Credits & Acknowledgements



 Credits & Acknowledgements




        If you'd like to submit fiction or art for a future volume, check
            the 
                www.
                ripemango
                    taketwo.com
             website for more details. 
    
Contributing Authors 
	Hapax Legomenon (Series Editor)
	 is the editor behind the Existential Smut
                    series and primary author for Volumes 1 and 2. Volumes 3 and 4 (still in the
                    planning stages) will include contributions by multiple authors. In the early
                    1990s, Hapax began writing a series of erotic meditations and in 2003 started
                    posting the stories on an X-rated story website. He was born in New York and has
                    worked in publishing, education and software development. During the 1990s, he
                    also lived in Eastern Europe. He is unmarried and currently lives in the
                    southern part of the United States. "Hapax Legomenon" is a pseudonym. 



Illustration Credits 
 Unless otherwise specified, all digital art included in this ebook is protected by
        copyright and licensed with a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 4.0 International
        license. (CC BY-NC 4.0)  Some works listed here are in the
        public domain and are shown with the (PD) abbreviation by their name. 

        Eugenia Loli designed the cover art for Existential Smut 1. Loli is a filmmaker and modern vintage
        collage artist originally from Greece and now living on the West Coast of USA. 
	"The Deal"
	 Raphael and La Fornarina (1813). Ingres
                        (1780-1867), (PD) 

	"The Porn Star and the Choir Boy"
	ISPs (Internet Sex Photos) Pr0nography, digitally edited to remove the
                    figures. (Approximately 2001).  Jon Haddock (USA),
                        www.whitelead.com, (CC BY-NC) 

	"Germs"
	 Student Prison, (Studentenkarzer), Heidelberg. (approximately 2008).
                         Photograph by N.C. (USA), (CC BY-NC 4.0)
                

	"Miniature Golf"
	 Fore (1909).  Harrison Fisher,
                        (1875-1934)(USA), (PD) 

	"A Marriage Counselour Reminisces About the Future"
	 Cupid and Psyche, 1891.  Annie Swynnerton,
                        (1844-1933)(UK), (PD) 

	"Teenage Girl Masturbating – Multiorgasmic"
	 Półakt kobiecy (1900).  Franciszek Żmurko
                        (1859-1910)(UKR/POL), (PD) 

	"Elementary School Amore"
	 The Painter's Honeymoon (1864).  Sir Frederic Leighton
                        (1830-1896)(UK), (PD) 

	"Immaterial Woman"
	 The Fisherman and the Syren (1856-8).  Sir Frederic
                        Leighton (1830-1896)(UK), (PD) 

	"The Kinkiest Thing You Can Imagine"
	 Absinthe Drinker (1901).  Victor Oliva
                        (1961-1928)(CZ), (PD) 

	"The Good Pussy, the Bad Short Story"
	 Zuleika (1907).  John Singer Sargent (1856-1925)
                        (USA), (PD) 

	"The Reluctant Lover"
	 Bacchante (1885). Witold Pruszkowski
                        (1846-2896)(UKR/POL), (PD) 

	"Was the Door Locked?"
	 Unidentified Shungu.  Suzuki Harunobu (1724-1770)
                        (JP), (PD) 

	"Revolting Breast"
	 The Model (1887-1888).  Lord William Merritt
                        Chase(1849-1916) (UK), (PD) 

	"Yes, I'm Beautiful Too"
	Orchestra Musicians (1870-1).  Edgar Degas (1834-1917)
                        (FR), (PD) 

	"Negotiating Tactics"
	 Andrew Semansco and model at work, Bangkok 2007. 
                        Andrew "Sonny" Semansco (USA/JAP), Source: Wikimedia Commons (CC
                    BY 2.0) 

	"September 27, 7:00PM EST"
	 The Confession (1896).  Frank Dicksee (1853-1928)
                        (UK), (PD) 

	"The Ice Cube"
	 In the Water (1914).  Eugen von Blaas
                        (1843-1931)(AT), (PD) 

	"The First Time, the Last Time"
	 Brave Geraint (1860).  Arthur Hughes (1832-1915)
                        (UK), (PD) 

	"The Pleasure Manifesto"
	 Idyll (Männlicher und weiblicher Halbakt in der Landschaft) (1894).  Ludwig von Hofmann  (1861-1945)
                    (DE), (PD) 

	"Erotic Worlds of Marco Vassi"
	 Images of book covers from four Vassi novels are copyrighted. They are
                    reproduced in low resolution format in compliance with U.S. fair use guidelines
                    regarding the use of book covers for criticism, comment, scholarship and
                    research. Cover art for In Touch came from the 1975 edition
                    published by Manor Books Inc. and no artist was  credited. Cover Art for
                        Other Hand Clapping was by Bruce
                        McGowin and originally appeared in the 1987 edition published by
                    Permanent Press. Cover art for Saline Solution was by
                        Brian Lynch (and cover design was by
                        Steve Powell) and originally appeared in
                    the 1993 edition published by Second Chance Press. Cover art for
                        Erotic Comedies came from the 2014 ebook edition
                    published Open Road Integrated Media (No Artist was credited). 

	"Erotic Interlude Illustration #1"
	 Les Amoureux (1888). Emile Friant (1863-1932)
                        (UK), (PD) 

	"Erotic Interlude Illustration #2"
	 Masqueraders (1875–78).  Federico de Madrazo y Kuntz
                        (1815-1894) (SPAIN), (PD) 

	"Erotic Interlude Illustration #3"
	 Insect Drawing (approximately 2007).  Ohla Pryymak
                        (UK/UKR), (CC BY-NC 4.0) 

	"Erotic Interlude Illustration #4"
	 Au Bord de Lac, 1930.  Andre Favory (1889-1932)
                        (FR), (PD) 



 Fair Use Quotations 
 This ebook includes quotations which are still protected under US copyright law, but are
        used here in a fair use way. Several quotes from other texts are used for commenting upon or
        critiquing a copyrighted work. Other quotations are used as epigraphs, in accordance with
        the Code of Best Practices for Fair Use developed by the Center for Media & Social
        Impact (CSMI). (More info can be found at 
            
                https://cmsimpact.org/code/code-best-practices-fair-use-poetry/ ). 
	"Germs"
	Epigraph is last dialogue line from John Sayles' 1983 film Baby It's You. 

	"A Marriage Counselor Reminisces About the Future "
	Epigraph comes from Petrarch: The Canzoniere
                     by Petrarch (1304-1374). Translated by Mark Musa. Indiana U. Press,
                    1999. 

	"The Good Pussy, the Bad Short Story"
	Epigraph comes from Verse 46 of Passion by
                    Bhatrihari (5th century CE). From Love
                    Lyrics, (Clay Sanskrit Library, 45), 2005. 

	"Essay: Erotic Fiction of Marco Vassi"
	The Michael Perkins quotations come from The Secret Record : Modern
                        Erotic Literature. Rhinoceros Books: 1992. Chapter XI. "The
                    Metasexual Novel"  pp. 235-258. 

	"Essay: Erotic Fiction of Marco Vassi"
	The "fucking quotation" was cited by Ashley Montagu in the book
                        Anatomy of Swearing, U. of Penn. Press, 1967 pp.
                    314-315.

	"Essay: Erotic Fiction of Marco Vassi"
	Quotation came from What Wild Ecstasy: Rise and Fall of the Sexual
                        Revolution, John Heidenry, NY: Simon & Schuster, 1997.
                

	"Essay: Erotic Fiction of Marco Vassi"
	Quotes from these Marco Vassi novels were included in the essay: The
                        Erotic Comedies (The Vassi Collection Book 11), In
                        Touch (The Vassi Collection Book 7), The Saline
                        Solution (The Vassi Collection Book 4) and The Other
                        Hand Clapping (The Vassi Collection Book 12). All of these come
                    from the Open Road Media ebook editions (2014 Kindle). 

	"Essay: Erotic Fiction of Marco Vassi"
	 Quote about celibacy in Notes section comes from the April 2, 1986 letter in
                        Shepherd and the Nymph: The Erotic Letters of Marco Vassi and Eve
                        Diana. Edited by David Sternberg, Red Alder Books, 2020. Ebook.
                

	"Essay: Erotic Fiction of Marco Vassi"
	 Quote about the contradictions of Vassi's personality by David Steinberg comes from his essay   "Marco Vassi: Avatar of Eros," which appears in 
                    This Thing We Call Sex: A Radical Sensible Look at Sex in America by
                    David Steinberg. Red Alder Book 2015, pp. p97-101.
               
                

	"Interlude: Backup Dreams "
	Epigraph quotes an imaginary book mentioned in the 1924 silent film Girl Shy starring Harold Lloyd and directed by Fred
                    C. Newmeyer and Sam Taylor. 



Lusty Bibliophile Book Reports



A month before publication date of Existential Smut 1, I confess to
        having thought very little about how to promote the damn thing. Complicating everything is
        my desire to stay behind a pseudonym, making it hard to do interviews, book tours, etc.
        Starting in late 2025, I will post occasional book
        reports about erotic fiction. I will post a book report every 3 months for the next 10 years. These book reports won't be too analytical or critical, just short breezy reports
        about sexy books old and new which I have been enjoying. 
Check the 
            ripemangotaketwo.com
         website for how to be informed about the latest book reports. I hesitate to promote
        a series of writings that doesn't yet exist. But almost 20 years ago (July 14, 2003 to be
        exact), I did essentially the same thing when I uploaded my first story to the Internet.
        Stay tuned! 
Later in 2025, the 
            ripemangotaketwo.com
         website will feature the Annual Lusty Bibliophile Book
            List. This is an annotated list of interesting and/or notable books of
        sexually explicit fiction or nonfiction books about sex written during a particular year
        (starting with the year 2024). If you want ideas about sexy things to read, check it out.
        (By the way, if you know of an ebook which you think deserves to belong on this annual list,
        feel free to drop me a line using the website's contact form.) 
Happy reading … 
Hapax 
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 The   Existential Smut series  is  published by Ripe Mango 
        Take Two 
        Press, an imprint of adult-only fiction titles
        from Personville Press. (Visit      www.
            ripemango                
                taketwo.com  website for the latest information about how and where to buy future volumes.) 

	
                Existential Smut 1: Youthful Indiscretions  (Spring 2023) is an anthology of artsy
                erotica. Edited by erotica author Hapax Legomenon.  

	
                Existential Smut 2: Shameful Attractions  will be
                released in December, 2024.  Edited by erotica author Hapax Legomenon. 

	
                Existential Smut 3  is still being planned.
                Contact the publisher's website for information about how to submit
                fiction/poetry/art for this volume.  



New   Personville Press  Titles 

        My Heart, for Hostage  (October, 2022). This tender love story
        between a young American lieutenant and a French girl in Paris after the first World War was
        published by poet (and Pulitzer Prize winner) Robert Hillyer in 1942. Out of print for
        several decades, this novel will be re-released for the first time as a low-cost ebook. A
            New York Times critic called it a "superbly written
        book, written perhaps as only a poet with and expert in the discipline of verse could write
        it." 

        Minor Sketches and Reveries  (November, 2020) is a debut
        story collection by Alberto Balengo. Introspective tales involving animals, allegories and
        the everyday struggles of life. 

        Second Death of E.A. Poe and other tales  (November, 2021) In
        contrast to previous story collections (which lean more to the cerebral or poetic), the
        Matthews stories collected here are down-to-earth yarns: gently satirical and reminiscent of
        John Cheever’s fiction. The title story is about a 19th century Baltimore doctor who has to
        figure out if the author Edgar Allen Poe faked his own death. 
 Coming Soon 

        Boxes of Time  (January 2024) consists of realistic stories
        written by Jack Matthews between 1965 and 1980; they deal with messy emotions, troubled
        families and damaged personalities. 

        Pre-Pulitzer  Poetry by  Robert Hillyer (December 2023)
        collects poetry and translations by Hillyer before he won the Pulitzer Prize in 1934.  

        Noncrappy Things from my Blog  (Late 2023) is a compilation of
        essays which originally appeared on the author's blog. Written by Personville Press editor
        Robert Nagle. 
 Personville Modern Classics series. Over the next few years
        this press will be digitalizing several out of print titles in the public domain and
        re-introducing them for the first time as low-cost or no-cost ebooks. The first two titles released will be by Robert Hillyer.  
Ebooks Currently Available by Jack Matthews
Abruptions: 3 Minute Stories to Awaken the Mind. (Summer,
        2017). Short prose poems written by Jack Matthews during his last decade of life. These 1 or
        2 page fable-like pieces (which often take place in small rural towns) are less concerned
        with characters than showing how ordinary situations change one's perceptions of the world. 
Soldier Boys. (2016) As a result of a lifelong interest
        in memoirs and personal letters of Civil War soldiers, Matthews wrote a series of
        philosophical tales about US Civil War soldiers. This is his first collection of short
        stories to be published in 23 years. 

        Interview with the Sphinx. (2013) In this provocative &
        immensely irritating comic play, the Sphinx from ancient Greece is interviewed in modern
        times as though she were a celebrity pop star. The problem is, she never answers any
        questions – never directly anyway. Also available as an audio play from most audiobook
        providers. 

        Hanger Stout Awake. (1967, 2012). The summer after
        graduating from high school, an aimless but serious-minded boy messes around at the car shop
        and discovers he has a quirky talent: the ability to free-hang from a metal bar longer than
        anybody! This slender first novel was widely praised and was listed by Antaeus Magazine as one of the neglected books of the 20th
        century. 

        Three Times Time. (2012). This free story sampler contains
        3 stories which were previously published in the 1980s. It also contains a long interview
        with the author about the craft of storytelling. This can be downloaded for free from most
        ebook stores or directly from the author's home page (ghostlypopulations.com). 

        A Worker's Writebook. (2011) Matthews distributed a
        photocopied version of this witty and erudite writing guide to his Ohio U. creative writing
        students. It offers insight about how successful writers mold raw experiences into a story
        and how language helps you to do that. 

The Deal 



A man and woman talk. They make a deal. The adventure begins. 
[image: Ingres, Raphael and La Fornarina]

