Explicitly sexual, though never crude, R. LeBeaux’s new novel, Barbara, is both heart wrenching and spiritually uplifting. Through page after page, the word that kept coming to my mind was, "real." These people are real. As one who grew up in the 1960's in Florida, I often felt I had been one of these people out there on the beach discussing God, the world and everything. As I remember, we were quite certain we had the answers—if not all, at least a good many more than the "clueless" generation that preceded us. This novel is a triumphant portrayal of all that is beautiful about sexual intimacy, love and respect, even when—perhaps especially when—experienced for the first time by unspoiled innocents. I couldn't put it down until the last page. I envy all who still have the reading of Barbara ahead of them... Enjoy.
- The Reverend Dr. Angeline Theisen
What a rumbustious, rollicking, sweet holy monster of a book! I admit that what I thought I was getting when I first started reading was “Orgasms I Have Known,” but what I encountered instead – and what held me spellbound – was the story of a man’s search for self-knowledge through intimacy. This is some of the most compulsive reading I’ve had in quite a few years. I literally couldn’t wait to see what would befall Tom next, thanks to the book’s cast of endearing and lovingly-rendered female characters. And while our hero does indeed grow sadder as he becomes wiser, there is an underlying celebration of life in all its untidy, awful and exuberantly glorious aspects that keeps the proceedings from becoming maudlin. This is an uncommonly rich reading experience.
- Burt Kempner—Wordtender, writer for Screen, Stage & Page
Barbara is an erotically provocative novel that wrings emotion from every pore. Tom, the protagonist, has decades to come to terms with his conflicts and confusions, but the reader gets it all in one mighty wallop. A must read!!
- Elaine Campbell Smith, novelist/short story writer and former Senior Editor of Snap Magazine.
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This book is a bit of penance for me, penance for the transgressions of youth, for the inexcusable insensitivity and selfishness that comes with adolescence. Since I am not a Catholic, I can’t do the three million or so Hail Mary’s it would take to achieve absolution for my early sins, so the words that follow will have to suffice.
I feel I must warn the reader that what you are about to read contains sexually graphic scenes, and that I hold little or nothing back in descriptions. My intent, however, was not to write a sex novel, but to create in the reader an understanding of the need for honesty and caring and empathy in any intimate encounter, especially those that might be a first experience for one or the other partner.
Finally, though the disclaimer appears earlier, I should reiterate that this is a work of fiction and that none of the characters are real. It is informed, of course, by real experiences. If you recognize yourself or someone you know, it is only because at least some of these experiences may be universal and you or your acquaintance may at some time in your lives have experienced similar things.
R. LeBeaux
“Sex holds first place in the thought of God. Its glory pervades and suffuses all Nature. It is sex that gives the bird its song, the peacock its gorgeous plumage, the lion its mane, the buffalo its strength and the horse its tail. Aye, it is sex that causes the flowers to draw from the dull earth those delicate perfumes which delight the sense of smell. It is sex and sex alone that secures to them the dazzling galaxy of shapes and colors that reflect the Infinite.”
Elbert Hubbard (Founder of The Roycrofters Arts & Crafts Community)
From The Note Book of Elbert Hubbard. Originally “Done into a Book” by The Roycrofters: www.roycrofter.com/

There was a time when I found a small measure of comfort in the theory that says there are an infinite number of parallel universes, each one based on the consequences of our actions or inactions at any given moment in time. If the theory is true, then somewhere out there is a universe in which I didn’t make the biggest mistake of my life.
I will always wonder what that universe would be like, but wondering is all I can do because I live in this universe, and in this universe I did make the mistake. It was a mistake that could perhaps be more generously described as a small error of omission, and to be sure, I had excuses: the heat of the moment, youthful ignorance, powerful emotions that clouded my thinking. Still, absolving myself for these reasons is difficult, just as ignorance of the law is no excuse. Worse is the fact that I had opportunities to correct the error, or at least to make the attempt. But always there seemed to be some moral barrier I could not, or would not allow myself to challenge.
Whatever the cause or lack of reparation, that error spun my personal universe in a new direction and left in its wake a huge echoing cavern filled with regret so intense it can still overwhelm me with memories and speculation on how different things might have turned out had that void been filled by the most loving, honest and beautiful human being I have ever known.
If it is true that a life without regrets is a life not lived, then I started living early, because that single error— the defining regret of my life—took place when I was a mere sixteen years old. For compensation I have only one day, one incredible day of love, learning, excitement and passion that will remain crystallized in my memory forever.
My life is nearly over now, with all except one of its paint-by-number segments colored in by friends, family, and another incredible creature, so unique and nearly perfect I am often baffled by the fact that, in spite of having lived a life of, at best, dubious value, I was privileged to find her. Unfortunately, however, that one unpainted segment will forever remain blank, just as that one alternate universe will forever remain beyond my reach.
As I stare across the waters of The Bay, waters that have returned to glass after being briefly disturbed by the scattering of all—save memories—that remained of the first and forever love of my life, I resolve to record those memories, to commit them to the invisible dance of electrons that will hopefully preserve them for all time. To tell the story of that one glorious day when time stood still and the laws of this particular universe bowed to the superior power of human emotion; when two people, despite their youth and naiveté, found in each other something few couples are ever privileged to find; to tell of their lives, lived apart though not distant, lived together though not nearly as close as both had once hoped.
Here follows that story.
It is dedicated to Barbara.

Barbara’s dead!”
The voice on the phone reverberated in my psyche like a cannonball shot into a room with rubber walls.
“Tom? Did you hear me? Barbara was killed in a car accident this afternoon, somewhere out by Tyrone Mall.”
The air rushed from my lungs. My body began to shudder. The voice urgently continued to emanate from the cell phone as I moved it farther and farther from my ear, eventually clicking it off and placing it on the nightstand. I stared into the darkened room, oblivious to my wife, who had stirred with the ringing of the phone.
“What is it, Honey?” Rosie asked. I did not respond.
The voice on the phone didn’t mention a last name, but that didn’t matter. George knew it would not be necessary. Though there had been two women in my life by that name, there was only one my best friend and singing partner would call about.
I swung my legs over the side of the bed, rose painfully, went to the dresser where my shorts hung clasped in the top drawer, put them on, added my shirt from the clotheshorse by the dresser, and walked out the door.
“Tom?” Rosie yelled after me. “What’s wrong? Who was that on the phone?”
By then I was at the door to the garage, which I swung open with no regard for the fact that it slammed into the wall. I stood for a moment looking into the dimmed cavern, then stepped toward my Taurus, opened the driver’s side door, climbed inside, and put the key in the ignition. Then I stopped.
Rosie’s voice echoed through the house behind me, as I turned the key and listened to the engine come to life. The radio came rudely alive, and I slammed my fist against it as if trying to kill an insect that had invaded my personal space. When that didn’t stop the unholy sounds of Mick Jagger, I turned down the volume until his ranting about sexual satisfaction faded and finally disappeared.
Sex and satisfaction! What an appropriately gross bit of serendipity. Of all the songs in the history of Rock ‘n’ Roll, this was among those I hated most. In fact, I hated the Stones in general, but that didn’t negate the fact that Lips Larue had found the most appropriate moment, the most appropriate few words, the most incredibly appropriate concept to lay on me at that particular split second of my existence.
Satisfaction.
Barbara.
Dead.
Sweet Jesus!

I think I’m ready,” Barbara said, with a demure glance at the floor of my brother’s upstairs bedroom.
Less than half an hour earlier, Barbara and I had been caught making out in the master bedroom of a friend’s home. The friend, Todd, and his family, like many other snowbirds, owned homes both in Florida and up north, and they lived in the southern house only during winter months. It was late August, warm, moist and uncomfortable—normal for St. Petersburg at that time of the year. Another “friend,” Harry Stimson, had surprised us in the bed, Barbara with her shorts around her knees and me with my hand between her legs.
Barbara Baker and I were both sixteen and Harry, who was considered the supreme asshole of the neighborhood, was a couple of years older. He claimed to have been ordered by Todd to keep an eye on the house (crap, I later learned), and when he saw us sneaking in the back door, he decided to investigate. Being an amateur magician and escape artist, I had used my professional lock-picking kit to get in and, finally, we thought we had found a haven where we could continue our sexual explorations.
Barbara and I had only recently become intimate, though we’d been friends for some time. She had dated another friend of mine for a year or so. Brad was three years older than Barbara, and her parents had no idea they were seeing each other. They would meet at my house (next door to Todd’s) whenever we had swim parties and other get-togethers for the kids in the neighborhood or from school. Brad eventually found an older girl to date, and Barbara and I hooked up on the rebound, as I also had recently broken up with Alicia.
