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“Finally--a book about sex that's funny on purpose. Chris Bridges' twisted take on erotica, sex surveys, and sexual self-help is a hoot!”
-- Cathy Winks, co-author of The New Good Vibrations Guide to Sex
“There's just one word for Chris Bridges's work: brilliant … no, 'fantastic' is better… well, not that either, how about 'incredible' … not quite there, how about 'genius' … no, not quite enough … what about 'delicious? ' … nah, too fattening … Wonderful? Great? Elegant? Beautiful? Just read the book and see how erotic writing should be done and pick your own word.”
-- M. Christian, author of Speaking Parts: Provocative Lesbian Erotica
“Giggling Into the Pillow is... not only a particularly funny collection of stories, parodies, and articles about sex but is also the most honest erotica I've read.”
-- Jason Toney, ScarletLetters.com
“An excellent book which will allow you to use the phrase 'Rabelaisian wit' in casual conversation.”
-- Phil Foglio, xXxenophile, Girl Genius
“...Chris Bridges' book, Giggling into the Pillow, isn't a short story collection or a novel. It isn't intelligent discourse via nonfiction. It's more like what you'd get if Mad magazine was published by a nudist colony headed by Mel Brooks.”
-- Debra Hyde, PursedLips.com
“Let him put a smile on your face, and on your lover's too - nothing says, “I love you,” like a giggle.”
-- Erotica Readers and Writers Association
“In Monty-Python-meets-Deep-Throat style, Chris Bridges strings a series of sexual non sequiturs together to create “Giggling into the Pillow.” In it, what ought to make us squirm makes us laugh, and what ought to turn us on, well, makes us laugh. As strange as the tales are, they're closer to reality than standard erotic fare. I'll take Chris's reality any day.”
-- Sage Vivant, customeroticasource.com
“Don't let any of your right-wing acquaintances see this book: they might get the idea that sex is supposed to be fun, and God only knows what would happen then. This book sucks! (And if you think that's an insult, you really need to read the book.)”
--Hanne Blank, author of Shameless: Women's Best Erotica
For Teresa, because everything is for Teresa, just not everybody knows it yet.
My ex-girlfriend was very sexy. She reminded me of the Sphinx because she was very mysterious and eternal and solid and her nose was shot off by French soldiers.
—Emo Philips
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This e-book is being offered for free, gratis, no-charge, for a couple of reasons. First, because I like free stuff and I’m guessing other people do, too. Second, because I’m hoping that people will read my stories for free and like them enough to pay cash money for print versions for themselves or to inflict upon hapless friends and family. If you’re interested, and you know you are, search for “Giggling Into the Pillow” at amazon.com or barnesandnoble.com and pick up a few copies. Thanks!
-------------------------
No book is written by just one person, no matter how much everyone else involved wants to forget it ever happened. Besides, I need to get my accusations in early in order to establish my future legal position, so I’d like to publicly thank the following people:
The visitors and virtual residents of HootIsland.com, for humoring me by coming back, week after week and year after year, to see just what silly shit I’m up to this time.
Heather Corinna, for friendship, constant encouragement, great websites, and nekkid pictures (which were pretty damn encouraging all by themselves).
Jane and Jim, Todd and Debbie, Anne and Cathy, Jen and Dave, and the incredible Asia Carrera, for helping Hoot Island get on the map way back when, and for being pretty cool URLfriends besides.
The good people of the Erotica-Readers.com listserv for catching many of my bonehead mistakes and literary felonies before they got out and hurt innocent people.
The fun-loving folks at CleanSheets.com, for putting up with my amateur editoring for a year.
Hanne Blank, Spider Robinson, Phil Foglio, Robert B. Parker, Jennifer Crusie, John Varley, Christopher Moore, Brian Michael Bendis, William Goldman, Kevin Smith, Terry Moore, and many other people I’ve never met, for writing things I couldn’t stop reading and thus helping me avoid actually writing anything myself.
Dave, Shasta, Dan, and other unnamed friends, for unconditional support and for selflessly sacrificing their own diets to make sure I didn’t accidentally eat too much Chinese food by myself.
And, always, Teresa, Tony, and Jamie, for being Teresa, Tony, and Jamie.
-------------------------
Apparently, there are some folks out there who don’t think sex is very funny.
Some think sex must at all times be serious, treated with the sort of forced silence of Mass on Sunday, or dinner at your grandmother’s house with the relatives. Others feel that laughing during or about sex means something is terribly wrong; that a penis is too small, a bottom too curvaceous. Others still cannot trust even a smile, mistaking it for a mocking grin, an untold secret, or perhaps a case of gas.
Thankfully, for all of us, Chris Bridges isn’t one of those people. Like the Chink in Robbins’ Even Cowgirls Get The Blues, his mantra is simple and to the point: “Ha ha ho ho and hee hee.” It may sound somewhat unfamiliar at first, but we know we’ve heard it somewhere before. And we really need to hear it again. Thankfully, we have people like Chris out there who realize that all of our anatomy—including our funny bones—can be sexual organs; that realize that what happens when we laugh and what happens when we orgasm, are pretty damned similar and when combined can be a fabulous uproar.And if sex isn’t a fabulous uproar,why bother? Our sex lives should be a roll in the park on a sunny day, not an obligational hour spent on a creaky treadmill.
If we are made nervous by a partner laughing or grinning, if we cannot possibly find sex or our sexual selves funny (unless we’re a character in an Anne Rice novel—then we may be excused), if we can’t find the comedy in sex itself, if we don’t recognize that an earnest smile, laugh, giggle or guffaw from a partner is one of the best responses we could hope for, then somewhere along the line, we simply must have forgotten that sex is supposed to be joyful. And if that is the case, as a culture, we are sexually ill.