One day, while sitting in the living room with a girl I vaguely knew, the subject of sex
        came up. Perhaps I mentioned it first. Occasionally it slipped out in conversation. For one
        so lavish in his erotic imaginings, I am also adept at skirting the subject in polite
        company. When should one talk about sex anyway? To talk about it was to admit that sex could
        be intellectualized, that it was as pedestrian a subject as the national elections or the
        latest murder on CNN.
Her name was Lisa. We had a common friend, Danny. She was somebody's ex, or something like
        that. Once upon a time she had had a love life, but now she enjoyed the uncomfortable
        freedom of being single. She didn't exactly say she wanted another boyfriend, but couldn't
        help updating me about the latest guy she'd met. The way she talked was not wistful, but
        detached and analytical. No doubt she yearned for the companionship of a kiss even if she no
        longer believed in its magic. For her, passion was a mistake everyone made and recovered
        from. She wasn't sad, just too ready to accept the hollowness of being unattached.
And as for me? I was Mr. Nice Guy, but no Casanova. I'd forgotten how it feels or even
        what it means to "fall in love." I had lots of woman friends, and around them there was
        always a hint of sexual tension – I wouldn't call it attraction – but an acknowledgement
        that the possibility of romance and even marriage had to be investigated. With women you
        have to be careful. Both of us had to maintain civil relations while stealthily exploring
        emotions and physiological reactions. Was the pursuit likely to result in something? Would I
        be able to stand living with her 24 hours a day? At the moment, I was sitting on Lisa's bed,
        a thought which would have thrilled me five years ago, but now seemed as ordinary and
        meaningless as going to the dentist or finding a dollar under the sofa.
"If I were Irene," Lisa said, "I wouldn't put up with Alexander's crap. I don't know what
        she sees in him. She's such a smart and independent person, but she needs to stop letting
        him boss her around." Irene was a tall slender woman with a lovely figure – a recurring
        sexual fantasy for me. As for Alexander, well, he wasn't perfect, but he wasn't the asshole
        Lisa made him out to be. Maybe I could have defended him, but could I have ever changed her
        mind?
"Was Irene going to meet us here or at the restaurant?" I asked.
The phone rang, and Lisa stood up. "No, Alexander will meet us over at Mark's house.
        Hello?"
While Lisa talked on the telephone, she seemed oblivious to the fact that I was a few feet
        away. She was talking to Bobbie, Mark's wife. Bobbie was nice and funny, but unattractive.
        I'm sorry to summarize a person in terms of her looks, but that's the way it is. I watched
        Lisa go over the plans, nodding periodically and twisting her necklace in a carefree, almost
        childlike manner. A strap from her blouse slid off her shoulder, exposing a small bit of
        skin underneath. Moments later, she straightened the strap over that shoulder, and that bare
        bit of skin would never be seen by me again.
When Lisa hung up, she said, "Are you ready?"
"I've been ready."
"Let's go then," she said, grabbing her purse and keys. But as we headed out the door and
        toward her car, Lisa stopped. "Wait a minute, " she said, turning and walking to her
        apartment.
"What did you forget?"
"This won't take a sec," she said, opening the door and tossing her purse on a nearby
        chair. "I forgot to program my DVR to record tonight's episode of Fast
            Talk." Lisa turned on the TV and reached for the remote control. As the
        picture on the screen started to appear, I could hear  women talking on the current TV program. 
"So did you know you were speeding at the time?" went the first voice.
"Sure I did," went the second voice, which materialized into the image of a woman in her
        twenties sitting on stage before an audience. She was short and Hispanic, young and sexy,
        gleeful and animated. "But I didn't know a policeman was following me. At first, I thought
        he was after somebody else, but then he put his siren on, and I had no choice but to pull
        over."
"Richard, what did you think when you first saw Maria?" the interviewer asked.  The camera
        moved to a uniformed man sitting beside her.
"I thought, man, she was a hot babe!" Laughter arose  from the audience in the TV studio.
        "I mean, I saw she was scared and nervous, but she was also smiling and when she looked at
        me with those eyes, I just couldn't think straight."
"And I was nervous just talking to him," she said, picking up the story. "Absolutely
        terrified. But when I saw how handsome and friendly he was, I relaxed. And Richard was
        making jokes, so I didn't worry about the ticket, I just said to myself, wow, this ain't so
        bad, this is just like my fantasy."
"Wait," the TV host asked. "Are you saying that you have a fantasy about
        policemen?"
"Oh, yes," she said, laughing. "All the time. I always used to have sexual fantasies about
        getting stopped by a policeman. Guys in uniform do that to me. It's funny, you know,
        policeman, military men, firemen —"
"Firemen?" the interviewer exclaimed, and titters came from the audience.
"Okay, let's go," Lisa said, turning off the television.
"Wait!" I said, frantically turning it on again.
"What – are you watching this?" she asked.
"—always nervous and a bit scared," the Mexican woman went on. "And then he asked
        where I was going and was I in a hurry."
"Yeah, I had to see her." the male guest added. "I already decided not to give her a
        ticket. Just a warning, but I wanted to talk to her some more."
"So what did he do, Maria?"
"Nothing, he was real polite about it. He said, 'Ma'am, I'm not going to give you a ticket
        or anything.' He said, 'I don't want you to get offended by what I'm going to say, because I
        don't want you to think I'm putting pressure on you. But I really like talking to you, and
        in an hour I have my break, and if you want, we can meet at a MacDonald’s to talk some
        more."
"And what did you say to him?" the interviewer asked.
"I said, 'sure!'" The woman was smiling, and a few audience members gasped. Underneath the
        woman's image appeared the caption, "WOMAN FANTASIZES ABOUT SEXY POLICEMAN." Without any
        embarrassment at all, the woman continued, "I knew from the first moment it was love at
        first sight."
"I can't believe we're watching this," Lisa said to me.
"Shhh!"
"—met him at MacDonald's, and we talked for a few hours. And three hours later we
        were driving along –"
"In the police car?"
"Yes, in the police car –" Roars came from the audience. "He was off duty, but he took me
        to a nearby park, and it was dark and romantic, and then I knew he was the one."
"Would you say the romance progressed quickly?"
The man and woman looked at each other and started laughing. The interviewer started
        laughing too, and so did the audience. "What's so funny?" the interviewer said.
"We were making whoopee 15 minutes after we got to the park," the man said.
An older overweight woman in the audience stood up and took the microphone away from the
        host. "I want to say something to the man. You're a disgrace to the police force. You should
        be fired. I can't believe you used your position to meet women." The audience
        applauded.
"What do you have to say to that?" the interviewer asked.
"There's nothing to say," the man said. "It was love at first sight. Yeah, maybe I did
        something wrong by inviting her to MacDonald's. But if I didn't do it, that woman would be
        gone forever, and we wouldn't be married and sitting on your show right now."
"This is too much," Lisa said to me.
"Maria," the interviewer asked, "if Richard were not a policeman but met you on the street
        just as an ordinary guy, would you still fall in love with him?"
"Well, no –"
"No?" the husband exclaimed with genuine surprise.
"I mean, yes, sure, I would have fallen in love with him. Of course. But it wouldn't have
        been the same. Maybe I wouldn't have been attracted to him from the beginning. When he was a
        policeman, I was really afraid of him, but when we talked I realized he was the right man
        for me, the man I'd always dreamed about. But if I just met him on the street, I wouldn't be
        afraid of him. I'd just think he was some typical guy. Oh, sure, after I talked to him for a
        while, I probably would have fallen in love with him, but it wouldn't happen as suddenly as
        it actually did."
"Was it the uniform?"
"Sure," she said.
"Well, Maria, we have a special treat for you," the interviewer announced. "When your
        husband told us that you liked men in uniform, we prepared a little show for you. I am proud
        to introduce you to the NBC police squad."
Suddenly, amidst loud dance music, ten handsome men in police uniforms strutted onstage
        and danced in front of her. Maria stood there clapping while one of the male models dressed
        as a policeman gyrated his hips and teasingly removed his shirt. The rest of the audience
        clapped their hands to the beat, and in a flash, the scene changed to a commercial, a child
        crunching a potato chip, producing a noise so loud that the rest of the students in class
        went "Shhhh!"
"That's enough, isn't it?" Lisa said, turning the TV off.
"For today anyway," I said, walking out with her.
We drove to Mark's house in Lisa's car. Though the radio station was blaring, both of our
        minds were thinking about the television show.
"I can't believe that woman," she said. "She must be crazy to talk about her sex life like
        that on TV."
"I enjoyed it."
"You and millions of other males out there!"
"It's just for fun."
"It's a fantasy," Lisa said.
"We all have them, don't we?"
"Sure," she said, "but not many go on TV talking about them. I'm sure thousands of
        policemen are watching this show and thinking all women are like that. Do you know how many
        crazy people watch these shows?"
"Do you know how many normal people do?"
"I'm serious," she said. "What kind of world do we live in where people on TV no longer
        feel any shame? I'm not for censorship, but what makes people go on TV and talk about all
        that stuff?"
I didn't know what to say. Lisa was overreacting. I didn't agree at all. Should I indicate
        my disagreement or just say nothing? Obviously I wouldn't be able to change her opinion. We
        stared at the road and the cars whizzing by until finally I spoke up.
"I'll agree for the moment," I said, "that these shows sensationalize and even trivialize
        human desires. But you are uneasy with the idea of fantasy. Perhaps you feel
        threatened."
"So do you enjoy these shows?"
"Should I lie and say no? We enjoy sexual and romantic fantasies on TV because people's
        natural inclination is to conceal them. I would say – "
Lisa turned to me and laughed, "Yes, Dr. Freud?"
"Ok, never mind."
"Please continue," Lisa said.
At first I wasn't going to pursue the issue. But then I thought: the battle of the sexes
        can only be mediated by honesty. "Here's a question," I started. "If there were an easy and
        risk-free way to expose your sexual fantasies to millions of people, would you do
        it?"
She dismissed the question without words.
"Well?"
"What do you think?"
"I would!" I said.
She grimaced. "Somehow that does not surprise me."
"What's wrong with publicizing some of your sexual fantasies once in a while? Nowadays
        there are multiple ways to record sexual fantasies: Internet diaries, chat rooms, web chats
        – to say nothing about avatars and virtual worlds."
"How boring … and scary," Lisa said. "Who wants to be subjected to the lurid fantasies of
        random strangers? Ok, it might be entertaining to know the fantasies of friends, but I'm not
        so sure I'd even want to know their sexual hang-ups. And have you noticed how certain
        behavior is exaggerated in a public setting? If everyone displayed their sexual fantasies
        somewhere, eventually the most extreme and ostentatious examples would attract the most
        attention. Those with more dangerous fantasies (involving violence or rape for instance)
        might receive outside encouragement to act them out in real life."
"We're not talking about rape here. The woman on the TV show wasn't a victim."
"But you enjoyed watching it."
"We both enjoyed watching it!"
"I never said fantasy was wrong," she said. "I merely said it's better to keep such things
        to oneself."
"No," I said with hesitation. "That's not right at all. Fantasies can and should be
        shared. They can be artistic or entertaining – "
"Or sadistic," she added. "But most people would prefer not to hear or read these things –
        except perhaps from a lover."
"But then you limit your audience to a single person. No, the ideal audience for a sexual
        fantasy is an outsider – someone without a stake in the relationship itself. Besides, if I
        became familiar with the private fantasy life of other women, wouldn't I have an easier time
        understanding the fantasy life of a future girlfriend?"
She chuckled a bit. "Perhaps you should spend less time reading or composing fantasies and
        more time looking for somebody to act them out with."
"And if no such partner exists?"
"Well, no offense," Lisa said. "But shouldn't you be the one to rectify that?"
"Isn't it a woman's responsibility to rectify that?" I countered.
I looked at Lisa for a response. "The real question," I continued, "is not my right to
        have fantasies and share them. The real question is whether you or another person would find
        them worth hearing or reading."
"Well, if I had to read your kinky sexual fantasies, I suppose I should have the right to
        criticize them. How would you like that?"
Silence. I didn't know what to make of that statement of hers. Suddenly in a flash I
        understood. She was making a challenge. Should I take her up? Was it worth it? "Okay," I
        announced, "you have a deal."
Both of us laughed, and Lisa turned the radio louder.
*****
Reminder: Turn the page to read the next story. Below is
        an Interlude with a short dialogue or commentary about the
        story you have just finished. Clicking this link is optional. (If you wish to skip it and
        read the next story, just turn the page.) If you read the
        interlude, look for another link at the end which will bring you back to your current
        position in the ebook. 
 Interlude: Lisa has second
        thoughts about the deal. The narrator reassures her. Or does he? (Read more) 
Was the Door Locked? 



A visit to a newlywed couple's apartment provides hints of sensual
        escapes.
[image: ]

The couple sat across from me slurping spaghetti noisily. The dinner turned out to be
        better than the conversation. That surprised me; it had been five months since I'd last seen
        Martha, and now she was treating me almost like a stranger. 
"The meatballs are excellent," said her husband Albert. 
"Thank you," Martha said, dipping garlic bread into the sauce. 
"Spectacular," I agreed. "Just like Stefano's." 
Martha smiled at the reference. Stefano's  was a dingy restaurant she and I frequented in
        sophomore year. The food was horrible, and we went mainly for the late night coffee. "I
        should hope not," she said. 
Albert laughed, unfazed by our cryptic jokes. Martha and I shared many, going back to high
        school (years before she and Albert met in Paris). The saga of Martha and Albert started out
        as a study abroad romance lasting two semesters. When the year was over, he returned to
        Amherst; she to Trinity. Then, after a month's worth of desperate letters and a telephone
        marathon that ended with a proposal, she announced to her Trinity friends that the man she
        was marrying was someone we'd never met. 
I saw her husband at the wedding (of course) and even shook hands with him on the
        receiving line. Five months later, a job interview in Oklahoma City and Martha's offer to
        let me crash on their couch provided the perfect opportunity to learn more about her
        husband. They had already accomplished the unfathomable; they had bought a house. The place looked nice although unpacked boxes were
        everywhere and none of the furniture had permanent locations. 
Five months of marriage seemed to change Martha's outlook. Her hospitality seemed rushed,
        quaint, anxious. She had the smile of one already adjusted to paradise and now was ready to move
        on with life. The transition from college graduate to wife made her more sedate, less
        excited by things, more willing to laugh at things not that funny. She viewed me as she
        viewed her entire past: with friendly interest mixed with a suspicion I would distract her
        from the paradise that was her marriage. 
I once was in love with her. Once. Now I was simply in lust with her in a friendly,
        good-natured way. Do attractions to people ever disappear? I was susceptible to her airy
        laugh, the fluid way she moved her hands, the open affection she showed when meeting people
        for the first time. 
Still, I couldn't help trying to find in her marital behavior some external sign of
        sensuality. We were all sexually repressed in college, Martha especially. She shied away
        from flings and the momentary thrill of closeness at dances. She even avoided dinnertime
        conversations when the sexual banter become too explicit. At such moments I almost felt
        embarrassed on her behalf. She leapt into marriage quickly and wholeheartedly; it hinted at
        some hidden passionate sensibility which surprised us all. At the wedding it was a shock
        (though a delicious one) to see her kissing the groom, to see her lips covering his so
        enthusiastically. That was a rare moment of public passion. But it submerged as quickly as
        it had appeared. I had heard how Muslim women covered their faces to heighten the mystery. I
        had always been tantalized by the veil wrapped around married women I knew; it was the veil
        of sensuality, of sexual companionship, of female desire that is gratified yet hidden. Its
        allure was irresistible.
At about ten thirty, Martha announced she was going to bed. Though she may very well have
        been exhausted (having to get up early the next day, etc), the premature end to the evening
        surprised me. For all the time I'd known her, she never went to bed early. Some of our college
        study sessions didn't even begin until eleven. Going to
        bed so soon was a dangerous anomaly, a sign that marriage was draining her of energy she
        once possessed in abundance. 
After Martha went through a series of yawns and stretches on her way to the bedroom,
        Albert mentioned that he too felt kind of tired and planned to retire early. At first, I was
        amused at the near simultaneity of their announcements. Then, in a flash, I understood. For
        them, "going to bed" wasn't merely a solitary recuperation from the daily exhaustions; it
        was a retreat into the naked company of someone willing to shield you from loneliness.
        Martha's words, "It's time to go to bed," and her simple authoritative tone recalled the
        simplicity of a mother's admonition. It stressed the banal, the routine, the unremarkable.
        But here the meaning was inverted, made pleasantly ambiguous. That was the beauty of the
        statement: the striking resemblance it bore to innocence. As if sensuality could be  so easy
        to talk about! I was startled and envious. I even felt the victim of a slight dishonesty.
        For them, the declaration of going to bed was a subtle signal, a benign expression of a
        hunger that would keep them up all night. And most of all, "going to bed" was a decision –
        mutually agreed upon – to enter a secret marvelous world that shut outsiders away. 
I wanted to be part of that world. Or if not that world, then some other magical world I'd
        never been able to experience. Nothing was wrong with the spartan bachelor's life, but I
        wondered if a secret companion could ever change me, if the insertion of another loneliness
        into my own could ever ease my situation. Later, after the newlyweds disappeared behind the
        bedroom door and I settled into a Spanish novel on the couch, I felt alone, ignored,
        unknowable. 
The sound of a bedroom door locking can be one of the most thrilling sounds to a young
        man's erotic imagination. I must have been asleep a few hours when I heard it, the careful,
        clandestine twisting of a latch in the darkness. I couldn't say what was more surprising:
        that I could hear the click, or that someone should be twisting the lock at such a strange
        hour. But I heard it. And I listened more attentively, in the futile hope of hearing moans
        or sweaty limbs pressed together. No other noise came. It kept me awake, much as in my own
        apartment I used to lie in bed wondering whether I had really locked the front door.
        Sometimes I was too tired to worry about it. At other times I would be unable to concentrate
        on anything (not even sleep) until I certified that yes, the door was locked (nine times out
        of ten it was). Of course, my apartment had nothing worth stealing, and I hardly worried
        about burglars. My anxiety had less to do with safety than an unconscious need to close
        things off, to define boundaries between inside and outside. I was afraid that one morning
        I'd find the door wide open not from foul play but carelessness. 
I pondered the paradox of nakedness, the misfortune that Martha's nakedness was meant only
        for her husband's eyes. No amount of fantasizing on my part could equal an actual glance of
        her naked self, not a glance furtively-gained, but one received and acknowledged openly. She
        remained in one room; I in the other. The only nakedness known to me was my own. Female
        acquaintances became incomplete versions of a naked woman known to me only through
        imagination. Compared to this abstraction, the population of women reminded me of colorful
        veils used by magicians to suggest shapes of objects never underneath them in the first
        place. 
The twisting of the lock became for me the erotic link between the bedroom and the living
        room, between the two people locked in carnal embrace and the curious outsider. It was a way
        to protect me from the sight of marital love in its starkest, most obscene configuration.
        Surely Martha and Albert trusted me. Surely they thought me mature enough not to snoop or
        barge in unexpectedly. But the possibility of that event, admittedly ludicrous, was still a
        possibility requiring preventive countermeasures. 
How could I be sure that what I heard was not a door locking but a door unlocking? By the
        time the door was unlocked, Martha and Albert might have already exhumed the body of their
        marriage, given it a thorough examination and reburied it without leaving a trace. Were the
        barriers between the two adjoining rooms as absolute as I had supposed? Or was I only
        imagining? Was nothing really hidden from me? For the rest of the night, I pondered a
        question which has stayed with me to this day: was it locked? Was the door locked? 
*****
A variation of this story adopts the perspective of someone already inside the bedroom.
        Martha's perspective is perhaps more interesting. In five months of marriage, she had grown
        accustomed to conjugal kinkiness without being bored of it. But tonight was different.
        Albert's caresses had an unusual aggressiveness. She guessed it to be the result of some
        primitive masculine need to demonstrate control over her in the face of a male guest asleep
        on the living room couch. She found the game enjoyable. To recognize the cause of her
        husband's behavior was to see the child in him, the child she sometimes adored (and
        sometimes merely tolerated). So when Albert interrupted the caresses by standing and
        wandering around the dark bedroom, she was not afraid, just curious. 
"What are you doing?" she whispered. Albert said nothing. She repeated the question a
        little louder. Instead of answering, Albert went to the door and twisted the lock on the
        doorknob. The gesture made no sense. What was he planning? Wasn't the door already locked?
        He stood naked by the door. Suddenly she became aware of the way she filled the bed with her
        nakedness. What was he planning? The situation reminded her of movie murderers who lock the
        door before moving forward to strangle the victim (a strangling depicted not by images but
        by the victim's futile cries). Albert's locking of the door offered the threat (and
        excitement) of danger, vulnerability, control. She feared it and anxiously awaited it. 
But then, couldn't he have gone to the door to unlock
        it? There was danger in that too, but a danger more subtle, more ambiguous. If the door were
        unlocked, it could be quickly whipped open, painting a stripe of light across her body. An
        unlocked door offered the threat of interruption and public exposure. Albert moved away from
        the door and lay in bed again, penetrating her with unrelenting energy. She wrapped her arms
        around him, whispering, "Did you lock the door? Is the door locked?" He didn't reply but
        chuckled as he kept diving into her. She kissed him and looked into his face, finding the
        maniacal expression of a man convinced that love never met resistance. 
Elementary School Amore 