Tentative at first, we soon found ourselves making out whenever we could be alone (which wasn’t often), and both of us were anxious to further explore our changing bodies and feelings. The problem was we never seemed to get the opportunity to be out of sight of parents and other grownups. The last time we had gotten that chance was one evening two weeks earlier after everyone else had gone home from my sister’s birthday party. The adults were socializing in the living room, while Barbara and I continued to soak in the warm waters of our pool, with only the underwater light for illumination. Eventually, the bubble blowing from underneath her legs and the silly splashing and tag playing, brought us together in an awkward embrace, and we had one of those “movie moments” where our eyes met and we kissed. It was a soft, chaste kiss, more romantic than sexual, but soon, in an imitation of what I had seen in a few movies, I started kissing her neck and holding her tighter, to which she responded with approving little moans and movements.
Of course, it wasn’t long before I became aroused, and we were so tightly entangled there was no way I could keep her from feeling my growing erection, even though I tried to pull my lower body back a little. Barbara showed no signs of outrage or embarrassment. In fact, she held my face in her hands, pushed me away and smiled, while wrapping her legs around mine and pulling my body into her even harder.
Up until then, I had only had sex with one girl, sort of the school “slut,” though she really was a nice person, intelligent and thoughtful. We were both thirteen at the time, and, oddly, her name was Barbara, too, Barbara Wilson. The sex had first happened at her house while her mother was out. We were on her bed staring at the ceiling, while she told me the story of how her first boyfriend, a seventeen-year-old juvenile delinquent named Carl, had forced her to have intercourse in the back seat of a car while another friend held her down. She explained how painful it had been, particularly because Carl had a huge penis (reputed to be some nine inches long). Barbara was a tiny girl, all of five feet tall and weighing maybe 90 pounds. She had an incredible thirteen-inch waist and perfectly formed breasts. With the exception of a rather rounded nose, she was pretty. She was also poor, and her mother, known as a “loose” woman, often left her alone at night in the small duplex they rented.
That evening, I found myself sympathizing with Barbara over her first traumatic sexual experience, and I also found myself growing hard. I knew I couldn’t compete with her first boyfriend’s size, however I was so horny by the time she finished her story that I couldn’t keep myself from asking if she might be willing to have sex with me.
The year was 1958, decades before condoms lost their illicit luster and became generally available. Besides which (unbeknownst to me due to my immaturity) I would probably have slid right out of one. Barbara, however, after careful deliberation, began to explain to me the fine art of pre-ejaculation withdrawal, and once assured that I understood the process and its absolute necessity, she agreed to an instructional session in fumbling adolescent intercourse.
I have always recalled in detail that time, which was at once thrilling and disturbing. The thrill began as she allowed me to remove her shorts and then her panties to reveal the first vagina I had ever seen. Barbara’s hair was jet black, and she had a large swatch of thick black pubic hair hovering over a slitted opening surrounded by a great deal of brown, wrinkled skin. In my youthful naiveté, I speculated that the overused look of her vagina had been caused by that first, painful rape experience, and then was made even worse by a year or more of repeated intercourse. At the time, I wasn’t aware of the fact that the appearance of a vagina could be influenced by many things, such as ethnicity or heredity, and I more or less took for granted this was how all vaginas would eventually look—basically nasty, though that didn’t seem to have any effect on my desire to get into hers.
Barbara laid a folded towel on the bed, then lay down, careful to place her hips in the center of the towel. The towel, she explained, was to catch my ejaculation so it didn’t leave a telltale stain on her bedspread. After everything was in place, I was allowed to first touch the opening of her vagina with my fingers and then to insert one, two, then three of them. I was surprised by the amount of warm fluid that gushed out, and she explained that this was to help facilitate the ease of entering her and minimize whatever pain there might be. Of course, being as small as I was at the time, pain wasn’t something she had to worry about, and as I slid into her, I felt no resistance whatsoever. In fact, it felt like entering a huge, moist cavern, in which my penis swam like an eel wriggling in a large tube filled with warm Cream of Wheat.
I began to move in and out, and within what seemed like a matter of seconds my orgasm started. Feeling the contractions, Barbara told me to withdraw, which, though I found difficult, I managed to do before much if any semen escaped.
Thinking back on that night, I would often marvel at what little emotion Barbara showed during the experience, and how her lack of emotion, excitement or even response continued through the following year, during which we had intercourse whenever her mother was out and I could get away long enough to pedal my bike the eight miles or so to her house. I speculated that this emotionless sex had something to do with her rape. But I was inexperienced; maybe all girls acted that way during sex.
I would later realize that, regardless of my encounters with the first Barbara, I didn’t learn much about sex. Sure, I was the first among my friends to have “gotten laid,” and that brought with it a kind of celebrity and a reputation for being “experienced.” But the nature of our encounters was so mechanical, so emotionless and non-verbal, they became more like masturbation for me. As for Barbara, I would never know what it did for her, since she displayed no signs of pleasure or excitement, not even the slightest bit of heavy breathing. There was almost no foreplay after the first time, so I learned nothing about how to arouse a girl. Eventually, we even stopped kissing, except when we said goodnight. Our encounters became a matter of undressing, lying down, fucking, cleaning up, and then, if there was time, doing something else like playing her piano or listening to records. In fact, about the only thing Barbara ever taught me, besides withdrawal for birth control, was how to play Für Elise on the piano.
Our affair ended when Carl, the rapist, was released from reform school, and Barbara once again took up with him. By then my penis had grown a good bit, however, I was still no match for Carl, and I figured Barbara would rather be more adequately satisfied than barely filled.
Next came Alicia, whom I had known since Kindergarten and who lived two blocks away. A thin attractive girl, with a playful spirit and a cute upturned nose, Alicia had been my first “love” during our preadolescent days. Together we had gone through the, “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours” stage many years earlier. This was only to satisfy childhood curiosities, since neither of us was in any way sexually capable. By the time we got together as adolescents, all that had been forgotten, and Alicia was adamant about not allowing any sexual contact between us. We did a lot of making out, but try as I might I could never get my hand within two inches of her almost non-existent breasts, let alone between her legs. I have speculated that, since her breasts hadn’t yet matured, she might have been embarrassed, but I couldn’t reassure her because, at our age and in that time, these were not subjects opposite-sex adolescents discussed with each other.
Alicia and I broke up because she demanded I quit smoking, something all “cool” boys did in secret at the time, and something I was not about to give up. Nor was I in any way predisposed to allow a “girl” to order me around. In later high school days we would have called such a capitulation being “pussy whipped.” Then, however, taking orders from a girl was basically non-macho. Besides which, Brad had just walked out on Barbara Baker, leaving her available and hurt and presenting me with an opportunity I had dreamed about for over a year.
There was something special about Barbara Baker, a radiance of soul that shone through her eyes and her actions and her obvious empathy with others. Though I could tell she was upset over losing Brad, it was she who went out of her way to comfort me over my split with Alicia. I remember with incredible clarity one night at the local YMCA dance, standing against a wall and talking to her about our mutual heartbreaks. I must have seemed emotionally in need, because when I leaned over, Barbara gently laid a hand on my back. It was a sincere effort to comfort me, that laying on of a hand, but it had an unusually sensual effect. A chill started at the top of my scalp, rippling down my body until it reached my toes, and I almost immediately had an erection, which I tried my best to hide by remaining in that bent over position while she massaged my back, making things worse.
It was her touch, but more so the emotion and caring radiating through it that clinched the deal for me at that moment, a moment I have never been able to erase from my memory and one that fills my more sensual dreams to this day. I was, however, almost positive that, for Barbara, this was a sincere effort to comfort me in my grief over losing Alicia, and had nothing whatsoever to do with any suggestion or invitation. Barbara was a good person, with an enormous capacity for feeling and sympathizing with the troubles of others.
Later that same evening, before our parents were due to pick us up from the weekly dance, we crossed paths again outside in the enclosed courtyard where kids could sneak a cigarette or find a dark nook to make out in. I had lit a Lucky Strike and was leaning against one of the several stone pillars, assuming (I thought) the demeanor of James Dean, when Barbara came up and kissed me on the cheek.
“Are you okay,” she whispered. I noticed she was a little misty eyed, and I thought my heart was about to explode, so I broke eye contact and looked at the ground. She placed a finger under my chin and lifted my head so we could lock gazes, and the expression of concern on her face brought a huge lump to my throat. I know we adults are supposed to understand these adolescent emotional volcanoes as raging hormones, infatuations, childhood crushes and the like, but at that moment I felt such an overwhelming explosion of love that it has, like her earlier touch, remained imprinted on my memory for all time. Just as my knees were about to buckle under the weight of all that emotion, she leaned over and kissed me on the mouth. Her lips, trembling and softened by tears, said all there was to say, but I was so shocked and disoriented all I could do was stand there like an idiot.
“I gotta go,” she said. Then, with a smile tugging at one corner of her mouth, added, “We should talk. Call me sometime okay? Let’s get together somewhere more private than this.”