If there is a doctor suited to help us with this malady, the best one I know of is Chris Bridges. Chris’ humor is accessible—neither highbrow nor lowbrow—it is simply real, sincere and not at all forced. It, in fact, comes as naturally to him as breathing—something the rest of us may have trouble doing while reading his work. It isn’t at anyone’s expense, and is grounded in daily life, in sexual politics, in personal history and in a spirit of elation with a few giddy hits of nitrous oxide tossed in for good measure. You can adjust your dosage accordingly: read a few passages one day, a few more the next, or, for serious emergencies, take it all in at once until your sides hurt and you feel the insistent need to make a Jabba the Hut costume just so you can show your partner what he really would have done to Leia if he had the chance.
Laughter is powerful and essential. Laughter can shake shame senseless, can remind us of our humanity, can force us to be as real as we are, it can refresh intimacy, it can transform our sex lives: hey, this is no laughing matter—the stuff is serious medicine. And there is, in Chris Bridges, a doctor in the house.
At least, that’s why I think he walks around in that white coat.
Heather Corinna is the founder of ScarletLetters.com and Scarleteen.com, and is one of the most foreword people I know.
-------------------------
Once upon a time, I had an adult website. It was called HootIsland.com, named after an especially odd construct built in the original Commodore 64 version of Sim City.
It was unlike most other adult websites I saw, which is why I did it. Hoot Island was based on the groundbreaking principle that sex was funny and fun, and that women were people. Oddly, even many of the adult websites run by women had problems with this simple attitude.
The motto and mission statement was “Silly sex, for silly people,” and I held tightly to that vision for 10 years. I posted cartoons and reviews and stories and poems and songs and lots and lots of pictures. And those pictures had a single restriction: the people in them, naked though they may be, had to be visibly enjoying themselves. Not the fake, the-photographer-told-them-to-look-sexy-and-now-they-look-like-they-have-sort-some-of-severe-gastrointestinal-disorder kind of enjoyment, but sincerely smiling and laughing and having a good time.
Unsurprisingly (to me, anyway) this caught on. I had a lot of fun with Hoot Island, venting and being silly and getting to look at lots of nekkid pictures as a hobby. A hobby that more or less paid for itself, even. I met lots of wonderful people who also believed sex was fun. I got to interview porn stars, go to awards shows, and review odd little rubber devices I got in the mail. Who says America isn’t the land of opportunity?
But finally I let the site wind down. Life intervened. Different interests bickered for my attention. Searching out more smiling nekkid wimmen was becoming a chore (I know!). And sites like Fleshbot.com were covering the silly sex news much more thoroughly than I was. Also, hosting an adult site is expensive, and with the not-a-recession going on, well… Hoot Island settled down to a simmer, the stories got moved to hootisland.livejournal.com, and I went about my life.
Only…
I like writing silly smut. I miss it. And I’m still not seeing enough of it about. So I’m bringing “Giggling” back out to play, and bringing HootIsland.com back to host more stories, and working on another collection to be published soon called “Yodeling Into the Gulley.” Look for it!
Oh, and here’s what I wrote last time:
-------------------------
If sex isn’t a joke, what is? –Nella Larson
The unrelenting pressure has been building, building, and you feel as if you’ll die if you don’t find release and soon. Your stomach muscles crunch, your thighs lock, your jaw is clenched like a weight lifter with previously-unsuspected dysentery and still you can feel the sensation coming, as uncontrollable and unstoppable as a tidal wave. You suck in air to tighten your control but you might as well use one of those little paper drink umbrellas to hold back the sea, because the release is far beyond any hope of containment and it sucks you over the edge like an electrical rip tide into a gut-wrenching…
Orgasm? Laughing fit? They share a lot in common, these things, and not just because you can receive either one from watching your lover naked. Both laughter and sexual climax release you from tension, often explosively, and anything that can ease your tension and is legal besides is a Good Thing. Both experiences can be achieved alone or in company, both can make you cry out, and both can result in you suddenly needing a dry change of clothes. One of them is slightly less scandalous in public (depending on the situation), the other more polite at orgies (depending on the orgy), but I’d never turn down either one. If you can manage to experience both simultaneously, at least once in your lifetime, you’ll be sure that God likes you best. If you survive.
This is the part where I’m supposed to tell you all about how important laughter is to a healthy human and a healthy sex life, how it can improve your health and your life and your gas mileage and your relationships with friends and lovers and public health officials, and why it is vitally important to be able to laugh at everything in life. I believe I’m also expected to quote Desmond Morris and Susie Bright and Freud and Masters & Johnson and The Discovery Channel and Animal Planet and whomever the hot evolutionary theorists are these days, but I’d just be cutting and pasting a lot of stuff that you’d just have to skip over so let’s just assume that I’ve said something terribly wise regarding humor and sex that justifies your buying this book (“See? It’s not pornography, it’s social science!”) and we’ll just skip to the smut.
Most of what you’re about to read came from my work on HootIsland.com, a website I began in 1996 as, essentially, a very public filing cabinet (or trash can, depending on your opinion of my work). It hasn’t fundamentally changed since then, although it has gotten a lot bigger. Hoot Island’s motto is “silly sex, for silly people” and I’m proud to say that we’ve never once wavered from that lofty goal. And I’ve met an awful lot of awfully silly people, who do a fair bit of wavering themselves.
