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Alessia Brio
Coming Together is a labor of love conceived online in the Literotica.com® Author's Hangout. It is the product of many hours of collaboration between some very talented individuals who have (ahem) "come together" to produce a series of scintillating erotic cocktails with an altruistic kink.
The first volume hit the self-published cyber shelves of Café Press in June 2005. To date, the Coming Together team has compiled six collections, five of which are now available from traditional publishers. Coming Together: For the Cure is the first to result from an open call, and I am thrilled with and humbled by both the quantity and quality of the submissions received.
In each volume, the reader may partake of a variety of intoxicating erotic spirits: romance, both hetero- and homosexual romps, group sex, humor, BDSM, anal sex, fantasy, and fetish. While each individual ingredient may not suit the tastes of every reader, the savory combination of flavors is sure to stir every imagination.
Note, however, that these pages may contain stories in which the characters do not practice safe sex. Everyone involved with the publication of Coming Together encourages its readers to act responsibly and to take appropriate precautions against both unwanted pregnancy and the transmission of disease.
All proceeds from the sale of this special edition of Coming Together will be donated to Susan G. Komen for the Cure (komen.org) to fund research toward the prevention of and cure for breast cancer.
So, join me in a toast: to sex. Bottoms up!
Chelsea Summers
My grandmother had breast cancer in the late 1950s. It was just one flavor of an extended buffet of cancer that my grandmother suffered; she'd had skin cancer too, due to being treated with radiation for her acne in the twenties. She'd had part of her nose and part of her lips removed because of malignant tumors. In that operation, she'd had skin drawn up from her chest like a sheet, like Bazooka Joe's turtleneck, to provide tissue for the graft that would replace the cancerous skin she lost.
My grandmother would, after that skin cancer, retain a vampiric pallor. She eschewed the sun, hiding her face under giant bonnets and her body in long-sleeved garments, even in summer. She would apply her blood-red lipstick with a little brush that rotated magically out a slender gold cylinder. She always felt self-conscious about her loss of lips. The vermillion, she would say, cannot be replaced, and then she would close her compact with a snap. (She would be pleased to know that now it can. Now they replace the red of the lips—the vermillion—with other mucous membranes. It helps if the patients are women, for today doctors just replace one set of lips with the other.)
When my youngest uncle was around eight, and about four years before I was born, my grandmother found out that she had breast cancer. In those days, a radical mastectomy lived up to its name: not only did oncologists remove the breast in its entirety, but they also removed the pectoral muscle underneath it. The operation left the woman not merely breastless as an Amazon, but also weak, unable to lift her arm, much less a spear.
I had known from a very young age about my grandmother's cancer operations, just as I had known about how my grandfather had had scarlet fever that led to his partial loss of hearing. My family was medically inclined, and we discussed every disease in explicit terms. There was no sugar-coating of illnesses or of bodily processes. We did not believe in euphemism.
I had held my grandmother's prosthetic bras and wondered at them, just as I had held her tiny lipstick brush and wondered at it. They seemed both alien, because of the specificity of their purpose, and familiar, because they smelled like my grandmother, or she like them. In any case, she and they were inseparable in my young mind. It was all powdery smelling like the Heaven Scent in her bathroom.
My grandmother suffered a winding string of losses in her life—parts of her face, her one breast, her husband—but over her life she learned to enjoy pleasure. After my grandmother became single, she took up dancing and strawberry daiquiris. She went ballooning. She started dating. It became not unusual to arrive at her house on a weekend and see a hand-lettered sign printed on a pantyhose cardboard that read "Do Not Disturb."
She told a story that she was making out with a new boyfriend. She whispered to him that one of her breasts was prosthetic. Not missing a make-out beat he replied, "Just tell me which one, and I'll concentrate on the other." She was delighted.
When I was 21, my grandmother had a series of heart problems. At first, she had a heart attack, and this precipitated an open-heart surgery. My mother was white-lipped with the stress, but I took it in stride. I called my grandmother in the hospital and asked her what she would want me to bring her. She told me that she wanted some copies of Playboy and Penthouse because she "wanted to see girls with whole bodies." I didn't really understand her request, but I complied.
