolling over
and going to deep, leaving one's partner to spira down to earth alone,
abandoned, staring at the ceiling.
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Not every man's cup of tea, these romantic imbroglios, but they are rich
in advice for anyone interested in knowing what women want sexually,
much of it readily adaptable to a male lover. Men may have real mental and
physical problems with women's desire for prolonged foreplay: physicaly
his penis has been hard for what seems like hours, and mentally he feels
more manly thrusting than cuddling, which he associates with the maternal
arms he fled to find his manhood.

Still, I would urge men to get past the myths of their deeping too long in
women's arms. While there is a component of anger a men behind these
fantasies, what most of the women are saying is that men aren’t even mak-
ing an effort to understand their emotional and sexual needs.

| understand that women are not always expert lovers themselves, but if |
were a man who loved women, | would take these fantasies, with ther
splendid directions, to heart.

At the same time, women could benefit from better understanding men’s
sexua anxieties and some of their new anger a having had the world, as
their fathers knew it, turned upside down.

A man spends his life proving his manliness. “Be a man!” father orders
his four-year-old son no less sternly than a sergeant orders him to take a
beachhead twenty years later. A woman never hasto prove she's awoman.

In their fantasies, women can be excited, friendly, foolish, lighthearted or
simply erotic about other women. They can accept homosexual fantasies as
an expression of affection, curiosity, and exploration, while the same fanta-
sies arouse enormous dread and anxiety in men. In these fantasies, women
do not have anything to lose. To put it another way, if a woman does not
have an orgasm in ordinary intercourse, she does not assume that means
sheis aleshian. But if a man fails to have an erection every time, right on
time, he immediately falls prey to fears of impotency, weakness, and, above
all, homosexuality. | am left with the notion that women have a surer sense
of their sexual identity than men.

In the end, sexual fantasies of other women cannot be understood if we
do not recognize that even more than to men, the female sex is an enigmato
itself. After centuries of taking each other for granted, women’s eyes have
been opened to the mystery that is woman; women find they do not know
each other at al. They look asif into mirrors; they see but cannot touch. If
the woman is basically heterosexual, as are the vast mgjority in this book,
she probably has examined and known more male bodies by now, more
closdly, than even one woman's. But the unknown is the essence of ro-
mance.
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BRETT

It isarelief and ajoy to know I’'m not the only woman who has outra-
geoudy sexy fantasies or who masturbates to them regularly. | am 21, mar-
ried almost ayear to aman | love very much, with no children (thank God).
I model, am considered very pretty, have a high 1Q and enjoy many hobbies
like writing, drawing, playing piano, painting. I’'m hyper — | have a burning
desire to see and do everything in life, live out every fantasy, capture every
dream. | grew up with my mother and sister as my dad split when | wasin
fourth grade. | consider myself to be pretty liberated and uninhibited.

I think my fascination with the mae genitalia began when | was 5. At
that age | was reading on a fourth-grade level and was flipping through the
How and Why Wonder Book of the Human Body. | had already established
that the sperm must encounter the ovum to produce a baby, and so on, but
was at a loss as to how they were put in the Situation to meet. | used to
ponder that quite thoroughly and could not achieve a satisfactory answer on
my own. Thus, | approached Mom. Age 5, now. Needless to say, she told
me in very adult terms. Penis, vagina, all that. My parents never
baby-talked me or my sister. | asked Mom what Daddy’s penis looked like
and she asked him to show me. | remember seeing an enormous purple stiff
appendage jutting from beneath his towel. In retrospect | realize | was not
seeing my father’s organ in its flaccid state! Of course, then | couldn’'t
know that. | was fascinated. Wow! so that’s how they made babies. Amaz-
ing. At age 8 or 9 | used to sneak his Penthouse issues and Forum. Touch-
ing myself was considered very taboo by my strict Catholic mother, but |
did it anyway. No earth-shattering results until much later.

What amused me very much when | read Daddy’s Penthouses were the
women and the men’s descriptions of women's bodies and responses. | used
to gaze for hours upon the luscious bodies of the women therein and end up
with the tight tingling in my pussy that seemed ever present. | used to get so
horny 1'd get my sister to lie on top of me and press her pelvis against
mine. This was exquisite. That's all we ever did, though, never anything
else — probably because we were dtill typical sibling archenemies. My
cousin and I, however, used to dry-hump each other at every available op-
portunity.

My husband, Justin, is a very loving, considerate husband. Sexually,
he's great, but penetration has never excited me. I’ ve dways had lady trou-
bles though, so maybe that’swhy. But | do come when he eats me, but only
if | fantasize. At 16 | began fantasizing about women much more than men,
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and | came like crazy when | did. My own hands are the best lover I've
ever had. My orgasms are from clitoral stimulation only.

My fantasies were excellent, involving many assorted women, mostly
black and ugly — obscene — forcing me into eating their wet sopping puss-
ies, suckling their enormous distended boobs. | have other fantasies too,
where a spectacular, well-endowed blond beauty seduces me, and | her. But
it's the thoughts of women that get me off.

And now finally I am about to be with my first woman. She looks noth-
ing like the women in my fantasies. She's the butch type who has been
chasing me for months through letters and phone calls — I'd met her a few
months ago. She lives about three hours away and she has seduced me over
and over in both our minds. I'll see her in amonth. | am obsessed with her.
I love my husband and we have a great married life, but this woman excites
me beyond belief.

Now — a fantasy. This is based on a woman | met when | was a
door-to-door cosmetics saleswoman and she was my customer. She admit-
ted to me in the brief two hours of our acquaintance that she was bisexual
and loved eating women. If only I’d encouraged her! But being in love with
my husband | felt at the time that | would be doing him a disservice, to say
the least.

| approach the door and knock lightly. It's a cool, crisp day and the
breeze stiffens my nipples to hard little peaks. | am wearing no panties be-
neath the skirt, only a garter and stockings. And no bra benegath the proper
silk button-up blouse. A tall, buxom heavy-lipped black woman, fairly
young and very pretty, answers the door. We exchange pleasantries and she
invites me into her home. | go through my presentation. As |’ m doing this, |
notice that she gazes at my milky white tits as they thrust against my
blouse. She offers to smoke a joint with me. We catch a good buzz and re-
lax some. | see her glistening mouth and the pink tongue within, and | am
getting turned on. Her low-cut top alows me a healthy view of her lovely
boobs. | strain to see her nipples. No luck. Her great big shepherd comes
bounding in from outside and rushes up to me. As most dogs do, he pokes
his head up my skirt and begins to sniff my musky femaleness, taking a few
licks with his long, dlick tongue. | squirm, I am so hot, but | try to pass it
off as embarrassment. The woman scolds him and he retreats. | can see my
odor has aroused the dog, as his thick red cock is distended. | am trying
hard to appear unruffled when in fact I'm so horny | could die. | carry on
with my presentation. She says she can't hear me too well over the noise
from the dtreet, so she moves to the couch where | am sitting. | can now see
the swesat between her tits, the mole on her neck, the just-shaved smooth-
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ness of her ebony legs. She leans forward dightly as if to hear me better,
draping her arm over the back of the couch (I'm one of those women who
like to chase someone very, very subtly until they think they’ve caught me.
This comes across in my fantasies | think). | tell her | have cotton mouth so
she goes to fix me a tal refreshing glass of sangria While she's in the
kitchen, the dog sees his chance and once more begins to lick my quivering
clit. I lean back and spread my legs dightly to give him better access. He
licks more dowly now, lazily, as though he were well versed in the delight-
ful art of teasing a woman.

| strain against him, mentally begging him to lick faster. | writhe against
him, panting, grinding, feeling the first waves of orgasm approaching. |
fondle my tits beneath my shirt, and my skirt has ridden up my thighs, ex-
posing my cunt. | hear a gasp and look up horrified beyond words to see
her standing there, mouth agape, watching me get eaten out by her pooch. |
frantically get myself together. Suddenly she hisses, “Sit down!” Too
stunned to reply, | obey. She kneels before my still spread legs and spreads
my lips, pouring the cold sangria over my steaming cunt. “That’'ll teach
you to try to fuck my dog, you disgusting cunt!” She begins to lick the
juices up off my thighs, and once again | am aflame. | clutch her soft hair
and push her face into my cunt. Oh, please, eat me, suck me, make me
come! She stands up suddenly, leaving me unfulfilled. She hikes up her
skirt and shoves my head to her. | plunge my tongue into her wet cunt, sa-
voring the dimy, mushy wetness. She comes almost immediately. “Now for
some real fun,” she says. She grabs my wrist and yanks me off the couch
and into her bedroom.