These are the sorts of things that they like, the freaks.
-------------------------
There was a dildo in the middle of the road.
I drove over it and about 300 feet past it before it fully registered, and by then I was far enough along that turning around to investigate seemed silly. All I had was a faint mental snapshot of pink skin in a familiar-looking shape. Nahhh, couldn't be.
I pulled into the driveway and hauled the groceries into the house where Teres was waiting, reasonably patiently. “Hey babe,” I said. “There's a penis in the road.”
“I know,” she said, still watching television. “I ran over it an hour ago when I dropped the kids off.”
“Not interested?”
“Nah. There's plenty more around if I need one. You?”
“No, I'm good. Not the sort of thing I'd expect to find around here, though.” I dumped the bags on the kitchen counter and started rooting through them. It was true. We lived at the end of a dirt road in the sticks. Ten minutes drive brought us all the pleasures of the city, mostly in the form of restaurants and bookstores, but as soon as your car turned onto our area you were in deep, deep woods. Upon seeing it, your first impression would be that some drunken partier had somehow gotten hold of a bulldozer and had taken it upon him- or herself to make a neighborhood, stopping every few blocks to shoot up. The few houses along the thin, twisty, muddy roads were huddled together where the builders flang them, like big square mushrooms. Our own house was at the end of a minor cul-de-sac that we were pretty sure was going to cause the county problems if and when they finally got around to paving our roads.
Finding stuff lying around out there wasn't at all unusual. Our roads had only a passing acquaintance with anything horizontal or level, and anyone new or foolish enough to come through at any speed more blinding than 10 mph was just begging to lose his truck's contents, his engine mounts, his back teeth, and his kidneys. Toolboxes, tires, old appliances, car parts, dead animals, nearly dead animals, shoes, bed frames, even the odd novelty, but, to date, none quite as novel as this. I started the water boiling as Teres came in to chop tomatoes. “Nope,” I said. “We've got all the dicks we need.”
“Hello the house!” The front door slammed open and our roommate Dave made his presence known. He strode into the kitchen and tossed the muddy dildo in question onto the counter like an Italian salami. “Found you a replacement,” he said. It looked disturbingly real, apart from the size and the suction cup on the base. It had testicles.
“Thanks, we were just wondering when you were gonna come by and fling a muddy marital aid at us.”
“I know, that's why I hurried. What's for supper?”
“Spaghetti. Why did you bring this here?”
“Ha! Who else's would it be? You didn't lose it?”
“No, I try and keep better care of my genitalia, and I don't think Teres is shopping around.”
Dave turned to face Teresa, who was ignoring both of us and our new unit magnificently. “Really? Not interested in trading up? It's all you could ask for, and it's machine-washable.” He picked it up and began to poke it past her cheek, but she raised her right hand and showed him the kitchen knife she was holding.
“I told you when you moved in: anything you poke at me will get cut off,” she said, and smiled sweetly over her shoulder. “Now go wash your pee-pee and get ready for dinner.”
Kim and Phen, our remaining dinner guests/usual cohorts, showed up together just as the bell for the bread dinged. Kim wasn't currently seeing anybody and had decided that the best place to not see anybody was over at our house where she could complain about whom it was she wasn’t seeing. It also got her away from her perfect, white-bread, ideal relationship parents who continued to assure her that the right man would come along Any Day Now. Phen was one of our occasional friends -- he occasionally stopped by, I don't mean he was only occasionally a friend -- but was always up for free food and movies. We had laid in a supply of testosterone-dripping cinema for us to watch while Teres and Kim harangued the entire male race (I was, fortunately, exempt from that category on an honorary basis; Dave and Phen were on probation) and its constant refusal to recognize true beauty and grace when it saw it, i.e. Kim. I dumped the pasta into the strainer and ran some water over it while Teres took the pot of sauce to the table. “Hey,” she called. “Come on back, we're ready!” A pause, and then, “Ack! Dave!”
I joined her, carrying the pasta and a plate of bread, and saw what stopped her. Dave had set the table with an elegant place setting for each of us and a grouping of flowers shoved together in the center. In the middle of the sad and lopsided floral arrangement was the dildo, pointing straight up and clearing the tops of the flowers by almost seven inches.
At least he'd washed it first.
Kim and Phen walked into the dining room and stopped dead, with puzzled and amused expressions. Phen broke first. “We having cocktails?”
We explained during dinner. I don't know if you've ever noticed this before, but it is very difficult to ignore a 10” penis, especially when you have to look past it to see your dinner companions. This is not a problem I'm accustomed to dealing with, and while Dave was well known to be packing more than his fair share he still seemed nonplussed.
It didn't help matters that it was so very realistic. The penis, not the dinner companions. I couldn't help imagining an extremely pissed off man strapped to the underside of our table, scrabbling desperately at the table leaf clamps.
Teres gestured at it with her fork. “How in the world did it get out there?” I shrugged.
Dave said, “Got me. When I saw it I thought some poor fool had been running around naked and drowned in the mud. Before I picked it up I spent some time poking around trying to find a better handle to pull him out with.”
“Maybe a jealous lover found it and threw it out,” Kim said.
“Maybe a plane carrying badly-needed sex toys to Alabama took a hit and scattered penises all over the South,” said Phen, who was trying to maneuver the last piece of bread to his plate without anyone noticing, which resulted, as it usually did, with all of us watching patiently until he succeeded. “Maybe it grew naturally.”
“They usually do,” I said. “But that doesn't explain this one. I wonder if someone's out there now looking for it.”