I bought them, and I felt happy that I could do something for her that my mother could not. It was, apparently, inappropriate to ask one's daughter to bring porn to you in the hospital, though it was equally appropriate to ask one's granddaughter, or to ask me at any rate, and so I did bring the magazines, demurely shrouded in a brown paper wrapper.
It was, that visit, there in the yellowy-lit hospital room, the one and only time I ever saw my grandmother's mastectomy scars. My grandmother, looking very frail and small on her big bed, asked me to rub cocoa butter on her new scar from her open-heart surgery. She slowly peeled down her hospital johnny, revealing her angry red vertical incision that divided a white flat expanse of chest on her left from a breast that looked a lot like my mom's breasts on her right.
I'd always had a fear/fascination with that missing breast. Like the way that Freud's uncanny draws a person in with its inescapable misplacement, I was a girl equally drawn in and repelled by that space. As it turned out, it was… nothing. Just skin. And not scary. Just skin.
I spread the cocoa butter on the scar, chatted for a while with my grandmother, and left to go do something I undoubtedly then felt was infinitely more important, though now I don't recall what it was.
A few months later, my grandmother died from a stroke. After her death, we found a giant dildo wrapped in a Chivas Regal bag under a pile of her Orlon cardigans. We also found a packet of every drawing, every book I'd written, every card and every letter, bound carefully together with a piece of string. I don't know what happened to either the dildo or the packet.
My grandmother taught me many things, many too many to enumerate here, and many too tiny and trite to mention. Some things she did teach me—and they weren't things she intended to teach me—were that beauty is where you find it, that joy is when you make it, and life is what you make of it. Most importantly, she taught me that bodies, conventionally whole or interestingly missing, are nothing to fear.
I think my grandmother would be deeply pleased to see a collection of erotica like Coming Together—a compendium of stories rich and diverse that both celebrates pleasure and helps people with cancer. I think that even more she'd enjoy the implicit message that these stories, this book, and your purchase of it implies: that pleasure, especially physical pleasure, is a basic human right.
In my grandmother's stead, I thank you for buying this book, and in her name, I urge you to enjoy it—and your bodies—thoroughly.
kissykiss,
Chelsea Summers
pretty-dumb-things.com
chelseasummers.com
Alessia Brio
Once upon a time, I hated my tits. Loathed them with a passion bordering on obsession. I envied girls with pert, perky breasts even as I acknowledged that teeny tiny boobs would completely unbalance my figure. My hips needed their substantial neighbors to the north. Without a full set of knockers, my broad backside would overwhelm my frame. Even so, I hated them.
I wanted to go braless without causing automobile accidents, without drawing stern glances from holier-than-thou church ladies, without having my chest addressed as if it'd achieved sentience. I wanted to be able to jog without pain. I wanted freedom from underwires.
I wanted these things before I even turned fourteen.
In the seventh grade, between Mrs. Platt's third period social studies class and Mr. Wilson's fourth period math class, my tits erupted from the unbroken landscape of my torso. Just like that. I swear it seemed that sudden. I don't recall ever wearing a bra smaller than a C cup.
Billy Robinson was the first boy I allowed to touch them. What he lacked in finesse, he made up for in height. As the only one of my classmates taller than I, although barely so, he received the bulk of my nascent sexual attentions.
I didn't consider it a big deal, really. I simply considered it something to endure. He, on the other hand, considered it so big a deal that he told Tommy Crawford who told Keith Gallagher who told the entire locker room after gym class on a fateful Friday afternoon in October.
By Monday morning, I was the biggest slut ever to attend Edgewood Middle School.
By Monday afternoon, I wanted to die.
My tits were nothing but trouble.
* * *
High school brought even bigger tits and, with them, even bigger trouble. If a sports bra existed that could adequately muzzle my mammary glands, I sure as hell couldn't find it. And, believe me, I tried. Years later, I learned that I was largely responsible for the record-setting attendance at the girls' varsity basketball games. The team sucked, but my chest had its own cheering squad.
In my sophomore year, my nipples woke up. Kurt Taylor's oral fixation deserves an honorable mention for that. Although masturbation and I had been well acquainted for several years, until that time, sexual stimulation had not involved my nipples. I attribute the lack of erogenous awareness to my innate rebellious nature. I resented my tits, therefore I refused even subconscious acceptance of their potential for pleasure.