She ties me up, spread-eagle, to her huge four-poster bed. | am still fully
clothed with my skirt up to my waist and my top half undone. She un-
dresses dowly, enjoying my helplessness, and kneels down over my face.
“Again!” she commands. | begin to eat her again, lapping furioudly, feeling
her muscles clench as she rocks in orgasm. Her juices flow down my face. |
feel the dog between my legs again, going to town. As | am about to come,
she orders him to stop. Climbing off me, she trades places with the dog.
She tells me to let the dog fuck my mouth. He rams his rod into my mouth.
I smell his maleness, can feel his black hairy balls slapping my face.
Meanwhile, she is eating me. But she won't let me come! | am so frus-
trated, so aflame with desire. The dog is humping my face furiously and his
cum squirts down my throat, and he's hard again. “All right, bitch, you
wanna fuck my dog!” | can’'t answer, my mouth is full of him. Yes, yes,
yes. She orders the dog back between my legs. “Now tell him to fuck you!”
I tell him to, beg him to, | plead. He positions himself over me and plunges
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into me, bucking like crazy. It feels like he' s trying to crawl in. Her breasts
are dangling over me. | suck her nipples viciously, hungrily, and suddenly |
am coming and coming and coming.

Where we used to live, there was a public swimming pool. | was about
10 or 11, and | remember seeing a beautiful woman who lounged by that
pool aimost all day long, every day, during the summer. Since the girls |
knew were such gossipmongers they all had things to say about everyone. |
remember standing next to the Peps machine, and one of those slly fe-
males was telling me that the bathing beauty was alesbian — al thissaid in
horrified, hush-hush tones, you understand. At the time | would watch her
for hours thereafter, fascinated beyond belief that this shimmering creature
was aleshian. Never found out if thiswas true or not, but the lady has been
in my fantasies ever since. | do wonder if she was actualy as fabu-
lous-looking as my memory insists she was, or if the years have merely
enhanced the object of my oldest and dearest fantasy.

My fantasies of her are very adult although my first reactions to her are
childlike. Possibly because of how young | was when | first saw her.
Anyhow —

In my fantasy | am lying on the pavement sunning myself by the poal. It
is hot, so hot, outside. | remember the whole pool area in remarkable detail.
Anyway, here she comes through the gate, clad in the briefest of French-cut
bikinis that shows her undulating (yes, undulating) body off to perfection. |
always loved her legs — so long and shapely and golden. Sexy! The pool
area is crowded and she wants to catch some rays, and the only available
spot is the one next to me, of course.

Terrific, isn't it, how fantasies just sort those things out. She spreads her
towel out, lies down on her back and closes her eyes. | keep stedling looks
at her. She even has golden downy fuzz on her belly below her navel. | get
restless, and for lack of something better to do | begin massaging suntan oil
onto my legs. | also try in vain to apply it on my back. She sees my diffi-
culty and offers her assistance. God, her voice is so low and husky. | com-
ply and lie back down on my belly. Her long dim fingers begin rubbing the
lotion into my skin in dow small circles. | fed mysdf getting wet. Her
hands move up and down my sides and make brief contact with the sides of
my ample breasts. | don't take this as a sign of encouragement — could’ ve
been accidental! She's rubbing my lower back now, my legs, with the same
maddeningly dow movements. My thighs now, the insides of them. Her
fingers lightly but firmly graze my pussy lips through the fabric of my
swimsuit. Once. Twice. Yet again. I’'m going crazy trying to pretend I’'m
not noticing her deliberate touching.
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“Your turn!” She smiles at me, hands me the bottle. Her green eyes spar-
kle, lit with an aura of devilment! She lies on her belly, | begin my delicious
task, touching her in the same way she touched me. | want to lean down
and kiss the back of her neck, her knees, lick up her thighs, suck her clit.
But | appear calm and unruffled. | notice suddenly that her bikini bottom is
soaked at the crotch. | am now almost beside myself with lust. She saysit’'s
hot, invites me up for someiced tea. “Sure,” | say. We head for her place.

It's cool inside, so breezy and airy, and my nipples poke right out. Hers
do as well. | can't help but stare. We sit on the couch, chatting away. She
goes to get me some tea — | offer to help. She smiles that cat smile. | join
her in her tiny kitchen. She bends over to pick something up and her gor-
geous ass strains against her suit. | am enthralled. She looks up, sees me
staring, smiles. We wander back into the living room, the air is charged
with tension, with two aching pussies.

She hands me my tea and lets her fingers linger lightly over mine. Some-
how I think she must be much older than me because of her confidence and
ease of manner. | am fedling so ruffled and nervous, like a small child —
here she is, so suave and cool. Anyhow, she smiles enigmatically and bends
to kiss me dowly so as not to scare me off. Her lips are so soft and sexy.
My mouth opens and we french kiss lightly, yet with passion. And she then
proceeds to make love with me over and over.

In my fantasy | am in awe of her face, her body, her breasts. She is so
beautiful, almost ethereal-looking.

My fantasies, as you can tell, are of women and dogs. It used to bother
me, but mainly because | was afraid of what people would think of me if |
were alesbian, which I’'m not. Men fascinate me, and | love my husband to
distraction.

But in the past six months this woman | mentioned, who is alesbian, has
come on to me many times. Of course | pretend I’'m not entirely available,
but I am joining her in a month when my husband goes to Cdliforniafor a
few months on his job. I will miss him terribly but I’'m looking forward to
my time with this woman. After much soul searching | realize | am bisex-
ual, and am eagerly anticipating my first encounter with a woman. Even
now | find I've always been attracted to certain women, and that my moral
self found excuses to part company with them. My sexual self kicks mein
the butt alot for it now.
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NATALIE

| am 28, single but engaged (I'll be married in September), and hetero-
sexua (in practice at least; in my fantasies, however...). I'm originaly
from the East but have been living in St. Louis for three years. | have a BA
from Sweet Briar, a year's graduate work in psychology at the University
of Michigan, and a law degree from Michigan. | presently work in the legd
department of a multinational corporation but will be leaving shortly to join
my fiancé in the Denver area. David is aso a lawyer; he's five years older
than mysdlf, divorced (no children), and a wonderful man and lover. | am
what they call “average-looking,” maybe a little better (a “six and a
half?’), five feet five, dim but not skinny, dark brown hair, gray eyes, good
complexion, nice smile — dtogether, healthy and pleasant looking but
hardly an eye-popper. | have had several lovers in college and afterward
but do not go in for casua sex. | am unmarried by choice and will marry
by choice, since | am doing well enough not to need to marry at al. Aside
from the usual teenage girl-lay, | have never had a sexua experience with a
woman. I'm not absolutely averse to one, but the right situation would have
to arise, and so far it hasn't.

Probably every woman thinks she’s oversexed, but in my case this be-
came afactor in my career choice. It didn’t lead me to law, but it did force
me out of psychology. | just became too “interested” in the case histories |
read about. | think I'm what you'd call a“psychological voyeur.”

A person’s masturbation seems so, well, “secret.” It’s about the most in-
timate thing one can talk about, the most revealing of one's hidden self. My
fantasies involve masturbation — watching or being watched, or masturbat-
ing together with someone else. Very often, usualy, in fact, they’re about
other women, women | know, or don’'t know but have seen, or else women
from my past. | masturbate about two or three times a week, aways at
night so | can drift off to deep after | come, never at work. In college | was
more adventurous about times and places, and in my year of graduate
school | become absolutely shameless. Now, as a corporation lawyer, | am
more demure, but | enjoy it as much as ever. | am sure | will never stop.
David enjoys watching me masturbate and | enjoy being watched, but
that's just another form of sex play. It's not something that will replace my
private masturbation. My fantasies are my own and | want to keep them
that way, though | am more than a little excited by the prospect of telling
them to you.
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One of my favorite fantasies, which | ill entertain rather often, draws
on my psychology background. I am reclining on a psychiatrist’s couch and
you or someone like you (an interviewer or an analyst, I’'m not sure which)
is having me describe my sexual fantasies in detail. The analyst sits behind
me in a chair, notebook in hand, and takes down everything | say. | can't
see her, but | know she is wearing a suit and sits very professionally with
her legs crossed, listening to my every word. | am embarrassed and at the
same time strangely excited, as | talk about the details of my fantasies and
of masturbatory practices. | can feel myself getting wet and find | have an
uncontrollable desire to masturbate then and there. | ask the analyst if

she would mind if | do and she says, “No, of course not. Please go
ahead.” At first | am very shy about it and simply undo the waist button of
my pants and dip my hand down inside, but soon | am so excited that |
remove my pants and panties altogether and masturbate myself just as |
would if | were adone. In fact, | even put on a bit of a show. All this time,
of course, | am continuing to relate my fantasies, which | assume the ana-
lyst is taking down. On a hunch, though, | look over my shoulder and see
that she (you) has hiked up her skirt and is busily masturbating, too.
Somewhere around here | usualy come, so my fantasy doesn’'t continue
into any overt leshian activity. | don't think I’m repressing my secret ho-
mosexuality, though there's certainly an eement of that in my fantasy. The
main thing is confessing my masturbation and being watched while doing it
— and watching, too. About the only thing needed to complete this fantasy
would be for me to know that you masturbated as you read this.