Again, I was sure all she wanted was to comfort me, and maybe commiserate with a friend over mutual losses, but for me that sealed it; I was a dead duck, hopelessly and irretrievably in love. I carried that feeling in my heart and in the huge cavern that had opened in my chest, all the way home that night and into my restless bed. There, I found a measure of release from the painful Hot Rocks I had developed as I masturbated—five times, if I remember correctly. And although my hormones had taken over, as they almost always did when I encountered a pretty girl those days, I knew there was a lot more going on than wanting to have another notch on my belt. This was love, Goddamnit, and it was far more important than finding a way to get into Barbara’s pants.
The next few weeks proved to be happy ones for us. Barbara began coming over to swim on a regular basis, and we talked and talked about our feelings for our departed lovers, and how they had begun to fade in the wake of our new relationship. We didn’t kiss again for some time, but were happy to let our friendship mature and become stronger through honest interaction the likes of which I had never known before with any friend, male or female.
During this time we made several pacts, the first and foremost of which was that, no matter how embarrassing it might be, we would always be completely honest with each other and would answer each other’s questions without holding anything back. Thus it was that Barbara, with her head turned away, and in a voice so soft I sometimes had to strain to hear, told me about her relationship with Brad. It was late one Saturday evening when I finally got up the nerve to ask her the Big Question.
“How far did you go?” I asked in a guarded whisper as we sat hip-to-hip in a wicker lounge chair beside the pool. Her grip on my arm tightened in response to the question, and I started to backtrack. “Hey, listen, you don’t have to tell. Really. I’m just curious, that’s all.”
“No,” she said. “We have a deal, don’t we?” And, after a long period of nervous silence, she began.
“We met over here,” she said. “You remember. It was that party at the end of the school year. He was so cool, you know, older and all and good looking. I sort of got swept away and before I knew it we were kissing and making out every chance we got. At first I tried to stop him going too far, but he was so strong and insistent, and he finally tried to touch me. You know, up here.” She brushed her bathing suit top with her fingers. “It seemed kind of silly to me at the time, because I didn’t have much there, but apparently he wanted to anyway.”
“Did you let him?”
“Well, yeah. A little. But I was so scared I couldn’t concentrate on it very well. And I don’t think I was quite ready, if you know what I mean.”
Thinking of my first encounter with Barbara Wilson’s huge hairy wrinkled canyon, I nodded my understanding of not being quite ready.
“The problem was, he didn’t want to stop there.” Barbara paused and looked at me. “You’re going to hate me if I tell, I know it. You’ll think I’m a slut and never speak to me again.”
I was hurt that she would say such a thing, but I understood. In our cruel world back then, a teenage girl could become a “slut” simply through unsubstantiated, often false rumors, spread by a spurned boy. This was long before losing one’s virginity became a badge of honor for some girls, or at least a respected passage into some form of adulthood.
“Listen,” I said. “I won’t. I mean I could never feel that way about you. What we have is so special, I don’t think it could ever be destroyed, least of all by being honest with each other. If you don’t want to tell me, please don’t, but I really do want you to. Not so I can see or think of you in any different way, but so we can have some kind of spiritual bond or something, which I think we already do. And I would die before I would ever tell another soul anything you say to me in confidence. I mean it!”
She twisted around until our faces were close, then kissed me on the nose. It seemed like a thank-you kiss. “Okay,” she said. “I believe you. Just give me a sec to work up my nerve.”
I put my arm around her shoulder and she laid her head on my bare chest. We stayed like that for a long time, until finally she began to speak again.
“It was the next time I saw him. We were at the Y and he had his car. He talked me into sneaking away with him and we ended up in the back seat, parked on one of those dark side streets a couple of blocks from The Bay. It all started the same. Making out, him touching my chest. And then things started getting a little hot and heavy. He reached down and pushed his hand inside the front of my shorts. I tried to stop him, but he was on top of me and there wasn’t much I could do. Anyway, by then I was curious to see what it was going to feel like.”
She looked up at me as if expecting recrimination, but I hugged her tighter and said, “It’s okay, you can stop if you want to.” We were quiet for a while, as she snuggled up under my neck and fiddled with what little hair had sprouted on my 15-year-old chest. Finally, I said, “So, what did it feel like?”
After a short hesitation, she answered. “Good, I think. I mean I was excited and nervous, but it wasn’t bad. When he undid the back of my shorts, I started getting scared, but he kept saying everything would be all right, to relax and trust him, that he would never hurt me. And then, before I knew what was happening, I felt his finger inside me, and whoa.”
I felt her shudder as if chilled, but since it was eighty-five degrees and humid, I knew she couldn’t be cold. “What do you mean, ‘whoa?’” I asked.
“Well, it was a whole bunch of feelings all wrapped up in one big ball. First, I was scared to death, but then at the same time it was like when the Wild Mouse hits the top of that first incline and starts going down like a rocket ship. You know, you’re scared as heck, but you’re also excited and it’s exhilarating.
“Anyway, he kept whispering in my ear all kinds of reassuring things while he started to move his finger in and out of me, and then I think he put in another finger in too, because it started to hurt and I got to thinking how much more it would hurt if we went, you know, all the way. So I asked him to stop. I was scared he would think I was too young for him, that I wasn’t mature enough to do what he wanted, or was chicken. Most of all, at that moment, I was worried I would lose him if I didn’t let him do what he wanted.”
I shuddered at this, thinking back to Barbara Wilson’s story about her rape, and how it seemed to have messed up her head so badly she couldn’t seem to feel anything anymore. And when I thought of that happening to this Barbara, to my Barbara, I started to get angry. Cautiously, almost not wanting to know the answer, I said, “So what happened?”
Looking a little sheepish, she lifted her head from my chest, looked me in the eyes and said, “Not much more. He didn’t stop right away, but after he saw that I was crying, he pulled his fingers out and started massaging me down there. Funny thing is, that felt better than the other, but then he stopped and took his hand away. I asked him if he was mad, but he said no, that he was just frustrated. Then he went behind the car for a few minutes. I straightened my clothes, and when he came back he drove me to the Y and let me out. And that was it.”
“Why do you think you stopped him?” I asked.
She smiled at me and said, “You know, I think it was for two reasons. One was that I wasn’t quite ready yet, and the other was that I realized when I did finally feel ready, I wouldn’t want my first time to be with him. I know it’s going to happen someday, and it scares and excites me, not to mention worrying about what the church and my mom might think, and who it should be and how they would treat me afterward. It’s pretty complicated, you know, for a girl, I mean.”
“Well, to be honest, I never thought about it like that,” I said. “I mean from a girl’s point of view.” And I hadn’t. Up until then, I’d never even considered what it might be like for a girl. In fact, since my first experience was with someone who seemed to have no feelings about it at all, I had come to believe girls were only there to satisfy guys. If they got something out of it too, that was fine with me, but it wasn’t important as long as I got off.
“You know,” I said, “we need to talk some more about this, and maybe see if we can find some information or something to explain what goes on when people, uh, do it.” She didn’t answer, so I worked up a little more nerve and asked, “Do you know what a climax is? Sometimes they call it an orgasm. At least I’ve heard it called that. But, really, do you know what it is, or if girls can have one?”
“No,” she said. “I’ve never heard either of those words before. What is it?”
“Wow!” I said, wondering what I had gotten myself into. My dad was a doctor who kept an office full of medical books at home, so I had been privy to lots of technical information about anatomy and the clinical aspects of reproduction, but none of the books ever included feelings or emotions when they talked about intercourse. This was years before the so-called sexual revolution, so my chances of finding anything written on the subject were slim, especially in the dry, technical medical journals my dad kept in his home library.
Finally, I said, “I could try to explain, I guess, but it’s going to be pretty embarrassing.”
“Oh, like what I told you wasn’t?”
“Right,” I murmured, wondering how a boy who doesn’t know shit could explain an orgasm to a girl who might not even be able to have one. In fact, when I thought about it, there weren’t a lot of words to describe what an orgasm felt like. It didn’t feel like anything else I knew, so it would be almost impossible to describe. “It’s going to be tough,” I said. “And I don’t mean just the embarrassment. The feeling is so different from anything else I’ve felt that there’s nothing to use for comparison.”
“Well,” she said, “I may not have had one, but I did find something to compare what I was feeling with. Remember the roller coaster?”
“Yeah, right,” I said, working things around in my mind to find some way to at least get started.
“Okay, here’s an idea: try to think of the best feeling you’ve ever had in your life. What would that be?”
She was quiet for a few moments, then her eyes lit up. “How about when I won the figure skating title in the regionals last year? That was probably the happiest I’ve ever been.”
“Okay, good. Now let’s try to put that into a more … intimate context. Tell you what, go back to the night with Brad and the excitement you felt, along with the part where what he was doing started to feel good. I guess when he took his fingers out and was massaging you. Remember?”
“Yeah, what about it?”
“Well, try to blend the two experiences. You remember the build up to the finals, how each time you won a program you went a little bit higher and it got a little bit scarier because you might not win the next one?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, looking skeptical.