At that age, most of the boys were content to cop a feel. Kurt, however, set his sights on a bigger prize. He believed—quite accurately, as a matter of fact—that the key to my pants could be found in my bra. To this very day, a good finger fucking coupled with nipple sucking can bring me to orgasm faster than anything that doesn't require batteries.
Yes, that includes cunnilingus.
Kurt worshipped my breasts. I mean, he paid them serious homage with his agile tongue. Unfortunately, Kurt's family moved to Des Moines just before Thanksgiving. I missed him, but I missed his mouth far more. It took me almost five years to find another guy who didn't skimp on the proper adoration of my endowments.
I considered it an audition, of sorts. A test. If he couldn't please me above the waist, odds were good he wouldn't please me below it. That approach served me well until I got to college. I learned many things in college. Perhaps ten percent of that learning stemmed from the courses I took. The rest consisted of life lessons.
I hope you don't mind if I babble while you work. It takes my mind off the pain. What you're doing doesn't hurt a bit. The scar tissue is mostly numb. I'm talking about the emotional pain.
* * *
College expanded my horizons; no doubt about that. Just not in the ways one typically associates with "higher education." The freshman dormitories, a mandatory residence for all incoming students, opened my eyes to the wonders of sex with another woman. I surprised myself, really, because until that year I'd never had the first inkling of an attraction to anyone of my own gender.
No boys were allowed in the rooms—ever—and they were only allowed in the chaperoned social lounge on the first floor until ten o'clock on weeknights; midnight on weekends. The strictly monitored curfews forced a randy gaggle of girls to find creative ways to satisfy our needs. I'm sure the architects of Harlan Hall intended the communal showers to be an efficient feature, but we enjoyed them for far different reasons.
I can still feel Bethany Clarkson's delicate hands soaping my breasts as the warm water ran over my shoulders. Jennifer—and I'll be damned if I can remember her last name—had a hearty fascination with my ass, which I found highly amusing at the time. In my lifetime, few lovers have ever worshipped that part of my anatomy, opting instead to dote on my more impressive accoutrements.
These days, my posterior would welcome some attention. Know what I mean? Anal sex wasn't really on the radar back in those days. It was the exception, even in porn. I, of course, had to try it. I had to try everything. I wanted to make sure I wasn't missing out on something spectacular. But, that wasn't until years later. That fateful year—1982—was the year of my experimentation with girls, and it's an "experiment" that has never totally ended. I suppose that makes me bisexual, although I abhor labels.
If I'd tell a male lover I was bisexual, he immediately assumed I wanted to have a threesome with whoever caught his fancy. I dumped quite a few guys who just couldn't get it through their thick skulls that I wanted to be their primary focus of attention. I didn't want to share all the time—or even half or a third of the time. The occasional ménage a trios suited me just fine, but I didn't look at every woman as a candidate for group sex like the guys I dated tended to do. Eventually, I just stopped sharing that side of myself with men. But, anyway, back to the showers…
Oddly enough, what transpired in those showers, stayed in the showers. There was never a mention of it elsewhere and, as far as I know, none of the antics ever spilled over into the dormitory rooms. Hell, I barely spoke to Jennifer and Bethany when we had clothes on, and our conversations in the showers—if they can accurately be described as such—consisted of monosyllabic imperatives, if we spoke any intelligible words at all.
If the campus authorities knew of it, they certainly did nothing to curtail it. What could they do, really? Chaperone the showers? Perhaps they didn't want to open that particular can of worms. It wasn't an Ivy League school, but it sure wanted to be. It avoided scandal if humanly possible, which is a large part of the reason I transferred. I just couldn't stand the pressure to conform.
Of course, those candid wet t-shirt contest photos that surfaced in a Playboy article about spring break in Fort Lauderdale didn't help my standing in the eyes of the holier-than-thou administration. I recognized the writing on the proverbial ivy-covered wall, packed my wet t-shirts, and moved to a much bigger campus.
At the university, my exploits made me a bit of a celebrity. I even did some pole dancing on the weekends for beer money. While I missed the communal showers, I adored the co-ed dorms and the absence of any form of restrictions on who—or how many—we could entertain in our rooms.