My fascination with masturbation, mine and other peopl€e's, goes back to
some experiences of my adolescence which | till use as fantasy material.
I'll describe the experiences themselves, since the fantasies are just one or
another variation on them.

The first one dates back to when | was 13 and in the seventh grade and
my friend Cindy and | used to deep over a one another’s houses and talk
about boys and sex, about both of which we were very ignorant. | remem-
ber how we would undress quickly in front of one another and cast furtive
looks at one ancther’s cunts to see who had the most hair (I did). Then
we'd push the beds together and spend hours giggling about what we'd
heard about sex (neither of us knew anything firsthand). It was on one of
these nights that we discovered masturbation. Cindy had seen her first erect
cock and was describing it to me. | remember feeling very “itchy” as| lis-
tened to her, and | ingtinctively lowered my hand to my crotch till finaly, to
my amazement, | came in a loud chorus of moans. Cindy was astounded
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and made me tell her how it felt and how to do it. When | couldn’t explain,
she made me turn on the light and lift my nightdress and show her. | vividly
remember sitting up in bed with my thighs parted trying to find the spot
again to show Cindy. No one had ever looked at my cunt so intensely as
Cindy, nor hasto this day. | took her hand and placed it on my clitoris (my
love button, | thought of it then) so she would know what to look for, then
she spread her thighs and we felt around till we found her clitoris, which
proved to be bigger than mine. She was wet now, too (neither of us knew
anything about that — who would have told us?), and | watched her and
masturbated to a second orgasm (a real veteran now!) as she tentatively
stroked herself to her first. Altogether, | think we must have masturbated
six or seven times that night, including two sessions of mutual masturba-
tion which we both enjoyed tremendoudy but felt a little guilty abouit.
There were several other evenings like this in the next year before Cindy
moved away.

The other experience from my adolescence that | like to fantasize about
concerns my summer as a junior counselor at a girls camp in Vermont.
The counselor | worked under was a Swiss exchange student named Uta
who was studying at Bennington. She was 20 or so, | was 16. We dl idol-
ized Uta, who was tall, full-bodied in an athletic (but not really muscular)
way, and very European, down to the hair in her armpits which she refused
to shave (she did shave her legs). My bunk was right across from Uta's so
in addition to al the common opportunities for seeing Uta nude (in the
showers and so forth) | saw her dress and undress every day. Even now |
don’'t think I've ever seen a more perfect or, a any rate, more sex-
ual-looking body. Uta was like a splendid female animal with all the smells,
hair and secretions that belong to femaleness. She obviousy enjoyed her
body, too — the things it could do, the pleasures it gave, the tastes, every-
thing. She was made for sex, but unfortunately there wasn't much around
a a girls camp in the Vermont woods — Uta was strictly heterosexual.
Partly to relieve hersdf but aso, I think, because she loved any kind of
sensuality for its own sake, Uta would masturbate every second or third
night or so, when she thought all the campers were asleep. They might have
been, but | wasn't, though | pretended to be. | would lie on my stomach
with my head turned toward Uta and my hand underneath me between my
legs, and I'd lie there for what seemed like ages waiting for Uta to begin.
Uta dept nude but usually under a sheet, so al | could generaly see was
the outline of her legs parted and dightly raised and the motions of her arm
between them. Uta had trained herself to be as quiet as possible — not, |
think, because she was embarrassed about masturbating (I'm sure she
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wasn't) but because it didn’'t seem a thing eight-year-olds should know
about. Quiet as she was, though, she couldn’'t help thrashing around a little
when she came. | learned to follow her rhythms and to time my orgasm to
coincide with hers. The best nights were those which were so hot that Uta
threw the sheet off her and lay there nude in the moonlight. With her body
all slvery and glistening with sweat, she looked like a goddess of sorts. She
moved more freely too on those nights, and sometimes she would turn on
her side (toward me!) and raise her left leg so that her whole cunt was visi-
ble in the moonlight. Her bush, which was blondish brown in daylight,
looked like spun silver. Those nights were agony to me because | wanted to
look at her but was afraid to open my eyes for fear she’'d know | was
awake. | was adso afraid she'd catch the movements of my hand benesth
me. | developed a kind of squint for those times and learned to bring myself
off with the most delicate, undetectable motions of my forefinger on my
clitoris. When | fantasize about these nights | change the scenario a little
and make myself bolder. I, too, throw my sheet off and lie facing Uta with
my right leg up and we each masturbate as we watch the other. Sometimes
now, on summer nights when I’'m aone, | relive those times by tilting my
dresser mirror so that it faces downward toward my bed. | watch myself in
the mirror as | sensuoudly masturbate and pretend | am Uta looking at me,
or me looking at some other woman. The moonlight makes it beautiful and
surreal — aso guiltless. | am sure | would make this fantasy a reality with-
out a second thought if the situation presented itself. Sometimes | substitute
one of my friends for Uta in my fantasy, or occasionaly an actress like
Dominique Sanda— did you see VVoyage en Douce?

The following fantasy is my current favorite. Here goes. My friend Ann
and | are biking in the woods. It’'s a beautiful June day and we have packed
a lunch and a bottle of wine and are hiking along a seldom traveled path.
We have had alovely day of it, but on the way home we find we need to go
to the bathroom. It's still about three miles back, but out of modesty | de-
cide to wait. Ann says she can’'t, so we go a way off the trail and find a
hidden spot, and Ann walks ahead of me and takes off her jeans and panties
and squats down to pee. Her back is toward me, and as | recline on the
pine-needle floor | watch the stream descend from the secret place between
her legs. | have never seen Ann nude before, and | am surprised by how
lovely her assis.

The stream tricklesto ahalt and | get up to go but Ann asks me to wait a
minute. She lowers her buttocks and bears down. | can see her anus open
and close and open again, and a large turd dowly descends to the pine-
needle floor. Ann looks over her shoulder to me and laughs apologetically,
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“1 hope I’'m not grossing you out.” | don't answer. | can’t. | never thought
it could excite me to watch anyone defecate, let aone another woman. But
there | am, decidedly aroused. | can feel the wetness between my legs (this
is getting awfully difficult to write). Ann bears down again and two more
turds drop down. | long to touch myself but | don't for fear Ann will turn
around. | don't think I’'ve ever been more aroused. | am not into toilet
games or anything of that sort, and | have no desire to wipe Ann clean
(she's very clean in my fantasy — no mess, no smell). It's the intimacy of
watching her that arouses me. What she's doing is such a private act. It's
usually done alone and indoors, not here in the woods on a beautiful sunny
day.

Ann finishes and pulls up her panties and jeans. “Ready?’ she asks. But
now | need to go — or rather | want to. | want Ann to see me. | want to open
myself to the sun and the woods. | ask her to wait, and | turn and face her.
As | drop my panties | catch her eyes on my navel, then my bush, then my
cunt lips. Our eyes meet and she blushes a little. | squat down facing her
and begin to pee. Her eyes drop to my cunt, and this time there' s no embar-
rassment, only interest and desire. “Mind if | watch? She smiles. She
drops to her knees a few feet from me and in response | part my thighs fur-
ther and open my cunt lips with my fingers so that she can see everything.
My clitorisis erect, asit is now, and | wish she would reach out and touch
it, but she doesn't. | finish peeing but remain squatting. “That’s not al, is
it?” Ann whispers. “No,” | answer. | tighten my muscles and push and my
bowels empty their fullness on the forest floor. Ann walks around behind
me and stays there for a minute or so. | recall how she looked from the
back and am excited to have her seeing me. A shudder like a small orgasm
goes through my loins. (All right, | give in. | am masturbating a little now
between sentences. | wish | were a one-handed typist.)

Ann comes around in front of me again and bends down and kisses me
tenderly on the lips. Then she undresses till she is nude from the waist
down. She sits across from me Indian fashion. Her cunt lips are parted and
between the wondrous chestnut-brown hair | can see her clitoris and the
sheen of her wetness. “Is there more?’ she asks. | nod. “Do you mind if |
masturbate as | watch you?’ | whisper no but that hardly expresses my
feeling. Ann moves her fingers dowly and rhythmically over her clitoris.
She holds them out to me now and | sniff her scent. | hold her hand to my
nose and lips and bear down again. I’'m finished now but also just begun.
“Oh, Ann, do me too,” | plead. Ann returns her right hand to her clitoris
while her left reaches out to find mine. | gasp when she touches me. Sheis
close to coming now, and | drink in every detail of her movements and
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sounds. Her lips are parted and her eyes are half shut. She is rubbing her
clitoris rapidly now. I'm almost there, too, and | put my hand over hers to
give me the rhythm | need. We reach out and our lips meet again and we
twine our bodies together as we pump ourselves to orgasm, squeezing out
every little corner of it. At the end we're not using our hands at all but are
scissored together with our cunts touching, clit against clit.

