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Part 1
Introduction



Some only need a spare hand to reach orgasm. Mechanical motion alone.
But that has rarely sufficed for me: I need my mind in on the game!

It is said that, besides the skin, the mind is the largest sex organ. And
its ways are complex and indecipherable.

Au contraire, it’s very easy! It’s all in your head! Close your eyes. Con-
jure up a memory or a fantasy while you play with your junk. That’s
how the mind-body ladies say masturbation works for them, and they
assume it should work like that for me, although my chromosomes are
different from theirs.

To them I say: I wish it were so simple.

Can my sexual imagination provide any worthwhile visual inspira-
tion? Frankly, it’s as satisfying as peering through sackcloth and guess-
ing what might be there. Can’t see shit!

Visualization’s outlines are murky and they never reveal themselves
just because I as director demand: “Now! Begin!”

In fact, my mind’s movie screen doesn’t even brighten into vividness
until I'm falling over the edge of sleep. (That same stage from which Dali
would glean ideas for his paintings.) Or until I'm deep in meditation.
Such states of mind, of course, are no good for flogging the bishop.

Can I reach back for inspiration into my Pandora’s box of sexual
memories? No thanks! They’re hopeless as an aid to self-stimulation.
There are far too many emotional vines intertwined with those remem-
brances. It takes only one thread of dark emotion to lasso my flight of
pleasure... and bring it crashing hard to the ground.

In short, it’s been futile for me to “go inside” for the imagery required.
If there’s to be any pictorial help, it has to come from outside my mind’s
eye. Somewhere out in the ‘real world’.



Part 2
The Great Voyeur



My first experience with sexual overtones took place outdoors. I was
nine years old. One fine sunny day, my neighbor and I were playing out
back. This cute little blonde was also nine. She was a lot more precocious
than I, however.

Between my back yard and the cow pasture behind it lay a hedgerow.
Old growth trees stood in a line along a dry, grassy ditch. Up in one of
these trees, some prior tenant had cobbled together a wooden platform.
A tree fort! The deck was only accessible by climbing up a fat ship rope
that hung down. Any activity up there was well hidden from view by
dense foliage. Well, I was aware that this platform existed but I had nev-
er even thought to climb up.

She and I were strolling along the ditch when she suddenly jumped
onto that rope and shimmied right up.

I inquired, "How is it up there?"

"Fabulous!" she gloated. "Great view!" She strutted around up there on
the wooden deck like a conquering pirate! We chatted on.

After a while, she decided she needed to pee. So she availed herself of
a large hole in the planking. She pulled up her skirt and popped a squat.
Little me, far below, stared up in amazement at pink female genitalia,
urinating.

"Which hole is it coming out of?" I wondered timidly.

"Sometimes one, sometimes the other," she replied, clueless but
without shame. "Why don't you come up and pee too?" she merrily
yelled out, clearly wanting some pirate company so we could keep on

playing.

Come up? Oh dear. Little did she realize the great gauntlet she had
tossed down. I quivered. A girl had managed to scale this tree; now what



about me? To get to the next level I'd have to prove myself her equal. I
stared at the rope, horrified. There was no way on God's green earth I
had the strength to climb it. Any attempt would probably bring disaster
and reap gales of derision! I had better not even try.

"Come on! It's fun up here. What are you waiting for, silly billy?" she
challenged.

Oh no. I wanted to go up so badly, but I certainly couldn't just pee on
demand for her! And moreover, now that I had seen hers, she was going
to want to see mine, all up close and personal! What if she laughed at it?
What if it was foo small? I was mortally ashamed of my parts. (Who
knows where that phobia came from... the Bread of Shame dates back to
Adam and Eve according to Genesis.) So I concocted all kinds of excuses
for staying downstairs.

Here was my first sexual image: a female high above me on a pedestal.
A tester. A challenger. Distant, out of reach, unattainable. Quite a first
impression on a lad's sexuality! Me, I was far below. Ashamed, tiny, in-
adequate, a childish failure, unable to compete. She, unconsciously a
golden shower exhibitionist-me, a shy voyeur. (Touching a girl was not
even on my radar.)

Her next question cut to the chase... and cut to the quick. "Okay then,
why don't you just pee down there?"

I was still totally tongue-tied when my kid brother skipped up and, to
my dismay, peed on command into the ditch with no hesitation.

* % X ok %

Another girl my age lived up the street. One misty cold day, she and 1
were mucking about alone in my parent's daffodil garden. She stopped
skipping, glancing all around furtively before she quietly popped that
age-old question.



"Show you mine if you show me yours?" she breathed, mistily.
”Okay.ﬂ
"Promise?"

"Promise. Ahem." I nervously planned how this exchange would
work. "You first."

"No. You first."

"Same time?"

”Okay.”

Like rock-paper-scissors, we counted down: "One, two, three, go!"

Standing there in her floppy woolen cap and puffy winter jacket, she
whipped down her knickers and flashed me. It was over in a blink.
Much too quick. I stood immobile in front of her, mightily confused. It
didn't really look like much of anything! That certainly didn't look a bit
like the amazing two hole pink thing I had seen up in the tree fort. Now
that was something.

"You didn't pull yours down!" she cried out in dismay, staring down at
my pants.

Uh oh. The iron fist of shame gripped me, and hard. I heard my mouth
saying, "No."

"What? B-b-but... but... but you promised!"

I just shook my head.



"That's not fair!" She stomped her foot. "I'm going to tell your mummy
on you!"

Then I laughed. A horrible, cruel, empty laugh. The laugh of one who
seems to be in control, but who is really being crushed senseless in the
grip of fear.

"Go right ahead," I smirked with false bravado as I played my trump
card. "And what exactly are you going to say to my mum?"

The poor thing ran away in distress, weeping at my appalling betrayal.
Oh, I felt like an ogre. I tried to console myself about my petty, pointless
victory in which I had gained something without giving anything!
Whoopee.

At least  hadn't had to pull out my john willy in public.

Yes, I know, I know. I was minutes away from playing all kinds of
fantastic doctor and nurse games! Who knows how different my whole
sex life could have turned out later on if I had been daring? But no, I had
to go put some safe distance between us instead. I had to retreat into the
safe voyeuristic zone, leaving her stranded as a distant, reluctant nurse
wannabe.

* ok % X X

Just before departing England for our new home in the States, my fam-
ily stayed in a motor lodge for a couple of days. I was eleven.

I had no concept of money in those days. I had no real concept of retail
or private property that morning when I felt drawn to those skin mags in
their rotating metal rack, in plain view, in the motel lobby. I of course as-
sumed they were free for the guests, like towels or bedding. So I just
grabbed one, rolled it up and headed jauntily for the elevator.



My parents were not due back for an hour! Of course I knew I should
not be looking at this sort of thing, but curiosity had gotten the better of
me. It was dangerous and therefore exciting! I would just pop into the
room and bring the magazine back downstairs once I had checked it out.
I just had to settle this issue of what women's private parts actually
looked like. I was betting that the professional exhibitionists in these full
color spreads held a definitive answer.

Our room door, however, turned out to be locked. My little brother
was lounging inside.

"Unlock the door for me would you?" I asked nicely.

He fiddled with the knob. All kinds of rattling noises were followed by
a stunned pause. "I don't know how! I'm sorry! I can't figure it out!" He
wasn't joking either.

"Come on, yes you can." I urged calmly.

Elevator doors opened far down the corridor. I glanced over my
shoulder. Oh shit.

"Mum and Dad have come back early!" I hissed. "Open up! Hurry up!
Right now, open the bloody LOCK, you STUPID-!!" I shut up and tried
frantically to cram the wad of evidence under the door, but, of course,
the slot was too narrow. Behind the door my brother simpered away like
he was going to burst into tears.