“I'd think so,” Kim said. “It's a nice one.” She looked around at us. “As they go, I mean.”
Dave chuckled. “If I lost my 10” dick I know I'd be upset.”
“Yeah, you'd only have four inches left,” Phen said. “Whatcha gonna do with it?”
“Why?”
“Well, it makes a fetching centerpiece, but it doesn't really fit the tone of your dining room.”
“We'll probably toss it,” I said, looking at Teres. She gave me a small but definite nod. I've known Teres' opinions about sex toys for a very long time now, and they are as follows: if she was already in a state of high excitement and I slipped one out from under a pillow, she'd embrace it (and me) wholeheartedly, or whatever. But in the cold light of day they carried the same erotic charge for her as raw liver. Less, possibly, since she was better at seeing culinary potentials than sexual ones.
“You oughta try and find the owner,” Phen said. “I'm sure this costs a few bucks. Kim? Whatcha think?”
She blushed and punched him in the shoulder. “How would I know? Geez, guys, like I've got all this stuff memorized. Just because I'm single you think I'm the local authority on masturbatory devices, people call me up for consultation?”
We waited.
“Fuck all of you. It's a 'Salty Cinnamon' Cyberskin Superstud, 10”, caucasian, $69.95 retail. But I only know it because I saw it in a catalog and I liked the name, all right?”
Teres nudged Kim's shoulder. “Do you want it?”
Kim dropped her fork and put both hands flat on the table. “Hell, no! I've bought pre-owned cars, second-hand clothing, and a used dog, but I wouldn't take a used dildo even if you bleached it first. I mean, ewww. I’m pretty sure I know exactly where it's been, so I know where it ain't going.” She reached out and plucked the penis from its home and peered at it. “But it can't have been out there long,” she said. “Cyberskin feels great, but I don't think it weathers well. This still looks new.”
The sight of Kim holding a massive schlong up to her face was causing some disturbing and surprising effects on my own equipment, so I turned away to look across the table at Phen, who was now fully visible to me for the first time tonight. “So, what? Put up notices? 'Found, one dildo, answers to “Buzz”'?”
He shrugged. “Either that or stake out the road and look for someone driving by very slowly, with a worried look on her face.”
“Or his face.”
“Or his face.”
Kim was still inspecting the wang in question, one hand cupping the balls and one hand firmly grasping the thick shaft. It would have been fiercely erotic had she not been sighting along the length with the screwed-tight expression of someone choosing a pool cue. “I think someone out there is very sad right now.”
We set it aside and went on with our plans of watching the Lord of the Rings DVDs, but disembodied dick jokes became the theme of the evening. We speculated on which one of Gandalf's wands was the more powerful, and whether or not Frodo could have used it as a pike. After the night wound down and we had chanted all the different versions of “one dick shall rule them all, and in the darkness fuck them,” Kim and Phen left and the rest of us collapsed in the living room amidst the Cheeto bags and empty Coke cans.
The dildo was stuck to the television screen by the suction cup on its base and was currently turning David Brinkley into a unicorn.
“So what are we going to do with George, there?” I asked.
“George?”
“I need a name, I can't just deal with a nameless dick.”
Dave started laughing. “Puts you one up on Kim, then,” he said.
Teres glared at him. “That was rude. George it is, then. So what are we going to do with it?”
I couldn't help it. “Let's sleep on it,” I said.
The kids were getting dropped off home the next morning, so we brought George upstairs and laid him, reverently, on a pillow. Well away from the bed.
The next morning I came down to breakfast to find Teresa sitting on the living room floor, making a sign. I leaned over her head enough to read it.
Found: Very PERSONAL Item on B Street. Please call or contact us to identify.
“Very nice,” I said. “Suggestive without being too embarrassing, just like our wedding pictures.”
“I thought so.”
“I think you chickened out by not including an artist's conception.”
We posted the signs, all the while looking about furtively in case the Religious Right was hiding in the bushes, ready to leap out and arrest us for trafficking in penises. It was an odd feeling, skulking about in the daylight like that.
“You know no one's gonna have the nerve to call, don't you?” I said.
Teres asked, “Would you call?”
“Of course.”
“So do you want to pass up the chance to meet someone as twisted as you?”
Our public service done for the week, we headed back to the house, confident we'd be throwing George out within a few days.
By 10:30 that morning we had 32 calls.
We had to resort to scheduling visits throughout the day Sunday and quickly filled the 10 am to 5 pm slots with only a very few gaps. “We can use those for sort of an open viewing,” Teres said. She seemed to be enjoying this, so rather than bitch about our lost Sunday I relaxed to the inevitable and suggested we cater it.
First thing was to arrange for the whereabouts of our boys. They're good lads, and very savvy about the ways of life, but despite our open attitude and sincere appreciation for honesty in parent-child relationships we still didn't feel completely comfortable having them present as we invited a series of forlorn sex maniacs into the house to inspect a massive false penis, if only because rushed explanations would have been unfair to all concerned. Arrangements were made to ship them off to Phen's place to play with his daughter, hopefully in a reasonably sex-toy-free environment.
Kim was contacted to stand by as a consultant, in case she was required as an expert witness. She came over Saturday night and the three of us spent an enjoyable evening trying to decide on appropriate food to serve. Hot dogs or bratwurst seemed gauche, but barbecue was too messy. Teresa suggested tacos, as sort of a counterpoint, while I leaned towards cheese logs combined with cheese balls for an overall effect. We finally settled on fried chicken and chips to be the most neutral food and the most likely to stay edible all day.
The rest of the night was used to set the stage.