Well, now | will have to go and finish myself off. I’'m amazed | held off
this long. | guess | just enjoyed describing my fantasies so much, | feel a
little guilty about it.

MARLA

I’'m a 24-year-old leshian currently living in Japan. | got a degree in
Japanese and Asian studies from Vassar, and am currently a trandator/
interpreter for a large Japanese company. | have aways known | was a
leshian since eighth grade, but never actually had sexual relations with a
woman until college. All that stuff people say about lesbians is redly un-
true. | had a very happy childhood with parents who also had a happy life.
I view my lesbianism with pride but am €till in the closet, mainly for eco-
nomic reasons— but also | think a person’s sex life is a private matter.

My lover is till in the U.S. We plan to live together forever. | have never
been interested in anyone else.

Most of my fantasies involve power. In one of my favorites | am the ab-
solute ruler of atiny Middle Eastern kingdom where women control every-
thing — the men are the servants. Some women are straight, and they are
allowed freely to marry men. | love to have huge feasts of lamb, wine and
fiery dishes. After one lovely med | am deeply in love with a talented
woman artist of the kingdom. She has just shown me my officia portrait. |
take her hand and kiss her passionately and she responds. It is along kiss.
We have more wine and | order a servant to play a harp as we make love.
She kissesme all over and | her. Afterward we have more wine and | gently
touch her beautifully nude body.

In another fantasy, it is the Middle Ages. Thistime I’'m a cardina in the
Catholic Church — this church only has women priests. (I really am till a
Catholic, by the way.) Since marriage is forbidden, the women are allowed
to have passionate love affairs — and these are only sinful if they aren't
truly love affairs. After a ceremony in which | officiate at a beheading of a
man who tried to seize power in the Church, | am carried back to my cha-
teau on a portable throne by several lovely women — al have short blond
hair and strong features. They take me to a room filled with silk pillows
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and lay me down gently. A lute and arecorder can be heard in the distance.
The most beautiful of the women dowly disrobes and takes off my cloak
and hood, all the while caressing my thighs and breasts with her hands and
then her mouth. Food is brought in — a big turkey, grapes and lamb — and
she carves the meat and we eat, al the while touching each other and whis-
pering endearments. After the meal, we kiss deeply and | lie on top of her —
I rub her all over until she orgasms, and she does the same to me.

Other women come in and we all make love and feast. A blind man en-
ters and brings more food. | think food is very sexual; after a good med,
sex is always terrific. Two women artists show me the latest illuminated
manuscripts they have created for me. One is highly erotic — the story of
Sappho and her poetic community. | give the artist a bag of gold coins in
payment and she kneels and kisses my ring in gratitude. The other woman
shows me a golden chalice with a cross embedded with rubies onit. | give
her a bag of silver coins. Suddenly she professes her love for me and so we
go off to a private room and have a long talk. We talk about art and the
love of women, and in the end we make love. | give her a backrub and then
kiss her shoulders and neck. Neck kissing always excites me. Her hair is
soft and long and it falls on my face as she lies on her side. She whispers
that she has never before dept with awoman and | am excited at being the
first to make love to her.

Well, these two have many variations, but | like the Middle Ages and
Middle Eastern customs. Oddly enough, I've never had fantasies about Ja-
pan. The woman here do not attract me at al — they have no fiery passion
intheir eyes.

I think men have no idea how wonderful love between women is. They
think we al have dreams of being dominated by them! Actually, my lesbian
friends and | often dream of ruling the world and at the same time remain-
ing loving and gentle in our relationships with women. | don’'t go in for
kinky sex and don't like oral sex al that much, but | do love the warmth of
being with another woman intimately — even having a wonderfully long
intellectual discussion with another woman turns me on. Love without good
talk is nothing.

It is rare when | see men and women who are in love truly talking about
things. The men just make the women listen to them and admire them. Even
my straight friends (those select few who know I'm gay) sometimes tell me
they're envious of gay women because they can be so close to another
woman. My straight friends say that athough they love men they are still at
a distance from them — till unequal. Someday all women should discover
the joy and peace in loving other women. Only when we learn to love and
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trust each other will we be able to overthrow the centuries-old patriarchal
structure!

I think you tried in your books to be fair and understanding, but | still
could sense your inner anxiety about gay sex. If you think of the violence
men do to women — plopping on top of them and shoving their penises into
a small hole — maybe you'd see that leshian sex seems perhaps gentler and
more humane. When women learn to live without men then we'll grow in
freedom and confidence. As long as we deep with them we are giving them
aid and comfort. | think if women thought of the political implications of
sex with men they’d think twice about jumping into bed with them!

STACY

| am a 19-year-old female, presently going to college, single, upper mid-
dle class, heterosexua (I think). | am very preoccupied with sex, think
about it alot, and do it whenever | can. | love to masturbate, even when |
have a steady sex partner. Sometimes | think | lean toward being a nymph.
Men seem to be attracted to my surface innocence, and they love it when
they find I'm atiger in bed. | love to wear my tight black leather pants and
let my titties practically fall out of my shirt and watch them stare at me and
try to take me home.

My first sexual encounter was with my cousin. We were both about 7
years old. We would play “doctor” at every opportunity — she would lie
down on her stomach and | would explore her ass and hairless pussy, then
she would do the same to me. Later on, when | was about 13, my friend, a
10-year-old girl, asked if | knew how to French kiss. She would lie on top
of me and we would “play” for hours. One time | masturbated under the
covers while we were kissing.

| guess my present fantasies are created from these early lesbian experi-
ences. It is strange that | feel repelled at the thought of actually touching a
girl sexualy, yet | fantasize about it al the time. Whenever | masturbate |
think of this one: | am hitchhiking on a lonely road when a gorgeous, sexy
girl picks me up. | try to stop myself from looking at her nipples poking
out, and her soft, full lips. She asks me to stay at her house. We arrive a
few minutes later. She gives me a bikini and tells me to go swimming, that
she'll be out shortly. The bikini barely covers my pussy and ass; there are
hairs hanging aong the inside of my legs. The top is nonexistent. | get in
the heated pool and reach down to fed my pussy. It is dick with my juices.
Then the girl appears in a bikini like mine. After swimming around for
quite awhile, | redize that she doesn’t share my sexua thoughts and | try
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to think about other things. Finally she lightly brushes past me, then offers
to put some baby oil on me. She starts with my shoulders. She is giving me
the most sensuous massage. Then, her fingers trail lightly down my back,
softly rubbing and squeezing. Her hands travel further down to my thighs.
God, | want to turn around! But | don’t move, thinking she might stop. |
feel those hands inch toward my ass; finally one finger dips in the crack.
Her lips softly kiss the back of my neck. | can’'t stand it any longer; | turn
slowly around. She says, “Let’s get out and dry off.” | follow her, wonder-
ing if | blew it by turning around. On the way to her room, she grabs two
big fluffy towels, “Lie on the bed,” she says, “and let me dry you off.”
Soon | fedl her exquisite hands as they untie my top. Ever so dowly, she
continues to sweetly torture me with her hands and lips until she says,
“Turn over.” Her lips travel up my inner thighs until they tease my pussy
lips. | am going crazy for her tongue. | grab her blond head and press her
into me. Oh, it is so nice! At this point in my fantasy, | come all over the
place.

TUNE

| am aleshian, not bisexual. | don’t hate men in general, but | definitely
would not go to bed with a man. I’ve been there, I'm a widow. It's a case
of being brought up not to think sexudly. If | had had that freedom | never
would have married, | would have just had my son and lived with a woman.
I’'m 43, my sonis 17 now.

Women know how to make love to another woman all the time, not just
when it is time to go to bed, time for a climax. Men so often miss thisim-
portant fact although women say to men, “I need to be held and snuggled
and touched and sucked on without needing a climax every time” It is
called tenderness, nurturing, caring, loving, sharing.

Now about my fantasy. | thought it might interest you to read one that is
not quite so wild. I am a butch who loves her mate a lot. We try to satisfy
each other. | can climax fantasizing about making love to her when I’m by
myself. | climax just masturbating and thinking about sucking on her
breasts or cunt. | climax thinking about her responses to my lovemaking
and her giving to me. Usually I'll climax making her climax, but then she
will follow through by loving me, fingering me, kissing me. It is fantasy
when | get so horny when she is not around and reach orgasm with her in
my head. But it is also my reality most of the time, so maybe it isn't a
“fair” fantasy.
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| guess the real fantasy was making love to awoman when | was married
— that fantasy is a dream come true.

Incidentally, | was brought up a Connecticut WASP but a natural rene-
gade to that! College degree (AS), eectronics technician;, have aways
loved women from as far back as | can remember but did not do anything
about it until after my husband died. I'm happier now than I've ever been.
It'sterrible, in away, that it took someone' s death to set me free.