But it was too late.
"What is that you're hiding behind your back, son?"

"Nothing... " I mumbled as my face turned a bright neon lobster-
cooked red.



That same weekend, my nurse mum devised an allegedly ‘educational’
solution.

"Now, your Dad and I have talked this over. We're not going to punish
you. We're just going to leave this magazine out on the rear dashboard of
the car. That way if you feel like you need to look at it, it'll be right there
for you."

She smiled. Perhaps she thought she was doing the enlightened thing
by trying to defuse a volatile issue and take the taboo out of it, as it were.
As far as I was concerned, they might as well have emblazoned a scarlet
letter P for ‘caught with Porn' on my forehead! My embarrassment
would now be given the place of honor in our Sunbeam sedan, right be-
hind my seat. Perfect. I'll flip through the color spreads while my parents are
driving, will I? Not without a gun at my head.

That magazine finally disappeared one night, much to my relief. But
the shame imprint of my initial three experiences was shamefully deep.

* % X ok

Seems like most of patriarchal history revolves around penis size. As
George Carlin once pointed out: "My god has a bigger cock than your
god!" An inane contest, complete with trickle-down effects, and surprises
for everyone downhill.

The effects trickled down alright: down to my all-boys middle school
shower room.

Seventh grade: several of the jocks at my all boy school had gone
through puberty and were swinging around their elephant trunks to
drive home the point. Nature had nominated them to be born leaders,
obviously!

One by one, most of the others boys in school sprouted hair and man-
penises, until by the end of the ninth grade it was down to the last three
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holdouts. To my chagrin, I was one of the last three. The turtles, with the
turtlenecks. It was mortifying to be the shortest guy in my class... in
more ways than one. Brutal: now I was going to be heading into high
school as a boy instead of as a man, goddammit!

I recall some of the horse-hung jocks joking around one day in the
shower after gym. One stud stroked himself off for a couple of seconds
with soap.

"Check it out!" Gales of laughter erupted and echoed all around the
tiling! I hurried away as per usual to change in modest privacy, in one of
the toilet stalls. Ha ha! I'd take my shower at home, thanks.

Later, I got a suspicion that Mr. Big Dick had been demonstrating mas-
turbation. I wasn't clear however about how it worked. I'd have to test
out the Theory!

Out in the biology field lab building, one afternoon, in the bathroom, I
ran the test. I locked myself in the can and belabored away, imitating
what he had done. I finally managed to milk a few white drops out of
my erection. Was that it? It seemed like a whole lot of work for not much,
and on the edge of painful too. Maybe the whole spanking the monkey
thing was overrated...

Many months went by. Still no puberty! My genital shame grew pro-
portionally. My penis was betraying me! What if my body never grew
up? What if the cock never grew longer or the balls bigger? Didn't they
have injections or something for this kind of problem?

My teenage body image was SUCKING, for sure. It was the very reas-
on I stopped swimming at the civic pool, even though I was a good
swimmer. Shrinkage plus late puberty? Oh no. I could relate to all the
flat girls, bemoaning their lack of boobage.
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Oh, please God, when would puberty ever come??

* % X ok %

Not until we moved to Paris.

Wow! The big city, with all its tourist wonders... and urban vices!
Mmmm.

Dairy farm cow patties and rural woodlands had been traded in for
skyscrapers, subways and the hustle of the concrete jungle. I started

growing up, at last. Maybe it was the environment that triggered it all
off.

Pigalle was the name of the Paris red-light district. It shone in the
night, and I was a moth. Whenever I had errands to do about town, I de-
toured up to marvel at this beacon. Les Follies Bergere! The XXX movie
theaters! The newspaper stands displaying skin mags that stepped way
over the line, depicting ladies with a finger up their poontang right on
the front cover! Stuff that presumably never happened out in the sticks
of New York State.

Actually, similar urban vendor stands could be found on sidewalks all
over Paris. The locals didn't seem to notice much, or care. But if I were
walking with my family back from Sunday mass and we passed a stand,
I knew my Dad and me were in the exact same predicament. Trying to
sneak a peek...

Still, hardcore magazines were pricey, even back then. Plus I couldn't
just bring porn home: in the name of immaculate cleanliness, my own
bedroom was regularly being inspected from top to toe, including my
desk. (Not unlike when the warden goes hunting for shanks in a prison
cell.) No secret stashes possible.
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Unlike magazines, adult movie theaters were cheap. The ticket booth
attendants in Pigalle seemed pretty lax about underage attendees; they
never asked me for ID. Maybe they sympathized with how pent up I
was? And I was! Puberty had caught up with me AT LAST.

Which just meant that I had traded in childish shame for Teenage Hor-
monal Chaos.

In my French high school, I was surprising myself. I was actually man-
aging to ingratiate myself with most of the beautiful girls there. But I
couldn't fathom why they all treated me as a brother, never as potential
boyfriend material. Sure, they'd confide to me their personal secrets. Yes,
we could talk all day and have a great time... and then they'd scamper
off like rabbits to their real boyfriends.

So close and yet so far! Did I even have the right stuff, I wondered?

Or did the beautiful people only date the other beautiful people? And what did
that say about my looks? Guess I wasn't a member of the club.

Back to Pigalle again. I'd get that nervous flutter in the stomach like I
was going on a date. A date with evil! I was being naughty, and it was
pretty exciting. I'd lurk near an adult movie theater, wait until no one
was looking, quickly slap down a few francs and dart into the darkness.
I'd find myself a seat, avoiding the sticky spots on the floor. (Yuck.) I'd
kick back and finally relax, getting lost in the 15 foot tall shafts and 10
foot long slits towering over me. Sex! There it was! Every fucking thing I
couldn’t get to in real life.

One thing was inevitable. I'd take matters into my own hand, doing
that thing for which Pee Wee Herman would later get pilloried.

There were also peep show arcades, back before home video. In case 1
happened to be seeking more variety... and more privacy. Watch out for
those sticky floors, though!

13



* %k % X X

I almost got myself a real girlfriend. It was my last semester in high
school. A gorgeous Swedish brunette fell into my arms in miraculous
fashion.

There I was, on the sidewalk outside the school. I had just opened my
acceptance letter from Brown University and I was jumping around her
like a pogo stick, all excited! My enthusiasm must have been contagious.
I needed a congratulation hug from her. Then she waltzed me hand in
hand to the lawn outside the school gate. We lay down in the grass. It
was springtime! Oh, take me to first base, Swedish brunette babe! We
started kissing. Her female touch was wonderful (and so overdue). The
sun was warm upon our backs. And soon I was at second base, and
holding. Copping a feel!

That's when I noticed that dandelion pollen, thicker than snowflakes,
was clouding the breeze. I soon dissolved into an allergy attack. A giant
ball of snot! My eyes poured tears. I coughed. I wheezed...

Was it because I'd built up this first kiss too high in my expectations with too
much pressure on myself? Or was it just a cruel jest of Fate, to snatch away this
moment from me, my first kiss with a beautiful girl... the first kiss of a very,
very late bloomer?

The Swede was very gracious about the whole fiasco.

She visited my apartment once after. We sat in my bedroom. My
mother barged in every few minutes, interrupting. (No locks on the bed-
rooms; no concept of privacy.)

"Would you like some biscuits?", "How about a cup of tea?", etc. Mak-
ing sure that nothing too exciting happened to me that day. Not that it
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would have anyway: this Swede was only wanting to let me in on a
secret.

"I just broke off a long relationship," she sighed. "An older guy. He
does not go to our school, you don't know him. It's just that... well, I've
realized that I'm not ready to commit to anything. I'm sorry."