 How does longing feel like to children before they learn about sex? 
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What was life like before you learned about sex? How did it feel?
Some are introduced to sex prematurely, either by accident or malicious design. Others
        learn by reading a book or watching an explicit film or hearing older friends describe
        things a boy and girl can do. Today's elementary school students are stumbling upon adult
        web pages, viewing it as a sort of gross comic entertainment. This encounter can be
        upsetting or even traumatic (which only years of reassurance or therapy can overcome). It
        can be a moment of hilarity or the start of a long journey of discontent.
But what it like before sex?
Three memories stay with me.
One.
As a 9 year old boy I was swimming, playing baseball and board games, going to scout
        meetings and riding my bike around the neighborhood. I knew the girls around the block and
        was polite but rarely spoke to them. In a word, they were boring. As athletes girls were
        inferior; they said bossy things and talked about dolls and rollerskating. At school it was
        different. Girls were funny and talkative and artistic and cute – yes, I noticed these
        things. Girls had purses and pretty clothes and always knew the answer. When they sat next
        to me, I felt I had to behave; I had to treat them differently. I knew that boys and girls
        belonged together in a singsong way. When the teachers divided us into groups, it would
        always be boy-girl-boy-girl, as though girls were some kind of buffer against anarchy.
        Intellectually I knew girls were important – they were after all 50% of the class – but I
        didn't know why they were important. Why they mattered.
Neighborhood kids usually played outside, so we rarely went into people's houses (except
        to use the restroom or get a drink). For months I played with a rough-and-tumble boy named
        Henry. One day he took me upstairs and showed me a large cardboard box. Perhaps it was from
        a refrigerator or a television. But it was big enough to sit inside, and judging from the
        creases and its place in the bedroom, he had been playing with it for days. I must have
        crawled inside for a few minutes; perhaps we used it as a fort and moved on to some other
        game.
We were talking about nothing in particular when he blurted out a secret. "Do you know
        what I'm going to do with that box?"
"No, what?"
"I'm going to bring Jenny Langdon over my house, and we're going to sit inside that box.
        Together, all alone, just the two of us. And do you know what we're going to do? When we're
        inside the box, we're going to close the lid until it's totally dark. And then we're going
        to kiss – naked!!"
Henry pronounced those last words with glee, aware that what he was describing was so
        forbidden and thrilling that adults should never find out. We quickly turned to some other
        game, but I couldn't get the image out of my mind. It seemed so bizarre! Besides, what if
        you got caught?
Jenny was a lovely girl from school whom I knew vaguely. So nice and friendly; how could
        she be capable of that? Still, although the thought of a boy and girl kissing naked in a box
        struck me as ridiculous, it also was alluring. If I had to choose any girl to kiss naked in
        a box, Jenny wouldn't be a bad choice. I knew what kissing was, and I knew that girls and
        boys did it, although I was not ready for that (and frankly, it did not bother me at all).
        And I imagined the clumsy limbs groping blindly in the box, the embarrassing lack of
        boundaries, the way Jenny would sit next to me, laughing, whispering into my ear. It all
        sounded like a big joke that one did on a dare; would girls ever want to do that? Henry said
        Jenny was going to, and maybe that's what boys and girls did. Maybe she was even
        eager.
But how could you find out? How could you find a girl who would agree to crawl inside that
        kind of box? How did Henry persuade her?
About 6 years later I ran into Jenny again. She had transferred to my middle school. She
        was 15 years old, a bosomy beauty, a cheerleader, a girl used to male attention and
        flattery. She went on dates and even had a boyfriend. I was surprised to see her again—and
        certainly she remembered me from elementary school, although we didn't have much to talk
        about. Henry had left my life long ago, but that indelible image of Henry and Jenny naked in
        the box stayed with me. And look—-now Jenny was a woman! How did Henry know Jenny would
        become so gorgeous?
Then it hit me: Henry had lied! Jenny, the box, the naked kissing—it was all one
        ridiculous lie. When he first said it, I had wondered, but in the back of my mind I thought,
        maybe it did happen. But in 8th grade it became clear; what Henry described was not a plan
        but a wish. He had used words to turn Jenny into an agreeable plaything with semi-obscene
        inclinations. And stupid fool that I was, I believed him!
By that time I knew all about sex and was adept at mentally undressing all the girls (even
        teachers) in my school. I was already directing lavish erotic movies in my mind even though
        talking with a girl still required superhuman courage.
Jenny had also changed. She learned to regard male attention as a pleasant inconvenience
        that came with being popular. She liked being cute and flaunting it, but knew that some boys
        would try to take things too far, concocting a slutty version of herself far removed from
        reality. That was how gossip spread. I had no special insight into this girl, except that
        the fantasy version of herself (a version created by Henry, myself and others), would be
        something she'd spend her teenage years trying to kill.
Second Memory.
In second grade desks were grouped in fours, and so were the students. We sat
        boy-girl-boy-girl, changing places every few weeks for variety. At second grade the main
        problem was boredom. You had worksheets to complete, math problems to zip through and maps
        to color. But the smart kids finished early, leaving ample time to talk and goof
        around.
I sat next to Stacy, a tall talkative girl who liked being the center of attention. She
        was smart, but not the intellectual type. She was just somebody who talked a lot.
Once during quiet time (when we lay our heads on the desk for 10 minutes), I leaned over
        to Stacy and whispered something in her ear. To this day I have no idea what I asked, but it
        was something about schoolwork: perhaps to borrow a pencil or to ask a question about the
        assignment. When I began whispering, Stacy said loudly, "Teddy, are you trying to kiss me?"
        The rest of the class giggled.
I repeated my question, but she said, "Teddy's trying to kiss me!" Laughter.
"I am not," I said firmly, loud enough for the others to hear. I tried to ask
        again.
"Teddy, if you're going to try to kiss me, I'm going to tell the teacher."
"I'm not trying to kiss you!" I said. Everyone laughed again, and the teacher warned us to
        keep quiet. Stacy smiled, making it clear that she was enjoying my irritation, regarding it
        as a kind of game.
How that girl irritated me! I felt the victim of injustice and false witness, deciding to
        stay mad at this girl forever.
Well, not forever. Not even as long as a day. A few years later, we ended up in the same
        middle school and even the same classes. Stacy had changed. She was taller and gorgeous and
        a woman—no doubt about it—but still the mischief maker. In buses and school hallways, she
        kidded around with me—along with dozens of other guys. I lost count of her boyfriends and
        gave up trying to remain friends with her. Over the years  I ran into her often enough as a
        teen around the neighborhood (even though we went to different high schools) and even at my
        part time job during college. Every time I saw her (only minutes at a time), we would "catch
        up" and she would make some joking reference to school memories: drama club, mock trial,
        swim team. She kept me vaguely apprised of her situation: now seeing someone, working for a
        radio station, living with dad. And every time she left, I would think, "what a fun gal!"
        and "if only I had the courage to ask her out."
Stacy had mastered the fine art of flirtation. She could flirt with anybody, anyplace,
        anytime. I went back to memories of Stacy in middle school, remembering the way she teased
        people (especially guys). She wasn't preternaturally pretty, but the teasing drove guys
        crazy. It was flattering and infuriating. But just when it began to be fun, she'd go off and
        find some other guy to talk to. When the guys got together to talk about girls, Stacy's name
        always came up, though not in a vulgar I-want-to-fuck-her kind of way. The guys viewed Stacy
        as indomitable, like a bronco one rode for only a few seconds before being tossed. But being
        tossed was half the fun, and in fact it only increased the desire to try again.
I think back to that day in second grade, the day of that false accusation. Back then, Stacy
        seemed to know what I wanted before I did. By making the accusation, she was in fact
        planting suggestions. Or was she? Years, even decades later, I can't decide whether Stacy was
        dangling an opportunity or just enjoying the chance to make a scene. What did she want and
        what did I want? Now I understood: what she said was far less important than how she said it
        or that she was saying anything at all; the complaints of a woman are always more endearing
        (and revealing) than polite distance.
Before Stacy gained sophistication, subtlety and charm, I was an early victim of her
        flirtations; decades later, it is something I wear as a badge of honor.
Third Memory.
The tale of my first True Love. True Love. Jaded adults may scoff, but affections in
        elementary school are no less intense than later passions.
In 4th grade I shared a table with two people who became my best friends for the year. The
        first was my True Love (T.L.) whom I will describe below. The other person was George, a
        clever talented boy who played both tennis and the piano.
T.L. was a well-behaved cheerful girl with good grades. She was pretty in an understated
        way, and yet, as time went on, it was impossible not to notice her or enjoy her arrival. She
        wore simple outfits that her mother must have sewn; I always noticed the peculiar designs,
        the soft puffy fabric, the way it made me want to brush my fingers against the back of her
        sleeve. In a class photo she posed like a miniature Renoir with hands folded on her lap. To
        a casual observer her slight fullness of body might seem an imperfection, but it made her
        seem more friendly, more human, more thoughtful.
T.L. sat between George and me. The three of us worked and played together. Compared to
        Stacy's raucous teasing, T.L. was positively sedate, and around her George and I were on our
        best behavior. We both liked T.L, and already a little friendly competition had started
        about who would sit next to her in class. It never reached the point of jealousy; it was
        more like a race, much as we raced to be the first to solve the math problems (I was always
        first). George was clever and funny; I had to give him that; he was also genuinely nice. If
        T.L. preferred him over me, I could at least understand her choice. I didn't have as many
        interesting hobbies and was a bit egotistical (yes, I knew it even then), but I wrote funny
        stories and was a math whiz (my main source of pride). For all-round personality, George was
        better and nicer. But I had a secret weapon: I loved her more.
To improve the chance of sitting next to her, I came to class early. I did everything to
        be in the same line or group as T.L. (although I never ate with her in the lunchroom; for
        4th graders, coed dining was still the ultimate taboo). During a normal day it was common
        for students to hold hands; teachers frequently asked us to hold hands on our way to recess
        or the music room or the cafeteria. A few times I experienced the thrill of holding T.L.'s
        hand. Once, in the hallway, when everyone was holding hands with their partner (and I was
        T.L's partner), I kept my hand locked in hers longer than usual. I had intended to let go
        eventually, but to my amazement, T.L. kept holding on. Long after everyone had stopped, T.L
        and I were still doing it. Eventually we had to let go (we couldn't disregard societal norms
        so flagrantly), but it became clear that she enjoyed the hand-holding too.
From that point on, our mutual affections became obvious. Even George, (who still hung
        around us) respected our quiet preferences. If I sat somewhere, a few seconds later, she
        would sit beside me. And if she sat at some place, I was expected to take the closest seat.
        As we sat, our hands would brush "accidentally" against one another, and then one of us
        (usually me) would take the initiative to resume the hand-holding. We didn't talk about it
        or even look at one another when it happened; it was too pleasant (and embarrassing) to
        acknowledge. Sometimes when there was a shortage of books, we would share one, holding the
        same book together. While our hands embraced under the table, our shoulders leaned against
        one another and we pretended not to be enjoying the closeness.
When the teacher showed a movie, students sat or even lay on the rug to watch. On one such
        day I was lying down on the rug, hoping that T.L. would lie next to me. She did. While the
        lights were on and the teacher was threading the film, everybody was talking and I was
        cracking jokes with other boys. But once the movie started and the lights went out, I
        grasped her hand into mine, and we watched the movie in silence. The movie lasted only 20
        minutes, but in hand-holding time it seemed like forever.
At some point I became aware that T.L. was not just a friendly face or a clammy hand, but
        a body I longed to be close to. I was not yet thinking about sex, but it was the first time
        I became aware of other ways to be close than holding hands. The movie was running; it was
        entertaining, and the class was laughing. I glanced at T.L., moving my eyes from her face to
        the screen and her face again. Back and forth, back and forth. To my astonishment, she was
        doing the same thing, with her smile barely visible in the darkness. Our glances met and for
        once did not turn away. I gripped her hand, and she gripped mine firmly, for that was the
        only way we knew to communicate the feelings deep inside us.
Flash forward to the last day of school. I don't know how T.L. did it, but she slipped a
        note into my bag which I found at home. It read:
Dear —
I love you very much and want to marry you. I want to kiss you and be with you all the
            time and spend the rest of my life with you. We could live in a house together and have
            a family, and we will always be happy. I am glad I know you and hope to see you more
            next year.