SANDY

| am 21 years old, single and heterosexually oriented.

| grew up in a middle-middle-class Canadian family. As an only child |
have enjoyed the exclusive attentions of my mother, who has been very
generous with her love, concern and time. She is an intelligent, open-
minded woman, and | consder myself fortunate that this woman is my
mother. She has never closed any doors to me; in fact, she has opened
many.

My father, on the other hand, is a closed-minded, uninspired soul with
whom it is very difficult to communicate. | cannot remember being fond of
him, although I’'ve been told that when | was a preadolescent, my father
was the focus of my world.

At age 16, | left home to escape my father's authoritarian nature. |
moved in with a man whom | regard as the most postive influence in my
life (next to my mother). We plan to live a stimulating, adventurous and
fantasy-filled life together!

| have wondered, “What meanings are inherent in my fantasies?’ but |
have never felt guilty about fantasizing or about the content of my fanta-
sies. | am fortunate that | love a man who loves and appreciates the very
essence of me! He is interested in every facet of my being... including my
fantasies.

All of my fantasies revolve around a central theme: my sexua involve-
ment with other women.

As a child | experienced various sexua encounters with female peers. |
remember feeling quite stimulated during these infrequent adventures.

At 16 | had my first and only homosexua experience since my childish
explorations. | found it to be a boring and unexciting encounter. As a result
of this, | have since then refused similar invitations. Nevertheless, | con-
tinue to have frequent and stimulating “lesbian” fantasies. | fantasize when
| masturbate; on afew occasions | have fantasized during lovemaking.
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My most frequently recurring fantasy begins with my presence at a gay
bar. | am dressed in a dinky black front-dlit skirt and a brief black body-
suit.

A beautifully exotic woman approaches me and inquires if | would like
to dance. | turn toward her, appreciate her obvious loveliness and accept
the invitation. We begin a dow and sensuous dance movement. Our bodies
dowly draw together until | am overwhelmed by her scent. As | place my
damp hands on her delicate waist, she tenderly rests her own hands on my
shoulders. | fed the thrill of eager anticipation as we gaze into one an-
other's eyes. As our dance continues, | dide my right hand toward her
crotch and playfully toy with the opening of her front-dit skirt. She emits a
throaty moan as my hand parts the curtain of fabric and my fingers begin
to caress the softness of her pubic mound. | then alow my index finger to
descend from her mound to her equally delightful cleft. As my finger loses
itself in her wetness, my own excitement becomes undeniable and | fed an
insistent pulsation in my cunt.

By gently parting her dangling lips and stroking her soaking dit, | ex-
plore her pussy. My digit gravitates to her now protruding clit, where my
finger lingers to tantalize and tease; | release her breasts with my free hand
and eagerly place my mouth on an erect nipple.

After bringing her to orgasm in this manner, | allow her to reciprocate.
She dlips her cool hand into the cup of my bodysuit, where her fingers
lightly graze my breast. Groping more forcefully, she kneads and pinches
my nipple until, longing for release, | guide her hand to my crotch.

Kneding in front of me, her hands part the flap of my skirt and she be-
gins to nuzzle my mound with her delicate nose. My hands caress her silky
dark hair as her jutting tongue delves forcefully into my swelling cunt; lur-
ing her to continue her assault, | press her head more tightly to my pussy.
As my arousa mounts, | open my eyes to watch her. Holding my breath, |
feel the first tinglings of orgasm; as the sensation builds, | gasp for air. My
orgasm peaks and | explode in her awaiting mouth.

PRISCILLA

I am a high school senior on an exchange program from England. | at-
tend what must be a typical suburban American high school consisting of
mostly middle-class kids, but it is very different from my al-girls “public’
school in Sussex. | come from a middle-class family in the south of Eng-
land. Both my parents are in the theater business.
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| have been attracted to girls since early adolescence so | suppose | must
be a bisexual, but I'm not worried about labels. | think most people have
fantasies about those of their own sex, but they are rarely acted out.

I would like to describe an early sexua experience. When | was 14 | ac-
companied my best friend and her family to their holiday home in the south
of France. She had a younger brother and sister and an older sister, Mary,
about 19.

One evening the family went out to the loca cinema, but Mary and |
stayed home. It was a cold and rainy night. We sat in front of a huge firein
the living room of this old rustic farmhouse. We settled down with our
books and Mary went to get some wine. She returned with two glasses,
poured the wine, and we resumed reading. After some time | glanced up in
surprise to see Mary really upset. | moved over and she said that something
in the book conjured up memories of her ex-boyfriend, who had just
dumped her. She was emotional, and | put my arms around her.

She started describing this guy and how affectionate and warm he used
to be. It was really cozy in front of the fire, and | was beginning to get a
little lightheaded from the wine. | could fedl her breath on my neck as she
snuggled further into my shoulder. She told me how wonderful and gentle
he was and what he used to do when they made love. | could fedl her breast
pressed against my arm. Strangely, | became aroused. It was a lovely fedl-
ing but | was very confused, as you can imagine. | could not make sense of
my emotions, but the warm, prickly sensation between my legs was red
enough.

Mary rose to refill our glasses and came back, sitting very close to me.
Her skirt rucked up and | caught a glimpse of her panties, which really
turned me on. | could not understand my emotions but | felt drawn to her.
She wasn't wearing a bra and her breasts were visible through her thin
blouse. I had an instinctive urge to reach out and touch them. Mary asked
mein ahusky voiceif | knew what it was like to be really kissed.

Without waiting for an answer she moved alittle closer, parted my trem-
bling lips with her warm, moist tongue, and at that moment | almost died
with pleasure. It was the most wonderful feeling. We kissed for ages. She
undid my blouse and stroked and kissed my small breasts. | felt as though |
was in heaven. Mary wanted to go further but | was too scared. Although
nothing else happened, this event remains so powerful for me and is the
basis for a recurring fantasy. | often dream of making love to Mary now
that | feel confident about who | am and what | want.

Mogst of my fantasies revolve around girls my own age but there is a
teacher at my school here whom | find very attractive. She is the typical
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American blonde, very athletic, very pretty. | often find mysalf wondering
how she would make love to me. | would love to kiss her. | imagine nothing
will happen, though, but | wish she would try to seduce me. Yesterday |
casualy sat with my legs dightly parted so she could see up my dress. |
imagine that put her off her teaching stride a bit. 1 wonder if she was
shocked. | hope it made her interested because there is no way | can make
the first move.

I have long legs and a good figure. | am a dancer and do aerobics every
day. | love the fedling of a tight-fitting leotard on my body. | think the
sculptured outline of a woman's body is quite beautiful. | play squash
regularly and always wear a white blouse and short, pleated skirt. | love the
way a skirt swishes back and forth revealing crisp white panties, so | spend
alot of time watching girls play squash.

I'm redly turned on by underwear and aways wear the softest, most
luxurious things. | often wonder what the other girls who wear baggy jeans
and huge sweaters have underneath and if they have the same feelings
about underthings. When | see someone I’'m attracted to | try to imagine
what she has on (I aways look at panty lines) and then imagine undressing
her dowly and letting her try on my silky underwear. Sometimes this may
lead to caressing and kissing.

| often wonder why clothes are so sexual for me. For example, some-
times when | move on my seat in class the dlight pressure of tight nylon on
my vagina gives me a lovely fedling — particularly if the teacher | was tell-
ing you about is teaching the class.

I'd like to tell you about an incident that | often think about. One night
last year | was in my room and there was a knock at the door. It was one of
the girls on the squash team. We were not special friends but | liked her
and, to be honest, fancied her a bit. She wanted to know if she could bor-
row a skirt and shirt for an important match the next day. | got the things
out and suggested she take off her uniform and try them on in my room.

She took off her blouse, skirt and dlip, remaining in panties and a lacy,
wispy bra. She looked so good. | suggested that she try one of my sport
bras. She asked me to help her with it and | lowly undid her at the back.
As her brafell off her shoulders, she turned around and we both looked at
each other. She had lovely creamy breasts and her nipples were standing
out. | was feeling very aroused and my mouth went dry. | didn’t know what
to do. However, she moved dowly toward me.

Before we were aware of what was happening we were kissing, tenta-
tively a first, and then dowly, deeply. My hands moved down her body. |
shivered as | felt her smooth skin. | felt around her thighs, up her back and
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then down her tummy. | traced the outline of her panties, massaging the
silky fabric over her bush. | could feel her getting moist and her breathing
becoming raspy. My finger went underneath the elastic and inside her. She
was so wet. By the way, this is making me fed redly horny, I'm typing
with one hand and the other is under my dress. My other hand caressed her
buttocks. | led her to the bed. | lay between her legs, put my hands under
her bum and started licking her inner thighs. | dowly, very dowly, moved
higher and higher until | reached her vagina. My tongue found her clit and |
started sucking until she had more orgasms than | could count. We have
been lovers ever since.