What? NO!!! Not ready to get busy? But I was lit to pop! How about third
base? No? Second base again, that's my final offer. Okay, okay, I'll settle for
first.

Fadeout and cue the soap opera closing music...

* % X ok %

I passed my International Baccalaureate, and that summer I moved on,
enrolled at the University of Sussex in England. There I flailed for nine
months like a fish out of water. Another dry school year of flopping
around, feeling pinned to the ground. A curse continued to weigh on my
shoulders like a frustrating 10-ton weight. Virginity.

I also became the brunt of a lot of jokes-the local scapegoat if you will-
because I had made the mistake of trying to ‘fit in' with the Brits in my
flat. They would have none of it! They were council tenement hard-arse
socialists living on government grants. Or at least, drinking their govern-
ment grants. I was the outsider, I didn't drink alcohol, I had a weird ac-
cent, and it was 10-against-1 any way you sliced it.

In one British lecture auditorium, I went to sit down next to a pretty
coed during our freshman class. I tried to be super casual as I folded
down the seat.

"Hey, baby! Mind if I grab this?" I whispered with a broad, twinkling
smile.
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She recoiled in feminist horror and gave me the stink eye.

"l am definitely not your baby," she spat. Uh oh. Landmine alert! Then
she proceeded to give me her own lecture on languaging, the patriarchy
and male oppression.

I kinda felt she was over-reacting. Was it a bad day for her, or was she this
prickly all the time? It's not like I actually thought she was a baby. 1 men-
tioned that ‘baby' was considered a term of endearment in the States
where I was born.

"Then why don't you go back there!" she snapped.

Startled, I apologized and nodded along to her scolding. I had been
chastened.

Turned out later that she wasn't a complete man-hater. She was attrac-
ted to guys with handicaps! Indeed, her boyfriend was in a wheelchair.
I'm sure HE wasn't threatening! And never called her ‘baby’.

Fortunately, in the neighboring flat there lived a gay student. He
(ironically) was about the only British student there who was not acting
like a bitch toward me.

We became solid friends. While we were out at a party that last
semester, he and I met an intriguing female. I found her adorable: very
pretty, tall with wavy brown hair. She and I had many laughs
throughout that evening, and the chemistry was flying. But with little
time left before my departure to the States, it seemed completely futile to
proposition her. I had to put her right out of my mind! So I left it at that.

"She was so hot. Wasn't she just so hot?" my gay friend asked me on
the way out.

"Yes. Lovely! Brilliant!" I agreed wistfully. "Beautiful."
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On the morning of my departure via train to London I was quite fren-
etic. With less than an hour to go, I was still packing. That's when this
same statuesque girl suddenly materialized in my bedroom doorway.

"Hi there." She waved. "Looks like you're taking off then."

I was caught utterly off guard. "Oh. It's you!" She was still beautiful in
the daylight.

"Your nice friend told me that... that you had... feelings for me. Is that
true?"

"He did WHAT?" The traitor. "Ah... I, um, I mean, yes. But it's just-"

"I had feelings for you, too! Oh, why didn't you tell me? Why didn't
you say anything?"

We looked at each other, lost in a terribly poignant swirl of sadness
and tenderness. She picked a path across the open suitcases on the floor
and hugged me. I squeezed her back, tightly. We kissed a little.

Two minutes later it was all over. I absolutely had to finish packing or
I would be missing my plane.

Soon I sat on the Falmer station platform, there on the moors of Sus-
sex. It all seemed so bloody unfair. Oh, what sexual mysteries could have been
uncorked for us in those previous few weeks? She was now gone forever. Oh,
why the hell hadn't I said anything at the party?

And the answer came to me. Of course, it was blindingly simple. I
wasn't relaxed enough to ask girls out. The only time I ever felt free to
ask was when I knew I would soon be far out of range-in case a failure
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detonated! I was so pessimistic about taking my chances with the land-
mines, I mean the ladies.

* % X ok %

I visited my parent's home in Florida during one college summer
break. Without a driver's license in Tampa I was stranded, but a friend of
a friend helped me out.

He was happily married. He had the night off and wanted to go hit up
some bars. On the way downtown he proceeded to tell me endless de-
tails about his wonderful wife and their great house. We parked at a
swanky joint near the airport.

Some fine ladies were already cozied up to the bar for happy hour.
"See those two? They're hookers," he pointed out, to my astonishment.

"But they look so classy," I replied, my stereotype of a whore getting
sucked out the window. If you know what I mean.

He added, "Oh, they're expensive alright." I wondered how exactly he
knew their prices.

We hit up a couple more clubs that night, including a drag show in
Ybor City. I had a good laugh there! By then it was getting late, however,
and we were almost tapped out.

Driving down deserted streets, we spotted an adult bookstore. We de-
cided to pop in, just for shits and giggles. We browsed around. I got my-
self some tokens for the peep show booths. He did too. I was just step-
ping into a booth, minding my own business, when he put his hand on
the door.

"We could save some money by using the same booth, you know."
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I thought that was kind of weird. I guess I won't be spanking the monkey
tonight! But he had driven me all around town and paid for drinks, so I re-
luctantly agreed and we popped a handful of tokens into the coin slot as
we sat down on the tiny bench, jammed together.

The sex videos started rolling, but I just wasn't connecting the dots.

That is, until I felt his arm reach around me. He gripped my other
shoulder. Tightly. I stared down at the wedding band on his hand, in
total shock.

But- but he said he was married! WTF! He’s bi? What makes him THINK
that I'm gay? It's the long hair, is that it? Am I so naive? I can’t believe the
bastard tricked me!

Like picking up a dead rat by the tail, I maneuvered his tentacle back
to his side. Then I stormed out of the booth.

He apologized profusely... But it was a very, very silent ride home.

* % X ok

I wondered what I was doing wrong to be attracting gay men instead
of willing girls. (Much later on I even found out that one of my close
male friends at Brown had been gay the whole time, and I had never
even suspected. I had no gay-dar at all.)

Yes I was dressing in new wave fashions, and yes I looked androgyn-
ous. Yes, I even had an earring. But that was all just for fun; I knew that I
was not gay. Some lady needed to pick me up on her radar already!

I'm happy to report I finally got LAID.
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Ahem... I mean I finally got a girlfriend! She was a bio major at my
college, a senior. Not much fire in her belly, though. Lab work was
grinding her spirit down. I seemed exotic to her because of my multi-
culti background. So she perked up for a few seconds.

She even acted willing to get romantic... and we tumbled into bed.
Where things got strange. It wasn't gonna be textbook sex. Not at all. We
foreplayed forever because she said she couldn't climax from penetra-
tion, despite the greasy diaphragm with the spring coil which took 10
minutes to put in place. Climaxing in general proved to be a struggle for
both of us. Was it lack of desire, or our lack of know-how? We had ro-
mance but not much heat. A bit lukewarm. Tepid.

Within two months my first girlfriend dumped me. She went straight
back to her previous boyfriend, who had apparently been lurking in the
wings. Man, that was icebox cold. Moreover, I could not avoid seeing
them together in the school cafeteria, every day, having earnest conver-
sations, making plans, looking deeply into each others' eyes...

God, now I knew what a broken heart felt like. It felt like... Oh crap, back to
those fucking magazines again.

* ok % X X

Starting in those student years, I always kept a small stash of hardcore
in my closet. I'd replace a magazine from time to time just to keep things
interesting. Their purpose was strictly as a masturbation tool. I never
thought of them as discussion props or as conversation starters.

But a curious redhead friend of mine, a fellow student and housemate,
checked out The Stash one day. We had a surprising conversation after-
ward about what had attracted her. She opened up to one particular
couple's spread and pointed, saying, "I liked this shoot a lot."