Ok, these were not the literal words, but the first two lines are pretty much what I
        remembered. The letter staggered me. To say that it filled me with joy was an
        understatement; it hinted at new possibilities and new kinds of attainments. She wanted the
        same things I did before I thought about it.
I wish this story had an ending, but remember, I was in 4th grade. From this point on my
        memory is unclear and full of gaps.
After receiving the note, I burst with the desire to tell someone. I went home and told my
        sister (one year younger). After making her promise not to tell another living soul, I
        showed her the letter. Within hours, she had broken the promise. First, she told my little
        brother, then a friend, and then Mom and Dad. It even became a dinner table conversation and
        a family joke. I was devastated. Just to hear them say the name was a sacrilege. As a
        result, I tried to block the girl from my mind.
When we came to school again, something had changed. My infatuation with this girl had
        departed, not through malice or willful indifference, but just because time had
        passed.
In 7th grade my family moved to another neighborhood, which meant going to a new school
        and making new friends. I managed okay; I played on the basketball team, acted in plays and
        starred in the math club. During 7th and 8th grade I had attained the status of math
        prodigy; a special bus brought me everyday to an advanced geometry class at the high
        school.
I was brilliant. I always excelled  in math competitions in the district. During my 8th
        grade, my school hosted a math competition for all the schools in the district, so lots of
        unfamiliar smart students were mobbing in the auditorium. To my delight, some old friends
        from elementary school were there to represent the other middle school. Then I saw
        her … my True Love. Lovely as ever, albeit shorter and yes, even thinner (or maybe I had
        just grown). Amazingly, she was with two other friends from elementary school, including my
        longtime friend, George. I gave them a brief hello, unsure of what to say. Were we supposed
        to catch up? I didn't know them well anymore, while the three of them seemed to be have
        become better acquainted. No matter. I had new friends too and a reputation as a math
        prodigy to uphold.
Two hours later, they were announcing the winners, and everybody was packed in the
        auditorium. T.L. and George were sitting next to one another. T.L herself competed in the
        math contest, without winning anything. But when her friend – our friend – George won 8th
        place, she applauded vigorously and even gave him a quick hug. While I awaited my name to be
        called, I couldn't help but notice the way they were talking and laughing. To no one's
        surprise, I won first prize, but as I went forward to accept the ribbon, I noticed that T.L.
        and George were no longer paying attention. While my brain had been obsessing over quadratic
        equations and isosceles triangles, they were enjoying the fact they weren't in class. This
        award, (I realized), didn't matter.
But I grew up and continued academic pursuits and even other romantic possibilities.
        Recently though, I have started to comprehend this girl's influence on me. I lost the love
        letter long ago, but I can still see the lovely loopy letters and that first line, "I love
        you very much and want to marry you." That was an amazing bit of candor for a 4th or 5th
        grader, and it made me see that hearts sometimes sing in unison, although all songs come
        eventually to an end. I honestly don't remember how I treated her the year after the letter.
        Maybe my silence about the letter offended her or hurt her feelings. Of course I meant no
        such thing; it was and still is one of my most precious memories.
Over the next few decades I wrote a fair number of love letters, and to be honest, most
        came to no avail. Here, I suppose, is my chance to talk about heartbreak or the follies of
        the heart or the ways that hope collides clumsily with reality. The memory of this 4th
        grader's note (with its loopy penciled handwriting) papers over the heart's disappointments,
        providing consolation and even hope.
It sounds silly to feel sentimental about a childhood crush, but sometimes my mind wanders
        to thoughts of where she is. Perhaps she's living a lurid life as a porn star, but no, that
        is ridiculous. She is somewhere married with children and living an ordinary life. Maybe
        she's an accountant or lawyer, but I could just as easily see her as a secretary or teacher
        or social worker. Even at the age of 40, she must still be pleasant company and of course a
        delight to behold.
Every year or so I play with the idea of looking her up, typing her unmarried name into
        search engines and telephone directories. Her name wasn't unusual, but remarkably it never
        shows up in search results, as though she were some fantasy person I had just dreamt
        up.
Whenever I return to this imaginary exercise, I contemplate a game plan. I went to a
        private high school, so I lost touch with people who attended the public high school. But I
        managed to track George down on the Internet; apparently, he had won a state tennis championship
        in high school and played competitively at college. It would be fun to catch up with him,
        though weird.
But did George keep in touch with T.L. during high school? The school district had two
        high schools and three sections (consisting of 700-800 students) in each school. These
        schools were huge. George's friendship with T.L. might have ended when they reached high
        school. They probably went to different colleges and lost touch (unless they married!)
        Actually, two other acquaintances of mine went to that public high school (though in
        different sections and different years). They could conceivably help me to get in touch with
        someone who knew her.
Occasionally I come close to following those leads, but the quest seems so weird and
        hopeless that I end up losing confidence. Even if by some miracle I located her, what would
        I say? What would she think? As an adult I could be honest in ways that I could never do as
        a child (I wouldn't even mind showing her this story). I even have enough detachment from
        those feelings and memories to make it fun. But women are prone to mistrust men who
        mysteriously reappear out of nowhere. Besides, unless she were a divorcee, chances are she
        was happily married and busy raising children. She would probably have no place (or
        patience) for a childhood crush who wanted to exchange memories (however innocent my motives
        were).
Reluctantly, the realist takes over and convinces myself to abandon the endeavor. To
        obsess about a childhood sweetheart must be a sign of neuroticism, yes, even delusional
        thinking. If I still wanted to find her, I would be doing it for selfish motives (however I
        convinced myself to the contrary). And each time the realist decides once again to abandon
        the quest, I feel the familiar chill of having abandoned a dream, the familiar ache of never
        having the opportunity to give one more gentle word or caress. All that stays with me is
        that moment in the dark, the smile, the hand-holding, the long steady gaze.
 The First Time, the Last Time 
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 The first time was a moment of great anticipation for
        Teddy. He'd been trying for weeks to get Carol in the sack, and after it was over, she put
        on her T-shirt, kissed him and said, "So now will you let me drive your Lexus?" She was only
        half-joking. 
 The last time was pro forma. A few minutes after turning
        off the light, his hands moved down her body. She wasn't particularly in the mood, but was a
        good sport at least. It was a no-frills fuck lasting ten minutes. She let him initiate;
        after it was over and their breaths had settled down, he said "Thanks," and she replied,
        "Not a problem!" with a cheerful but perfunctory tone.
 The next morning she found his body cold and dead from a nighttime heart attack. Should
        she tell people the circumstances? No, that would be indecorous. She maintained a respectful
        silence at the funeral, feigning a romantic bond that outlasted death. Some might call it a
        beautiful way to die. But was it really? She never really gave a damn about the
        relationship. Now that he was dead, she revisited that last evening. Why hadn't she made
        more of an effort to infuse passion into what would be a man's last day on earth? When had
        she stopped caring? 
From that point on, she was generous in bed, offering the passions she had neglected to
        give Teddy when he was alive. Her lovers were appreciative, but none realized that every
        time Carol made love she was trying to make love to a dead man. 
*****
 The best sex Alan ever had was with a crazy blonde named Sue. She was self-centered,
        chatty and dismissive towards anyone born into wealth. When they had  first made love, he
        alternated between thinking, "I can't believe I'm doing it with such a gorgeous woman!" and
        "I can't believe I am putting up with all this woman's shit just to fuck her." She smoked
        and cursed and badmouthed everybody. The president? A loser. Her boss? A pretender with a
        sexist attitude. Her ex? A cheapskate judgmental bastard. Her dad? A loser who happened to
        make good investments. (Behind his back, Alan knew she probably badmouthed him as well). 
But the sex was great...wild and great! Sue talked like a porn star: Give me that fucking
        cock! Fuck me, you bastard! She always managed to be on top when the orgasms were near. She
        barked orders and pushed against him and even liked to sit on his face. When she came, she
        softened and curled beside him, picking up a cigarette. "You passed," she said
        sarcastically, before refilling her drink. 
In other words, Sue fucked like a man. She looked like a princess (and in fact was treated
        like one by male onlookers), but once she opened her mouth, most people (even men) found her
        obnoxious and avoided her. She had (to his knowledge) not a single female friend. This made
        her insecure. She was acutely aware of the effect her slender body had on men, but she
        rebelled against it like an angry pop star. Her breasts were perfect. He longed to keep his
        hands on them when while she complained about random things (her father, the car, the
        customer representative who had slighted her). Still, for a few moments after making love,
        she was quiet and serene and good-natured; for those brief moments she was Aphrodite – if
        only she wouldn't spoil it. 
 The last time. It was 9:30 when she called him out of
        the blue. She called to be picked up from a party. By now he'd grown used to these random
        phone calls. She didn't use email and rarely answered texts; she called people at her
        convenience. These long gaps in communication caused him to forget how irritating she could
        be. When she called, it was always to request something (usually to pick her up somewhere or
        drive her to a club). He gave up scolding her. He knew that whatever happened that night, at
        the end there would be sex – hot sweaty sex – she would be lying next to him at his
        apartment, letting him do whatever he wanted. It was an endless cycle, starting with the
        random call and ending in the morning when he called a cab to take her home. Sometimes she
        appeared at his place in the morning or even in the middle of the night. Then for weeks (or
        even months), he would hear nothing. He didn't exactly enjoy this pattern, but every time
        the phone call came, he would remember the feel of her skin and the certainty of having her
        luscious body crawl into his arms again. 
He loathed her and lusted for her simultaneously. He didn't consider Sue a girlfriend,
        just an amoral girl he liked to do things with. Until a real girlfriend came along, there
        would always be Sue for a pick-me-up. Every time he became convinced she was gone for good,
        she would reappear. The phone call would come, and in an instant he rearranged plans and
        picked her up – wherever she was. When they met, she always looked amazing. That last time
        she greeted him with a kiss – and muttered "why are girls who work at department stores such
        cunts?" 
This pattern continued between 2000 and the 2003. Although the intervals grew longer, Sue
        would call him at the most inopportune (and maddening) of times. He even enjoyed the
        anticipation. (Alas, this was indeed the last time – she fell in love with an Armenian
        businessman and never called or thought about Alan again). 
*****
 The first time, she agreed without feeling strong
        desire. They had been arguing about the relationship, and Tom was complaining about how she
        had been leading him on. He was in fact correct. She liked him, but was unsure of whether she
        loved him; she needed more time. The male attention was nice, and Tom was a genuine guy, but
        his certainty that they belonged together seemed premature. How do people know? Finally,
        after confronting her with his passion, he criticized her for putting him off; was she just
        making excuses? Rather than admit uncertainty, she let her guard down and let him take her.
        A part of her enjoyed it (especially the fact that Tom had stopped complaining), but a part
        knew she was doing something stupid. Having a boyfriend was nice, but who was Tom anyway?
        Did she really tolerate his mood swings? The first time they did it, she had experienced a
        genuine orgasm, but deep down she knew it wasn't really love. Sure, he felt love's ardors,
        but he seemed so devoted to fulfilling his passions that he hardly seemed to care about her
        own. In bed, she dreamed about men from her night classes; it was easy to compose a list of
        more compatible men. Tom was too serious, too goal-oriented; he didn't relax, he didn't do
        anything without a day's worth of deliberation. For Tom, everything had to be part of a
        plan; she couldn't stand that! He never got around to enjoying life and didn't understand
        that she just coasted along. He was not handsome; maybe that was the problem. But it was not
        the only problem. 
 The last time was actually the fourth time. She had
        wanted to break things off from the start, but the next day, he was so attentive and
        charming that she was willing to entertain the possibility that she had misjudged him. Tom
        had a heavy-handed charm; he would treat a girlfriend well – too well in fact. The problem
        was – well, what was the problem? He was too demanding; he expected too much from her; he
        expected her passions to resemble his. He had complained that she was never really into it
        in the bedroom, that she wasn't being open enough. The truth was, she was indifferent. She
        couldn't help it. That last night was awful; he was driving his love into her, and she
        simply waited for it to be over. Tom wasn't a bad man; he just didn't mean anything to her.
        She hated pretending. The sooner she got away, the better. Tomorrow she would leave him. She
        would stop by Tom's apartment and tell him quickly, then leave. He would demand they talk,
        and maybe she would talk a little – how could she explain? All she wanted was to finish
        things. In the meantime, she lay in bed, watching that pathetic hulk of a man sleep
        peacefully. His partially nude body aroused pity in her; this would be the last night she
        would see it, and truthfully, his body had never wronged her. It had always treated her
        limbs gently and respectfully; it could not help being attached to such a dull and annoying
        person. But she had to turn away. This person – this body – meant nothing to her. She didn't
        want to have second thoughts. Two days from now she could stop feigning desire. Then, for
        once, she could be free … and alone. 
*****
 The first time was in her boss's condo. She –  a
        lifeguard – was 16. He said he was 26 (actually he was 30); They worked late at the swimming
        pool. He was handsome and well-muscled and friendly. They kissed briefly in the car,
        something which made her heart flutter. One day a storm came into town, and they had to shut
        the pool down. When he invited her to his apartment to wait the storm out, she was nervous
        and excited. Was he going to kiss her like before? He fixed shrimp scampi and wine and they
        watched a DVD on his couch. His hand slid over her knees and eventually their arms were
        wrapped against one another. At first, she resisted his sexual touches, but tried to keep an
        open mind. He was handsome after all. 
"Do you want me to put it in my mouth?" she asked after they were naked on the bed. 
He laughed at her precociousness. "What do you think?" 
The movie – in case anyone is interested – was My Cousin
            Vinny.
The last time was noon on a Sunday four weeks later. She
        had knocked on his apartment door; he had grown weary of her surprise drop-ins, but let her
        in without complaint. 
He had been paying his bills. Financial documents and hand-written budgets were spread
        across the table. She dropped her shorts, grabbed a wine bottle from the refrigerator and
        headed to the bedroom. She ended up waiting for 10 minutes. "Just one more minute," he
        called out from the living room. After she disrobed and grew bored with self-caresses, she
        started ruffling through old magazines beside the bed. 
Finally he arrived, and the orgasms came in no time at all. 
Afterwards, he sat up, and said, "This can't continue."
"What?" she said, not realizing what he was talking about. 
"We shouldn't be doing this anymore. I know; I like you a lot, and I think you're great
        and sexy. But I'm your boss, and you're still in school, and gosh, you have to know this
        never will work out." 
She giggled and crawled atop him. "You are going to be my slave." 
"Sure," he said, bringing her closer. An hour later, she lay next to him, relaxed and
        satisfied. Eventually he kicked her out to buy tires. At the time his manner of breaking the
        news seemed bashful – or even charming – but over time she regarded it as heartless –
        even cowardly. He was a bastard – no doubt about that. And every time she seduced another
        man she assumed he had a heart just like Jimmy's. 
*****
 The first time was at his hotel on a business trip. Both
        were in town for a sales conference. Sally was a career-oriented person with a passion for
        golf. Jack was an ex-Marine gung-ho about fishing. They hooked up quickly and effortlessly.
        Both had extensive sexual resumes, and this encounter would become another thrilling
        addition. 
The sex was outstanding. He knew the hookup had been only a weekend thing, but his mind
        wandered during idle moments to thoughts of Sally. She was definitely the most interesting
        woman he'd met in a long time. He quickly found her number and texted a mesage; she sent a
        flirty reply. Later he called her during a random moment. When Sally answered, she was stuck
        in traffic, eager for distractions. The problem was that she lived in Portland, Oregon, and
        he lived in Alexandria, Virginia. Arranging a meeting would not be easy. They continued the
        phone calls for months, talking about whatever popped in their minds – sex, job,
        family, weekends, vacations … she even mentioned her dates with various men. Very casual.
        But every time he heard her voice, he wanted her; he remembered the intimate parts of her
        body and the way she giggled when he teased her with caresses. On the phone she seemed
        indifferent to the romantic meanings people gave to sex. And yet, during that initial
        weekend, she had eagerly crawled into his arms. 
The second (and last) time was at Myrtle Beach, South
        Carolina. Unbelievably it took eight months to arrange. She said she was busy, and maybe she
        was. Remember, both were in sales. They made love in the afternoon an hour after he arrived.
        After a quick nap, they were at the beach again, swimming and sipping iced teas. Later that
        evening, when they embraced, he realized that Sally lived only for the moment; the future
        did not concern her. He had assumed that her romantic cynicism was just a pose, but at
        Myrtle Beach she scowled at the mere mention of a relationship. She was there to drink and
        be silly and see the beaches. She was fun company and incredibly sexy in bed... but after
        Myrtle Beach, she seemed inclined to drop him from her mind. When he hinted at the
        possibility of getting together more often, she laughed. 
"Don't fall for people Jack," Sally said. "One thing leads to another, and before you know
        it, you will have thrown your life away for nothing. Is that what you want – to live in
        boringsville with the well-trimmed lawn and 2.5 children, wasting your weekends at your
        kids' soccer matches? By the time you realize your mistake, it will be time to buy a
        cemetery plot." 
"Do you really mean that?" Jack asked. 
 Amused by the earnestness of his question, Sally kissed him lightly. Then she whispered,
        "Jack, watch out – or the pod people will get you too." 
 Jack sensed the futility of trying to get a straight answer from her. Does the heart
        always need to attach to something? Or can it be content to catch and release? 14 hours from
        now they would probably say goodbye for the last time. There would be no breakup because
        there was nothing to break from. If he brought up the subject of romance, she would find the
        idea ridiculous. 
During breakfast they ate and talked and laughed like a couple exuberant with love. 
*****
The first time, her husband was away and Travis had
        agreed to stop by. She was ready to give herself from the moment he stepped foot in her
        apartment, but she hid it successfully during dinner. Travis never suspected. He was
        charming but nervous. Later, they sat out on the porch, and he put his arms around her. She
        didn't object; her body was tingling with excitement. Finally, he put his hand through her
        blouse, and she lost it – she totally lost herself in the thrill of the forbidden moment.
        Every time he advanced, she lost herself – it was terrible! Yet she had been anticipating
        this moment for weeks – never actually believing it could happen. When he took her, she
        grabbed him and helplessly followed his movements. He gave a boyish cry, and she caressed
        his neck and shoulders, feeling his head upon her breast. She was content and felt so
        … naked! She had never known that raw desire could seize her so easily … or that
        transgression could be so easy, so dramatic and so beautiful. 
The last time, he had brought Chinese food, with the
        intent to spend the evening with her. But no. The sooner she told him, the better. Travis
        wasn't hurt, just mad at her for ruining the evening – and the Chinese food. She knew it was
        the right decision. The guilt of having betrayed her husband weighed on her, something
        Travis couldn't understand. Travis held her and pretended everything was the same, but she
        repeated it louder: she owed it to her husband to break it off. Her husband was a decent
        man, and yes, she loved him, and if he ever found out, it would devastate him. "So you're
        going to cut everything off," Travis said, "just like that." "That's right." "No more – never again?" "That's
        right." "So today is the last time we'll be together." "That's right." "I tell you …
        this just sucks, do you know that?' She said nothing. "But tonight we're still going to do
        it." That hadn't been her plan, but after she saw his angry outburst, she knew she had to
        grant him this. 
In five minutes they were in bed, and Travis was ransacking her body. While they made
        love, she wondered where her husband was and what he was doing – what would he say if he
        knew? Travis needed her like an animal, but it was not love. Love was a grand feeling and a
        sad obligation. She had never actually wanted to hurt her husband, but as soon as she
        realized the enormity of her mistake – this was their marriage! – she wondered
        what had caused her to risk so much for so little. Now that she had done it, she feared the
        random possibility he would stumble upon some evidence and confront her with it. She would
        be unable to deny it; the lies had been killing her. She had wanted to grow old with her
        husband, and yet her weakness was now the main obstacle. She didn't care about her husband's
        shortcomings as a lover – she just didn't want to lose him. Travis was nothing – he was
        self-centered and embarrassing to look at; Travis demanded too much of her attention without
        having any right. She couldn't wait to get this man off her back. Tonight Travis was
        hypersexual, overcompensating, determined to take her ruthlessly. And though she couldn't
        wait to eliminate this man from her life, she could not deny the final pleasures he had
        forced her to feel. 
With relief she returned to her role as faithful and loving wife, but even around her
        husband she could never extinguish the memories of those secret exhausting pleasures. 
*****
 The first time she made love to Scott, she acted more
        out of curiosity than attraction. They met professionally (she worked in Internet
        marketing), and when he asked her out, she was caught off guard. She said yes just to avoid
        being put on the spot. The first date was all right (he had kissed her at the end), but
        afterwards he refused to leave her alone. His number kept showing up on her cell phone.
        Eventually she agreed to another date … if only to ask him to stop bothering her. But that
        second date turned out to be delightful – what a surprise! He was coming onto her; at first
        it amused her, and throughout the night she played with the idea of having a fling. Would it
        be that awful? Could they be discreet? He was not bad looking and had impeccable manners and
        offered her all kinds of compliments (more than previous boyfriends). By the end of the
        night she knew she would go to bed with him; when he made his move, she would let herself
        go. Her lower body was ready; when he laid her down and took her, she did not immediately
        experience ecstasy; that would come days later. But that first night was still interesting
        and entertaining; it reacquainted her to the sensation of having a man beside her, hearing
        his sexual jokes, feeling his fingers slide beneath her arms. It was not romantic
        perfection, but it was comfortable enough. She enjoyed his eagerness for intercourse and his
        melodramatic orgasms and the helpless way he hung onto her afterwards. He was too
        overbearing, too sarcastic, too self-assured about his opinions. Maybe she could grow used
        to these things. These were annoyances, not serious character flaws. The next morning he
        offered to run across the street for bagels. He would never be a dream lover, but at least
        he understood the etiquette of seduction. 
 The last time they had made love, she had not felt any
        pleasure. Perhaps Scott had noticed, but tactfully said nothing. She lay in bed all night
        wondering. Why did her life feel so empty? She sorted through the details of her life. Was
        it her legal career? Or Scott? Was it the fact she was 31 and still unmarried? Was it her