Here are some short fantasies:

| am the housemistress at a school. | have been assigned to check that the
new girls are wearing the regulation underwear. When | discover that three
of them are wearing high-cut sexy panties instead of school briefs | make
them come to my study and undress each other and masturbate whilst the
prettiest girl fingers me.

| am teaching an aerobics class. In the class is a beautiful, feminine boy
about 16. | ask him to come to the front of the class. Soon he has an erec-
tion, visible through his black tights, from watching me exercise. | dismiss
the rest of the class. | take him home, dress him in a skirt and panties and
then suck him off. Afterward he tries on my leotard and then fucks me in
the bum.

A friend and | are double-dating two boring guys. During dinner | kick
off my shoes under the table and dowly start rubbing the inside of my
friend’s leg. | dowly move up her thighs and rub my toes against her va-
gina. She's obvioudy redly enjoying it but doesn't suspect me. The next
day she tells me what her date was doing and how she enjoyed it. | tell her
it was me.

I would like to be seduced by a redly beautiful, light-skinned black
woman with a fantastic body. I'd like her to make love to me on the beach.
Afterwards she takes me to her beach house and shaves my pussy. She
straddles me, parts my legs and dtarts licking me with her warm pink
tongue. All I can seeis her bum covered by nylon panties.

PAULA

| am 17 years old.

I’ve been gay aslong as | can remember. | say “gay” because the word
“leshian” turns me off. | recently graduated, as an honor student, from high
school.
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| use this fantasy when I’'m in the shower. My fantasy alone brings me to
an orgasm without actual physical contact. I'm very attracted to women.
My favorite fantasy centers around afamous rock singer. (1 won't say who,
because | wouldn’t want to make her uncomfortable should she ever read
this) If it's possible to be in love with someone you don’'t know personaly,
then I’m head over hedls. Hereis my fantasy:

| have just been to a rock concert where my idol was the main act. After
the concert, | manage to meet her and we hit it off instantly. She's exactly
how | imagined her to be. After talking to her for what seems like hours, we
decide we want to see each other again. She tells me she has a week off
from touring and would like to get away for a weekend. She decides to rent
a cabin and go to the mountains. I'm al excited when she asks me to go.
We go on the long drive to the cabin. When we get there, the snow is fal-
ling. For me, this is the perfect romantic setting. We unpack after we find
that there is only one bed (lucky for me). After we get settled and get used
to the idea of deeping together (which doesn’t bother me one bit), | cook a
big dinner complete with wine (you might say | wanted to seduce her). Af-
ter we're both a little blitzed we move to the couch in front of a roaring
fire. Our conversation moves toward sexual experiences. She's surprised
when she finds | am a virgin (probably the only one 17 years old). After
drinking alittle more wine, | see she'sas hot as| am. As| st watching the
fire, | am (pleasantly) surprised when she leans over and kisses me pas-
sionately on the mouth. | smile and she sees that | enjoyed it. Thistime, the
kissis equaly initiated by both of us. We lie on the couch embracing each
other firmly, but with a tenderness I’ ve never experienced with anyone be-
fore. She quietly suggests that we move to the bedroom. At first | am ap-
prehensive because | have never made love to a woman before. She tells me
not to be afraid, that she will show me what to do to give her the most
pleasure. We enter the bedroom and dowly begin to undress each other,
stopping once in a while to caress and kiss each other. We dide between
the cool sheets and lie in each other’s arms. She's very tender, so tender |
can't stand it. | kiss her, but she becomes more aggressive. She presses her
lips firmly against mine and parts my lips with her tongue. | begin to trust
my own intuition and begin to dowly caress and kiss her breasts. She
moans. | start to flick my tongue across her nipples and suck them. My hot
breath makes her even more excited. She tells me to kiss her al over, and
I’m happy to do what she asks. | kiss her lips fully, then | dowly plant tiny
wet kisses on her eydids and nose. | nibble on her ear. | move down and
kiss her belly until 1 reach her beautiful crotch. | pass over it and move to
her feet. | begin to kiss her feet and suck on her toes while rubbing the in-
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side of her thigh. | lick up the insides of her legs. Then, findly, | part her
lips and began rubbing her clitoris. She begs me to kiss and lick her. | start
flicking my tongue across her clit. She takes a deep breath and sighs and
comes. | continue licking and probing with my tongue. At the same time, |
caress her breast. | rub my finger over her erect nipple. | increase the speed
of my tongue, she tenses and has an orgasm (at the same time I'm having
mine). She lies on the bed, completely exhausted, with her arms tightly
around me. She sowly runs her fingers through my hair and softly kisses
my face and neck. Her hands move and she starts rubbing the back of my
neck. Chills are running through my body. She gets out of bed and goes
into the bathroom. | hear her turn on the shower and she comes back out
and takes my hand and leads me into the shower. The water is hot, and |
start to relax. She embraces me and starts nibbling on my shoulders. She
takes the soap and starts lathering up my body. I’ m terribly excited, and the
thought of doing this to her gets me even hotter — | take the soap and lather
her up, spending alot of time on her beautiful firm breasts. The warmth of
the massaging water, combined with her feeling me up, brings me to a cli-
max that can never be equaled. We get out of the shower and dry each
other off. Then we crawl back into bed and fall asleep in each other’s arms.
Giving her pleasure is the most important thing.

SUZANNE

I am 20 years old and have been married since | was 17. | have never
been able to achieve an orgasm during intercourse, and | have been sexu-
aly active since | was 15. | only achieve orgasms while masturbating.

| have a lot of leshian fantasies. | have never been sucked off by a
woman, but | think I would love it. And | would probably come! Wow! |
have, however, sucked off another woman, and | loved making her come! |
can remember how she felt and tasted. | would like to tell you about it, and
hope someone e se can enjoy it too!

Joan had come over to our house to visit me. We began drinking (Joan,
my husband and myself) and we ended up very drunk. Joan dared me to
pull out my husband’s cock and suck it. She even offered to help. | laugh-
ingly agreed. But before | knew it, | was sucking and licking while she held
his cock for me. My husband came all over Joan's and my face. Then |
offered Joan to my husband, and | watched them fuck till she screamed.
Then my husband was sucking her pretty tits, and | couldn’t take my eyes
off her beautiful cunt. | couldn’t resist anymore, and | went in after it. |
spread open her legs and placed them on my shoulders. | spread open her
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cunt lips, and | went down on her. | licked her just like | would like her to
have done to me. | probed her cunt with my fingers, first one, then two,
then three. She loved it, every minute of it! It got me all hot when she came!
She put her hands on the back of my head and bucked up to meet my
tongue.

This threesome went on for about three weeks. Sometimes my husband
would fuck me while | snacked on her cunt. Or she would suck on my hus-
band' s dick while | took her. She never did me, she couldn’t bring herself to
do it, but | often fantasize about her eating my cunt now while | mastur-
bate.

| fake orgasms with my husband (wrong | know), but | don’'t want him to
think it's because he's not good. | feel heis. It's probably just me. | don't
even get my rocks off when my husband goes down on me because he's a
little too rough, and hell, it's not the same.

JENNIFER

| am 21 years old and live with my boyfriend. We have great sex, but |
am not able to have orgasms without the help of my wonderful vibrator,
which | use at least once daily. | have all kinds of fantasies, but | don't fan-
tasize while making love with my boyfriend. | usually end up thinking of
him. But when | use the vibrator, | usualy go off into my own fantasy
world.

I think alot about other women, but not just anyone. | get very turned on
by girlie magazines and watching porno movies, especialy two beautiful
women together. But | am not attracted to al women, only ones that have
extremely good bodies. Likewise, with porno movies | get turned off by two
women together if I’'m not attracted to them.

One fantasy | have is about a close friend of mine who is absolutely
beautiful, and | am very attracted to her. We both live with our boyfriends,
and | dream of us both losing our boyfriends somehow (I really don’'t want
that to happen) and she moves in with me. We both have to deep in my
double bed, and we both deep nude because we are so used to deeping this
way with our boyfriends. We arein bed and it isreally late and we are both
missing our boyfriends, so | ask if | can deep cuddied up to her like | used
to with him. She agrees that we need some physical affection so | move
closer to her, and we fit like spoons together perfectly. | am behind her with
my arms wrapped around her small waist and she is holding my small
arms. We drift off to deep. Soon | wake to her moving my hands sowly
over her soft, warm body. | touch her breasts and run my hands all over her
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body. Thisis al happening very sowly and cautioudy. Finally she moves
my hand down over her stomach, through her hair to her soft, wet lips. She
then can't help but turn onto her back, and | can then do what | fed. |
climb over her, kiss her neck and on down to spend as much time as | can
on her fantastic tits (they are perfect). | kiss them, lick them, touch them
and nuzzle my face into them. Sheis just lying back with her hands on my
head, enjoying hersdf. | then continue al the way down, over her stomach,
thighs, all the way to her toes, then back up to her pussy. That is where |
stop for a while, kissing and licking the insides of her thighs and dowly
kissing her lips. | press my nose into her hair and breathe in all the wonder-
ful sexua smell. Then | keep on licking and kissing and sucking until sheis
gasping with pleasure! After she comes | keep loving her, rubbing my body
on hers until we fall asleep.

| have to tell you that | had to stop in the middle of this and spend a few
wonderful moments with my vibrator, | just couldn’t stand it!!