I looked. Her choice made no sense to me. I mentally dissected the
phallus of the porn actor in question. Teeny head, massive girth. Ugly
veins bulging. Purple coloring. The porn actress could barely get her
mouth around it. What use was that?
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"That cock is gross," I said defensively. "It's abnormal. It looks like a
fricking eggplant!"

"No it does not! What do you mean? It's not gross at all!" my friend
protested-a little too loudly I thought. As if it were the spitting image of
her own boyfriend's shooter.

Aha. I see! I get it. Eggplant. She was one of those notorious size queens!
She, frankly, preferred her man to be hung like a frickin' eggplant. Too
bad I had the hots for her! because it was now clear that I would never
actually measure up, even if we ever did hit the hay.

Phew! A perfect excuse to save me from confessing my lust to her in person,
live. Thank God she didn’t view me as boyfriend material.

[That was twisted logic, eh? And this stupid miscalculation in the long
run was just another excuse for a lack of assertiveness. A few years after-
ward, both of us were single and on the prowl at the same time. I had
waited so long to become a free man, looking for the right moment to
make a move on her because I knew she was a kindred spirit. I also knew
she would be extra hesitant because she was chummy with my ex. Just a
couple of days before I should have asked, another guy swooped in and
swept her off her feet... and that was the end of that. They later got mar-
ried. And I'm quite sure he wasn't hung like an eggplant.]

* % X ok %

My second girlfriend was a wild one, theatrical, a partier, a real corker.
Bisexual. Artistically diverse. The life of the party. When she was happy,
she was delirious. And when she was sad, she'd call me up to tell me:

"I've got a razor and I swear to fucking God I'm going to slit my wrist!"

Ah, girlfriends. Bipolar was a diagnosis that hadn't been invented yet.
So I independently acquired skills in suicide prevention on our private 3
a.m. hotline.

21



This British lass was also extra hefty when we met. She agreed to get
healthier and trim down for me before we made love-it was a good in-
centive for her, and indeed a health kick was something she wanted to
do for herself anyway. She set herself a target... and she achieved it too! I
was so proud of her.

We began a decadent romp. I soon knew I was falling in love, again.
Oh, I had so much catching up to do for all those years of frustration! She
was no cold fish, that's for sure. She definitely loved sex. Loud sex! I dis-
covered that's exactly what I was into as well. She was lusty and un-
abashed about it all and not about to tone it down for anybody! My
neighbors downstairs hated her because the pipe holes for my radiator
went right down through their ceiling... along with all the raucous
sounds of our love-making.

One day she waltzed into my dorm in a right jaunty mood.

"Hi there!" she piped. "Remember how we were talking about what it
would be like to have a ménage a trois?"

My ears pricked up; my heart suddenly raced. "Oh yes. Oh yes
indeed!"

"Well, guess what? I just had one!"

I was flabbergasted. She gaily continued, "Remember that girl who
owned the weasels? Her and her boyfriend. Although to be honest, he
started reading the paper after awhile, because it was really her and me
who were into it."

"Um, excuse me young lady," I protested, "but the ménage we were
talking about was supposed to include ME!" Like I should have needed to
explain that... Weasels on the loose!
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She broke up with me some months later because she said she was
bored. "We never go out. We never DO anything!" she complained. "All
we ever do is fuck!

"Um... and the problem is?" I was genuinely bewildered.

She wanted more. The BBD! Someone who could splurge on her and
finance a nightlife and keep up with her party lifestyle... Unfortunately,
that just wasn't me. I was on the tightest of student budgets. I begged her
to reconsider.

"Come on, hon! We love each other! Sex is free! The supply is end-
less... er, I think... Look. We're just bypassing all the stupid binge drink-
ing, and cutting to the chase. Doing what everyone at your ‘parties’
would rather be doing. I don't see much appeal to those “parties’ any-
way. To me they're the thing that's boring." (I'd often nod off at them.)

She was unpersuaded. After our breakup got finalized by her inner
gold-digger, I spiraled down into depression. Couldn't concentrate on
anything. Fell way behind in my studies because I had given this person
my heart, and she'd told me I was BORING!! That was such a carefully
placed knife... and try as I might, I could not pull it out of my ribcage.

* ok % X X

I had a couple of flings after that, hoping to dislodge the dagger.

I remember working up a particular scene for theater class. The play:
Sexual Perversity in Chicago by David Mamet. How appropriate. The
couple scene in question was supposed to take place in bed, supposedly
after sex. Maybe to increase our believability factor, the actress (a senior)
and I figured we may as well screw beforehand as part of our scene pre-
paration. Researching our characters, as it were. So we did! Back in my
dorm room, she also turned out to be a bit of a size queen. But we had
fun with our contrived situation, and she did say I had potential as a
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lover, which was nice... Unsurprisingly, after we performed our scene
for that class, she went right back to her 8" boyfriend.

Boyfriend. She had a boyfriend? Ouch.

Another weekend fling I had was with a non-student during summer
break. I first ran into her near Brown. This shorty was hoping to manage
my college new wave band. She took reams of photos of us. She was all
like new wave too, hey! What with all those black fishnets, teased blonde
hair, poofy sleeves and metallic fabrics. She even drove all the way
across Florida to pick me up and take me back to her condo on the other
coast. Maybe she wanted from me something more than business? She
did. She molested me on an Atlantic Ocean beach, claiming that we
didn't need protection cuz she was sterile.

I should have felt more attracted to her, but there was no spark in her
eye. As if no soul were in there. Pretty vacant, basically. I found that very
disconcerting, along with the long, awkward pauses in our conversa-
tions, but I just went along with the program anyway. Took a ride
without arguing too much. At least she drove me all the way back home
when she was done having her evil way with me!

On another night at Brown I got tipsy and shagged my female drum-
mer, which was not the smartest thing I ever did. Rocker lesson #1: Never
sleep with your band mates! It'll come back to haunt you.

* % X ok %

Some feminists claim that girlie mags are the gateway to hardcore por-
nography. Maybe I skipped right past that first step. I just never had
much interest in softcore girlie mags per se: for me, they just didn't do
much.

Those spreads in Playboy, for example? They invited the viewer to
step into the photo, to become the one boinking the hottie, so that the
reader was, in a sense, getting off by projecting himself into the scene as
the woman's lover. Externalizing his energy. (All over the pages?)
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Often those same Playboy fans were not able to handle any hardcore
imagery whatsoever. They'd all have a knee-jerk, homophobic reaction.

"I don't want to be looking at no goddamn cocks! Take that shit away!"
To them, an erection represented male competition. Or even worse: it
was a gay thing. To them, a red-blooded male certainly couldn't allow
himself to be aroused by even the hottest women if the photo had any
‘faggot’ energy on it!

Me, I wasn't homophobic and I was much too shy to be able to
"project” myself into a photo like that. I could only sit back, observe and
do the old two-step. For me, split beaver itself wasn't the main draw, Sex
was the draw. Takes two to tango! Penetration! The interaction between
couples! (Or among multiple couples, why not!)

Intuitively, I felt I was tuning in on the Universal Sexual Energy, the
electrical charge within all sex acts, a positive thing, sweetened by the
aesthetic icing in which that charge was wrapped. I needed the imagery
to be beautiful, to have appeal on some level. The specifics, they didn't
matter so much. Certainly not during my first few years of exposure to
hardcore. As long as there was a plasma ball of excitement implicit in the
photographs, I was the voyeur, not the wannabe porn actor. And I was
quite happy wanking at a safe distance! I could blow off steam (or
something similar) and then go straight to sleep, or hit the books, or get
creative. I had found my safety valve for stress and my relief for excess
sexual energy! I had a coping mechanism.