        finances? The fact she never had time to relax or do volunteer work? The fact she hadn't
        lost those 15 pounds? In her mind she went over each possibility – weighing the evidence
        like the lawsuits she analyzed at work. 
It was only two or three years later that she realized the problem had not involved Scott
        at all. He was a well-meaning person who had showed up at the wrong time. Her mood swings
        caused her to magnify the negative in everything; it had caused her to avoid the irritations
        of intimacy. Eventually, through therapy and meditation, she learned that relationships
        didn't need to disintegrate, that love was elusive – but never impossible. Despite past
        disappointments, she still wanted it – and that was good. 
*****
The first time happened over 10 hours. It started at a
        movie cinema. It was mid afternoon, but once the lights went off, Jim's hands were all over
        her, exploring regions normally out of bounds. She said nothing and occasionally returned
        his hand to his lap (whenever she needed a break). Later at a sandwich shop, they dissected
        the film and laughed as though the caresses had never happened. Down the street was a small
        chapel she'd never visited. Jim had never been there either, so they decided to peek inside.
        The place was deserted and lit only with candles at the altar. "It's nice," she whispered.
        "I don't know why I've waited so long to go inside." Then he kissed her. It caught her by
        surprise. She gladly reciprocated, but for him it was more than a kiss; it was an outburst
        of violent need. She broke away. "You have a one-track mind," she said, walking across the
        pew. Then he kissed her again, holding her, moving his hands down her body and underneath
        her clothes. It was awkward and uncomfortable for her, but the caresses continued. She was
        enjoying them … it was intense, but she had to break away. "Please," she whispered, "Can't
        we go somewhere else?" "Come here," he said, and she did. Instead of saying something, he
        laughed and slid his hands up and down her blouse. Thirty minutes later, they were making
        love at his apartment. They did so for hours; it was exhilarating and exhausting. As she lay
        in his arms, she recalled the groping in the chapel and how helpless it had made her feel. 
 The last time happened after an argument. Jim was a
        tightwad who complained about the credit card bill. Because she worked in the legal
        profession, she needed a professional wardrobe – something Jim didn't comprehend. He
        mentioned the clothing purchases just to antagonize her, triggering another pointless
        argument. Later in bed, he would make amorous advances as though nothing had been wrong and
        still expect her to be enthusiastic. Usually she just turned away and let him suffer, but on
        this occasion, she was tired and actually longing for physical release. While he made love
        to her in a mechanical way, she enjoyed the sensations for what they were, aware of how
        little she really liked him. 
They broke up after he refused to show up for her father's 60th birthday party. This began
        a series of arguments about how she was trying to control her life, how he thought work was
        more important than family, how she always tried to make him feel guilty, how she thought
        the world revolved around her, how she didn't understand the pressures of running a
        business, how he was a workaholic, how her nagging drove him crazy, how she wouldn't have to
        nag if he helped out once in a while, how her family thought he was a flake, how she was
        always committing him to things without asking. Three days later, they broke up. They had
        broken up many times, but this time was the last. 
Donna and Jim were as dysfunctional a couple as you could get. In fact, Donna was always
        cursing Jim, and every time Donna popped into his head, he became angry. It is no
        exaggeration to say that they hated one another during the relationship and even more
        afterwards. 
But sexually they were totally compatible. Jim found Donna voluptuous and kinky; Donna
        thought Jim was a "real man" (at least more than the one she later married). Her delicate
        body consumed Jim's attention (especially when it awaited his next penetration). In the
        first few months the word "love" punctuated conversations; but after a fight (where he
        complained about her cell phone usage), she made him spend the night at a friend's house.
        The next night, he stopped over to pick up some things, and as the argument resumed, he
        touched her neck. "Don't do that again!" she snapped. "What – you mean this?" stroking it
        again. She didn't resist; he was too fast; he knew her points of weakness. The passion was
        still there; why deny it? From that point on, they knew better than to use the word love
        except during rare ceremonial moments. 
A year later Donna married a lawyer with a 5 year old from another marriage. Jim hooked up
        with a girl two years later, but they never married. Although both Donna and Jim cursed the
        time they spent together, it had been the best sex of their lives. Later partners were
        loving and more compatible emotionally, but lousy lovers. If only David could take charge
        like Jim! If only Susie could be as spontaneous and uninhibited as Donna! But these were
        minor complaints. Both accepted their choices and were happy. Both Jim and Donna were
        comfortably ensconced in warm and emotionally-fulfilling relationships. 
Once Donna and Jim passed one another at a mall without realizing it. Ten steps later,
        Donna paused and turned around. Was that Jim?! All sorts of emotions
        ran through her: anger, sadness, excitement and even affection. She had been fond of him –
        in a way. Had he noticed her? It wouldn't hurt to say hello; she was married and could be
        civil at least. But no – the emotions were too strong; she was shaking! She had no idea how
        he would react or the stupid things she might say. She was curious; had he remarried? She
        wanted him to see that she was happy after the divorce. But had she really gotten over him?
        She remembered the way he turned everything into opportunities into sex. Maybe he would try
        again; it would be fun to laugh in his face. 
 All she really wanted to see his reaction at running into her. The surprise, the
        curiosity, the lust. But she couldn't spurn him until Jim actually approached her. After Jim
        went into a shoe store, Donna walked by the shop window in plain view. 
Or so she thought. In fact, Jim wasn't facing the window. So she passed again. Now he was
        talking to a store clerk. Damn. Okay, she'd walk by the shoe store one last time. If Jim
        didn't look, she would give up. When she walked by, Jim was sitting down, waiting for
        something, facing a different direction. Jesus. What was his problem? 
Later, when making furious love to her husband, all she could think about was that
        heartless, horny bastard. 
*****
Her first time with Scott was at a beach house. She met
        him through an online dating service. His initial email was light-hearted but unremarkable,
        but his online profile was intriguing. He ran a business and liked water skiing. He seemed
        ambitious and restless. His photo was handsome enough, but in person he looked even more
        attractive. She couldn't believe her good luck. On the second date, they drove to the beach
        in his jeep. When they were in bathing suits, her eyes were drawn to his muscles; she liked
        his easygoing manner and the way he reaffirmed his desire for her with a smile or a casual
        touch against her arm. In the water they kissed almost immediately. Underneath his bathing
        suit, she could feel his erection against her back and the warmth of his chest against her
        shoulders. They were in the middle of a public beach, surrounded by kids and families and
        all kinds of people, and yet their embraces were hidden beneath the waves: rocking back and
        forth, they savored the closeness of their bodies under the water. Every few minutes a kid
        would swim by, and they would separate, but once the kid was gone, that magnificent embrace
        would continue. In the water, they were warm-blooded creatures with a natural tendency to
        flow into one another. It was an undeniable biological fact. In the silence, under the sun
        and surrounded by sounds of noisy children having fun, he was learning about her body's
        reactions. He was not so impudent to wind his hand underneath her bikini (although she
        wouldn't have minded if he had tried). Instead, his hands found the boundaries of her desire
        and rested there, until she no longer was sure if the advances were due to his desire or
        simply the rocking of the waves. That evening, when they ate at a nearby restaurant, he
        mentioned a nearby beach house which he owned jointly with three friends. Two hours later
        they were strolling into town. 
"If you feel like it, we could stay overnight at the beach house and return to the city in
        the morning." 
"That's presumptuous," she said with a laugh. 
"No, that's not what I meant," he said. "I just meant that if it gets too late, we have
        that as an option. The beach house has two bedrooms and a fold-out sofa." 
"It's always an option," she said playfully. The beach house was smaller than expected and
        minimally furnished. No one had been there for weeks. But Scott was proud of it; he brought
        out a glass of wine, and they sat on the sofa, making funny remarks and exchanging caresses.
        They talked about prophylactics while he stroked her underwear. Finally, they were in the
        bedroom, and he was going down on her, kissing the insides of her legs, making naughty
        remarks. The sensations were delicious, but he kept interrupting with random commentary – he
        adored her legs ... the beach was crowded today ... she looked sexy in that bathing suit
        ...this beach house was an appreciating investment .. she reminded him of Julie Delpy ...
        the neighborhood was full of military retirees. As her excitement grew, he veered off into a
        remark about California weather. Conversation was fine at the restaurant, but why now?
        Eventually he reached the clitoris and gave it a kiss, then made a snide remark about
        Hillary Clinton. 
"Don't talk," she said, tapping his shoulder. "Concentrate." 
"Sorry," he said, and when the conversation stopped, the pleasuring began. 
 The last time. She had gotten used to Scott's
        talkativeness in the bedroom; if that were the only problem, she could have dealt with it.
        But he wasn't really talking about anything; he was talking just to hear himself talk
        without any real desire to communicate. He never listened; he seemed clueless about how he
        annoyed people. He frequently answered the phone during meals or in the car to talk to a
        buddy or business partner. She would have to hear the whole inane conversation. When she
        explained how it bothered her, he apologized and made genuine attempts to change (at least
        in the short run). But after a while, another annoying habit would appear (which she'd
        eventually have to inform him about). Scott wasn't making her happy; he was simply appeasing
        her requests which he treated as inexplicable. She didn't like having sex with him. It
        sounded funny to say, because they shared a physical chemistry, but he never really seemed
        to know how she was feeling; he never noticed or asked. If she came, that was good, but he
        never seemed to notice unless she made an announcement. He talked in the bedroom not to
        express feelings, but simply to entertain himself with his thoughts. Mentally or emotionally
        they were never in the same place. She thought it was temporary, or that she was being
        unreasonable; but the longer it went on, the more she really hated it. 
Scott wasn't a villain, just a fool. Everyone seemed to like him, and his prowess in the
        bedroom was undeniable. The last time with him was exciting (as always), but the enjoyment
        lasted only if he kept his mouth shut. Then, Scott would spoil the mood with some asinine
        remark, and she would turn away. Later, when he was snoring, she thought about random
        things. Would she break up with him or continue giving him another shot? Maybe they should
        see a counselor; no, they were too far gone for that. She should have never agreed to go to
        the beach house the first time they went to the coast. If only he could do something
        outrageous, she could use it as a pretext for breaking up. But neither of them really
        quarreled. Most of the time if she criticized his attitude, he just walked out of the room.
        He always took the easy way out. She didn't know what she wanted anyway. She let his arm
        rest over her breast; did she really mind? But this was not love; it was crazy. She couldn't
        deal with his shenanigans forever. Besides, she was still young. Men still found her
        attractive. Earlier today, at the car repair shop, a Mexican mechanic listened respectfully
        as she described her car problems. She didn't know much about cars, but when she described
        the problem in a vague and roundabout way, the man smiled and patiently went over her
        options. This man was the kind she usually went for – not men like Scott. No fake chitchat,
        just respectful conversation. Was that really so hard? 
(She sulked for two more weeks before breaking up with Scott. It was still the best
        decision she had ever made. She visited the car place several times, but the cute Mexican
        never seemed to be there. She would have liked to see him again, if only to replenish her
        dreams). 
*****
From the very start Greg noticed Tracey's attraction to him. It caught him by surprise.
        Tracey was a lovely blonde with sensitive dreamy eyes. They met at a seminar and ended up at
        a coffee shop next door. Tracy did not talk much. Instead she asked question after question.
        He ended up telling his life story while Tracy listened and smiled. Was she flirting? No,
        she kept a serious tone, like a psychologist trying to diagnose an emotional disorder. The
        attention flattered him (she even enjoyed his dumb jokes) but he didn't feel at ease. She
        was sexy, but more concerned with assessing his personality than connecting. She was seeking
        something – but what? Inner strength, financial stability or simply a willingness to serve
        as a good husband. He didn't mind answering her questions, but she seemed too serious. They
        spent the rest of the night talking about personal beliefs – that was fine, but couldn't
        they simply have gone bowling? Despite the talk, Greg knew next to nothing about her. She
        grew up in Ohio and liked to draw and knew a lot about botany; what else? 
Two days later they met downtown at a farmer's market by her apartment. They bought fruit
        and exotic berries, and he bought two pounds of a fish she recommended. He had originally
        intended to leave straight from the farmer's market, but she mentioned an art gallery that
        mildly interested him, so they headed there by foot – first dropping off the food at her
        apartment. By the time they returned, it was lunchtime, so they ended up at her apartment to
        cook the fish. She mentioned a movie by Kies'lowski he'd enjoy; minutes later, she found the
        DVD, and they sat on the sofa watching it. The movie was long and tedious; it involved a
        cute singer who loved a puppeteer and whose father had died. But once they settled on the
        couch and he wrapped his arm around her shoulder, the only thing he thought about was
        exploring the curves of her body. "Not so fast," she whispered. But when he gave her lips a
        kiss, she giggled. The French actress began singing, and Greg teased off Tracey's clothes.
        "Here, let me do it," Tracey said, dropping her brassiere and returning to the embrace. He
        was ecstatic. With one hand he moved up and down her bosom and with the other he slid
        beneath her undergarments, finding a soft pocket of skin between her legs. As soon as his
        hand went there, she recoiled and settled slowly back, kissing him and beginning her own
        explorations over his skin. Minutes later, they were in her bedroom, settling into the
        thrillingly familiar rhythm of lovemaking. She accepted his penetrations silently, trying to
        hold everything in until that final perfect moment. When it arrived, she closed her eyes,
        leaned forward and collapsed so suddenly and violently that he ejaculated before he knew
        what was happening. An instant later, she started bawling, as though the act of sex has
        unlocked a hidden pain. But no, she was happy. 
"Greg you are so good to me. Promise you'll be good to me."
 "Of course," he whispered.
 "I'm glad you're not like the rest."
 "I'm not that different," he said. 
"It's hard for me to open up with men."
"You were fine," he said.
"I just want this relationship to work," she said, snuggling into him. "It's just you and
        me against the world."
"I think that's a song," he said, laughing. She said nothing, but looked ahead, lost in
        her emotions. 
The last time he was barely interested in sex. What was
        wrong? Nothing, he replied. It was nothing. She insisted on talking about it. He didn't
        object to discussions per se. But whenever they opened up a dialogue, it usually ended up
        with her crying at the end and his promising to respect her feelings. Yes, she was
        beautiful; that was why he fell for her. When she actually undressed and made love, they
        almost always had incredible sex. Her body was capable of giving and receiving lots of
        pleasure. Once the barriers were dropped, she grabbed at orgasms without shame. But
        everything had strings attached. To get her in the mood meant having to listen to her vague
        insecurities. She wanted to be told that she was pretty. She wanted him to promise that he
        cared about no one else. She wanted … oh, every time it was something different. Initially
        he put up with it – just to get her into bed – but soon he realized that she used the
        promise of sex to gain emotional support. If he made a sexual move too quickly, she
        retreated. Once, she even took his hand off her breast and said coldly, "You can't force
        intimacy unless you're willing to be vulnerable." I know, he thought, I just want to fuck!
        For him sex was a simple matter; it was free and spontaneous and unconditional. Yes,
        emotions were involved, and there was the thrill of two people helping one another towards
        mutually beneficial goals. That was all. For Greg, recreational cooperation was how couples
        became closer. For Tracey, making love was impossible until she felt that emotional
        synchronicity. Orgasms were not mere physiological responses (yes they were!) She couldn't
        release her body to passion until their souls became naked. But emotional synchronicity (in
        Greg's opinion) was impossible. He wasn't cynical, just realistic. 
They had talked about this very conflict many times. Talk, talk, talk. The more they
        talked, the less tempting her body became. She genuinely wanted to help out. Perhaps a
        couples counselor might have helped. But no – he couldn't deal with introspection anymore;
        that was playing her game. He wanted sex to be simple and recreational. Was that so hard?
        They had been engaged for six months – the marriage was supposed to be the summer of next
        year. But how could he deal with this...every single day of his life? The cost of desire
        would be a lifetime of having to deal with her emotional issues. It was a terrifying
        prospect. Maybe things would improve. But it had been like this from the start – had
        anything changed? For Greg this relationship felt very wrong. 
Two years later after the separation, he longed for her – emotional baggage and all – had
        she really been such a witch? And she was a beauty; he remembered the plain sight of her
        pussy, the perfect breasts, the warmth of her insides and the way her hands moved nervously
        across his back. He had never encountered a woman who needed him so much and offered herself
        so completely. It was as close to heaven as he would ever come – but he had been too
        dumb to realize it. Yes, she was sort of crazy, but he could have dealt with the other
        stuff. And now it was too late; too bad they couldn't have become fuck buddies – or
        something like that. 
*****
The first time actually lasted a week – the entire
        length of their honeymoon. They were Catholics committed to abstinence until their wedding
        day. Ironically, the last month before the wedding drove them crazy; everything they said or
        did brought them back to the distracting subject of sex. Just holding hands was a rude
        lascivious act which they were careful not to indulge in. His masturbations were furious and
        crazy; it was always about the night of June 18 and the certainty that they would finally be
        having sex, that finally he would become familiar with every part of her body and satisfy
        those sweaty needs. Getting married took on a new physical urgency. For a few moments he had
        even toyed with the idea of hiring a prostitute just to relieve the pressure of those final
        hectic weeks. Yes, he loved Yvonne dearly, but when they finally met at the altar, the only
        thing on his mind was that he would fuck her senseless later that night. While the preacher
        spoke and she looked lovingly in his direction, he imagined that same expression on her face
        as she put her mouth around his cock. Even later at the reception when people were dancing
        and eating wedding cake, he was looking at her smile and imagining that same smile in the
        middle of sexual climax. 
By the time they got in the limousine, it was 11:30 PM – and when they arrived at the
        hotel and walked down one of the hallways, Yvonne said in a low voice, "I know it's our
        wedding night, and we've been waiting a long time. But I tell you – I'm exhausted – I just
        don't have the energy – I got up at seven this morning; it's been so nerve-racking. Would it
        be all right if we just sleep tonight?" 
"Just sleep?" he said. 
"Just sleep." 
"Of course," he said calmly. "I suppose it won't hurt to put it off another day." 
"Thanks," she said, giving him a weak and grateful hug. The funny thing was, he didn't
        mind. As important as the sex thing was, he could see her exhaustion. He wanted it to be
        perfect too, and now it was even  more important to make her happy. Let her come to him when she
        was ready – by tomorrow, he knew she would be. It would be  a small sacrifice really. 
A strange peace had come over him as he lay in bed waiting for his wife – yes wife – to
        emerge from the bathroom. Finally, she did, wearing a beautiful red nightgown bought
        precisely for that occasion. He watched her put away some things, and when everything was
        done, she lay on the bed facing him and smiled. "I hope this won't be too distracting," she
        said. 
"Don't worry about me," he said. 
They kissed and hugged briefly, and she quickly separated, as though afraid to excite him
        any further. But the kiss had already affected him; his whole body was now electrified, and
        he lay back, hyperaware of her breaths and curvy presence. He stroked her shoulder once, not
        to initiate desire – he had already agreed to call it a night – but to get her attention
        before she faded in slumber. 
"We will have many lovely evenings together," he said, gazing at the outline of her body
        in the dark.
"Yes," she whispered slowly, settling into sleep. 
The last time was several decades later. They had tried
        valiantly to make love, but his illness made it frustrating. Why had he even tried? It had
        to be the medications. His wife had been accommodating, but this was the third time in a row
        they had tried. He liked her body and still felt desire but knew consummation was beyond his
        abilities. Was he even capable of an orgasm anymore? Sex was not really that important, but
        losing it was another sad milestone of his decline. 
"I guess it's not meant to be," he told her. 
"You worry too much," Yvonne said. "We can always go to the urologist again." 
"He won't help," he said wearily. "Hell, I should just feel lucky to be alive." Yvonne
        patted his chest and leaned against him. "This could be the last time for us." 
"Don't say that," Yvonne said. 
There was an uncomfortable silence. "I'm sorry," he said. 
"Oh, it's nothing," she said. "Just hold me now." 
They pressed against one another, lost in thought. Half a minute later, Yvonne started
        giggling. 
"What?" he said.
"It's nothing," she said, continuing to laugh.
"Please," he said, starting to laugh also. "What is it?" 
"Do you remember...that hotel in Sarande, the time the bed broke?" 
She was referring to a vacation they took around the Mediterranean, a night of their most
        adventurous lovemaking, a night of wine, multiple positions and things they'd never tried
        before. 
"Does the memory of that night turn you on?" 
"Sure … And you?"
"I remember it vividly," he said. "I remember that outfit you wore, the strolls we took
        afterwards to escape those unairconditioned rooms. I remember…" 
The event was so far away, and yet once recalled it swirled about in their heads. 
"There will be always be tomorrow." 
"Maybe not," he said.
"There is always the past," she said, lifting his hand and putting it over her pussy,
        guiding him towards her desire. In a few minutes he heard her selfish pleasures and felt her
        hand grip his during the crucial moment of release. Her pleasure – and her pleasure alone –
        was the last vestige of their physical love. 
"Was it good for you too?" he whispered, and she laughed.
"Who were you thinking about it this time?" he asked. "Was it David..or maybe
        Shelley?"
She laughed again. Shelley was a bisexual they knew decades ago, an odd woman, a small
        joke they had. "Oh, stop it!" she said. "You're the only one I dream about these days." 
"Really?" he said. 
"Of course," she said, kissing him. "You're the only man in my life. And frankly, if we
        never do it again, it's not that big a deal. The world wouldn't come to an end. We still
        have each other."
"Yes, of course," he said. In truth, he didn't believe her. She must be trying to cheer
        him up. Over time, however, he began to see that her proclamation was the truth, that even
        without physical desire, love remains the same; their hearts were just as fragile and
        generous as the day they met. He feared for the future, the end, the onset of powerlessness.
        Would she remain at his side? Silly him, how could he ever doubt that? The number of days
        until his death were diminishing. His sexual prowess was a distant memory, but at least
        their erotic past continued to inspire orgasms in his wife. For now that was enough. Or was
        it? He didn't want to think of desire anymore, but the act of not thinking about something
        only planted the notion more strongly in his head. As she lay sleeping, he continued to be
        seduced by a series of teasing, unquenchable notions. 
 Should you ever date people who write erotica stories? Aren't
        they too cynical about matters of the heart? (Read more) 
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A girl studies abroad in Heidelberg and two college students discover
        passion at the wrong time. 