That's where I met Carl. I'll tell you about him next time.
* * *
Okay, where was I? Ah, yes… Carl. Let's just say that Carl and I had a rather rocky start. He walked up to me at a frat party and said, "Show me your tits." I dumped my beer over his head. Didn't see him again for several weeks, although I did receive a bouquet of wildflowers the following Monday with a note that read: I deserved that. I apologize for being a jerk.
No signature, and seeing as how I didn't know his name, I just shrugged it off and went on about my business. My business that semester was The New Religion of Technocracy, an elective that was kicking my ass. I told myself repeatedly not to worry about an elective, but something in my nature made me determined to ace that particular course. I wanted to impress the professor, but the only thing he seemed impressed with was—you guessed it—my tits.
I bumped into Carl at a pub on St. Patrick's Day. Well, actually, that's not quite true. I saw him from a distance, and I watched him for most of the evening before I picked him up, took him home, and fucked him until he couldn't remember his name—a name which I still did not know. It made introductions difficult, but while his beautiful cock was sliding between my lubed tits and brushing ever-so-invitingly against my lips, I couldn't have cared less.
Y'see, he and his buddy were on the prowl, and his buddy was trying to take advantage of a PYT who'd had way too much to drink. Carl impressed me by having the bartender call her a cab. Over his buddy's protests, he helped the inebriated girl into the taxi and gave the driver her address. Upon his return, said buddy landed a right hook that knocked Carl into a puddle of spilled green beer.
He took my outstretched hand and pulled himself to his feet before noticing who'd come to his aid, then a grin split his rugged features. He winked at me, but did not speak. The rest, as they say, is history. Carl's the man who dropped me off here last week. I really should've married him. Lord knows, he proposed enough times. Not quite sure why he's put up with me all these years, but he's a treasured friend.
I know I probably broke his heart umpteen times. It's not that I don't love him. I do. But every time he reached out to me in that way, trying to formalize our relationship, I balked. I had other responsibilities, other priorities, and—let's face it—I was just too damned scared to make the leap.
Our sex was phenomenal, though. I miss it. Oh, I'm invited to crawl between him and his partner every now and then, but it's just not the same as what we once shared. Still, he puts Kurt Taylor to shame when it comes to adoring my—
Fuck! I forget they're gone sometimes, y'know? It's only been six months. I'll be breezing through my day like nothing's changed and then…WHAM! It'll hit me. That's part of the reason I'm here; part of my healing process.
Anyway, the first time Carl proposed, I was twenty-seven. I hated being twenty-seven. It took too long to say. Four syllables. The first number with four syllables. Made me feel old. Thirty didn't bother me. Neither did forty. Twenty-seven? Yeah, it bothered me.
My closest friends urged me to accept; to marry him. Everyone I confided in gave me advice I didn't want to hear. I should've listened to them. Instead, I turned to my "tape recorder friend"—the one who I knew would tell me what I wanted to hear. Might as well have talked to a mirror, but validation was important to me at that time in my life. Soothing words for my tormented soul. The others, some of whom were also Carl's friends, I chose to discount, convinced that they didn't—perhaps couldn't—really have my best interests at heart. Big mistake. Huge. I don't have many regrets in this life. That one tops the list, and there's not a close second.
I didn't consult anyone about foregoing reconstruction, though. I felt it was a decision I needed to make alone, and there wasn't a shred of indecision. I don't want fake tits that I can't even feel.
We've got one, maybe two, more sessions, right? It's looking fantastic. This is so much better for me than that counselor the hospital recommended.
* * *
So, for the next fifteen years or so, Carl and I were basically friends with benefits. We each fell in and out of love half a dozen times, once or twice with each other, and always helped one another pick up the pieces and move on with this thing called life. Electric word, life. It means forever, and that's a mighty long time. Only it doesn't mean forever, does it? It means now. It means here. Today. Tomorrow you could get whacked, and your electric life will be over.
You could get whacked by a heart attack or AIDS or… breast cancer. Puts things in perspective, y'know?