KERRY

| am a black femae. | was married at the age of 16 and had my first
child a 17. 1 am in my early 50s now and | have three children. Two are
teenagers.

Besides my husband, I’ ve been with only one other man and that was at
the age of 14. (By the way, I’'m quite embarrassed using such words as
cock, cunt, pussy, etc.) Believe it or not, | hardly know anything about sex,
intercourse, foreplay and the like, even though I’ ve been married more than
thirty years and have produced three kids.

Let me explain: I'm a battered wife and have been for al my married
life. I'm going to try and be open with you — though | never can be with
anyone else. Getting married was the biggest mistake of my life. | have no
sexua attraction for my husband whatsoever. To this day | have no idea
why we got married. Although he says he loves me, his treatment of me
makes me wonder. After al these years heis still sexually attracted to me,
yet | don't know why. We have intercourse nearly every night. He aways
makes the first move, otherwise there would be no sex.

| have no idea how to turn him on. | guess it’'s because deep insde me |
don’'t want to. | don’t want him touching me or vice versa. You could say
I’ve been faking it all thistime. We would have some terrible fights where |
would wake up the next day al sore and black-and-blue. His way of apolo-
gizing was through sex. That turned me off even more, but I’ve never said
no. | did once, but he accused me of being with or wanting other men. He
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would aways come — but | had to fantasize to get an orgasm. He would try
anything to excite me, from licking and rubbing my cunt to anal sex (hurt
like hell).

| discovered masturbation when | was around 12 years old. It started
with me and a few other girls masturbating each other. The more we did it,
the better it felt. Then | discovered that looking at female breasts excited
me. I’ve never touched another woman's breasts, but | do fantasize about
it.

I met my husband at age 15. He despised the fact that he hadn’t been the
first, yet he still wanted to marry me. My life with him was pure hell. He
says he won't eat me anymore because | might get interested in women
sucking my pussy. He doesn't allow me female friends for the same reason.
| have neither close female or male friends.

I must tell you one thing that has been bothering me. While I’'m mastur-
bating | fantasize about women. Women aways seem gentler, and men
quite the opposite. One fantasy is of me sitting on the lap of abig fat black
woman with huge juicy breasts. She's completely nude and she undresses
me like a baby and takes me in her arms and flaps her huge nipple in my
mouth to suck. While I’m sucking, she spreads my legs and starts rubbing
my cunt till it’s hot and wet. She continues to finger my cunt and rock me
in her arms like a baby. After that she cleans me up and puts me to bed. |
don’t think I’'m homosexual but more bisexual.

RENEE

| am 18. | was born under the triple cusp of Taurus, making me strong-
minded, extremely stubborn, highly sensuous, bold, and | guess a bit of an
extremist. I'm a fashion model, five feet ten, dark blond hair, green-eyed,
full-lipped, and almost full-blooded American raised Italian.

As a young teen, | was curious and completely self-minded much to the
dismay of my suburban middle-class parents. | went to a continuation high
school after being kicked out of the public high in the first month of my
freshman year as a result of cutting classes and fighting.

| had started having sex toward the end of the summer between junior
high and high school, but had been raped as a child by my step-grandfather
and approached and fondled by a number of elderly men before the age of
10. The scene with my grandfather ended around that time too. By that
time, (after several years) I'd started to protest and scream and cry. (My
mom became pregnant by her grandfather at age 14, and her mom was also
molested as a child by her grandfather.) (Weird?? Coincidence?? Bullshit,
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disgusting!!!) | never redly got to be a virgin. The part that hurts the most
though, is that it bothers me more to think back about it now than it did
then.

So, | went to high school across town. | ended up freebasing large
amounts of cocaine for about one and a half years. | became extremely dis-
oriented, anaemic (115-117 pounds at five feet ten) and hated everything,
everyone, but myself most. | attempted suicide. In the emergency room |
realized | only wanted to kill the beast | had turned into. | saw avision: a
Paris street and mysalf sipping wine in a cute sidewak cafe. | felt the ex-
tent of the happiness in my ultimate goal, to be able independently to pick
and choose and make my own decisions in regards to fulfilling my lifeasa
fashion model. (I had just begun to find out about modeling.)

I got out of school three and a half months later with the equivaent of a
high school diploma. Approximately three weeks later, | was stoned and
came home around 2 A.M. to my mom, awake and drunk. | ended up tell-
ing her about my grandfather (who is virtually impossible to live with, but
we do). | told her if she told my father his father raped me | couldn’'t handle
it. Two days later she said she had told. | didn’t ask any questions, | moved
out that evening. | moved to the city and tried to kick drugs and be a pro-
fessional model. My boyfriend — a photographer — had me living in some of
the deaziest hotels in the downtown area and we had no money. | got a few
good bresks in modeling and left him.

| fantasized from ayoung age. | was probably 3 or 4 when | had my first
fantasies. | played with girlfriends and imagined and pretended all sorts of
different things and situations. At the age of 11 or 12 | began to jack off in
the shower with the Water Pik. | have glorious, shuddering orgasms using
this method. With my lovers | am aways the one making it a great fuck.
(Many of us women share this certain talent, | might add!) | started to fan-
tasize more during sex to excite myself, as well as give the guy a memora-
ble experience. Sorry if | seem sexually conceited, but | truly am a hot
piece!

| found that | love to suck cock, and as much to my surprise, swallow
cum... ummyummt!

Leshian tendencies | aways had, and | vaguely expressed them with my
roommate, a motherly type infatuation. My favorite, most exciting fanta-
sies are al about women. | love the feel of awoman, it's so electric yet so
ultra soft.

I imagine myself flying somewhere and a beautiful redhead with a tanta-
lizing British accent and lovely, flawless complexion, who is one of the
stewardesses aboard, approaches me. She says something about loving the
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shade of eye makeup I’'m wearing and could she impose on me to show her
how | had applied it. We go into one of those small bathrooms and of
course, end up having a great fuck. (Gets me hot just writing it down!!)

I’ve had dreams and fantasies of a surprisingly beautiful, ultra dyke res-
cuing me from being raped by a bunch of hoods in some alley in the city.
The twist to thisone is | turn out to rape her! She's handcuffed and begs
me not to hurt her. | tell her to shut the fuck up, that | can see the scars
she's got from fighting and being the rowdy bitch that she is. | tease her
and ask her how it feels to play the part of a woman, for a woman, unwill-
ingly. By this point I'm so hot | can barely concentrate, | guess the focus
point in this one is victimizing this bruta dyke who has saved me.

| love to fantasize about deflowering young girls, although in real life |
don't have the patience to date virgins of either sex. | gave it up; it's excit-
ing but they just end up getting my twat too hot, and giving me a headache.

GEMMA

| am 23 years old, Catholic, and came from an upper-middle-class fam-
ily. | attended parochia school until eighth grade and came away with a
whole set of ideas on how the world should be. Although | had a decent
upbringing, there were a few things that bothered me. For one, | recently
“came out of the closet,” and as homosexuality is not condoned in the
Church, there was a lot of adjusting for me to do. Another problem (a par-
ticular fear of mine), is that | never learned how to deal with affection of
any kind. In my family, the only emotions shown are anger (never temper),
and amusement. | used to worry about being a “cold fish” but as the fol-
lowing fantasy hopefully proves, these fears are unfounded.

A little background. My fantasy concerns the first woman | ever knew
who ever told me she was gay, Liz, and her lover Camille. | used to work
with Liz, and after | got over feeling guilty over being gay, the three of us
used to go out to the bars and such. (They have since moved.) I, unfortu-
nately, fell totaly in love with Camille, and even though they both know
about my feelings toward her, our relationship has not changed that much.
It might even be stronger. We 4till visit each other occasionally. Anyway,
on to the fantasy.

| am vigiting Liz and Camille at their apartment. Liz for some reason is
on her way out the door. | have never invented areason why Liz is leaving,
but we al know it will be for awhile. Anyway, Camille and | are sitting on
the couch; we're not doing much, just watching TV or reading a book.
Camille leans over and gives me a small kiss on the cheek. | give her adis-
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approving look that clearly says, “I can't believe you did that.” We go back
to watching or reading, and after a while, she kisses me again. | don’t react
as before, but instead kiss her on the cheek. She puts her hands on my
shoulders and gives me a gentle kiss on the lips. | respond by putting my
arms around her and returning al her kisses. Soon we are lying on the
couch and exploring each other’s faces with our soft kisses and caresses.
As natura as holding each other seems, we both redize that we truly want
to be closer. We move to the bedroom.