The Sunday sun rose proud and true, flinging its rays through our windows to see what it could see, which was a heavy-duty construction-size doohickey of the male persuasion lying in state on its velvet pillow and surrounded by flowers and ribbons. No word on how the sun felt about that. The rest of the table had been cleared and polished and provided an elegant setting for viewing.
“Shouldn't we have velvet ropes set up,” Teres asked. “in case there's a line?”
“No need,” I said. “I think you could see George from space.”
About five minutes before ten the first appointment showed up. We were nervous; it was one thing to laugh about this, but what kind of people were we inviting into our home? Not that owning a sex toy equated to perversity (or, more to the point, not that perversity was a problem in our household), but we weren't sure what sort of person would face the embarrassment rather than just buy a new one. Either these would be people amazing in their mental stability and remarkably comfortable in themselves, or…
Or, like our first supplicants, they were too whacked out to care.
James and Martha (no last name offered) weren't quite dead ringers for the people in the American Gothic painting, but only because they weren't dressed as well. They were so nervous it put us at ease, if that makes sense, and they seemed relieved that we weren't out to blackmail them or take pictures. According to James, their missing device was something they had bought through a catalog after 46 years of increasingly boring sex. Turned out that battery-operated vibration was just what both of them needed and now not only were they at it night and day, they had developed a seething rivalry (and a serious dildo jones).
“James here needed it for his prostate, you know,” Martha confided in us, lowering her eyes. “And since I insisted on boiling it after he did that, you know, before I'd touch it, it got so we'd both try to make sure we were the first one to get to it in the morning. In just a few weeks we were fighting over it night and day, hiding it on each other and calling each other the most dreadful names.”
James hung his head as well. “I'm ashamed to admit it, but I once left it in me for three days so she couldn't get it. Wasn't easy driving the truck like that, let me tell you.”
Teres glanced back towards the table, then at James. Her eyes got very wide.
I stood up and, with some trepidation, offered my hands to both of them. “Would you like to see if this is yours?”
Martha sat, clutching her handbag. “I, I don't know.” She looked up at her husband. “We were getting to hate one another. I don't know that we should have it anymore. I remember locking myself in the bathroom for a whole week last Christmas and I just can’t stand it.”
“She's right,” James said, and touched her hair affectionately. “We've lost something in our marriage, and I think we need to work on getting it back. The sex was great, though.” He kneeled before her and took her hands. “C'mon, Martha. Let's go get it and leave these good people alone. We can deal with this ourselves.”
She nodded once, bravely, and then they walked over to look at George. There was a long pause. Martha crossed herself.
Finally James said, “Nope, that ain't ours. We lost ours while we were fighting in the truck during our weekly battery run. Looked for it for hours with no luck, but that one I think we woulda seen, easy.”
“Does that one vibrate?” Martha asked, a bit fearfully.
10:30 brought us Gail, a 19-year-old girl who entered our house, nodded at us, looked at it, shook her head, and left without saying a single word. She was blushing bright enough to set off smoke alarms.
Our 11:00 was a timid little man in a cheap suit who introduced himself as “John.” “I like to look like I'm, you know, packing, when I go out,” he said. “I slip a little extra something in my pants leg and hit the town.”
He admitted that George did not belong to him. I could tell; if he wore George he'd have no room for his leg.
Kim stayed quiet until he started to leave, and then her curiosity kicked her sense in the head and spoke up. “Excuse me,” she said, “I don't want to pry, but why do you do that? I mean, what good does it do to pick someone up on the basis of something that's gonna drop off as soon as you drop your pants? Doesn't that kind of break the mood?”
“John” smiled nervously. “I don't really know,” he said. “It hasn't worked yet.”
Before he left he insisted we put him on a list to claim it if nobody else did.
11:30 brought a good-looking gay couple, both named Steve. “It's pretty handy, actually,” the blond Steve said, laughing. “I can yell my own name out without sounding narcissistic.”
One of them (I forget which) had been bringing a new present home for the other and lost it somewhere along the way.
“You know how you see something in the store and you just have to see it in your lover?” We agreed that we did. “Well, this was just perfect. Perfect shape, perfect size, perfect.”
The one we had, however, was not.
“Nope,” said Steve. “It was much bigger than that.” The other Steve smiled sadly, and they finished their drinks and left.
We left noon open to have lunch, but some unannounced hopefuls showed up anyway and kept us busy. One 9-year-old boy who had stolen his mom's “massager” had lost it while showing his friends (apparently, in a perfectly sensible move, they had decided to see if they could get it stuck in a tree) and now had to find it fast, was particularly devastated that this wasn't it. He tried to talk us into giving it to him anyway, in the hopes that she'd like it better and not kill him, but we told him we needed parental permission before we handed a 10” lifelike dildo to a minor. We’re just the old-fashioned type, we are.
A 6'2” man in full leather and chain biker regalia hefted it experimentally but finally pronounced it wrong. A lady Teres recognized as one of our younger son's grade school teachers crept quietly in, shook hands with everybody, and then burst into tears when she saw it. A gentleman arrived and announced several times that it wasn't his; he was there on behalf of his client who had described it to him perfectly. One woman that would best be described as “trailer-trash” stormed in with a big book under her arm, looked at the thing, opened her book, and compared the dildo to the hundreds of pictures she had carefully arranged in order of size and function. It wasn't hers, but I couldn't imagine why not. A small group of elderly ladies, still in their church clothes, milled nervously around the front door until one of them was shoved by the rest into coming in to look.
“It's not ours, girls!” she called out the door as she left. “This one's white!”