“Okay, that worry about the next program, compare it to the way you felt about going each step further with Brad; the fear that was really the cause of your excitement, like the Wild Mouse when it was about to start down. Then imagine Brad never hurt you, but that each step was like the massaging, only it got better and better and better, and at the same time a little scarier, but not so much that the fear would make you want him to stop. Can you imagine that, like in a dream? Close your eyes. Try.”
She closed her eyes and I could tell she was trying. Then I noticed her legs start to rub together in a slow rhythmic way. “I think I can imagine it,” she said. “The feeling, I mean.”
I fished around for words or ideas to get to the next level, and finally I hit on something. “Okay, now imagine all those higher levels, those more exciting programs, being spread out on the side of a mountain, and what you’re trying to do by reaching each new level of happiness and pleasure is get to the top of the mountain, because that’s where all the good feelings are going to come together into one huge wonderful sensation, something like you’ve never ever experienced before. Like an explosion, a volcano of happiness, the greatest, most fantastic feeling in the world.”
Suddenly, she opened her eyes and stared at me. Her legs had stopped moving, and she looked curious. “I think I get it,” she said. “Or at least I can imagine what it might be like. The big question is, how do I get to the top of the mountain?”
“That’s what I don’t know,” I said. “Like I said, I don’t even know if girls can do it.”
“Well, you can, can’t you?”
“Sure.”
“Okay, how do you do it?”
“Ohmigod, now we’re really getting into it.” My throat started to close and a huge flock of butterflies began dancing in my chest. How could I explain it without showing her? And that thought turned the butterflies into thousands of tiny military combat helicopters.
“Come on, Tommy, you started this, and you can’t leave me hanging now. Listen, if nature wants us to have kids, she wouldn’t make the process pleasurable only for the man. Frankly, if there weren’t something in it for the woman, and if what I hear about having babies is true, women wouldn’t even consider it unless there was some powerful urge. From what you describe, I’ll bet it’s this climax thing. If I’m right, that means girls can have them too. All we need to do is find out how. And what better way would there be than to learn from someone who already knows?”
“Wow! That’s a hell of an argument. Did you come up with it or did you read it somewhere?” I was stalling and she knew it.
“It makes sense, if you think about it.”
“Okay, okay, give me some time to figure out how to say this.” And right then I was saved by the bell.
“Tommy, Barbara,” came the sweet sound of Mom’s voice from inside the house. “Time to call it a night.”
In trying to jump up from our somewhat compromising position in the wicker lounge, we got tangled in each others legs and arms, spilling out onto the rough surface of the patio and laughing until we couldn’t breathe.
“Okay, kiddo,” Barbara gasped between heaves of laughter, “you lucked out, but this isn’t over. Promise me you’ll think about it and the next time we can get away, you’ll try to explain.”
Head hung low in an over-dramatic imitation of chagrin, I nodded. And then, she made another one of those rip-my-heart-out moves. Glancing back toward the glass doors to make sure no one was watching, she pulled on my chin until we were eye to eye and kissed me. Not so soft this time, and definitely not one of those sympathy kisses. This one was the real thing, the kind with electricity and an afterbuzz. When we parted, our eyes seemed unable to come unlocked for the longest time. Finally, Barbara whispered, “My God, Tommy. What was that?”

I wanted to say a few words here today,” I stammered at the crowd of mourners. “I know a lot of you don’t know me, but I knew Barbara.” I hesitated for a moment, trying to keep from blubbering like an child.
“Barbara and I were, well, friends. Good friends, I’d like to think.” I looked up at the four-dozen or so staring faces, and decided to amend my last statement. “Forget that,” I said with finality. “We were good friends. In fact, we were best friends.”
The weather was kind that afternoon, not that it wasn’t often kind here in the western reaches of the Sunshine State. Above the group of mourners, a wispy gaggle of ice-cream white clouds gathered and stretched like ephemeral gowns blown on the winds of a Disney fantasy.
As I looked back down from the sky, I saw some of the guests whispering to each other, no doubt wondering who this brash intruder might be. I knew only a few of these people, but the rest must have known Barbara, and I tried to take comfort in the fact that we were all here because we loved her.
Barbara’s dad, Phillip, was in the front row. And even though he was basically an asshole, I had to assume his grief was real. Though he was stoic and stern, as always, I could discern a measure of sorrow in his eyes, even from a distance. Her mom had died of breast cancer years earlier, and even though Phillip was a general stick-in-the-mud, it seemed Barbara’s death had dealt a second blow to the old man’s already damaged heart.
Charles, Barbara’s second husband, was there as well. Her first was killed in Vietnam, and Charles had been a rebound, never quite able to live up to the image of his predecessor. The two split after four tumultuous years. Charles was a nice fellow. I was sure he was one of the few who had caught a glimpse of Barbara’s soul. Why else would he never marry again? Why else would he succumb to alcoholism and isolation and a constant vigil to see that Barbara never wanted for anything? Charles was one of the good guys, as pathetic as he might seem to those who never knew Barbara the way he and I did.
Unfortunately, Barbara’s daughter, BB, was somewhere in Darfur, doing what she could to stop the genocide going on in that God-forsaken country. I sent her a telegram, but it didn’t reach her in time for her to make it back for the funeral. Even if it had, she probably would have stayed where she was. BB had inherited Barbara’s heart and empathy, and had spent her entire adult life trying to right the wrongs in the world.
The rest of the attendees, with the exception of George and a few others I knew casually, were strangers to me, and it made me happy that so many of her friends had shown up.
I hate funerals. To me they are basically a way for funeral providers to make a bunch of money off the grief of others at the most vulnerable times in their lives. Money grubbing pricks with no real concern for anything but their own bottom lines, pretending to be chock full of concern for those they are ripping off. It was often said jokingly, though it may have been true, that there were more funeral homes in St. Pete than there were bars. The land of the newlywed and nearly dead, we used to call it, because as soon as the kids grew up and got married, they tended to leave rather than raise their kids in the waiting room of a mausoleum that catered mainly to conservative retirees.
Among my musician friends, we never had funerals; we had what we called “musicians wakes.” These were not somber affairs, they were joyful celebrations of a person’s life, with music and speeches and humor and drinking and jam sessions. No burial site or coffins or any of that crap. We let the square community take care of those things and most of us ignored them while we planned for a Wake. If the deceased was someone with a young family, we would tape the whole thing so their kids would have something to play for years to come and know how much their dad or mom had meant to all of us.
But this one, this particular funeral, was going to be all there was for Barbara. It was my only chance to let at least a few people know how much she meant to me, how important she had been in my life. So there I was, talking to a bunch of strangers. That was something Barbara and I prided ourselves in, our ability to just talk. But now it was something I had a lot of trouble doing.

Hey, Tommy!” I heard the voice waft across the sultry breeze as I made my way back from the snack bar to the blanket where Paula and the kids anxiously awaited their hot dogs and Cokes. My family had grown to four with the birth of my son two years earlier. Paula, Donna and Tom, Jr. had emerged from the salty waters of the Gulf of Mexico to take a break and dry off while I scrambled over blistering sand, dodging hundreds of sunbathers on a trek to the snack bar and back with the food.
I was almost within sight of them when that voice stopped me in my tracks. No one had called me “Tommy” in years, but it wasn’t the name that sparked my memory, it was the voice. There was only one voice in the world like that: high pitched, but not shrill; insistent without being demanding; warm but not the least bit syrupy. It was a voice for the ages. A voice that at once demanded attention, while at the same time conveying patience and an understanding that if you didn’t respond, that would be okay, too.
I glanced at the steaming bodies and spread umbrellas, trying to figure out exactly where Barbara’s voice had come from, when suddenly I felt a cool hand on my ankle. I looked down to see a vision I could only have hoped to see again. There, right at my stinging hot feet, she reclined under a small umbrella, her soft brown hair glowing in the filtered sunlight, her slender body clad in a skimpy two-piece bathing suit. Another girl shared the blanket, but I could not tear my eyes away from Barbara long enough to even sneak a glance at her.
Barbara smiled up at me and I nearly dropped the two cardboard trays I had balanced in the crooks of my arms. The first thing I noticed, besides her near nakedness, was that she still had freckles. Her smooth complexion, growing pink from the sun, was dappled with a plethora of tiny specks that gave her the adolescent look of innocence I remembered so well. Before long, however, my eyes could not help but stray from her face to the rest of her, which had changed little over the eight or so years since I’d last seen her.
Her breasts were still small, but they had filled out somewhat, and showed the effects of having been suckled. Her legs, slender and firm, stretched out in an elongated V, while she leaned back on one arm and gazed at me with a smile that nearly tore my heart from my chest.
“Well,” she said, when I didn’t seem able to speak. “You always did like to look. So, what do you think? Have I changed for the worse?”
“Good God, woman,” I finally managed. “Have you no shame? You can’t just do this to a guy like it’s the most normal thing in the world.”