* %k % X X

Not everyone thought my coping mechanism was kosher. There were
a lot of feminist women running around preaching in those years. Like it
wasn't already hard enough for a shy guy to find loving. All that defens-
ive feminism turned dating into a minefield. Maybe I could avoid the
complications of dating by having a proper, steady girlfriend? For-
tunately, not every woman was a blowhard feminist. But my next girl-
friend? She certainly was defensive... and HOW!
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She picked me up at an off-campus party. I had my eye on a Greek
hottie in the corner who, by night's end, was legless and pitiful-a bit of
an alcoholic, apparently. I was making a move to save her, when this
other coffee-skinned girl swooped in, grabbed my arm, steered me out
the door and made me walk her home.

She seemed perky. Maybe she was a better choice anyway?

She looked exotic. I courted her for a couple of weeks. The hope for
steady sex dangled like a carrot above her head. I found out that she was
an adopted child: maybe her genetics were Puerto Rican or Arabic,
nobody knew for sure. She was also an only child who had been spoiled
rotten by her parents, so she was used to getting her way.

A steady relationship? That alluring potential proved stronger than
my doubt about her always getting her way. We started dating and... uh
oh, she had thunder thighs under those long flowing skirts. My friends
began to joke that I had a Fetish for Fat.

"I do not! I am just trying not to be shallow." I insisted I was striving to
be a good feminist man, to see past all the svelte propaganda of Cosmo
and porno. It was going to be a challenge, I knew, but I would not shrink
from it.

Or maybe it was simply that beggars like me couldn’t be choosers.

She also had a wicked temper and wasn't afraid to unleash it to get her
way. Did that alter the feminist equation?

This first long term relationship of mine proved to be a four-year long
power struggle. We fought like cats and dogs, in ways scarily reminis-
cent of my own parents. Sometimes I felt like I was dating my own
mother. But I stomached it. I figured the high level of strife was normal:
it's just what all serious relationships had to cope with. None of our mu-
tual friends even had the guts to pull me aside and warn me that it
wasn't at all normal, that we were totally co-dependent! So like a stoic,
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through thick and thin I kept my hand in the fire. Just as my parents had
always done

One night, my girlfriend told me that I was most attractive when my
eyes were bloodshot from crying... What kind of woman says things like
that?

My girlfriend had one comment for me before she took off to NY that
summer:

"Don't you dare sleep with your roommate or your ex. Or else!"

But a summer spent off-campus in East Side Providence was long and
dreary. The neighborhood was deserted. My ex was one of the few stu-
dents hanging around, and she was at loose ends also. I didn't have any
feelings for her anymore, but we threw caution to the wind one night
and disregarded the taboo. Yep, we fooled around.

It was very disappointing. Not much fun at all. Memories of great sex
didn't translate into much after emotional excitement had been subtrac-
ted from the equation. Quite a lesson for me in sexual chemistry.

And of course our fling came out in the wash once the school year
started. Oh, I got punished hard for transgressing that law!

* ok % X X

I took most of my junior year abroad. My girlfriend and I thought it
best to separate while I was gone-just in case an opportunity arose.

I flew off and traveled the Middle East. For months I was constantly
surrounded by men. Men and boys. Their wives and daughters were all
locked up indoors, out of view.
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When I finally returned to Rhode Island, I got back together with my
girl. She was quite impressed with my new set of kibbutznik pectorals!
But I kept getting this odd suspicion that, while I was gone, an opportun-
ity had indeed arisen. That she had been doing the whole hockey team!
One day while she was out, I could not contain my curiosity one second
longer. I did the unthinkable, the forbidden.

It's true: I flipped through her diary. Lord, was I ever sorry I did. For
while the cat had been away, the mice had indeed played! So many dif-
ferent guys, she needed a diary just to keep track! She had even joined
the mile high club while I was overseas living like a chaste monk.

I was devastated! The ugly green monster was born. It gnawed at my
guts, around the clock, like the larva of an ichneumon wasp chewing up
the insides of its caterpillar host. Meanwhile, I couldn't breathe a word
without incriminating myself.

Jealousy utterly consumed me for three long weeks-until the day I
awoke and realized that I had been reduced to a pathetic shell. I saw that
the person putting me through all this hell and misery was not her, it
was me. ME!! Jealousy was just my own insecurity!

I further came to understand that I wasn't jealous of her other men. I
was envious of her social charms and her seduction skills. I was envious
of her ability to score at will!

Still, I decided that I had suffered enough in the previous three weeks.
With a colossal effort of will, I put it all behind me and I resolved: Never
again will I torture myself like this. Never!

The last year of our relationship was a maelstrom. I was trying desper-
ately to edge my way out. She made damn sure to block all my exits. If
ever I started to chat up a new girl on the other side of campus, she
psychically picked up on it. Somehow she knew what I was trying to
pull, and I'd get the 3rd degree. She was like a black witch and far too
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powerful for little old me to handle. There never seemed to be a good
time to break it off, and she aimed to keep it that way.

I did manage to end it with her one afternoon in my last semester.
That instantly put the spring back in my step. I was suddenly in a great
mood: what relief one quick taste of freedom could be! I hit a party that
spring weekend and even seduced a lovely girl whom I met on the dance
floor. I felt like a new man. I felt the sun shining on me again!

My prison break was short lived.

The ex was heading into hospital for a short visit to get a small but
painful cyst removed. I was the one she expected to nurse her back to
health at home. Instead I had gone and broken up with her, ruining her
entire plan! She felt crossed, betrayed. She got on the horn and quickly
turned all of our mutual friends against me, manipulating with guilt.
They in turn ganged up on me and forced me to grovel back to the queen
on my hands and knees, begging for her forgiveness...

I don't know exactly what she told our friends, but they continued
backing away from me even after their peer pressure coup-leaving me
stranded with no confidantes. No confidence either: my spine had been
reduced to jelly.

It wasn't until I landed my own apartment in Brooklyn after college
that I finally summoned wup enough spine to terminate this
pseudo-‘marriage’.

And I cried for two days before even realizing that I wasn't sad. I was
ecstatic! The four year long knot that had been tied in my stomach
quickly melted away, proving to me that it hadn't been a normal sensa-
tion all this time.

Woo-hoo! I was a free man again! Were there indeed other fish out
there in the sea, as people had often advised me? Only one way to find
out. Go fishing!
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* % X ok %

There was a pretty Italian secretary who worked down the hall from
me in Manhattan. She batted her long eyelashes bashfully when I passed,
but I couldn't find the balls to ask her out. Not until the day I quit my job
in that building. I would be safely out of detonation range if, after I
rolled the dice, it went over badly. So I scribbled down my digits, put
them on her desk, and hurried out in case it all blew up in my face.

To my surprise, she called me! We went out on a date. She got very
flirty over dinner. She took me back to her place: an art deco, one-bed-
room apartment in a doorman building.

Soon she had the bathroom all lit up with candles... and me soaking in
the tub. Like in Hollywood movies, she materialized nude and tipsy in
the doorway. Then she just climbed on into the bath and made love to
me. What could I do? Resist? Not likely. I swallowed her bait: hook, line
and sinker. Now here was a real sexpot!

How could I know it was all a brave front? How could I know that she
would never strip her clothes off in front of a man without getting drunk
on liquid courage first? How could I know about her anorexia-bulimia?
How could I know her Catholic parents had treated her like worthless
dirt while placing her brother high on a golden pedestal? How could 1
know that a ‘friend’ of hers only two weeks before had date-raped her?

How could I know that she was walking wounded and years of therapy
hadn't helped much?

I couldn't know. I wasn't psychic. Those stories would have to emerge
over time, once I had become a committed, trustworthy partner.