By three o'clock we had been visited by four more women, three men, two couples, a youth group, and a city council member who asked to remain anonymous. We were getting discouraged.
“I don't believe this many people lost a sex toy,” Kim said. “Suddenly I don't feel so perverted anymore.”
I sat down next to her. “Will you be all right?” I asked.
She hove a deep sigh. “I suppose. A few days and I'll start feeling dirty again, I'm sure. Do you believe these people?”
“I know,” Teres said. “My favorite so far is the lady that tried to shoplift it.”
I chuckled. “Or the guy who said he couldn't recognize it unless he tried it.”
“What are we going to do if the real owner never shows up?” Teres asked.
“If no one claims it within 30 days, it's yours, hon,” I said. She snorted. “We could always take it to the next PTA meeting and ask if anyone’s missing a dick.”
Kim suggested we auction it off. “We could give the money to charity, like unwed mothers or something.”
Our 5:00 appointment was running late, so we started packing up. “We can leave the sign up and people can call,” I said.
Teres looked up, horrified. “Oh, no, I'm not taking calls for this thing if you're not here. What if I get attacked?”
“Hit 'em with George.”
Kim left to hit the bathroom, just as a car pulled up in the driveway. “Whoops,” I said. “Your table might be dickless tonight after all.”
The woman waiting outside our front door was trim and elegant, well dressed and beautiful. She was in her late 40's, had auburn hair that looked natural, and was clearly fit. Her eyes were hazel, her suit was Donna Karan, and she voted Republican.
No, I couldn't tell that from looking. Kim had told us once that her mom voted for Bush.
To her credit, she didn't seem as flustered as I would have expected, not that I would have expected Kim's mom to show up at our house at all, much less in search of cock. “Oh,” she said. “Oh. My, I didn't expect this.”
Teres recovered before I did. “Won't you come in, Mrs. Sullivan,” she said. “We were just cleaning up.”
Mrs. Sullivan entered the room with such poise and grace that I momentarily forgot she was here to lay claim to a rubber dick. “You've got such a beautiful home,” she said.
We stood there uncomfortably for a moment, and then she saw the table. “Oh my God, there it is.” She walked briskly over and snatched the penis off the pillow, cradling it in both hands and looking it over for marks, for all the world like a she was judging a prize-winning zucchini. Maybe she was. “Not a scratch on him,” she said, amazed. Next to me Teres was fighting desperately to keep from giggling. I was simply in shock.
Not as much as Kim was, though, when she walked back in to see her mother kissing the head of nearly a foot of cock. “MOM! What the hell are you doing?” I assumed it was a trick question.
Mrs. Sullivan stood up straight and lowered her penis. “This is mine, dear,” she said. Kim stood there, open-mouthed and breathing like a distance jogger.
“But… you… Daddy? Does Daddy know you have… one of those?” she asked, pointing.
“I'm afraid he does now. He found it in my makeup case Friday night and went ballistic. Yelled something about him not being good enough for me and then he drove off with it. He was right, of course, but that’s no excuse to steal my property. I suppose he thought this was remote enough where no one would find it, or have the brains to do anything if they did. No offense,” she said.
“None taken,” I said.
“I was driving around yesterday looking for it and I saw the ad. It never occurred to me it would be you kids.”
Teres smiled. “We pick up the darndest things.”
Mrs. Sullivan tucked George, with difficulty, into her purse. It bulged. A lot. “Well,” she said with a bright smile. “I suppose I'd better find a better place to hide him, eh?”
Before I could stop myself, I spoke up. “You should ask Kim, Mrs. Sullivan. You two have a lot in common.” Kim stopped staring at her mother just long enough to fix a malevolent glare on me, silently assuring me of unbelievable amounts of pain in my immediate and unavoidable future.
Her mom grinned and pulled Kim into a hug. “Yeah, I know. We both have lousy taste in men.”
Kim's voice came out muffled and timid. “But great shopping skills,” she said. Mrs. Sullivan just laughed and took her by the arm as they both walked out the door.
“So what kind do you like?” we heard her mom asking.
Teres and I sank onto the couch and looked at each other, lips and jaws struggling, until the car sounds faded, and then we let ourselves laugh it out. It took a while. The hilarity of the situation, plus the underlying dread of certain Kim-based retribution, took our breath away and we just howled.
Finally I calmed down enough to say, “That was way more about her family than I ever wanted to know.” Teres just kept giggling that great laugh of hers. When the knock on the door came she was still curled up, shaking, so I got up to get it.
The two men standing there wore identical white short sleeve shirts, black pants and ties, and they both held familiar-looking pamphlets and bibles. What the heck, I figured. After spending the day discovering the kinky inclinations of our immediate neighbors, a little harmless religious proselytizing might be refreshing, and it'd do us good to talk about something that doesn't involve lubrication in any obvious manner. Besides, we still had some chicken left. “Come on in, fellas. What can I do for you?”
They looked at each other nervously, and shuffled their feet. Finally one of them spoke up.
“We heard you found something…?”
-------------------------
“How to Give Her 15 Screaming Orgasms Before She Gets Both Her Shoes Off”
“We Review the 100 Best All-Natural, Water-Based Non-Carcinogenic Lubes”“
“Can You Last An Hour, Or Are You a Failure?”
“How Can I Tell If My Lover’s Prostate Tastes Right?”