[image: Student Prison, (Studentenkarzer), Heidelberg.]
 "Ladies and gentlemen, we just got a weird request. But we’re going to do
        it anyway." (Final line from the film  Baby It's You)
My friend Milena studied abroad in Germany for her junior year of college.
During that year, many things would happen. I would break my collar bone, fall in love
        with Natalie Portman and take a cross-country bus trip. I also decided to skip graduate
        school –  for a few years anyway. I never heard from Milena until April, when she announced
        (via email) that she had fallen in love. That girl! Of course, the same would happen to me
        several years later (or so I thought). After studying abroad, Milena would return from
        Germany as a changed woman. She became more vocal and outgoing, less interested in creativity,
        more committed to changing the world. She developed a love for environmental politics. She
        talked about Jonathan (that was his name). Both of them had a master plan. After graduating,
        she would go to London to be with him (obtaining a master's degree in the process). While I
        spent senior year goofing off, Milena was hunting down recommendation letters, working on a
        political campaign and planning her trip to UK. She lived off campus in senior year, so I
        rarely saw her – sometimes in the class hallways, once even at the campus coffee shop. That
        year was so busy – not just for her but both of us. After graduation Milena reunited with
        Jonathan in England. I returned to Chicago. A few years later I heard Milena was in Colorado
        again (minus her English boyfriend), running around with an ecotourism group. I suppose by
        now she is happily married, working for next to nothing on some futile campaign to save the
        world.
That was the future, before I even cared about the past. But when I was 20, all I cared
        about was the present. Milena had called to say she would be spending a night in Chicago
        (where I lived) before her big trip to Germany. I met her at the airport, glad to see her
        before she left. We went to Rice University in Houston. We agreed it was a crappy school,
        but she had a scholarship, and I foolishly thought I would study mechanical engineering. By
        the end of sophomore year, we realized the futility of transferring schools. We already made
        friends and completed two years of prerequisites. We even enjoyed the football games.
        Besides, when Milena learned that overseas courses counted towards her major, she resolved
        to make the best of a bad decision. As she explained, "there's no point in dwelling on what
        we should have done two years ago."
When I tried to hug her at the airport, she brushed me away. "Don't. I have a cold." Yes,
        she was sniffling. But she didn't look awful; she never did. Did I mention she was
        beautiful? She had slender arms and a quiet delicate grace. In large groups she was quiet
        and perfectly content with herself. But all alone she was an entirely different person –
        unafraid to say bizarre, unexpected things and laugh scurrilously at anything that mocked
        convention. She was still a girl, still a little girl. Or maybe not, but she liked
        pretending to be. Sometimes it was hard to tell if her modesty was authentic or just a pose
        to amuse her closest friends. And yet I loved this about her: it was charming; I loved it
        very much. She had loads of friends, boyfriends even. Although she was reserved around most
        people, I could say with pride that around me she was less reserved, more willing to joke.
        In freshman year we worked on the school newspaper and spent many a night in the
            Thresher office doing last minute editing or layout. One evening,
        on a lark, Milena and I took a walk around campus, eventually sitting at the topmost
        bleacher of a deserted stadium. The wind was blowing in our faces, and silence enveloped us
        as we stared at the distant city lights. That was the time, I thought. Do it. There will
        never be a better time. Do it! The urge to plant a kiss on her lips shuddered throughout me.
        The night was quiet, and we sat, doing nothing, making the occasional comment about nothing
        in particular. But as much as I wanted to, I didn't. It didn't feel right. Milena was
        preoccupied by the night silence and trivialities of conversation. Besides, we were at
        peace. To kiss her, to try to kiss her would break the serenity captivating us, and bring us
        back to the mundane. A kiss would be a challenge, an opening salvo to an argument. I didn't
        want to challenge; I just wanted to be. Also, I was afraid. It wasn't the way I dreamt it
        would be; there wasn't that magical tingly feeling of mutual adoration, only the sharp
        lonely pang of passion and need.
At the Chicago airport Milena had three heavy bags which we dragged over to the hotel
        shuttle. I lived an hour away in the suburbs and offered to show her the town that last
        night. After dropping her things at the hotel, Milena took a quick shower while I played
        around with the television. I heard the water running, and the thought occurred to me that
        she was in there naked, no more than ten feet away, her body enveloped in a warm and gentle
        rain. It was a daily ritual for her, but also the only time of day when she remembered her
        body and physical sensations, a body I had imagined and recalled imagining many many times.
        She took a few minutes to dry her hair, and when the door finally opened, she stepped out of
        the steamy fog, bright, shiny, smelling of shampoo and fresh clothes. "Well," she said, "are
        you ready?"
At the restaurant, while listening to the jazz band and waiting for dinner, we talked
        about odds and ends; she told me how she planned to meet a friend in Baden-Baden in four
        days and how her future roommate in Heidelberg had already emailed her (in German!),
        inviting Milena to her family cottage along the Rhine. She talked about a prison for
        students next to the University of Heidelberg and how she would surely send me a postcard or
        photo of her inside one of the cells. Although I didn't say it, I felt jealous. While Milena
        was off on her travel adventures, I would be spending the next year stuck in Houston, a
        place that was not the film capital of the world. But Europe would never leave or disappear;
        it would always be there for me. I had a lifetime to visit it, even perhaps Heidelberg.
        Perhaps some day I could be at that same prison, sending photos to some lovely faraway
        person.
Milena reached into her purse and pulled out her passport, but when she tried to show it
        to me, she sneezed all over it. We both laughed.
"Sorry," she said, wiping off the phlegm with one of her many kleenexes. "Gosh, I hate
        traveling with a cold. I'm sorry I couldn't be healthier."
"Do you want to return to the hotel?" I said.
"No, I'll be ok. I need one last night of fun before leaving American soil."
"Isn't it ironic," I said, "that I'll be the last friend of yours from America to see you.
        What if some terrorist hijacked your plane to Colombia, and you were never heard from
        again?"
"Please, think positively."
"Positively? Maybe the hijacker wants to go to Tahiti."
"Or Costa Rica," she said. "I heard that's beautiful."
"I'd book that one. Of course, with my luck, the hijacker would crash the damn thing over
        the Gulf of Mexico."
"Please," she said, "I'm the one getting on the plane tomorrow, not you. Anyway, you
        should feel honored to be the last recognizable face I'll see in America."
"I am honored," I laughed, but in fact I was deadly serious.
"Yes," she said, almost with an air of resignation. "It's too bad we never had the
        opportunity to see more of each other last year. You always were so much fun." She blew her
        nose discreetly into a kleenex.
"What do you mean? You were the one always busy. Busy with your boyfriend."
"Boyfriend? Ian's been out of the picture for almost a year now."
"Or should I say, 'boyfriends?' Stephen, John and that guy with the beard and wacky
        T-shirts. What was his name?"
"Those weirdos!" she said dismissively. "They were just guys from history class. Our group
        went out for drinks after the weekly study group. I'd hardly call them friends."
I feigned a flippant attitude. "Darn, if I had known that, I would have tried to spend
        more time with you."
Our eyes met for a moment, and then Milena's drifted away. "It's too bad," she said with a
        sniffle, or maybe a whiff of sadness.
The conversation quickly reverted to something silly – a new movie or song, but all this
        time I was absorbing what she had said. "It's too bad we never had the opportunity to see
        more of each other." What did she mean? It's too bad we never had the opportunity. We? Had
        she wanted something more? This all came out of the blue. Was it possible that even a small
        portion of the attraction I had felt for her had been requited? A voiceless shudder passed
        through me. Had I been misreading her for the past two years? Hardly call them friends? That
        meant she regarded me as a friend. Just a friend? It's too bad. Those were her words. What
        was too bad? That we were friends? Was that bad? Why did she say it was too bad? More
        importantly, why hadn't I noticed her interest before?
Back in freshman year, she became romantically involved with Ian only two weeks after
        school began, and that continued for more than a year. Actually, I hung around the two of
        them quite a bit (and even stayed friends with Ian after the breakup). That's irony. A year
        ago, she and Ian were madly in love and planning to live together. And now neither person
        wanted to see the other while I remained friends with both, and was the last person Milena
        would see before leaving the USA. Yes, this was the dreaded "friendship zone." But tonight
        was different. She was smiling at me differently. Or was I just now noticing it?
As we meandered on some other banal topic, I suddenly blurted out, "do you want to know a
        secret?"
"What?"
"I've always had a crush on you."
She looked at me with amazement. "Whoa," she said, laughing a little, then leaving an
        uncomfortable pause. "Tony, you're really full of surprises tonight."
"Yes," I said softly, as it dawned on me that Milena wasn't suddenly going to admit to
        some grand overwhelming passion.
"Well, gosh, Tony," she said, nodding her head. "Your timing is remarkable." She paused
        and gave a sad, cynical laugh. She seemed about to say something, but then changed her mind
        and kept it to herself. "I guess it's futile to talk about such things now."
"I guess I had always been crazy about you," I continued, knowing that once I started I
        wouldn't be able to stop. This might be my last and only time to talk like this. "When I saw
        you for the first time reading a book underneath a tree, I wondered how great it would be to
        know you better. Then you showed up at the newspaper office, and we saw each other almost
        every day. But you were seeing Ian and after Ian, that other guy – "
"There was NOT another guy."
"Whatever. I viewed you as one of those out-of-reach girls that a person could dream
        about. I thought you liked me only as a friend. Tell me, was I wrong?"
Milena sighed. Although she paid close attention to my words, she seemed on the verge of a
        sneeze and closed her eyes. When nothing came, she said, "excuse me."
"No, go ahead."
She sat with her eyes closed, waiting unsuccessfully for a sneeze to come out. When
        nothing did, she opened her eyes again, and took out a kleenex. "Excuse me."
"Do you need medicine?"
"No, I'm already doped up."
"I guess it's not a good time to be making confessions."
"Don't worry about it," she said in a low voice. "You've been very sweet."
"Was this something you thought about?" Knowing she'd be on that plane tomorrow made it
        easier to be honest. And easier to face a letdown. Milena hesitated, so I went on nervously.
        "I had always thought … that I was in love with you."
Milena touched my arm with her hand while trying to avoid contact with any exposed area of
        skin that might infect me. "You are very sweet," she repeated.
"How did you feel? Could we ever have become more than just friends?"
"Nothing is impossible," she said. "You make it sound as if 'just being friends'  is  slightly
        awful."
"No, I didn't mean that." I suddenly realized I had nothing more to say. Milena sat next
        to me quietly, holding her head back and closing her eyes.
"Are you all right?"
Milena opened her eyes again. "I'm fine. My nose is a faucet, and my throat is pretty
        sore. But I'll be fine." Milena paused, took a deep breath and continued talking. "It's like
        this. There was a time when I would have – yes, at the football game – do you remember when
        the group went to the opening game, and we were talking about kindergarten teachers? And you
        told the joke about the man with the cellphone? Remember? On that day, I was thinking about
        how wonderful you were, and how nice it would be to spend the rest of the night talking with
        you. Do you remember?"
Of course I did. It was a breezy night, and we had walked back to the dorms together after
        the game. It wasn't a romantic time at all; both of us were just saying silly things. I
        guess I could have spent all night talking to her, but the game was over, it was getting
        late, and you didn't have time for drinks. Something about a school assignment you had to
        finish. The time you were most attracted to me was the time I thought you were trying to get
        rid of me.
"It's funny how things worked out," she said.
"I'm sorry," I said. "I'm really sorry. If I had known, maybe I would have – "
"Would have what?"
"Kissed you."
We looked at each other for a few moments, then Milena gave me a happy-go-lucky "c'est la
        vie" kind of expression. "Oh well," she said.
What a fucking idiot I had been. During freshman and even part of sophomore year I had
        thought a few times about calling her out of the blue and inviting her to a concert or
        something. But whenever I imagined the conversation, I would always sound awkwardly
        desperate, and she would have always have a ready excuse for declining. I never had the
        courage to hope. And yes, now everything was too late. The airplane would take her away
        tomorrow, and I would even be the one to escort her.
But that was a pessimist's view of the situation. There was time still. She was with me,
        and we were together in the restaurant eating pie and drinking coffee, uncertain what to do.
        There was time. I held her hand in almost a panic, "Let's get out of here," I said, and she
        agreed.
As we walked to the nearby El stop for the train to the hotel, I suddenly became aware of
        the night, the fact that we were alone and I was the only one she knew in this gargantuan
        city. I took her hand and held it while Milena looked at me, slightly alarmed, but never
        saying a word. "Please," I said, moving closer and kissing her on the lips. It was a little
        sudden, and she consented without any visible sign of cooperation. Suddenly, she broke away
        and said, "No, please. I have a cold. You don't know what you're doing. Let me go."
We arrived at the Damen El stop and started waiting.
"I'm sorry," she said. I said nothing. "Listen," she said, "don't take it personally. I'm
        leaving tomorrow. I can't think about the past or what might have been. I'm sorry. Tony, are
        you mad at me? I didn't mean to offend you. It's just... I have a cold! If you get it too,
        I'll feel guilty when I'm on the plane. You're a great friend. Call it love or whatever you
        want. I like your company and am enjoying this evening quite a bit. "
"I'm not mad, " I said, watching the tracks for the next train. Her eyes were reddened
        with nasal congestion, and I half-wondered if they might have been tears. It was 10:30. She
        looked sick as a dog. I felt bad about having told her all this when her physical state made
        her so miserable. Maybe letting these things come out was a mistake. I put my arms around
        her and held her, noticing that neither of us was willing to let go. The embrace was not
        romantic or sexual, just calming; and when she finally let go, she looked at me with a
        tender smile, as though she saw in my eyes a new possibility, a new hope, a new source of
        warmth. As the train approached, she said, "On second thought, I don't feel that bad. I
        probably look worse than I actually feel."
"You look beautiful to me now."
"Liar!" she laughed. "Let's go somewhere. Do you dance?"
"It's your last day in America. We can do anything you want."
She looked out at the city and smiled. "Let's walk around. I'm feeling better."
I didn't know much about Bucktown and or what kind of dance clubs were around. But we
        walked towards the lights and music, lingering momentarily at shop windows full of vintage
        clothes and curious jewelry, stopping at the entrance of a club. From the outside we
        couldn't tell what it would be like, but inside, we realized that it was a techno/industrial
        place with lots of smoking European types funking it up. Milena led us through the crowd,
        and we started dancing to a kind of mindless noise I'd never heard before. The music was
        loud, pounding and completely foreign to me, and Milena smiled as she moved around,
        imitating the steps of people around us. Half an hour later, Milena yelled in my ear, "Maybe
        there's another club with decent music?"
We went down the street to a club playing country rock and blues. Milena was frantically
        trying to dance along, and I tried keeping up, laughing at the silliness of it. Thank god
        nobody we knew could see us. During the slow songs, we held each other close; I could feel
        the sweat of her arms and face, and still I kissed her, twirling around, struck by the
        moment and the lights and the fact we were together, close friends among strangers, acting
        the parts of people in love. And we were in love. For the moment anyway, a moment I was
        carefully preserving for memory.
For the rest of the night, our hands were always together. From the time we returned to
        her hotel, we were kissing. Never mind the sniffles or sneezes or germs. Never mind! By this
        time, Milena had given up saying no. We continued talking – whispering – and laughing at
        secret silly things that mattered only on this special night. We were on her bed, all over
        one another. My hand underneath her breast, caressing, pleasing her. It was calmness and the
        urgent need to uncover everything, to trace intimate circles of desire around her sighing
        female world. I slipped my hand over her underwear and brushed it lightly, waiting a few
        moments for her skin to accustom itself to the sensation. Nothing was really special about
        her body, except that tonight it was open to me. Now I was allowed to find her desire which
        (like my own) had always been masked by politeness, schedule conflicts and a tendency to
        superimpose the intellectual over the romantic. But tonight we were two people alone to the
        world, grasping, whispering, adoring.
We didn't fuck, if that's what you're wondering. She didn't let me. She had a cold, she
        said. Didn't want to start anything the day before. When I told her how crazy I was about
        her and how deeply I cared about her, Milena took my hand off her breast and said that was
        why we shouldn't go all the way. It didn't matter, I guess. I knew for the first time that
        she loved me, that I could be allowed to love her, that for a single night we could dream of
        the passionate love that might have existed between us. In our slumber, and only in our
        slumber, did we become lovers.
The next morning was a rush. The alarm failed to go off. As I held her sleeping body in
        the darkness, I noticed that the nightstand clock said 9:00. Something had gone terribly
        wrong; we were supposed to receive a wakeup call at 8:15; the plane would leave at 10:35.
        Cracks of sunlight seeped into the room as I rested my arm over her breasts, allowing myself
        one final moment of warmth before everything would start moving away. She was sound asleep.
        I looked at her cheeks, her neck, her curves, her pussy, her ears, her swollen nose, her
        sleeping face which looked not beautiful or sexy, but intensely private and childlike. I
        wanted to whisper something into her dozing ear; I wanted to wake her with some soothing
        remark, something profound or romantic or grateful or warm or sexual or totally attentive.
        Instead, I said what I had to say: "Milena, wake up. You're late. It's nine o'clock."
Milena kept her eyes closed, and then blinked up at me uncomprehendingly. "Time to get
        up," I repeated. She glanced at the alarm clock and gasped. "My god!" She jumped out of bed
        oblivious to our nakedness. "They were supposed to call!" she said.
"Look, get dressed, and we'll get you out of here."
"My god," she cried. "I can't be late after all this! My parents are going to kill
        me!"
"You're not going to be late."
"Damn!" she said, throwing things into her suitcase with increasing anger. "I told the
        hotel people how important this wakeup call was."
"Please," I said. "Let's not panic. We'll get to the airport in 15 minutes. Where's your
        ticket and passport?"
"Over there," she said, half-able to concentrate. "I need to take a shower."
"There's no time."
"It will just be a moment." She rushed into the shower, and I called the front desk for a
        taxi. While she finished showering, I brought her suitcases down to the taxi stop and
        waited. 9:07.
Hair still wet and blouse still unbuttoned, Milena came rushing out to the taxi pickup at
        9:16.
"Everything ok?" I said.
Milena sat in the taxi and began rummaging through her purse while the taxi sped
        away.
"Is there a problem?" I said.
"No, where's your cellphone?"
"Here," I said, handing it to her. Last night we had talked about her using it for last
        minute goodbyes.
9:19. While the taxi driver darted through traffic, she talked to her parents about
        Chicago, the Baden Baden accommodations and when she would call next. Apparently her mother
        mentioned a blouse she had forgotten. Milena cursed and pleaded with her mom to ship it to
        Heidelberg. "You can? Excellent!" She smiled and gave me the "thumbs up" sign. "Okay, Mom, I
        will, okay, yes, not today, yes, I know, probably not, okay, I love you, okay, Mom! I have
        to go!" She hung up. "What time is it?"
"9.24."
"God!" she said. "I can't believe we're this late. They said to be there 90 minutes early
        for international flights. Wait!"
"What?"
"She could give my blouse to Diane." She redialed and asked her mom to drop off the blouse
        at Diane's house. Diane, I guessed, was another student leaving for Heidelberg next week.
        Milena repeated the instructions and hung up like a changed person, no longer panic-stricken
        but confident that from now on, everything would go her way. "What time is it?"
"9.26."
"Relax," the driver said, while they sat at a traffic light. The man was used to
        transporting people frantically trying to make up lost time.
I held her hand tightly and kissed her. "How much time?" I asked.
"Five to seven minutes. No problem at all. After the next turn, I'll have you at
        International Departures." The taxi lunged past a red light and veered right, pushing Milena
        against me for an instance.
"This cabdriver is awesome," she whispered. She dialed another number, her brother in New
        York. He wasn't home, so she left a voice mail. "Hey, it's me, just wanted to say I'm at the
        airport and about to get on the plane. I promise to tell you about every beer I drink. I
        love you and by the way, I ended up not taking dad's suitcase after all. Say hello to
        Emmett, and don't get mad at him for ruining the carpet. Bye!"
"I should call Janice," she said. Janice was her roommate. Milena found the number in the
        address book and laughed loudly when she answered. Apparently Janice was still in bed. They
        gabbed rapidly about last night's pasta primavera and how she had overslept and how I had
        given her the "grand tour." "By the way," she said to me, "Janice says hello."
"Hello, Janice," I called out to the phone.
9.33. The taxi pulled in, and we stormed through the airport terminal, weaving through
        youth groups and luggage carts and pilots to find flight information on the wall of
        monitors. Lines were everywhere, and whole families were snaking around the cordoned maze of
        lines. Irrelevant announcements on the loudspeaker called attention to the fact that –
        depending on your circumstances – time was either standing still or rushing by. When
        we stopped at Milena's airline, at least 80 people stood in line ahead of us.
9.37. I walked past the people in line to a nearby ticket counter, explaining Milena's
        situation. The woman waved me forward, and I called out to Milena, who immediately hung up
        the phone and hurried over. After the clerk took the bags, checked her ID and handed her a
        boarding pass, Milena breathed a sigh of relief and told the woman, "Thank you for saving my
        butt!"
9.44. We ran unencumbered to the security checkpoint. When we stopped at the line
        (actually a series of 6 different lines), I said, "wait!"
"What?"
I grabbed her, held her and kissed her in full public view, oblivious to the people and
        the rush of everything, the fact we were out of breath and the world was waiting for us to
        say goodbye. Time was running through us and past us, and yet this single kiss kept our
        hearts momentarily in the present. I couldn't bring myself to let go. "I don't want you to
        leave. "
Milena sighed and laughed affectionately. "So after all this running around, you tell me
        not to leave." She planted a quick kiss softly on my lips. I noticed that we stood
        underneath a digital clock that read 9:49. "Thank you for your help," she said, handing my
        cellphone back to me. "You've been fantastic."
"Thank you," I said in a low voice, still holding her. "I'm glad we could be totally open
        about everything."
"Yes. What a surprise!"
"By the way, how's your cold?"
She smiled. "Not bad, surprisingly. It's a good day for traveling."
"You have my email address?"
"Don't worry."
"What an evening."
"Oh, Tony."
The line was moving, and she was almost to the front.
"It's time for me to leave," she said.
I held her close, and Milena gave me a quick kiss. "It's time to say goodbye. I'm
        sorry."
I watched her go through the security checkpoint and walk away.
"Milena!" I called out. "Milena!"
Milena turned around and looked in my direction with amazement or even
        embarrassment.
I didn't have anything to say. I just wanted to see her face one last time.
"The prison, " I said. "Make sure to send a photo of the prison."
At first, she didn't understand, but when I repeated it, she nodded, gave me a crazy look
        and said something inaudible while waving one last time.
She turned around and seconds later, she was gone. I just stood there, underneath a clock
        that read 9:53, watching the people flow by –  an Indian family rushing to greet a father, an
        older woman looking out for her ride, a flight attendant  cheerfully towing her luggage. Then it
        hit me. She was gone, all gone. An excited caress, a private laughter, a momentary sense
        that the world was not all loneliness.
 Lisa and the narrator share contradictory views on the erotic
        life of a college student. (Read
                more) 
Miniature Golf 