Perhaps we were on a spiritual journey and I was her protector while
she nursed her broken wings. Through her, I was being called to ac-
knowledge the importance of sexual injuries, of the need for healing. I
was entering a different phase of my sex education.
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Apparently a woman's body doesn't always work according to the
factory specs. The nipples and clitoris, for example. Those areas that
were supposed to supply sexual joy and ecstasy to a woman's soul, she
had made them strictly taboo.

"Never touch them, please! Never kiss them, or lick them. They're
much too sensitive. Borderline painful," she exclaimed, as if she were
painfully over-sensitive in general.

I couldn't believe my ears. How was her lover supposed to operate
within such restrictions? She had obviously made a decision: she did not
deserve any pleasure in life. And she had somehow rewired her sexual
nervous system to enshrine that fact.

Intercourse was no erotic thrill ride for her, either. No more than a
very intimate hug. So our encounters revolved entirely around my own
satisfaction, with precious little feedback from her. Sometimes I felt like I
was just masturbating inside another person's body. I mean, if she wasn't
turned on, didn't that make me a rapist? How could I even turn on a lady
with this much baggage? I couldn't! I even suspected I was absorbing her
hang-ups, and that wasn't cool.

On the other hand, I was learning. I could connect a few of the dots. I
could see how the Catholic Church had fucked her up! And fucked up
her parents, too. I could see how depriving women of sexual pleasure
was integral to Big Religion's mind control system. Destroy a woman's
root chakra: that created submission, and this submission would get
passed down domestically from mother to daughter. Like an evil gene of
female unworthiness.

Just as had probably happened in my own Catholic ancestry.

Her inferiority complex meant that she was constantly terrified. Afraid
of being just a stepping stone. And this fear surged outward sometimes.
It didn't manifest as angry-jealous wildfires. It revealed itself as weepy-
jealous tidal waves... especially after a couple of glasses of her favorite

bubbly.
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To be fair to her, she wasn't 100% timid. She gave me a BJ in the last
car of the A train for a minute one night... until we were interrupted.
And she did rope me into posing with her for black and white nude
photographs.

"l want something to look back on when I'm old and fat and gray so I
can remember," she explained cheerily.

We visited the studio of a friend of hers and stripped down. For half
an hour we got misted with a spritzer as we froze in many combined
poses. By then we were both pretty comfortable... and I was feeling mis-
chievous. All that body contact and rolling around, you know. The
gleam in my eye quite unnerved her friend, the photographer lady, who
was prim and proper in an artsy fartsy way. She pulled the plug on our
shoot just before we could start acting out anything too kinky!

My girlfriend and I did walk away with some sweet shots of our ro-
mance that day, but we both knew that we were not really on the same
path. She longed for traditional white picket fences and 2.5 kids in the
yard, and of course therapy. I was already married to Music, but this
point was something she just didn't get. She was always afraid of being
discarded for another woman. Without any provocation from me, she
harped on her fears so frequently and so hysterically, that eventually, I
couldn't take the stress any more.

I dissolved our connection. And that, my friends, is exactly how self-
fulfilling prophecies work.

* % X ok %

Where does a guy go for relief? Manhattan had porn theatres on 42nd
street and peep show booths and magazine vendors and oodles of sexy
vices to go around. I visited a Live Sex Show once. On 7th Avenue, 1
think it was. The last of those venues to get shut down. It was quite an
experience.
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First of all, a warm-up dancer came out. Did her bump and grind.
Then an older Latina stripper came onstage and her act involved puffing
on lit cigarettes with her mouth... and her vagina. The members of the
audience applauded politely. Impatiently. I spotted a gaggle of Japanese
tourists all packed into the right side of the front row, like they knew
more than I about what was coming next.

The main act finally began. Two fine black models slinked onto the
stage. Oh, this was going to be good! He, a muscular god; she, a tall sleek
goddess with hair extensions. I felt lucky to even be there.

A shabby mattress lay on the stage floor by the Japanese, but that
didn't matter to me. Every movement the actors did was choreographed
to look graceful. Obviously they both had stripper backgrounds and
some dance training. They got around to laying down.

Like a good gentleman, he warmed her up for many minutes with his
tongue. Then they switched it up. She strove to do the same on his long
horn of manhood, while lying on her belly, bumping her pumps against
her tight ass.

They were both surprisingly quiet. In fact, you could hear a pin drop
in there.

And when it was time for fucking, she grabbed a couple of fingers of
Vaseline and lubed herself up. Was that because he was too big? Or was it
because she wasn't very turned on? Or was this just a normal procedure for
some women? Who knew?

She lay back and he plunged into her pussy. Live Sex indeed. No fak-
ing here! He stroked away like he was a gymnast going for the gold. She
writhed appropriately like an MTV video vixen.

They switched positions a few more times, that gorgeous pair. In fact, I
couldn't help stroking along to the shenanigans. There was no cum shot
to signal the finale of the mating dance. They just stopped after awhile
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and stood up together. The pair bowed to surprisingly loud applause. It
was suddenly just a regular Broadway show that happened to star two
nude actors! They smiled coyly and skipped off behind the curtains.

I hadn't noticed the petite woman who had slipped down my row.
Who now sat down next to me, leaning her tits up against my shoulder
and trying to put her hand on my jacket-covered hard-on.

For hookers, fishing for clients after a show must have been easy. I'm
sure many men succumbed. But I was a voyeur, not a john. Big
difference!

"Looks like you could use some company there, sugar. Whaddya say?"
she whispered softly into my ear.

Man, I almost jumped through the ceiling! I jetted out of that theater as
fast as if the vice squad itself were after my ass.

* % X ok %

I vowed not to get hooked up to any more women with sexual hang-
ups. I was still young and full of sexual vigor, so I ran my flag proudly
up my flagpole. I dressed colorfully, outlandishly. I rode a motorcycle. I
wasn't bad looking. I deserved to reel in some true happiness, didn’t 17

A year later, the Universe let me cross paths with an equally colorful
woman from Brooklyn. A redhead who was into music just as much as I
was. The electricity between us was crackling, palpable. It could all have
been perfect.

Except for the fact that she was married with a 10-year old son.

We flirted carefully during business hours. A couple of months passed
and I couldn't stand holding myself back any longer. I invited this athlet-
ic MILF back to my place one evening... and I rolled the dice. By God, 1
pounced. And... it worked! My first completely successful seduction
with mutual chemistry! Nothing short of a miracle.
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We quickly succumbed to our deepest need for each other. Oh my
goodness gracious. She had no sexual inhibitions at all. We were each
other's fantasies, incarnate. She praised me up like a god, probably be-
cause I was only her second lover. She also discovered that she could or-
gasm repeatedly, far into the morning hours until she had to drive home,
exhausted, with a new alibi in hand.

I fell head over heels. Madly, crazily, stupidly. She was all I could
think about and fortunately, she was cuckoo for me too. Ironic that my
intimacy with this ‘adultress' took me right through the doors of Heaven,
sometimes melting into the White Light...

"You know this relationship of yours is doomed."

A wise friend of mine was warning me to bail out. I tried to block out
that advice. How could Love be wrong? Follow your heart, right? I
didn't have a problem sharing her with another man. Was he jealous? 1
didn't know. Their marriage was on the rocks anyway. She definitely de-
served some appreciation too, just as much as I did. Happiness! It was al-
most too good to be true.

From another point of view, of course, none of it was true. It was all
false, because it was cheating. I was just the slimeball opportunist, the
backdoor man. There was no legal place for such a usurper in the eyes of
her extended Italian family, all raised as Catholics. No such thing as a
mistress, or a lover on the side, or an open relationship. No way!

We obviously had to operate like spies. Undercover. Very, very
carefully.