Lifestyle magazines are full of handy sexual tips these days. Due to various social and economic rules that are closely tied to mankind’s baser instincts, it is exceedingly rare indeed to find anything on the newsstands that doesn’t have the word “orgasm” somewhere on the cover, up to and including The Christian Science Monitor and Highlights. And it can be difficult to wade through this heaving onslaught of material without getting the feeling that you might be somehow… lacking? Not as well versed in the tantric Vedas as you should be? Do you find yourself unable to quickly analyze your partner’s state of arousal by pheromone level alone? Have you screwed enough people to constitute a sufficient statistical universe? Is your score in the Purity Test distressingly pure?
Well, Hoot Island does have its standards, and we expect our readers to make the grade. Just take this handy quiz to see if you have what it takes in today’s hip, savvy boudoir:
To me, Sex is…
a. something to be shared between two people in a loving, committed relationship
b. something to be shared with that redhead over there
c. something to be shared between seven people in a loving, committed relationship
d. a supremely athletic event that’s getting ruined by amateurs and corporate sponsors, like surfing
e. more necessary than air
My favorite sex toy is powered by:
a. “C” batteries
b. a car battery
c. a turbine engine
d. an intricate network of gears, pulleys, waterworks and pack animals
e. a small, self-contained nuclear power plant
The last place I had sex was:
a. in bed, with the lights off
b. on the dining room table, with the lights on
c. on the dining room table at the Embassy Hilton, with the lights on
d. in an Esprit V8 going 160 mph through a mountain pass at midnight, with the lights off
e. inside a coffin, during a cremation
I judge a man's sexuality by his:
a. length
b. length and width
c. imagination
d. length, width, and imagination, and credit rating, and golf handicap
e. network of scar patterns
What are the only utterly necessary steps of any sexual encounter?
a. male orgasm
b. intercourse, male orgasm
c. foreplay, intercourse, male and female orgasm
d. foreplay, multiple mutual orgasms, intercourse, multiple mutual orgasms, intercourse, multiple mutual orgasms (repeat)
e. Stamping ground, flapping arms while displaying cheek pads in aggressive display, hooting loudly, flinging dung at rivals, building a nest to attract the female butcherbird, orgasm, consuming mate and depositing eggs in still-warm corpse
I judge a woman’s sexuality solely by her:
a. hooters
b. sensual, confident attitude
c. willingness to have sex with me
d. hooters and willingness to have sex with me
e. willingness to have sex with me and any three of my buds
How many of your lover’s erogenous zones have you successfully located?
a. 12
b. 35
c. all of them
d. only the ones on my lover’s actual body
e. all of them, and I created three more
Judging from your own experience, what is the average length of a man’s penis?
a. 9”
b. 10”
c. 11”
d. a and c
e. I add the sum of all the lengths and divide by the number of man currently in bed
How do you keep track of your lovers afterwards?
a. my diary
b. reading The National Enquirer
c. collecting CDs of every band I’ve had
d. a dedicated computer database, online so it can be updated from anywhere, instantly
e. my staff handles that sort of thing
I learned about sex from:
a. my parents/uncle/aunt/teacher/coach/parole officer
b. my schoolmates
c. porn videos
d. porn videos starring my parents
e. directing porn videos starring my parents and my schoolmates
My first time was:
a. gentle and loving, with someone I cared about
b. wild and animalistic, with someone handy
c. a carefully crafted media event to help debut my new perfume
d. as number #257 and #263 in the “World’s Largest Gang-Bang 2”
e. recorded by three separate amateur astronomers on two different continents as a new sighting
Safe sex means:
a. condoms, foam, those little rubber things the girl sticks in
b. getting a complete blood test and medical history back to the crib
c. wearing your seatbelt during
d. making sure the knots are within reach
e. knee pads, support cables, two burly spotters, and making sure the safety is on
What’s the longest sex act you’ve ever experienced?
a. an honest 3 minutes, by God!
b. halftime
c. the duration of the cab drive from Camden to Parliament, not counting the stop for drinks and preventatives
d. the duration of the plane trip from New York to Zurich, not counting the break for dinner but including the movie
e. it began on Bastille Day, 1991, and has been peaking steadily since
You discover that your new lover is married. What do you do?
a. end it immediately, it’s not worth the heartache
b. continue until discovery is imminent, then get the hell out
c. stay in the relationship until you have drained it of every drop of potential pleasure, then bring the whole marriage down in flames
d. leave immediately, preventing closure, then make a point of re-entering your lover’s life in a dramatic fashion every few years to keep things interesting
e. immediately seduce your lover’s spouse as well, either simultaneously or in sequence, to keep things fair
Oral sex is:
a. okay, I guess
b. better than anything on this earth, except for the World Cup
c. the best way to shut someone up, ever
d. the very best way to say “good morning!”
e. the only proper study of a lifetime
How far will you go on a first date?
a. a chaste kiss, if the rest of the date has been agreeable
b. a passionate kiss, if we really hit it off
c. oral sex, either as a promise or as the best way to get them to leave
d. an all-nighter, but only if it’s understood that I never do that sort of thing, that’s what I always say
e. I might be willing to conceive a child, but the medical fees have to be Dutch treat
Anal sex is:
a. dirty and nasty and specifically prohibited by God
b. okay, if you must insist, but only for a special occasion such as an anniversary or perfect bowling game, but get it over with and don’t ever tell anybody or I’ll poison your coffee
c. something to be approached with care, with someone you love and trust implicitly
d. something to be approached with bear grease
e. what you do after everything else on your body is used up
I think the first time you make love to a new person, you should:
a. be very certain that this is what both of you want, and then go slowly and gently
b. get good and drunk and go at it like crazed ferrets
c. be respectful and get her aroused gradually, using just the one fist
d. probably get their name, at some point
e. probably discover their gender, at some point
If someone ever took nude pictures of you, how would you respond?