“Shame? Hell, Tommy, you know me better than that. Besides, all I did was call your name.”
“I know. I mean, sure, that’s all you did, but you have absolutely no right to show up out of the blue looking as good as you do while I’m rushing on hot sand with an armful of food for my family.”
My eyes, with a seemingly uncontrollable mind of their own, found their way to the lower half of her bathing suit, where a slight wisp of light brown curls had escaped. They lured me like a finger beckoning in subtle invitation. There was a faint hint of a stretch mark or two on her stomach, confirming the fact of childbirth. I suddenly realized I had an erection that must have grown to the point of obviousness under my bathing suit. Unable to do anything about it because my arms were immobilized by the food trays, I tried to scrunch sideways, while Barbara and her friend stared in silent scrutiny.
“Hey,” I said finally. “I’ve got to get this stuff back to the kids. Are you going to be around a while? I’d really like to talk to you, if that’s okay.”
She looked at her friend and they both chuckled, but when she looked back at me, the humor seemed to disappear. “Sure, Tommy, I’d like that,” she said. “I’ll be here for at least another hour, so if you can get back without, you know, making any trouble ….” This was not said with sarcasm, but with the sincerity I had come to love many years before.
“You got it,” I said. “I’ll be back. Please don’t go anywhere.” One of my trays slipped sideways, and I did a silly dance and gyration to regain balance and keep them both from falling to the sand. Barbara and her companion got a kick out of that, but their laughter was cut short when Barbara jumped up to help me regain control. As her arm brushed mine in an attempt to move the trays to a good position, I felt an electric shock go through my body. At that moment she looked me square in the eyes.
“I see you’re still a little clumsy,” she said in a near whisper. “It’s a good thing I’m around to help out.” Then, with her body turned away from her friend, she quickly brushed my cheek with her lips. “If I’m not here when you get loose, I’m in the phone book under Robert Gallagher. This is not an invitation to anything underhanded. Rob’s in Vietnam and I would never two-time him. But it would be nice to get together and talk, since I know how much you like to sit and talk.” With that, she sank back down on the blanket, smiled over at her friend and waved goodbye to me, as I stumbled like a crippled clown toward my family.
That 1968 meeting at the beach was a Godsend of sorts, with the promise of a cathartic encounter, or maybe even a bit of extramarital sex, something I was damned good and ready for. Paula and I had been married for about four years by then, and it wasn’t working.
When my mom and I moved to Clearwater, a few years after she and Dad divorced, we settled into a house down the street from Paula and her family. Paula was a strikingly attractive girl with a face and lisp reminiscent of Hayley Mills and an athletic body punctuated by the most incredible pair of legs I have ever seen. She had been a cheerleader at Clearwater High, where some of my friends went to school.
We knew each other vaguely, but we never formally met until a few weeks after I moved in. I was walking down the street one day when I saw her rubbing at something on her front steps. Curious, I strolled over and watched, trying to figure out what she was doing. Finally, I asked the obvious question. “What are you doing?” I said, stretching out the “are.” At the time, she was bent over facing away from me, with her nicely rounded butt sticking up above those lovely legs.
“What does it look like?” she said without turning around. “I’m waxing the front steps.”
I noticed a can of paste wax on the steps beside her, and was flabbergasted at the idea that anyone would paste wax a set of brick and cement steps. “Right,” I said. “And why would anyone do that?”
She hesitated a moment, then looked over her shoulder at me. “Obviously, you don’t know my mother,” she said with an exaggerated groan.
The conversation that followed kicked off a friendship that grew for something like six months. Paula became good friends with my mom and our housemate, Angie. Over the months, the four of us spent a lot of time together, playing board games and watching TV and cooking and such.
At Clearwater High, Paula was known as an ice cube, due to the fact that no one, not even the semi-famous quarterback of the football team, could get into her pants—or her blouse for that matter. Rumor had it that many a young buck had tried his best to breach her formidable defenses, but none had ever even made it to first base. She had managed, it was said, to have graduated the previous year with her hymen and everything else intact, though the hymen part wasn’t exactly true. It seems all those cheerleading splits and stretches had taken care of that long before.
At the time, and throughout my abbreviated high-school years, I was sort of a rock star around town, having recently come off a tour of the Southeast opening a chain of Peppermint Lounges. Because of this, I had a somewhat legitimate reputation for sexual conquests. I say, “somewhat,” because, as with many reputations, mine was based mostly on rumor, and the fact that I was often on stage enhanced the legend.
For several months after our first meeting, Paula and I were only friends, and our friendship grew to the point of talking about a lot of things, even sex and her still unblemished reputation. Paula was the ultimate tomboy, athletic and strong and adept at many sports, especially the one the boys often wanted to play in the backseats of cars at the drive-in movies or on darkened dead-end roads in the moonlight. She usually wore shorts, with halter-tops, to guard her nearly non-existent breasts, and she almost never used makeup. She always seemed to have a few abrasions or scabs on her legs and arms, which were most often soiled from one physical activity or another. In fact, until one night about six months after we met, I had never seen her looking much like a female at all.
Had I met Paula for the first time twenty years or so later, my first thought might have been that she was a lesbian, but in those days, I didn’t even know there was such a thing. Besides, I would have been wrong. Though, as I would later discover, she wasn’t terribly sexual in any sense of the word. She was, however, curious, and I eventually worked that curiosity around to make what came to be known as the greatest conquest in the history of our group of friends.
It all started one afternoon, while Mom and Angie and Paula and I were working on a prolonged game of Scrabble. I had acquired tickets for the new blockbuster movie, West Side Story, which was premiering that night and, being in between girlfriends at the time, I was trying to decide who to invite to the movie. Paula made some suggestions, and between turns, I called a few, but all were either tied up or didn’t want to go out with me, a fact I was careful to cover up on my side of the conversations, which the ladies present could hear.
Finally, with nearly all possibilities exhausted, Angie turned to me and said, “Heck, Tommy, why don’t you take Paula?” I looked at Paula and we both shrugged. “It’d be a shame to let those tickets go to waste,” Angie concluded, slapping down a huge point-packed word I didn’t recognize.
“You wanna go?” I asked matter-of-factly. Paula shrugged again, looked down at her Scrabble tiles, and said, “Sure, I guess.”
That evening, I had the shock of my life as I skipped up the once-again freshly waxed steps to her door and knocked. When the door opened, there was a stunningly beautiful young woman standing there to greet me. I knew Paula had an older sister, reputed to be a Playboy quality beauty, but she was supposed to be attending the University of Florida at the time, and I had never actually seen her. Stretching my neck a bit to peer over this lovely lady’s shoulder, I asked in a sheepish little voice, “Uh, is Paula ready?”
“Don’t I look ready to you?” the vision in the doorway asked. All of a sudden it dawned on me: I was actually looking at my tomboy buddy. One of the problems with recognizing her, besides the makeup and slinky black dress and coifed hair, was the fact that she wore high heels, which made her a little taller than I was.
“Oh my God,” I whispered, at which she laughed out loud. After the proper greetings with her parents, a couple of transplanted country folks from Louisiana, one of which was certifiably weird and the other of which I would come to love like a surrogate father, we were off to the movies. From then on, nothing would ever be quite the same between us.
Awkward would be an understatement to describe that evening. As attractive as Paula turned out to be, I was flummoxed when it came to knowing what to do about it. I could not deny my sexual attraction, but our relationship had been so different until then, our conversations so frank and unemotional, I found myself nearly unable to speak the entire night. The same inhibitions seemed to have afflicted her as well, and we spent most of the next few hours in almost stunned silence, watching the movie, stopping for burgers at Triplets, then, gratefully finding some refuge at home, where we ended the evening playing a game of Monopoly with Mom and Angie.
I walked her down the street to her door around 11:00, and we did the normal stop-on-the-porch bit that usually led at least to a goodnight kiss. We shuffled around a bit, both trying to think of something to say or do that would alleviate the need to perform that teenage ritual.
“So,” she said, finally breaking the roaring silence between us. “What did you think?”
“I, uh, gee, Paula, I don’t know what to say,” I said, looking down at my shoes. “I mean, you’re really beautiful tonight, and I, well, I’m not sure how to react to all that, you know?” I had actually worn a suit that evening, something I seldom did, but Angie had warned that the premier of West Side Story was pretty important, and that I should not go looking like some scruffy musician, lest I find myself embarrassed to be the only male in attendance without at least a tie.
“Well,” Paula said with a short burst of laughter, “you’re not so bad looking yourself, but that’s not what I was asking. I meant, what did you think of the movie, idiot?” That broke the nervousness, her laughing and calling me an idiot and all. Suddenly the old comfortable friendship returned, and I joined in her laughter, reaching out a hand to touch her on the shoulder, which, I realized immediately was not the best thing to do if I wanted to keep things on the level of friendly banter. That touch led to a slight grasp, which led to a movement toward each other, and we ended up kissing after all.