After undressing, we again lie in each other’s arms. | start our lovemak-
ing by softly tracing the outline of her eyebrows, eyes, mouth and chin with
my fingertips. The route of my fingers is followed by my kisses as | softly
kiss her brows, nose, and gently pull on her bottom lip after a long kiss. |
next run my fingers down her shoulders and arms. | place my arms under-
neath and around her and hug her as close to me as possible in an effort to
make us inseparable. | then take her hands and rub the backs of her fingers
across my face. Her hands are very small and ddlicate. | kiss each fingertip
and pam. | next caress her thighs, legs and feet with a gentle touch, just
barely touching her skin. Camille continues to hold and kiss me. | then
lightly cup the outside of her vagina, as | move my kisses down to her
breasts. | tease her nipples with my tongue until they are erect, while
dlightly increasing the pressure of my hand and to what it is holding. | trace
aline with the tip of my tongue down to her belly button. | circle it with my
tongue and kiss her stomach. My path continues down to her vaginal lips,
which | separate dowly. | kiss and circle her clitoris with my tongue. After
teasing her this way for a few minutes, | put my tongue in her vagina. |
start dowly moving my tongue around and in and out. | continue to caress
her legs and stomach with my fingers as | speed up the workings of my
tongue. Without warning, she comes, as | keep using my mouth on her; |
drink as much of her as I’'m able. When she stops moving, | stop my ac-
tions; | trace my path back to her mouth with my kisses and light caresses.
She gives me a sweet kiss and gently tugs on my bottom lip with her teeth.
| again place my arms around her to draw her as close to me as| am able.
Wefall adeep in each other’sarms.

As | have said, both Liz and Camille know my affection for Camille.
They prefer to cal it “infatuation” while I maintain (to myself) that it is
love. | think they would be surprised to see how much and vividly | fanta-
size about Camille. | do love her.
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LINDSAY

| am an attractive, athletic, 31-year-old woman, high school graduate
and some college, married for two and one half years, no kids. Presently
I'm taking a break from working as a secretary and enjoying being a
homemaker and taking exercise and art classes.

| have been masturbating off and on since | was 14. | also have arich
fantasy life, especially now since I'm not working and have time to think
about my desires and feelings. | was a lonely, introspective adolescent with
no friends and many secret thoughts. | thought | was the only girl in the
world who had “dirty” thoughts and who touched hersdlf into getting that
delicious, wonderful explosion “down there.” Pleasure accompanied by
acute guilt, though — I thought | was doomed to hellfire but | just couldn’t
stop.

Older women attract me rather than boys. | fantasized about getting
close to my teacher, Mom'’s friends, and later, my work associates. Boys
liked me because | was cute, but | wanted to be with a woman and went
from one crush to another.

Thus, my first sexual relationship was with a girl one year older than me,
when | was 18. We met in church; she had just moved into town and was
staying with her brother. | was instantly smitten with her. Her intense,
penetrating green eyes choked me up so that | couldn’'t look at her straight
for fear she could see what | was thinking. | wanted so badly to kiss her on
the mouth and fondle her large breasts. So we became friends. Eventually
she moved in with us (I was still living at home) and we shared my bed-
room, and soon, my bed. At night we would touch and feel each other and
go a little further each time. Under her pretext of “getting to know each
other and she teaching me about females’ since “I didn’'t have any sisters,”
| got to act out my fantasies, and so did she. She said for me to pretend |
was her baby and suck her nipple and fondle her breasts, which | did
gladly. One night, after weeks of being titillated to the very brink, | had an
orgasm (she had been stroking my pussy). It scared us both because we (or
rather, she) had not meant to really “do it.” | apologized and said | couldn’t
help it and we held each other tight. After that she made me come every
night — the feel of those big, soft tits bouncing and rubbing against my
chest and her touching my pussy never failed. For some reason | never fig-
ured out, it was months before she would let me make her come. By then,
of course, we were more than teacher and student, we were genuinely crazy
in love, obsessed with each other. To this day I'll never know how we re-
mained unsuspected by my parents. If they only knew what went on in my
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room all that time!! It was rather difficult for us to face them in the morn-
ings and act casually —we both felt really guilty.

We eventually got jobs and our own apartment together and lived as les-
bians for nine years, loving each other, protecting each other from a cruel
world that was anything but understanding of people like us. It was nine
years of gut-splitting highs and lows, happiness and hell. It finally ended
when she got attracted to an older woman she worked with and left me for
her. For months | couldn’'t get through the day without breaking up and the
hardest was that | couldn’t share my grief with my co-workers or family.
But the wounds did heal and | will NEVER forget my years with her.

I am now married to a darling man three and one half years younger than
me. Our marriage is happy, peaceful, and we get aong fantastically. The
only areathat isn't as great as | would like it to be is our sex life. Before
we got married he introduced me to the joys of straight sex, and | went
WILD! | was insatiable and even became multi-orgasmic. But after mar-
riage, his ardor tapered off steadily and now it's ailmost nonexistent. Our
marriage is more one of companionship and friendship than lovers. He is
content, he doesn't fool around on me, and likes being home. This is okay
with me, but | get rather frustrated because | am very physical and want
sex very much. | don't nag my husband about sex because he is so gresat in
everything else. So, | have resurrected my fantasy life, and once again am
starting to get attracted to older women.

Currently, I'm taking an art class and my teacher stimulates me no end.

She’'s somewhere in her 60s and she just radiates life and vibrancy.
When | look in her dark eyes (still tastefully made up) | can fedl that famil-
iar excitement in my body and mind. She's very witty and so am I. I'm
wondering if our verbal sparring contests leave her as turned on as they do
me. My fantasy is:

After the next class she asks me to drive her home (she doesn’t drive)
and | jump to it (God — I'd carry her if she asked me to!). When we get to
her house she invites me in to see her paintings. By now my chest is thump-
ing, | feel lightheaded and can hardly concentrate on her paintings. Her
shoulder and arms keep leaning against me and her head tilts toward me
and her mouth is only inches from mine. It's almost too much for me to
resist. Then | spot her grand piano in another room. | rush over to it and
begin to play, softly at first, then casting off al restraint as | let my emo-
tions come out in the music. My jumbled feelings of love, desire, fear, tor-
ture and excitement come pouring out, filling the old house with intense,
beautiful, unleashed sounds. | play myself into a trance, and when | come
back to earth and stop, it’s deathly quiet in the room. | turn around and see
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my darling sitting on the sofa watching me, with a look in her eyes that
makes me go over to her in arush. She holds out her arms, tears coursing
down her cheeks, and | am in her arms, kissing her face and mouth, caress-
ing her, both of us crying as our love comes pouring out. Right there on the
sofa we both feel so emotionally and physically intense that we both have a
thundering orgasm — fully clothed. End of fantasy.

I wish with all my heart that this fantasy could come true, but I'm afraid
her interest in me is purely professiona, and | don’'t want to shock her or
scare her away by coming on too strong. So | guess I’ll have to be satisfied
by daydreaming about her. It sure is hard to act casua in class though.
When she looks at me with those intense, dark eyes of hers, | think | read
more into them than thereredlly is, and it's very hard to face her.

DEIDRE

I’'m 19 years old, have blond hair, blue eyes, a 36-27-36 figure, weigh
about 125-130 pounds, and I’'m bisexual, although I’ve only been with a
woman once. |I’ve been masturbating since | was about 11 years old and |
found out the joys of taking along shower, and my mom's vibrator.

As for my upbringing: My mom and dad got divorced when | was about
10 or 11, | don’'t remember exactly, but they were pretty open-minded. I've
been partying and doing drugs since about 12. Sex was never a taboo sub-
ject in our house. | heard the story of the birds and the bees when | was 6
or 7, when Mom explained it to my older sister. | learned alot of the rest of
the story from my Dad's collection of magazines, ones like Playboy, Pent-
house, etc., which | read every chance | got. By the time | was about 15,
my mom and | started really discussing sex. | mean, we talk about different
things to do and different ways of doing it, from straight one-on-one sex to
leshian one-on-one sex, to threesomes. And over the years I've had a lot of
fantasies.

| didn't really get started on explicitly detailed fantasies until my first
husband wrote me one. | wrote him back, and I've had many different and
varied fantasies since then. My present husband likes to hear my sexy
thoughts, but we've only acted on two of them. We' ve had another guy
with us once, and another woman with us once. But the guy didn’t work
out the way that | had hoped it would. See, | have this fantasy of seeing
Mark