However, by taking this chance with me, by allowing herself to be ex-
alted through my love, she showed a willingness to extricate herself from
Catholic brainwashing. 1 felt that was a great sign for our future
prospects.
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I think her sister started to suspect us, although she never could dig up
any evidence. Does a twinkle in a person's eye count as evidence?
Indeed, gleaming brightly from a terribly big, joyful secret? Which added
to the thrill of our encounters... At first.

For me, Reality sank in very slowly.

As the months rolled by, it became harder and harder for her to sched-
ule me in. My lover had major duties and family obligations, naturally,
while all I had was a dull 9-5 and songwriting and anxious anticipation
of her calls. She was obligated to do a lot of last minute erasing, more
and more frequently until I felt that the hammer of the marriage god was
driving a slow wedge between us.

The strangest of reasons prevented our dates... or were they just ex-
cuses, knowing that our parting of ways would be inevitable?

Don’t wait for me. That had always been her fatalistic mantra. Along
with its self-deprecating corollary: You really should be with someone
younger than I am. I brushed those cute mantras off and told her to stop
worrying! That I didn't want anyone else.

But what did she actually need? She didn't want divorce. For the
child's sake... Would I step up as a surrogate father if she did get di-
vorced? She knew I wasn't ready for that... Would her husband get cus-
tody if her unfaithfulness got uncovered one day? Probably.

How she must have felt torn! And trapped. Her choice in the end
probably boiled down to a mother's choice: she could either keep her
son, or keep me.

She went with the blood tie.

And so she told me goodbye! The worst heartbreak of my life was
looming. It would take me a couple of years to shake off that pain... and
that was well into my next major relationship.
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* %k % X X

Before that next relationship would begin, a major high school crush of
mine from ten years earlier abruptly crossed my path, now that I had a
studio apartment of my own. She had become an artist. Va-va-voom in a
Euro feminist kind of way. I was still so hot for her! I was a devout non-
drinker, but the only solution that sunny afternoon at my house that I
could foresee was to ply us both with alcohol.

Several drinks later, I was still in a knot, still couldn't blurt out my
crush. I took all day until after sunset when, out on my tiny balcony, I fi-
nally confessed to her how much I wanted to kiss her. And the strange
thing was: she melted right into my arms. But with her head thrown
backward, I realized she was a lot shorter than I thought.

"You're a great kisser. And a lot taller than I remember," she stated, ad-
miringly. As if, simultaneously, we had both realized that she was now
down off her impossibly high pedestal-the one I had put her on as an ad-
oring teenager. And this gave her permission to take a lower road.

We headed indoors quickly, straight for the futon sofa-bed. It was in
the upright position. (Still not properly fixed from an over-strenuous
romp earlier in the year with my ex. A bit rickety in fact.) Anyway, she
pushed me backward so I sat down in it. Then she pinned my hands
back against the futon, straddled me and started grinding her pelvis
through her thin jeans against mine. I could feel her hot lips radiating
through the fabric. My dream was about to come true!

I tried to touch her glorious melons. However she wrestled my hands
down, like she wanted me to focus on her grinding. Aha! The sexual
power game. I was loving that she knew what she wanted and felt con-
fident enough to just take it. I bared my teeth at her.

The phone rang. The message machine speaker clicked on. A male
voice began.
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It was her boyfriend. Her what? She had left my number over at their
apartment so that he could give her a reminder call about getting on that
last train back from Brooklyn...

NOOO! Why hadn't I disconnected the phone? As I cursed silently and
squirmed hopelessly, she hurried around the apartment, grabbing her
things. Out the door she ran.

[Years later she offered to visit me again. Overnight. Oh, you can just
imagine to where my eager mind flew. And yes, she did come. Just not
how I had hoped. As she breezed through my front door a second time,
she announced there was one thing I had to understand. "We're not go-
ing to be having sex," she pronounced with finality. Like an elbow block
thrown by a fullback that took me by surprise and bowled me right over.
Her body language backed it up, how the topic was no longer up for
debate.

For me, an excruciatingly sleepless night ensued: the forbidden fruit
was at last laying within my very own bed, for 7 near naked hours... yet
she was out cold, and no longer interested in my erotic potential. Ah
cruel, cruel Fate!]

I'd have a couple more one night stands, trying to slap a Band-Aid on
my aching heart.

A Latina secretary and model wannabe from my company was one
such long shot. She was very tall. She was so very indecisive that it com-
pletely flustered me. Stop, go, stop, go. Yes, no, yes, no, yes, no. I wasn't
used to this. What the hell do you want from me with all these silly mind
games, girl? 1 suspected she had a disease and was paranoid about not
passing it on, so when she finally said Let's Let's, we used lots and lots of
protection. But between all her hemming and hawing, my appetite evap-
orated! Once out of her padded bra, her chest was flat as an ironing
board. Not like that was her fault or anything. Let's just say I couldn't
quite appreciate the esthetic-my mind kept tricking me into seeing her as
a boy rather than as a tomboy. Too freaky for me!
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The next day we decided we were better off just flirting at work.

Similar situation with a witty redhead from work. We had flirted for
months. But as soon as the clothes were coming off, I found myself inch-
ing away! Her pubes were as spikey as a Brillo pad. Her breasts were
scary too: they each dangled like a tent from a single thumbtack... We
too decided that flirting was better.

Then there was a night I slept with a very down-to-earth girl from
western Pennsylvania. Her job was restoring copper street lamps. She
was a mellow sweetheart with a great body and no pretenses. A good
sport. She let me shave her, too! But we both knew that she lived much
too far away from me... I'd need other ways to fill my free time in
Brooklyn.

* % X ok %

Let me pause to recap. 15 years of periodic exposure to adult materials
had gone by. A reasonable question arises: how did such exposure affect
my sexual expectations?

Well, there's no short answer to that.

The illusionary candy of porn probably conditions one to stretch one's
definition of normalcy in certain directions. Directions like:

<
ul type="disc">
Gigantic penises are the norm

Being a voyeur and living out your fantasies vicariously instead of try-
ing to chat up an actual person, that's quite normal

Virginity is bad and it's abnormal (it's almost a disease that needs
curing)

Verbal seduction skills are abnormal. Look! Girls hardly need to be ro-
manced before they spring eagerly onto your cock
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Hassle-free sex is normal: no strings attached, no emotional downers,
no regrets, no ugly aftermath-that is all normal. (So it's Real Life that is
abnormal!)

Having a variety of concurrent sexual partners, that is perfectly
normal.

20 minute sex, that is sufficient and normal

Ever since movie soundtracks: loudly vocal sex is the norm
Stilettos in bed are, of course, perfectly normal

Depending on the video, cunnilingus seems to be not too common
Not mentioning or even caring about getting STDs is the norm

Sexual partners getting paid under the table or off-screen, that be-
comes the norm

Adult entertainment (.com) is basically free, and that's now seen as
normal

Male body hair is icky and considered abnormal
Untrimmed pubic hair is inexcusably abnormal

The athletic, pumped-up build of most adult performers is the yard-
stick to measure yourself against to check if you're anywhere near
normal.

* %k % X X

Is porn normal? Some of the argument about porn is not unlike that
over video game violence. Is a brutal video game an alternative world
that doesn't exist? Is it the cartoon version of a lifestyle that does exist?
Or is it a template to be imitated, one that you will make exist in real life?

My feeling is it depends very much on who's watching and what
mindset she brings to the table. Is the viewer the imitating kind (monkey
see, monkey do)? As long as she can distinguish in general between an il-
lusion and real life, I doubt that she's playing Grand Theft Auto and then
going out to steal cars and run over pedestrians.