Looking back on things today, I should have known right then we were not exactly made for each other in the way couples are meant to be. Like her reputation, her kiss was rather perfunctory and cool, but it still stirred up my libido a good bit. And, as I would later find out, it also had stirred her budding sexual awareness. Still, her chilly countenance might have warned me that our love life, if there was to be one, would probably not be great in the long run.
Over the next few weeks our closeness waned, at least in the sense of being buddies. Our conversations tended to be a bit more stilted, and we started doing things together we had not done before, like going to beach parties as a couple and her accompanying me to gigs with the rock band I had assembled from my more musically talented high-school friends. In those days, there were no drugs to speak of in the white-bread society of middle and upper class teenagers we hung around with. The “drug” of choice at that time was beer, and our little group was renowned for its incredible capacity to put away gallons of the stuff. And, like the tomboy she was, Paula could drink most of us under the table if she took a notion to.
To make more palatable our move to Clearwater, which was predicated on my parents’ divorce and Mom’s subsequent inability to financially maintain the big house with the swimming pool where I grew up, I was allowed to close in the one-car garage and make a private music room out of it. Within a couple of months after the move, my friends and I had completed the room, which was lined on the walls and ceiling with acoustical tiles to capture the sound before it could reach the neighbors’ ears. We added a musically themed façade on the front, and installed a sliding door that one electronically talented friend had rigged to slide open and shut at the touch of a button on the inside and the turn of a key out front.
The room, which we named “Club NAMA,” was furnished with a stage, upon which sat the drum set and organ and amplifiers our band used, plus a scattering of chairs and tables and a rollaway bed/couch, where I could sleep if I wanted to. I used this couch mostly as a sanctuary from the attention of my mother on those nights when I’d had a bit too much to drink and needed a place to crash and then nurse a morning hangover. But it also served me at times when a few ladies found themselves alone with me in the privacy of the music room.
Though I always claimed, at least to teachers and other adults who might cause trouble, that NAMA stood for Nelson’s Academy of Musical Achievement, a lot of the younger folks and some savvy adults knew the letters actually stood for the rather irreverent No Anal Motherfuckers Allowed.
On one of those nights when the band had practiced, entertaining a small group of friends and drinking a good bit of beer, Paula and I, both quite high, got into one of our long conversations and ended up broaching the subject of sex once again. Like many before it, this conversation was punctuated by frankness and Paula’s growing curiosity to understand what “all the fuss was about.” It wasn’t long before the group dispersed and we were the only two left in the room. I found myself trying my best to explain the unexplainable, when she stopped me mid-sentence.
“Okay,” she said with a determined resignation in her voice. “I believe you when you say it can’t be described, so I guess you’re going to have to show me.”
Even though this was what I had been working toward for the past several weeks, her abrupt suggestion took me by surprise. “You mean, right now?” I stammered. “Tonight? Here? Do you really think we should?”
“Come on, you dummy,” she answered almost angrily. “You’ve been working on me for weeks now, as if I didn’t know what was going on. I said okay, didn’t I? I gave in. So let’s get on with it. Or are you saying that after all that effort you don’t want to?”
Again, this was one of those signals that, had I been older, I might have recognized as averse to long-term romance. But, of course, nothing could have been further from my mind at the time. Paula’s somewhat cold and matter-of-fact attitude about losing her virginity should have set off some alarms, however, at that moment, the only thing I could think about was the four-alarm fire burning in my groin.
The scene that followed was almost antiseptically unemotional. I turned off the overhead light, leaving only a small lamp with a 40-watt bulb burning several feet from the couch, while Paula stepped out of her shorts and panties, leaving them in a wrinkled heap on the floor. She did not, however, remove her halter-top, which seemed to signal her intention was not to waste time on foreplay. She wanted to get laid, and that was all there was to it.
When I hesitated to remove my own clothes, she stared me down until I finally managed to slip out of my jeans and Jockey shorts. Then she leaned over and started grabbing the pillows on the couch, tossing them to the floor one by one. As she began to tug at the strap that released the bed from the couch, I joined her, and we soon had the rather uncomfortable rollaway flattened out. I always left the sheets on the bed when I closed it up, so there was little left to do but lie down, which she did with a little flouncy jump, more like an athletic move than a prelude to sex.
“You know,” I said as I lay down beside her, “this isn’t going to work very well for you if we just, well, do it.”
She turned to look at me then, and asked in a perfunctory tone, “Why not?”
I hemmed and hawed a bit, and then, like a teacher, began to explain what might make things more comfortable for her.
She thought for a moment, then said, “Okay.” And for the first time since we started our discussion, she began to show a hint of fear.
We had done a good bit of making out over the previous few weeks, mostly in the presence of other couples at the beach or on double dates in a car, so that was nothing new for us. What was new was that this time the making out was actually going to lead somewhere. I still had never touched her sexually, which meant all of this was going to be new territory for both of us. When I didn’t move for a few moments, she sighed and turned toward me. We kissed, but her nervousness and lack of warmth rendered the kiss somewhat less than sexual. Still, we went on, with me kissing her ears and neck and eventually straying toward the top of her halter.
I later learned it was her undeveloped breasts that caused Paula to be reluctant for me to touch them during sex. And that night, as I started to move down toward her still covered chest, she began to stroke my hair in a way that signaled me to stop. Then, as if becoming exasperated with the wait, she grabbed one of my hands and placed it firmly between her legs, lifting them up and spreading them in a clear indication that she wanted to move on.
I began to massage her, and eventually the stimulation started her juices flowing. When I finally entered her with a finger, I was shocked to find she was quite large, not at all like the few virgins I had known, but nearly as large as my first sexual partner, in whose cavernous vagina I had often felt lost.
As I proceeded and she became wetter and wetter, she turned to me and asked, “Is it going to hurt?” I thought for a moment, not wanting to be insulting or to say something that might hinder things. Then I hit on how to answer her without spoiling the moment.
“Well,” I said, “if you were younger and not so athletic, it probably would. But since you’re nearly an adult and spent most of your life doing all those acrobatics and stuff, you’ve gotten pretty … mature down there. I mean, from what I can tell, you probably won’t experience much if any pain.”
“That’s nice,” she said, as if I had told her she didn’t have to pay me back for a loan or something. We went on like that for a while, with me massaging and fingering, waiting for some overt reaction, but for a long time she hardly moved and made no sounds at all. When her hips finally did begin to move a little, I decided to climb on top, never taking my hand away from its rhythmic work. I had earlier retrieved and unwrapped one of the rubbers I kept squirreled away under the couch, which I now began to put on, again continuing to attend to her with my other hand.
When I figured I had done about all I could do to get her aroused, I spread her legs a bit farther, pushed them up to gain better access, and abruptly entered her.
“Oh,” she said, as I pushed in farther and she grabbed me in a hard hug. “Are you okay?” I asked. “Uh-huh,” she murmured, with a hint of sadness and apprehension that stood in sharp contrast to her earlier self-assured cockiness. “But it does hurt a little”
“Do you want me to stop?” I asked. I had penetrated her about halfway, but stopped when she said it hurt. After a few moments of stillness and no movement, she said, “No. I want you to go on,” adding, “Please, Tom, I’ll be all right.”
Again, I took hold of her legs and she helped while I pushed them even further apart and began to raise them up. Then, with one final thrust, I buried myself to the hilt. This time, she let out a little shriek, but I was no longer able to stop. Soon, we got into a serious slapping rhythm, each thrust being harder and harder and each result eliciting a guarded exhalation of breath from her.
Between my own gasps, I managed to ask, “Do you think you can come now? Because I’m about to.”
She seemed not to hear me at first, but after a few seconds, she responded. “I think so,” she said in a gruff whisper. “But please do it harder and faster. As fast as you can, okay?”
“Okay.” I began to increase the speed and power behind my thrusts until the sounds of our bodies slamming together seemed to grow loud enough for the neighbors to hear. It didn’t take long for me to come, and I thought she had as well, because I could feel her breath in my ear as it grew shorter and shorter in little quiet gasps. When I felt myself begin to shrink, I tried to use the last few moments of my erection in a rhythmic effort to match her waning contractions. And, when I could no longer continue, she whispered, “That was good, Tom. Really good.”
That first time, as I have alluded to before, was a preview of things to come. Our sexual encounters became fairly regular, but Paula was never shy about saying she didn’t feel like it on any particular occasion. It wasn’t long before we ran into one of those situations where I was sans rubbers and we decided not to worry about it. Unfortunately, all it took was that one time, and within a few weeks we had resigned ourselves to the fact that she was pregnant.
Though we both seemed to sense it wasn’t quite right, in that day and age there was little choice but to “do the right thing.” So we hastily planned a wedding, with all our friends and parents no doubt aware of what was going on, but no one willing to say it out loud. It was a pretty big wedding, stressful for both of us, after which we settled into a somewhat chilly married relationship, with little real love or affection. After our daughter was born, sex became even less desirable for her. Intercourse was relegated to about once every two weeks or so, with her always on top so the penetration would be as deep as possible and she could regulate her own stimulation using her considerable athletic skills to rub her clitoris against my pubic bone.