Quick comic tale of two horny high school teens talking
        endlessly about sex.
[image: Harrison Fisher, Fore, 1909]

John and Jeffrey decided one day to play golf. The miniature kind. The kind with astroturf
        so worn out you could see the cement underneath. The kind whose obstacles were more
        picturesque than challenging: the water bridge, the bricks arranged like a five-point star.
        The kind any idiot could get a hole-in-one just by hitting the ball straight.
John and Jeffrey liked to play miniature golf. They played regularly at Vinnie's Fantasy
        Golf when there was nothing better to do. John and Jeffrey also had conversations, although
        John usually did most of the  talking.
"What's the score?" John asked.
Jeffrey looked at the scorecard. "As of the ninth hole," he said, "you have 21. I have
        26."
John knew he was winning. He was always winning. But he kept having to remind himself that
        the highest score was the lowest score, that the one with the fewest points was the
        winner.
"At utterly mindless game," John muttered to himself. Jeffrey ignored him, concentrating
        on the next hole. "You get the ball in the hole. Then what?" He put the ball down and
        studied the path to the next hole. "Where's the challenge? Look. The hole's straight ahead.
        No obstacles, no slopes, no hidden traps. I should complain. We should have gone to the
        other course. You should see it. It has a castle, a moat, even artificial alligators. You
        gotta see it. Their jaws open and shut every few seconds. It's wild. My turn? Good, let the
        professional demonstrate. There, you see? A hole-in-one. I wasn't even concentrating. Maybe
        I should close my eyes for the rest of the game. What's the score?"
John and Jeffrey liked to talk philosophy. At high school age, philosophy meant using
        words you knew the other person wouldn't know. Besides philosophy, John and Jeffrey talked
        about sex. And girls. Sex, girls, the same thing.
John and Jeffrey had never seen or touched a real grown-up female tit. For John, this was
        one of life's tragedies.
Nights at Vinnie's Fantasy Golf were less than wild. The mosquitoes feasted on the blood
        of unprotected arms and legs. Speakers blasted Top 40 songs into the evening. Artificial
        lights gave the place an otherworldly glow. The bathrooms smelled like PortoCans and
        constant mopping. The Coke machine had a "No Refunds" sign and a graffiti note in pencil. It
        said, "This machine is a monster. It eats money!"
But the place had girls. Gobs of them, all ages, everywhere. At holes ahead of them,
        behind them, keeping scores with miniature pencils (everything was miniature here). Girls on
        dates. Girls from the public high school, a place where girls and guys actually sat next to one another in class, brushing elbows as  they
        twiddled their secret locker combinations.
John and Jeffrey liked the word fuck. They added it dutifully to conversations. They said
        it as nonchalantly as the words "nonconformist," "raison d'etre" or "Nietzsche."
"This is so pathetic," John said, stepping to the next hole. "It's Saturday evening, and
        what are we doing? Playing miniature golf. What losers! Why are we here? The world awaits
        with sexual opportunities. Look at the guys with the babes at the seventh hole. It's all so
        unfair. For now we have an excuse for inexperience. For now we can blame the all-boys high
        school for every fucking thing wrong with us. But who's going to buy that excuse in college?
        You know what they say in Penthouse magazines,  the stories about the
        sorority fuck fests, the strip poker parties, the nymphos who'll fuck anybody, even nerds,
        like us. Jeffrey, I ask you, what can we do to prepare ourselves? So what if our SAT scores
        are astronomical! So what if our high school required four years of science instead of
        three! So what if we took enough Latin to translate our fucking diploma! What difference
        will it make when a hot juicy pussy is waiting on your dorm bed, and you haven't the
        foggiest idea what to do?
"This city is loaded with thousands of fuckable girls. Open your eyes! They are everywhere
        you look, driving the expensive cars, swimming at the pool, sitting ahead of you at the
        movies, so close you can see the smooth thighs and smell the gum they chew out of sexual
        nervousness. So many fuckable girls, so many single fuckable girls with not a boyfriend in
        sight, waiting to be asked out to dinner, waiting to be brought to a miniature golf course,
        waiting for your hands to spread their legs in the back seat of your car. One Czech guy said
        95% of girls would strip if you asked them nicely. Ninety-five percent! And he was talking
        about the repressed Czech girls; the ones here must be fucking nymphomaniacs! This city is a
        breeding ground for lovely fuckable girls. Out of two million people in Houston, a million
        are female; about three hundred thousand are of fuckable age. At least! So there's three
        hundred thousand fuckable females out there, and at least a third of these fuckable females
        are girls we wouldn't mind fucking. That's a total of one hundred thousand fuckable girls,
        take your pick. And out of those one hundred thousand, you could bet at least thirty
        thousand would love to fuck us. Thirty thousand fuckable fuckworthy girls who would love to
        fuck us! That's just a conservative estimate! It could be forty thousand, fifty thousand,
        who knows! Out of that thirty thousand fuckable beautiful women who'd want to fuck us, at
        least five thousand would even be willing to pay cold hard cash for the chance. Can you
        believe that? Five thousand eager naked women. We're talking about a whole fucking
        subdivision of nymphomaniacs, complete with homeowner's associations and gardening clubs!
        This city is 600 square miles, right? That means that less than a mile away there are eight
        gorgeous fuckable women who would pay us to fuck them.  Eight gorgeous women! And what are
        we doing? Playing miniature golf! Shouldn't we be knocking on doors, stopping people at
        supermarkets, sending out mass mailings?"
John stopped talking. "What hole are we on?" he asked.
"Eighteenth," Jeffrey said and put his ball down. The final hole resembled a small house.
        Players had to hit the ball up a steep ramp to reach the green on the roof. The hole was
        where the chimney should be. The hole was important and challenging. Anyone playing it in
        one shot won a free game. Unless that happened (and it rarely did), the ball disappeared
        down the hole for good. The hole was actually a small tunnel that returned balls to the
        supply bin. It was the management's way of keeping people from playing the same ball
        forever.
Jeffrey hit the ball too hard. It went quickly up the ramp, rebounding against the far
        wall and settling behind a long wooden block. John took heed from Jeffrey's example and
        gently tapped the ball up the ramp. The ball went halfway up, then down again, rolling back
        to his feet. No matter how many times he hit it, the ball just kept rolling back.
 The narrator and Lisa discuss the male and female versions of
        sex-obsessed protagonists. Is Carrie Bradshaw the female Portnoy? (Read more) 
The Good Pussy, the Bad Short Story 