Two players out of 100,000, however, might have built-in psycho-killer
tendencies. Playing a violent game might indeed add fuel to their
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psychotic fire... and who would know how hard they were stoking that
fire until it was too late?

However, all visual media are like that. They're very persuasive in
their eye-candy illusion. If a person watches too much of any channel,
she's going to absorb that channel's parameters and that channel's energy
as if those were the norm. Like the bling on BET, or the violence on Ex-
treme Cage Fighting, or the easy sex in porn videos.

Moderation in all things, as the Greeks used to say!

* % X ok %

Both genders can get body image issues from soaking up too much
porn. Just as they could get distorted from perusing too many beauty
magazines at Barnes & Noble. After all, everyone wants to feel sexually
attractive and no one enjoys feeling inadequate. It's a challenge not to
compare one's own equipment and performance against those idealized
models and actors who get hugely exposed, up on their publicized
platforms.

But comparisons are deadly. Too many self-deprecating comparisons
can destroy your self-esteem! Just don’t go there.

Of course, that's easier said than done.

After the Brooklyn girlfriend's goodbye, I escaped the city for a week-
end getaway in Nature with 3 male friends. To hell with women. Male
bonding! Bros before hos!

On a nice summer's day we explored a shady New England lake. It
was decided that it was skinny-dipping time... Uh oh. Flashbacks to middle
school shower time. I suddenly got so afraid of ‘shrinkage’ that I actually
separated from the pack and took the long way around the lake before
undressing. ("Oh, that crazy guy just HAS to do everything different.")
Then some fast penis-enlarging exercises behind a tree so I could emerge
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from the foliage into the public eye feeling normally hung, like a man.
Not like a boy.

Sliding all the way into the c-c-cold water, I discovered to my satisfac-
tion that one of my other white buddies had some shrinkage issues of his
own! But so what? Back at home he was used to defusing tension about
this subject with comedy.

"Curse of the Irish!" he'd grimace. "It's okay, though. Girth! Girth is
where it's at!"

We glanced carefully over at our black friend on the shore. Damn him.
No shrinkage problems there...

Still, I thought I was past all this measuring up silliness. I now knew
that my manhood was better than average size and plenty big enough
for its job: I now knew that I had only been suffering from skewed
perception-not unlike what anorexic girls develop. But I'd gotten past the
distortions, right? I had no problem being naked next to women in bed.
So why was I still ashamed of being inadequate in men's eyes, once the
usual clothing was taken away? (I hope it wasn't the horse-hung ex-
ample of pornography, like an impossible yardstick in their minds.)

* % X ok

4 months after the lamp-cleaning girl breezed past, I went on my first
ever blind date.

She was nicer than expected. A charming, slim Celtic moonchild with
a waterfall of wavy auburn hair. We shared a couple of drinks at a pub
near Central Park. I threw volleys of probing questions at her all night,
which she thought was too much like a police grilling, but hey, I was
kind of wary! I had been burned several times before. I had to know up-
front exactly where she was coming from. I reviewed the mental list of
experiences that I had no intention of repeating: No husband and kid off
in the wings. No manipulators. No sexual hang-ups. No suicidals.
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(Ah, the negative list: less helpful than writing a list of the qualities
you actually desire, but that was something I didn't yet know...)

This whimsical fairy lass fielded my questions quite well. Must have
passed my audition because eight years later we were still together!

After drinks, we did some kooky dancing over at the Limelight
nightclub until it was too late for her to catch a train home. So she
hopped on to the rear of my motorcycle and we headed straight to my
bed in Brooklyn. She was psyched to be rolling with a biker. We shagged
a few more times that week, my birthday week. Too bad it was also my
final week in New York City! I was in the middle of packing, ready to re-
locate to Philly.

And my colorful ex resurfaced during that same week. She wanted to
make contact with my body and soul again before it was too late... Hal-
lelujah! But now I only had every other evening open. It never rains but it
pours. (And how my cup did overflow!)

* % ok ¥ ok

Was my budding relationship going to be doomed by my departure? 1 took a
chance and invited the Celtic lass down to spend New Years Eve with
me in West Philly. That went great! All was not lost. She started visiting
by train every other weekend. We were having tons of fun together...
and we were falling in love as well. But it was expensive for her. She
needed to be rid of the pricey inter-city commute. She confidently
avowed that she could manage the world rock band I had since joined.
(The rocker's girlfriend-manager! That's a new one!)

After six months, she threw her NY job to the winds, just so we could
move in together.

Major commitment, that... This would be the first time I shared a lease
with a girlfriend.
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We scored an adorable little one bedroom in downtown Philadelphia.
A narrow brick courtyard behind us was lined with elms. 8-foot tall win-
dows let in floods of sunlight. Ornate moldings, chair rails, original dark
wood flooring. The neighborhood itself was picturesque, though not a
place to leave anything on a car seat: smash-and-grabs and broken car
windows were a nightly event. We didn't care though. The hoods respec-
ted my wheels, which came with a chrome kickstand and a V 2-stroke.

A year and a half later: after a brave run at breaking into the music
scene, I folded the band-along with my girlfriend's hopes of managing it.
At the same time she received an offer from a TV station across the Pond.
We were an RCH from decamping to Amsterdam, which would have
been awesome. Sadly, that didn't pan out. So we moved to the second
bohemian city on our top 10 list: San Francisco.

It would be more than another year before the skeletons started tum-
bling out of her closet.

My girlfriend announced one day that she was declaring bankruptcy.
Oh my. There had been a criminal husband in her past, you see. By going
off to jail, his mountain of debt had been shifted onto her shoulders, and
she was now crushed. Her financial world lay in ruins.

She hadn't told me this upfront because she didn't want to "scare me
away." Perhaps she didn’t want me to be able to make a fully informed decision
either.

Her adoptive parents were beyond furious about this fall from grace.
They totally disowned her over the debacle. Were adoptive parents even al-
lowed to do that? And they stuck to their guns afterward: they never
talked to her again! Not even once. Unsurprisingly, my girlfriend sank
into a number of depressions and would stay swirling down there, usu-
ally around holiday time. The one feather in her cap was the discovery
that she had been born in a psychiatric hospital. For her, this fact seemed
to explain SO many things. It became her reverse badge of pride.
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Meanwhile, I was living as a neo-hippie and wondering if open rela-
tionships might be more fun than the traditional, closed kind. (Was this
the influence of porn? Or was this the influence of San Francisco? Or was
this just intuiting that my girlfriend had some-thing even more drastic
than bankruptcy on her mind?)

She did. This was the moment that she decided she wanted... a baby!

She did get pregnant too.

"There's a special soul I have been nominated to bring into the world!
He's going to be the next avatar! The next world savior!" she raved
around the apartment.

"You sound nuts, ya know." I shook my head. "Who is going to pay
this kid's way? Food, clothes, diapers? Daycare? Will you? Look, honey,
we're barely solvent as is."

"Unbeliever! Infidel! Don't you know that a way will be shown?"

No, I didn't. I wasn't relishing the whole Mary/Joseph axis of her reas-
oning. After discussing it further with our feet planted more firmly on
the ground, she realized I wasn't going to get dragged into anything I
didn't want... Instead, we had a medical problem to face. We couldn't
splurge on an abortion so, ever-resourceful, she went ahead and did
something quite amazing. She prayed. She summoned the spirit doc-
tors... and the spirits responded by precipitating a free miscarriage for
her, right on cue!

She knelt on the kitchen floor afterward. She wept horribly once that
deed was taken care of. Apparently saying goodbye to the soul in ques-
tion. I just sat off to the side in my basket rockingchair thinking Damn!
This sure is wacky, wacky stuff.
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As for evolving into an open relationship? She wasn't excited to get
dragged into anything she didn't want to do, anymore than I was. Maybe
if