This was tough for me, as my sexual appetite, even under those mechanical and repetitive circumstances, was greater than hers. I soon found out, however, that her apparent lack of interest in sex applied only to me, because it wasn’t long before I caught her having an affair with one of my best friends—something I thought might have had to do with his reputedly large dick. Though we got through that little episode okay and stayed together “for the kids,” I eventually became aware that her straying hadn’t ended, and finally understood it probably never would.
We divorced after some seven years, but it wasn’t the old male seven-year itch that did it. I never stepped out on Paula. Having lived through the trauma my dad caused my mom when he left to marry the nurse with whom he had been two-timing her for years, I resolved always to be a faithful partner. And I never broke that vow, even when Paula’s extramarital activities became general knowledge among our friends.
I did come close once, but only because I happened to run into the real love of my life on the beach that fateful Saturday afternoon. Not even my solemn vow would have stopped me from committing adultery with her. No, it wasn’t my unassailable will power that kept it from happening; it was Barbara who handled that bit of trauma for both of us, though even for this strong-willed and practical woman, doing so was no piece of cake.

I finally found what I wanted a few days after our conversation about sex by the pool. Mom had gone out to the grocery and our maid had already left, giving me a few minutes alone in the afternoon to root around in Dad’s home office looking for something, anything that could lend a clue to whether or not a girl could have a climax, and if so, how. It was in a section on sexual anatomy. A diagram showed something called a clitoris, which, according to the picture, was right above a girl’s vagina. The book didn’t say too much about it, other than calling it the “main organ of female sexual stimulation.” The rest was complicated medical stuff, but that one phrase sounded to me like this clitoris thing might be important.
With new information in hand, I resolved to tell Barbara about it and maybe ask if she would like me to see if what the book said was true. Of course, this would involve touching it, which would be something new for both of us, and she likely wouldn’t want to let me do that. Still, she was the one who was curious about climaxes, and I felt like it was my duty to at least mention the discovery.
The big problem for all us horny adolescents in those days, besides finding a girl who would let us do “it,” was finding places safely out of eye and ear shot of our parents. It wasn’t like you could simply take a girl up to your room and lock the door. At that age, at least one parent or adult was always around to keep a close eye out for anything that might look suspiciously like sexual activity.
In my case, with our large house and grounds in the old northeast section of St. Pete, there were probably more hiding places than most of my friends could find at their homes, but that didn’t negate the fact that adults never let us out of their sight for long, particularly if there was a girl around.
That odd thing called adolescence was a strange transition. Before we turned 13 or so, we had a good bit more unsupervised freedom of movement. But once girls started to change from icky little irritants to objects of curiosity and desire, parents seemed to sense it, and all of a sudden our whereabouts and activities were subject to a new and more intense scrutiny. But there was one place I thought might be perfect.
In our side yard was a huge Laurel Leaf Rubber tree. Everybody thought it was a Banyan tree because it was so big, but it lacked the hanging vines of a Banyan and I learned early on that it wasn’t. The tree had a base trunk diameter of nearly 15 feet, from which grew several huge secondary trunks, each about 3 feet in diameter at their origin. These spread up and out as they rose to support the canopy, a mass of smaller limbs and leaves that shaded some two thirds of our triple lot. Of course, this configuration invited serious climbing, and also provided a near perfect framework for a tree house, which my friends and I had started to build when I was about seven years old.
By the time I was 15, the tree house had grown to three stories, with trap doors in each floor and ladders nailed to the larger limbs so we could climb from floor to floor. We had furnished the floors with old blankets and discarded pillows, plus a chair or two and some makeshift tables and a few shelves tacked to the limbs. For the most part, the three stories were open on the sides, but we had installed two walls and had even run a long extension cord up to provide power for a radio and portable record player. In the early days of ambiguous sexual identity, boys and girls alike would climb up into the tree house to play, but once puberty began to set in, the girls seemed to be less and less inclined to join us. Still, the tree house did provide a measure of privacy and for some odd reason, this fact did not raise alarm bells with parents in the same way a locked bedroom door might. In addition to the privacy factor, parents, for the most part, weren’t into climbing trees, so surprise parental intrusion was almost non-existent.
About three weeks after I found the medical book, Barbara once again visited for an afternoon of swimming and I suggested she might like to see the tree house. She agreed with an enthusiastic laugh. We changed out of our bathing suits into shorts and sneakers, and I began to demonstrate the somewhat difficult procedure for climbing up to the first level. Early on, we built a ladder to make the first climb easy, but that also made it more accessible to adults and smaller kids, so we eventually removed it in favor of the tougher first climb.
Barbara was a bit of a tomboy and she caught on quickly to the handholds and foot supports we had installed. As we climbed higher, I explained some of the history, pointing out the older supports on the lower levels and various improvements and upgrades we had made throughout the years. Once at the top level, we were essentially out of sight from the ground, and one of the walls blocked off direct viewing from the windows in the second story of the main house. It was a soft and fragrant day in late summer, with a warm breeze and brilliant white clouds that occasionally appeared through the few gaps in the leaf canopy.
At first, we stood there nervously facing each other and catching our breath, but soon our eyes locked as they had many times before and we reached out for each other. The embrace was tentative, much like our first connection in the courtyard at the Y. Then, slowly we drew each other closer and hugged. I found my mouth resting near her ear and began to kiss her neck; soft kisses, not urgent or demanding, but the kind meant to convey real affection, which is exactly what I felt. It wasn’t long, however, before these nibbles became more serious and she began to respond with encouraging little sounds and body movements. This had an immediate effect on me, which I knew she could feel through our light clothes.
Embarrassed, I took her by the shoulders and pushed her far enough away to look in her eyes without breaking our embrace. Clouds suddenly obscured the afternoon sun, darkening the atmosphere around us, but the radiance of her smile seemed to light up the scene, creating a bubble of suffused illumination that seemed to surround only the two of us. It was another of those times I never forgot. I was so filled with love at that moment my body began to shudder, and that seemed to worry her.
“Are you okay?” she whispered, cocking her head in curiosity. It was all I could do to nod and squeeze my stinging eyes shut to nip a couple of tears in the bud. She pulled me back against her, and we stayed in that semi-chaste embrace for a long time, until I remembered the reason I had brought her up there in the first place.
“Hey,” I said in her ear. “I’ve got something I want to show you.” She jerked back with a look of mock alarm on her face. “No, no, not that,” I said laughing. “It’s a book.” We untangled and I swept the back of my hand above a large floor pillow. She plopped down, crossed her legs and peered up at me with a curious expression.
From a shelf above her head, I retrieved the book I had pilfered from my dad’s study earlier. “I think I might have found some answers,” I said flipping through the pages to find the section I wanted. But when I turned the page to uncover the diagram, I realized how embarrassing this whole thing was going to be. My reflex reaction slammed the book on my finger and I stammered to find the right words to explain why I had done so.
“I don’t know if you … if I … uh, maybe we shouldn’t look at this right now.” I could feel my face turning red as blood rushed to my head.
Barbara looked perplexed and tilted her head to peer into my eyes. “Why did you bring it up here then?” she asked.
“Well, I found something in there, and I thought you might like to know about it.”
“Okay,” she said. “But we won’t know until you let me see it, right? So, what do you say we take a look?”
I clamped the book to my chest. “It’s just that it’s kind of embarrassing. It’s a diagram of your … you know, down there.” I let my head drop a little, careful not to look all the way down between her legs.
“Oh,” she drew the word out until it trailed off into silence. Then, perking up, she smiled. “Well, you’ve already seen it, so it won’t be anything new for you. Maybe if you let me look by myself first?”
“Sure, no problem,” I said, giving in. I held out the book with my finger still stuck in at the page in question.
With a nervous glance up at me, hooded by her eyebrows but sparkling with curiosity, she reached out and pulled the book from my grasp, careful to slip a finger in as I withdrew mine. Then she swiveled around on the pillow and, with her back to me, began to examine the page. After a minute or two, she said, “Oh, I see now. It’s a cutaway view. Like an X-ray picture.”
“Yeah, on that page. On the next one there’s more of a front view. But the most important thing is the parts. They’re labeled with little arrows pointing at them.”
Slowly, she turned the page. “Oh, gross!” she said, but her head never turned away. In fact, she seemed to be bending closer to get a better look. After a few moments of examination, she started scraping her heels against the blanket in an attempt to spin back around on the pillow. Then, with a twinkle in her eye, she said, “Okay, you’ve seen me, now where are the diagrams of you?”
“Wait, don’t you want to hear what I found out about you?” I said in a momentary panic. “I mean, we know—or at least I do—what happens with me. What we’re trying to figure out is if you can, well, you know.”