I didn't tell anyone at first, not even Carl. It made me feel like damaged goods. I pushed lovers away from my tits. I was being betrayed from the inside out. My libido went into a deep hibernation that even my vibrator couldn't rouse. I focused on giving because it was the only way I could receive. I took with my mouth.
I cried on Angela's chest. Her breasts were beautiful. Full and firm with dark nipples that tightened so deliciously under my tongue. I loved them and hated them at the same time. I prayed that hers would never betray her as mine had done, and yet I longed for someone with whom to relate—someone close to me who was experiencing the same.
Those support groups did nothing for me. Strangers. I couldn't take comfort from them, no matter how sincere their overtures. And I couldn't give comfort when my own well was dry.
Eventually, it became impossible to hide my… my shame. Yes, I was actually ashamed. Not only was my body corrupted, but the treatments made it weak. I needed help for the simplest of things. I understood then why the elderly clung to the threads of their dignity.
I assembled my closest friends under the pretense of a dinner party and told them all at the same time. I didn't want to have to do it more than once, and I wanted them to have one another. We had a little Q&A and got stoned. I didn't sugar coat the news. It turned into a sleepover with blankets spread on the living room floor and a tangle of bodies holding me in a loving cocoon. I'd had months to acclimate. They were still shell shocked.
They stuck it out with me, though. Every one of them. I was not a pleasant person that year, but they never missed a beat. I had rides to chemo, meals prepared when I was too weak to even stand in the kitchen long enough to microwave leftovers, movie nights on my sofa when I didn't want to go out in public with my bald head, and shoulders to cry on when it just got too overwhelming.
I know they were in pain, but they never let me see it. At least, not until the day I brought home the news that the treatments hadn't worked. I scheduled the surgery, and they scrambled to further bend their lives around my needs. Angela moved in with me for a few weeks until I felt strong enough to care for myself. Her lover left her during that time, but I didn't learn of it until months later.
Carl was a rock, and his wife, a saint. I essentially had a loaner husband, and it made me realize how short-sighted I'd been to take him for granted. The what-ifs plagued my dreams. I would never experience the joy of nursing a child. It made me unbearably sad.
My tits were—even in absentia—nothing but trouble. I thought back to seventh grade and the disgust I felt when they erupted in a blaze of hormonal glory. It was very similar to the disgust I felt when I was diagnosed and the disgust I felt at the thought of losing them. I wondered if I'd ever feel good about myself again.
* * *
We'll finish today, right? Damn, I'm gonna miss these weekly sessions. Guess I'll tell you about my last night with tits, then.
Carl took me to my favorite restaurant—Hibachi—for dinner, then we went back to my place with dessert from The Cheesecake Factory and a handful of DVDs. There were fresh flowers all over my condo when we got there. Wildflowers, just like that first bouquet. We watched The Princess Bride and History of the World, Part I. We fed one another with our fingers, and I punctuated the evening with random fits of sobbing.
He didn't ask me what was wrong or expect me to explain my tears. He just held me and waited it out. When I stopped, he'd pick up where we left off. I told him about the surgery and how I'd opted not to have reconstruction. I told him how I'd never again experience the rush of having my nipples bitten, never again feel my clit throb from a mouth tugging my nipples to hardness.
I apologized for not marrying him, and he cried. We cried. I shouldn't have taken pleasure in that, but I did. It warmed me to know that after all these years, he still considers me his soul mate. His wife is a wonderful woman, and they are a terrific team. I've enjoyed the times they've invited me into their bed. But we both knew—all three of us knew, really—that their passion wasn't anywhere near what Carl and I shared.
The surgery would take everything, including my nipples. I'd been informed that I would only be able to feel pressure through the scars. No other sensation. I told him my plans for tattooing my chest, decorating myself in defiance. He raised an eyebrow but knew better than to question my decision.
Around midnight, Carl took my beer out of my hand, winked at me through his tears, and said, "Show me your tits."
I laughed then, a hearty, healthy laugh. But, I also took off my shirt and removed my bra.
Carl adored my tits one last time. Wet with both his saliva and his tears, I savored the rasp of his tongue, and before I'd allowed myself to think, my long lost libido began to awaken. The currents of passion flooded through my veins, pooling in my sex. His teeth scraped and nipped, pulled and pinched.
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