 A woman shows her husband an erotica story she wrote; how will he
        react? 
[image: John Singer Sargent, Zuleika, 1907]

Truly the moon has not become her face, 
Nor two lotuses 
 Transformed into her eyes,
Nor her slender body formed from gold. 
But his mind deceived in this way by poets, 
 Even if still understanding the truth,
 The body of doe-eyed women, just skin, flesh and bone,
a stupid man  will worship. 

            Bhatri-hari, Passion, 46


The other day my wife surprised me by handing me some pages she printed out. "Here's an
        erotica story I wrote," she said. "I want you to have it."
"Thank you," I said. "When did you write it?"
"Last week."
I tossed the pages onto my desk and returned to my email. 
"You are … planning to read it?" she asked.
"Of course," I said. "Not this minute though. I really need to finish this presentation." 
For a moment Jenny seemed annoyed, then she walked out of the room to make a telephone
        call. Jenny was always instigating new bedroom games and forwarding articles about spicing
        up your love life. Much as I enjoyed all these new things, it could be a bother sometimes. 
Seriously, I was swamped at work. Until Monday's presentation was over, I would be unable
        to think of anything else. Friday night we were supposed to go to a block party – did I
        really have time for that? But no. Jenny insisted. Commitments, commitments! Maybe I'd find
        a spare hour this weekend to read the story. Who could predict? 
Saturday was full; the line was long at the oil change place, and I spent a few hours
        driving around town to find a memory card adaptor. (Yes, that's my typical weekend.) When I
        returned home at 3:30, I was determined to read Jenny's short story; I even took the pages
        and brought them to bed, but as soon as I started to read, I fell asleep. When I awoke, it
        was 5:30 already; Jenny would be home in an hour. She taught a photography class during the
        afternoon, and usually did food shopping afterwards. I picked up the first page. As I
        started reading, I remembered that I needed to watch last week's episode of the Office before Jenny returned. We were going to watch the one
        hour season finale together that evening, and I was one episode behind. I turned on the TV
        and watched the show. It's the episode where the boss arranges a basketball game. Hilarious. 
At 6:00 I went to the bedroom and started reading Jenny's erotic story. Reading the story
        took 15 minutes (it was ten printed pages). After finishing, I reread it to make sure I
        didn't miss anything. I didn't want her quizzing me about it. Jenny liked writing and was an
        English major at college. She even kept a online photo-journal which I checked every few
        weeks. She dabbled in everything with the same degree of passion; she was always showing me
        her latest creations – an opinion piece about Iraq, a photo of a grasshopper, an article
        about reducing energy consumption, a poem about her mother. Lots of emails, lots of URLs.
        Years ago she showed me some stories ("prose pieces" she called them), but this was her
        first erotic story. 
I was curious and a little worried. At first, I wondered if I'd recognize myself in the
        male character. Did the story contain some veiled message about our relationship? But no, it
        was nothing like that; the story was about a warrior who seduces a princess and promises to
        return after battle. Then he dies. It was okay, I guess. There was a sex scene and it was
        explicit – she mentioned "putting his manhood into her
            mouth" and "feeling his body convulse, his hard cock
            spasm." I retched at a few descriptions ("His scent
            reminded her of their rides through the forest – leather saddles, grassy hills and
            gentle spring breezes.") I might have found it interesting if there were
        autobiographical details or weird attractions or kinky transgressions. But no, this was
        Jenny. She kept an open mind about sexual experiences and never hesitated to express a kinky
        thought (if only to remind me of her naughty potential). But deep down (we both knew), her
        erotic inclinations were conventional – and not in the least bit scandalous. 
 The erotic story itself was tame and predictable...even boring. I knew she was a decent
        writer; I knew about her (almost limitless) passions. I knew she read great books and had
        great dreams. But was this the best she could do? A princess? An imaginary warrior? The
        cliches were dreadful, the prose was overwritten; the plot and dialogue were contrived. The
        story lacked insights into sensuality; it didn't even have a playful sense of amorality. Did
        she find this type of man exciting – stupid muscle-bound men who were easy to figure
        out, horribly rich and courted women with phrases from greeting cards? When we were making
        love, did she mentally replace me with the man in her story? I wasn't so much threatened by
        this fictional lover as dismayed that my wife could find him so attractive. I suppose Jenny
        would find my own fantasies about high school cheerleaders or submissive interns or bisexual
        women simple-minded as well, but at least I didn't take them seriously. When the two
        characters mouthed cliches ("What day will you return?" "The day my
            heart finds true happiness"), they did it with such earnestness. How on earth
        could Jenny find that to be  sexy? 
 And then there was her pussy. 
That was a part of Jenny I adored. The first time we had sex I had expected to give her a
        gentle introduction, easing her into the kinks of the male imagination. But once her sensual
        inclinations were unleashed, I became the one needing instruction. The rest of my life (I
        realized) would be devoted to understanding the variegated erotic impulses that shivered
        through her body. They were far more complex – and powerful – than my straightforward male
        horniness. She wanted love…she needed it…she depended on it and yet providing it was no
        easy task; it required effort and intense concentration and patience. Her desire was not
        something I could read like a manual; it was moody and temperamental and easy to
        misinterpret. It was not merely a matter of lavishing the right amount of attention in the
        right way; every occasion was different; I had no guidebook to follow; I went exploring
        through her passions as though it were the first time. 
Once we were at a company-sponsored barbecue at an outdoor park with 150 people we barely
        knew. After I introduced her to my boss and helped to unload food from his car, I saw Jenny
        mingling with random people. She was smiling and laughing politely, looking at me with a
        restless expression. That look was subtle and easy to miss; certainly no one around her
        would have recognized it, and earlier in our relationship, I wouldn't have either. It was a
        simple movement of the eyes, a nervous twitch, a slight look of exasperation. Its message
        (as I interpreted it anyway) was an invitation to sex, a sudden awareness of the body's
        naked needs. But when she saw me, she saw a way to mollify these desires, a way to be
        satisfied without compromising respectability. I was all hers: a person whose spigot could
        be turned on and directed at will. These erotically-charged moments came and went, but they
        reminded me that her life revolved around sexuality just as much as mine did. 
 I leaned on her shoulder, stroked her neck and said in a low voice, "Do you…want to do
        something else?"
She looked up at me and said, "What?" She searched my eyes for a moment, and then smiled
        impishly. "Okay … give me a minute." I released her hand, and Jenny went to the front
        desk to grab a to-go plate covered with plastic wrap. 
We walked side-by-side towards the field that served as a makeshift parking lot. 
"Do you want to be fucked?" 
"Yes," she said without embarrassment. 
"Say it." 
"I want to be fucked." 
"Do you want to make love or do you want to be fucked?" 
"To be fucked," she said, following the script. 
"Do you want to make love or do you want to be fucked?"
"I want to be fucked," she repeated more firmly. 
"Again."
"I want to be fucked." By that time, we had come to our van, and she laid the carefully
        wrapped to-go plate on the front passenger seat. 
I sat on the back seat and said, "Come back here." She closed the door and climbed back.
        We were now behind tinted windows, sitting inside a minivan at a grassy parking lot, surrounded
        by empty cars, invisible to the world. She crawled into the van, and I bent her across the
        seat, giving her a few moments to unbutton her jeans before I pulled them down. My hands
        were immediately upon her – everywhere – finding every place she could be touched. And I
        touched her – keeping her spread open while I took her – again and again and again. 
Afterwards, I whispered "I love you" into her ear, and she laughed; both of us knew this
        fuck had nothing to do with love. All this … provoked by a simple raising of an eyebrow at a
        picnic. 
Jenny was a woman who not only complied but was compelled to comply; it was her nature;
        she needed to demonstrate her willingness to be used (and yes, even abused) not just by me
        but the impregnating forces of life itself. It was not enough to assert she was mine; I had
        to make her mine; I had to own her, possess her, use her and hold her without letting go. I
        had to be both master and slave, the one who acknowledged her erotic inclinations (no matter
        how hidden or perverse). Most importantly, I had to love her – 100% of the time, always, no
        matter what.
I could talk about the occasions in which making love didn't quite work or where the
        coupling was unremarkable or routine. Though we made love often (we were still newlyweds),
        our batting average wasn't particularly remarkable; one of us wouldn't be in the mood, or it
        would become tedious, or we'd approach the moment and never quite make it, or our minds and
        hearts would race elsewhere – was she thinking about past boyfriends? A student? The price
        of cantaloupes? For all I knew, she could be stewing over something I had said, yet when we
        made love we were in a state of truce, making simple demands and yielding to them in
        silence. 
 At other times we were ready to leap into passion. Once, we had just finished a marathon
        of making love. We had been trying to have children for almost six months, and today she was
        apparently at the peak of her fertility. The evening was all ours, and not only was there
        sex without guilt, there was guilt about  not  doing it.
        If I wimped out that evening (I remember thinking), she'd probably kill me. 
But no, everything had been fine. A dinner out, a casual walk around the neighborhood, and
        then a slow walk into passion. I was excited and horny; we were ready to jump into bed, but
        our delays were deliberate. We wanted the candles, the negligee, the fifty song playlist. We
        wanted to want it; we didn't just want an ordinary fuck; we wanted one to put all previous
        fucks to shame. We wanted beauty and tenderness, patience and skill, acrobatics and a world
        which was completely ours (at least for that night). It began with a few scattered caresses,
        moving quickly to consummation. First and foremost Jenny wanted a baby, but she also wanted
        to unwind and achieve her libidinous potential; she wanted to love me and reveal the depth
        of her love. She was my dinner guest, my porn star, the mom of my future children. Together
        we were a couple, a family, a pair of interlocking body parts, a secret debauched duo. Lying
        together felt like we were starring in a play, performing roles we had been rehearsing for
        years. We had already mastered the cues and gestures and vocal cadences, but each occasion
        had to seem like the first time. 
After I came, the pace slowed down, but everything was not over. Jenny was responsive and
        energized and hungry. There was no denying it. I gave her a few letdown kisses, but she
        clearly wanted more; this woman would keep me up all night. I held her close while stroking
        her pussy. She moaned softly, but seemed on the verge of another orgasm. I sat up and rolled
        Jenny on her stomach.
"Jenny, I have a favor to ask." Jenny smiled and looked up. She was used to the way I
        referred to the kinkiest desires as "favors." 
"What?"
"I want you to give yourself an orgasm. And I want to watch." 
Upon hearing that, she was relieved, having half-expected me to suggest some bizarre
        fetish or bondage game. Just masturbation … she could handle that! Lying on  her stomach with her face inches away from my penis, 
         Jenny slid her hand underneath  and began moving her
        hips. She looked servile, ridiculous, and incredibly sexy. She waddled up and down while
        watching me with a stupidly happy smile. Every few seconds, she would hit a new spot of
        satisfaction, sigh momentarily, and resume her waddling motion in my lap. She started
        climbing to a climax, and right before she reached it, I jerked her hands away.
She cringed. But I didn't care; I held her wrists firmly and gave her head a kiss. Then,
        leaning back, I put my cock before her mouth and said, "suck." 
She began decorating my cock with kisses. By this time I was physically spent. No matter
        how long and hard she would try to bring me to orgasm, there was no way physically that could happen.  I knew this,
        but she did not. I just wanted to watch her compliance. This evening, I realized, was not
        about my desire but hers. Clearly her body was still wound up by the interrupted climax, and
        yet she continued kissing my dick, unwilling to assert any right to pleasure. For her, the night
        wasn't about pleasure; it was about giving oneself up to love. 
I released her wrists and said, "Are you ready for an orgasm now?" 
"Okay," she said sweetly. 
"Are you going to ask permission before you come?"
"What?" 
"Right before orgasm, ask me if you can come." 
She started to caress herself, at first slowly (she seemed to have misplaced that previous
        desire), but once she found it, she began stroking herself vigorously. In no time at all she
        whispered, "Can I come?" 
I looked into her pleading eyes while I stroked her cheek. 
"Not yet," I said, grabbing her hand away again. For the next minute I held her, giving
        her cheek a light stroke. Her eyes remained closed; desire was still bottled up inside her.
        But she laughed. 
"Are you ready to have an orgasm?" I finally asked. 
"Yes!" she said, sick of all these questions. 
"Are you going to ask permission before you come?" 
"Are you going to say no?" 
"Start masturbating, and then you'll find out." 
She picked up where she left off, requiring almost no time to reach maximum excitement.
        "Can I come?" she said. And when she asked it, she slowed down, looked up and waited for the
        go-ahead. But I said nothing. "Matt, can I come?" she said, picking up the caresses. I kept
        my hands over her neck and rubbed her cheeks. 
"Matt..." she said again, her voice trailing off. Her body released a noiseless sigh and
        fell into a state of relaxation. Even my kisses were an unwelcome distraction. 
A minute later, she had returned to my world again, laughing and saying, "Did you enjoy
        that?" 
"Of course. Are you ready to do it again?"
"Uh-oh," she said. 
"I want you to give yourself an orgasm. And I want to watch." 
Jenny looked at me as though she though I were kidding. "If you insist." 
She resumed her movements, fatigued but lubricated enough to keep going. I made her kiss
        my penis and watched her advance and retreat, up and down, sighing. She closed her eyes and
        smiled as she concentrated on pleasure. Every so often, she'd open her eyes and look up,
        laughing to herself, a woman who knew she was both beautiful and loved. Her breathing became
        labored and – when she reached a certain point – completely quiet. For a good ten seconds,
        not a noise came from her, not even a breath, then she gave a loud whimper and a
        melodramatic sigh. Afterwards, she seemed oblivious to my presence; she had even forgotten
        to ask my permission to have an orgasm. But I didn't care. She was happy with the world, and
        so was I. 
She nuzzled into my lap and I whispered again, "One more time please." 
She laughed as I gave her another kiss. "I might need a while," she whispered. 
"Take as much time as you need." 
"Can you…give me a little help down there?" 
I moved my hands over her pussy, but I didn't want to take the lead; I wanted to see how
        far she would go, how far she would last. I wanted desire to ooze from her – not because I
        willed it but because she willed it for herself. 
"Jenny," I said, "do you love me?"
She laughed. "I'd love you more if you help me out a little!" 
"You'll manage." I rested her cheek against my penis and offered several encouraging
        caresses. 
Jenny looked up and tried valiantly to find her place again, stopping and starting a few
        times, hobbling back and forth. By now, desire was not so effortless; Even the touch of my
        fingers failed to electrify her skin. She looked into my eyes wearily; she would not give
        up, no matter how unreasonable my demands; for her sexual love was a challenge, and she was
        eager to overcome it. She closed her eyes and concentrated on her motions, testing,
        struggling, achieving. I held her head against my lap as she struggled to climax, sighing,
        settling into a state of tired satisfaction. 
We kissed again, and I stroked her cheek. Jenny was purring contentedly, and I
        thought, should I ask once more? Did I dare? She had not yet refused me. Would she ever? 
I took the hand she had been using to caress herself and kissed it, inhaling the secret
        odors of her arousal. This was the beautiful pussy that consented to my lewd propositions. I
        continued kissing her hand, bringing it to my heart.
That was a year ago. Tonight we were trying to recreate the same magic, trying to overlook
        the petty annoyances of living together. Now we were making love to forget, to purify. 
"Did you like my short story?" she said to me afterwards. 
"It was interesting," I said. 
"What – you didn't like it?!" she said. 
"Of course I liked it. It was you. I love you – and everything about you."
"But for a moment forget that you are married to me. Would you still have liked it?" 
"That's hard to say." I said. "I can't imagine not being married to you." 
"Suppose you came across the story in a book or magazine. Would you have liked it?"
"Well, I'm not much of a reader," I admitted. Jenny looked at me, waiting for an answer.
        "Of course I liked it. It was beautiful." 
"Thank you," she said, giving me a hug. "That's all I wanted to hear." 
"When are you going to finish that children's book – the one about the talking
        shoe?"
"Oh that," she said. "Funny you mention it. I thought
        that … " 
My answer had been a lie … a painful lie. It wasn't her story – just her – which I found
        beautiful. That story was nothing to me … just words on a page. You can't kiss a
        prepositional phrase or a charming bit of dialogue. On the printed page, a female character
        could flirt and charm, but she would never suggest weekend outings or give random gifts
        (like a short story). On the page, a character could be outgoing and sexually open, but she
        would never sense what bothered you or made you happy. On the page, she could produce
        orgasms with ease, but her passions would never catch you by surprise or make you curious.
        On the page she could laugh or sigh, but to your ears, there would only be silence. 
 A pussy – Jenny's pussy – was something I could touch and feel; I could
        notice changes in her body, her temperament, her voice. When I stroked her hands or ran
        fingers through her hair, she treated it as nothing unusual; Jenny was more than an
        aesthetic idea; her appeal came not from lewd kisses or sexual gymnastics but incidental
        sarcasm and minor thoughtful gestures. Jenny was a jumble of unpredictabilities; she lacked
        the formal certainty of a Rembrandt or the playful elegance of a Mozart symphony. Yet she
        was my inspiration, the provider of endless epiphanies. Jenny and her pussy stayed in my
        heart longer than any Shakespearean metaphor. Her pussy was neither poetry nor prose; it did
        not have a voice, only inclinations: it responded, it embraced, it shuddered. The words in
        Jenny's story conjured  something  – that was
        undeniable. But when viewed on a piece of paper in Times New Roman font, these
        sexually-charged words seemed unremarkable, unrefined and even silly; it just didn't compare
        with real life. In the bedroom, when we made love, I gazed into her eyes, searching for her
        dreams. In the last paragraph of her story, the princess reads the dead man's letter,
        recalling the last time they made love. The female character weeps. When I read that, I felt
        nothing (though Jenny probably expected me to find it moving). That emotional moment in the
        story was important to her – but meaningless to me; no, I was the wrong audience for
        this story – but if I couldn't be persuaded to like it, who could be? 
After reading that short story, I almost wished it never existed. It complicated things.
        If I didn't enjoy her erotic stories, would somebody else? – did I mind that? With stories
        the problem was communion between reader and writer; how much of this experience was really
        being shared? But when Jenny and I were together in the flesh, this empathetic enjoyment
        flowed naturally; orgasms were relatively easy to cause and recognize. When I put my hand on
        her pussy, she laughed; when she kissed any part of my body, I felt enormous relief. I
        wasn't trying to be a critic or judge her sexuality; I was only giving back what she had
        given me. 
"It is much easier," I observed, "to love you than to love a short story." 
"That's what you think," she said, tossing a pillow at me. 
 Do erotica stories really need a plot too? "Don't confuse sexual
        tension with dramatic tension," Lisa warns. (Read more) 
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 Proceed. Enjoy.
 The Ice Cube 



A young man has titillating dreams of bikinis, sweaty limbs and ice
        cubes. 
[image: In the Water, 1914 Eugene De Blaas]

Passion is not hot; it is cold. In the languorous summer heat I sit caressing my limbs
        with lotion as bright bikinis run past and dive into the water. Sunglasses reflect the light
        but not the heat; I take a sip of iced tea and try holding a book above my head to block the
        sun's glare. My arm quickly tires. I put down the book, close my eyes and inhale the
        chlorinated odors of the swimming pool. My consciousness swims in a bright orange darkness
        and relaxes to swimming pool sounds: bouncy diving boards, screaming children and swimsuits
        dripping on the way to towels. Sweaty moisture glazes my chest and drips into folded
        crevices of skin. I reach for the suntan lotion, but before I open it, footsteps run by and
        dive into the water, raining a giant splash upon me. I awake and spy the culprit – a short
        freckle-faced kid who by now was at the other side of the pool. I dry myself and see
        climbing out of the water a tall dark-skinned girl whose small teenage breasts jut
        unashamedly out of her water-shrunken bikini. She returns to her towel, dons sunglasses and
        walks to the water fountain while I stare at her spongy buttocks knocking against one
        another. Without embarrassment the girl pulls up the bottom half of her bathing suit,
        covering the pale strip of skin made accidentally visible. I turn over on my stomach and
        massage my back with lotion. Now a group of adolescents are jeering at another girl for not
        jumping into the water. "Come in," one boy yells. "It's not cold!" The others start
        splashing wildly at the girl, causing her to scoot a safe distance away. Eventually the
        teens forget about her, and the girl removes her T-shirt, glancing about to make sure no one
        was watching. She approaches the water and samples it with her toe. "It's cold," she says.
        Still wary of being splashed, she goes to the shallow water and descends the first step.
        Moments later she steps down to where the water reaches her upper thighs. She shivers and
        hops around with hands high in air, as if groping for a life preserver dangling from the
        sky. Adjusting to the temperature (but determined to keep her blonde hair dry), she descends
        to the bottom step, bringing the water level to her small bosom. But it is too much; she
        hastily retreats to the top step, watching the swimmers half-enviously. Go ahead, I think to
        myself, do it. But she just stands there, gliding her hands over the water. Then, with
        sudden bravery, she steps down, all the way down, to the bottom step, biting her lip as she
        endures waves of cold flowing around her. Her neck remained barely above the water, with her
        hair mostly dry and tucked behind her ears. Even that does not stay dry for long; with a
        single jerky bob, she disappears under the water, finally succumbing to the aquatic rape
        that was all the time inevitable. Immediately she shoots out of the water, breathing
        heavily, her hair tangled around her face like seaweed. I take a sip of iced tea, tilting
        the glass so the ice cubes can fall one by one into my mouth. But the melted cubes are
        melded together; they stay at the bottom of my glass until I give it a few hard
        shakes.
For years I've performed a ritual with every woman I've made love to. With Cynthia, as
        with the rest, I did it unthinkingly, almost religiously, while never sure of its meaning.
        Cynthia was the love of my life in senior year at Emory. She had stellar SAT scores ("Tests
        – they're so inconsequential!") and was captain of the school's fencing team ("Sometimes a
        foil is just a foil," she used to say). The first time I saw her, she was dueling an
        invisible opponent in the library parking lot, gracefully twirling her foil and lunging
        ahead like a crazed ballerina. A few weeks later, we were naked in bed, legs brushing idly
        against one another. Passion was three hours over – or was it about to begin? Kissing her
        lips lightly, I nudge her to lie on her stomach, which she does without opening her eyes. I
        want her; I savor her beauty as the tips of my fingers graze over her soft back. Cynthia
        sighs, and I rest my head against her shoulder, feeling the rise and fall of her
        respirations. Even in the dark I could see her lazy nipple, relaxed but alert to the
        possibility of arousal. Her eyes were closed: not asleep, but lulled into erotic repose.
        When she was like this, I would take out an ice cube – smuggled from the freezer – and bring
        it to the base of her spine. When she felt it, she would wriggle out of position and issue a
        panicky laugh. An instant later, I had already removed the ice cube and was guiding her head
        to the pillow. Her naked body lay before me, presenting an almost infinite surface for the
        ice cube to explore. Slowly, so slowly, I touch her ankle with the ice cube, holding her
        legs to keep her from pushing away. Again she laughs, and the ice cube inches up her thigh
        to the borders of her pubic hair. I stop, take the ice cube away and stare at the smiling
        face of the woman I adore. Cynthia giggles, bracing for the next icy touch; for 20 whole
        seconds I sit beside her, watching her tense expectation. Next, her elbow; the ice cube
        skates up and down her arm, leaving a cold trail of tears. "Keep your eyes  closed," I
        whisper, lifting the ice cube to the other side of her body, catching the drips with my hand
        to disguise my next move. The ice cube flits against her fidgety breasts, electrifying
        points of contact, inching towards her pubis, encircling it like an inward-moving spiral,
        while she lies there, absorbing these sensations with pleasurable impatience. As the ice
        cube begins its final descent – can I confess this? – I feel less like a giver of pleasure
        than a torturer, a man extracting confessions of pleasure to gain a vital piece of
        information. But even torturers can be artists; their brushstrokes are careful and
        controlled; their motions enhance the helpless yearnings of the human figure in all its
        beauty. The key to the ice cube was movement – staying too long in a single place would numb
        instead of excite; I had to keep it moving, making sure not to miss a square inch of skin. I
        brought the ice cube over her furry pubic jungle, providing not merely precipitation – she
        was already damp with anticipation – but a sudden frost. Her body recoils, and she warns
        with her hands not to remain long. But the ice cube remains, searing all sensation and
        wresting a hollow sigh from her lips. Finally, sensing victory (or was it defeat?), I lift
        the ice cube, (now a third of its original size) to her lips, which she accepts like a
        gumdrop. Looking into my eyes, Cynthia wraps her arms about me to offer a weary, grateful
        kiss. But instead of kissing me, Cynthia keeps the ice cube between her teeth and moves her
        mouth over my shoulders and chest. A cold tingle moves over my body as I try not to flinch.
        But that's what she wants, and that's what I do when she locates a tender patch on my side.
        She moves to my face and deposits the well-traveled but ever-diminishing ice cube into my
        mouth. The gesture catches me off-guard; it fills me with repulsion and excitement. Cynthia
        just grins. I bend over her lips to give the ice cube back. Her tongue accepts the gift but
        pushes it back to my mouth. Laughing, I try to kiss her, but Cynthia playfully pulls her
        head away. I hold her head so I can kiss her once again, pushing the ice cube back into her
        mouth. Cynthia accepts, and our tongues wrestle with each other, trying to present the other
        with the ice cube. Cynthia tickles my back, and in an instant, I let down my guard and allow
        her to push the ice cube into my mouth. Betrayed, I try spitting it out, but she covers my
        mouth with her icy cold hand. Unable to resist, unable to open my mouth, I could feel
        Cynthia's lips moving down my stomach and the ice cube dissolving in my mouth.
 Lisa and the narrator debate whether sexual submission is
        actually a turnon. "Isn't it sexier to have two people actively participating?" Lisa asks.
            (Read more) 