“Fair’s fair,” she said with a pout, and started flipping backward in the book until she found what she was looking for. “Oh,” she said. “This must be it. Looks about as gross as mine.” Then, after a minute or two of serious scrutiny, she said, “Okay, that’s out of the way. Now, what was it you wanted to show me?”
With the heat in my face growing to the point that I thought I might blister, I lowered myself onto the pillow beside her. She turned the book so we both could see, and I flipped the pages back to the female diagram, then pointed at the arrow indicating the clitoris. “Uh-huh?” she said, looking from the diagram to my face and back again.
“See the reference number? That corresponds to the text on the other page. This is number six, so look over here and read what it says next to number six.”
After a moment, a small whistle escaped from her lips. “Wow,” she said. She seemed to be reading it over and over, following the words with a finger, then moving to the other page to point at the diagram. Suddenly, she stopped. “That confirms it, don’t you think? I mean they wouldn’t use that description if women were just hunks of dead meat meant for men to enjoy.” She seemed quite pleased at this discovery and her interpretation. Then, closing the book and laying it aside, she smiled at the air in front of her and in a voice slightly above a whisper, said, “I wonder what it feels like.”
After a few moments of nervous silence, I said in the same half whisper, “You could try it and see.”
“Me?” She said, incredulous. “What do you mean? Touch myself there? I don’t think so!”
“Well,” I said, “remember when you made me promise to explain how I do it?” She nodded with a sly little smile. “Okay, how do you think I could do it without touching myself?”
She pondered that for a moment. “I guess I never thought about it. But doesn’t it seem weird to be doing something like that to yourself? I mean, I can’t even imagine doing such a thing. Isn’t it supposed to be a sin or something?”
“I don’t know about the sinning part, and, yeah, it did seem weird to me at first, but the result, the feeling, is so incredible I gave up thinking it was strange a long time ago.”
“Oh,” she said, again letting the word trail off. She turned to look at me and reached out a hand. I took it in mine and rubbed the back of her fingers. She squeezed ever so slightly, smiled and said, “Thanks, Tommy. For telling me about this, I mean. I know it wasn’t easy for you and I really appreciate it. But I still don’t think I could do that to myself.” Then she started to pull me toward her until our faces were inches apart, and this time the kiss was different. Her lips seemed softer, warmer, wetter than before, and she pressed them into mine with an urgency I had never felt before. Soon we began to lean backward until we were both reclining on the huge pillow and the blanket beneath it. I kissed her cheek, then her eyes, which closed when my lips neared them. And when I began to nibble on an earlobe, I could feel her shiver. From there I continued down her neck and around to the front, nipping and licking along the way as I slid ever closer toward the top button of her blouse, all the while awaiting the abrupt “Stop!” I knew was sure to come at any moment.
But she made no attempt to stop me, and the only sounds she uttered were soft, urging murmurs. When I reached the button, I felt her fingers creep up from below to unfasten it. Then the next and the next. Kissing a bra is not the most pleasant or romantic thing I have ever done, but I damn well was going to put up with it. And I did, until I felt it begin to loosen and realized she had reached around to unfasten it herself.
I stopped for a moment and looked into her eyes, where a hint of moisture had begun to appear. “Is this okay?” I asked in what turned out to be a rough whisper. My voice seemed to be deserting me. She smiled and reached out to ruffle my hair.
“It’s better than okay, Tommy. So long as you like it and won’t think I’m some kind of slut for letting you. It feels nice and I don’t want to stop, at least not now.” She ran her hand through my hair once again and turned my head back down toward her small, perfectly formed, breasts. Not having any idea what to do, I kissed, then licked and eventually began to suck on a nipple. “Oh,” she moaned. “Oh, God that feels good. Oh, Tommy.”
I began to wonder if she might be having an orgasm right then, though I didn’t think so because, unlike the clitoris, the breasts were not labeled in the book as being an “organ of female sexual stimulation.”
I soon realized I was moving up and down against her, and since she wasn’t protesting, I began to insert one leg between hers. Again, no protest. In fact, as the movement intensified, she seemed to be lifting her hips to press harder against my leg. This encouraged me to take the next step, and I reached down with my hand and began to rub between her legs. Her response wasn’t immediate, but she didn’t try to stop me. As I rubbed with more and more pressure, her hips began to rise and fall and her moaning, though quiet, became more intense. I could feel the warmth of fluid begin to grow under her shorts, as if her body was getting ready for something. And then I noticed her lifting and turning a bit. I thought at first this was more of her reaction to my movements, but I soon realized she was trying to undo the button and zipper at the back of her shorts. It wasn’t long before I felt the shorts slacken and she reached down to remove my hand and insert it under the waistline.
The angle was awkward and our scrunched position didn’t help, but I soon made it all the way down to where the warm moisture had soaked through her underwear. I resumed my rubbing, and before long I managed to slip one of my fingers around the elastic and inside her.
“Oh,” she whispered when I pushed my finger farther in, then she gave out a long, strained sound as I started moving it in and out. I wanted to ask again if what I was doing was okay, but her reactions seemed to answer that, so I kept it up, moving faster and faster, reveling in the little sounds she made in response.
It was then that a kind of delirium overtook me, matching her own, and suddenly I came all over the inside of my pants. She seemed to sense something at that moment—probably my rhythmic jerking against her leg, or maybe even some dampness seeping through. In any case, I was suddenly spent, exhausted, and all sexual desire began to vanish, as it always did after a climax.
As I slowly removed my hand from her pants and stretched my neck to kiss her on the lips, she tightened her arms around me, patting me on the back as if she were comforting me after some major ordeal. I immediately flashed back to that time at the dance when she had nearly brought me to tears with the same gentle touch, and I felt a huge shiver run up and down my body. Moving my lips around to her ear, I whispered, “I’m sorry.”
“There’s nothing to be sorry about, Tommy,” she said, holding me tighter and stroking my back like a mother comforting a child. “That was wonderful.” And then, after a few minutes of sweet silence, she said, “Was that it? Did you have a climax?”
Still nestled in her neck with her damp, chlorine-scented hair around my face, I nodded. “I wish you could have, too,” I said after a while, and next to my ear I felt her lips curl into a smile.
“There’s time,” she said. “There’s time.”
And then, as if destined to be—and only because that moment was one of the most incredible of my life, one I wished could last forever—the shrewish voice of our maid Thelma rang out over the side yard. “Where you two at?” she yelled. “What’re you up to? You up in that tree? You better get down out of there before your momma comes home and finds you’re not swimmin’”

When I arrived back at our beach blanket, it took me a few moments to hand out the hot dogs and Cokes and make sure the kids were settled, all the while trying to think of some excuse to get back to Barbara. The breeze picked up and a few dark clouds began rolling across the horizon as our typical afternoon invasion of thunderstorms began its slow trek in from the western Gulf.
Paula was reading a book and the kids were in the beginnings of a food fight, when George appeared at the edge of our blanket. “Hey, gang.” he said. “Anybody seen Allie?” George was my oldest and closest friend, and he had recently hooked up with Alicia, one of my off-and-on steadies since grade school. A big, bronzed, strapping fellow, George was a guitarist of the first degree, with a sweet, melodic voice reminiscent of Art Garfunkle that blended almost perfectly with my bluesy baritone. After I married Paula and we had our first child, I went “legit.” I’d given up on Rock ‘n’ Roll and abandoned the road to take a “real” job. And, to make sure we didn’t lose complete touch with the music scene, George and I started working together writing music and performing at small local venues.
Paula perked up and did a once-over of George’s chiseled body. Of all my wife’s extramarital efforts, George was probably her most frustrating. Paula’s infidelity was well known in our little group, but George and I were much too close for him to consider her less-than-subtle flirting.
“I thought I saw her a little earlier playing volleyball, George.” Paula nodded toward a gaggle of legs and arms and flying sand about fifty yards away.
“Thanks, Paula. I’ll check it out. Hey, Nelson, wanna grab a beer?” George said to me, jerking his head back toward the snack bar. I looked at Paula, and she shrugged. Fact was, she probably felt more comfortable here on the beach without me to inhibit her habitual flirting. This bit of serendipity was perfectly timed, as I now had an excuse to get away and meet up with Barbara. George wouldn’t mind a bit playing the shill for me once he found out who it was I wanted to see.
It was funny how I felt I had to hide this from Paula. In spite of all her extramarital activities, or maybe because of them, she was extremely suspicious and jealous of me with other women. I learned this a few years earlier when I happened to see Alicia at a prom party where George and I were performing. She was there with her first husband, and we managed to step away for a few minutes to catch up. All we did was talk, though she did give me a light peck on the cheek as we parted. And somehow that innocent rendezvous got reported to Paula by one of her girlfriends, and she lit into me as if I had committed murder.
As George and I slogged off through the sugary sand, I started to explain what I needed to do. “You’ll never guess who I just saw,” I said after we were out of earshot of my family.
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