a. with affronted dignity and the barest suggestion of a possible lawsuit
b. with flattered “thank you”s
c. with wild sex and some photography of my own
d. with tips on lighting and composition
e. with legal injunctions against sale or distribution until contracts can be signed that grant me all rights regarding reproduction in any and all forms of media, especially cinematic productions or webcasts
After sex, how long do you wait until you tell your best friend?
a. until after the relationship is over
b. until the next day, at lunch
c. until I can reach the phone without offending
d. until I can figure out which of the tangle of bodies in the bed is my best friend
e. I never tell, they can damn well buy the book like everybody else
Scoring
Give yourself 1 point for every “a” answer, 2 points for every “b”, 3 points for every “c”, 4 points for every “d”, and 5 points for every “e”. Add ‘em up and find yourself below.
20 — 39 points: I’m sorry, but I’m afraid this book really isn’t for you. Perhaps you might consider reading a nice religious tract, or keeping bees, or whatever it is that boring people do.
40 — 59 points: Not bad, not bad at all. You’re very nearly sexy enough to hang out with us, but you’d be, metaphorically speaking, the guy that always gets sent for beer.
60 — 79 points: Now we’re getting somewhere. Sexy, adventurous, relatively uninhibited, selfish enough to be exciting in bed and insufferable everywhere else. You’d do anything someone asked you to, but you’re not at your best when it comes to inventing your own moves. I’d do you and even admit to it afterwards.
80 — 99 points: Yow! You’re a smoking hottie and you’ve got rock stars hanging around your front doorstep waiting for you to come out. If only they knew your heart belongs to… well, you. You’re impulsive, exciting, and ready to drop everything and go at it wherever you are. You’d bang the priest during your own funeral if you could get the book out of his hands, and we love you for it.
100 points: You are a sex god/dess, and I can only assume that your love slave filled out this questionnaire under your precisely screamed orders. You certainly wouldn’t have had the time. You don’t play at destroying marriages, you bring down governments. You are the destroyer manifested in supple flesh, and we kneel before you. Carefully. Or else you’re just a total slut, but that’s good too.
-------------------------
The following is, as close as I can remember it, a verbatim conversation held in bed one cozy morning:
“That was exceedingly pleasant.”
“Thank you, thank you, all part of the service.”
“Really? Is there a tip jar?”
“No, your gratuity was included in your bill. Skooch over, you're hogging the blankie.”
“I thought that was only when the party was over 7 people?”
“It's a complimentary service I provide for my best customers. Gimme.”
“Then I should fill out the comment card. Here, you can't get more blankie because you're lying on it. Now, comments… I never have a pen when I need one…”
“What does the card say?”
“Hey, don't snoop while I'm writing. Hmmm. 'Quality of Service? ' Excellent.”
“Thank you.”
“'Promptness? ' Well, you were a little slow getting started…”
“That's because you kept dropping those real subtle hints about me needing more protein in my diet, and how you just happened to know where I could get some freshly squeezed, so I pretended to be asleep 'til you got serious.”
“I was very serious, and that'll lose you points. ‘Failure to take the customer's desires under account’. I'll just note that under 'How May We Improve? '“
“Hey, I didn't laugh at your orgasm face, that ought to qualify me for Employee of the Month.”
“Yes, you did!”
“No, I was laughing at the noises you were making, chipmunk boy.”
“Wow, you get surly when you're off duty, don't you?”
“You started it. And don't call me surly.”
“Let's see… 'Quality of food'. Exquisite. I should thank the chef.”
“I don't think my parents are near a phone. You could thank God, I suppose. But call it something else, if I hear you thanking God for my pussy I'll just get embarrassed.”
“I'll put it in French, that's what the best restaurants do anyway. Uh, “chaud humide chat” or something. Nah, if I was going to do that I woulda said grace beforehand. Besides, then I'd feel obligated to do the same whenever I was dissatisfied with the service.”
“Hey! When have you ever been dissatisfied with the service?”
“Just planning for the future, m'luv.”
“More comments like that and there won't be one, you'll be on a diet. Dunno why I bother getting fancy anyway, no matter what I do to prepare you fall on me like a burger and fries anyway.”
“Not always, just when it's been awhile.”
“You mean like more than a day or so.”
“Pretty much, yes. But I don't treat you like fast food.”
“Sure you do. You step up, glance at the menu with your mouth open while I wait for you to decide, then you get the same thing you always do, tear through it like a linebacker, then dump your tray and leave. As it were.”
“But at least I finish eating before I play on the playground.”
“I think our metaphors are getting a bit confused.”
“I certainly am. But hey, if we went the fast-food route we could mount one of those big bells like Long John Silver’s has and I could just ring that whenever it was really good.”
“Oh, God. There's something to look forward to.”
“The happiest of Happy Meals, and that way the neighbors could keep track of your service record. Back to the card.”
“Shouldn't we be getting up or going to sleep or something?”
“Quiet, this is just good manners. How will service ever improve if we don't take the time to comment?”
“You could stop yelling 'wahoo, ride 'em cowboy' during intimate moments, for one thing.”
“Romance is dead. Perhaps you could offer after-sex mints or something.”
“You hate mints.”
“But it would give me something to whip at the light switch. I hate getting up right afterwards.”
“That would explain why you favor t-shirts for cleanup.”
“That's another thing, you should provide linens. Maybe a handiwipe like the barbecue places have.”
“One more word and you'll be stuck with self-serve, you know that, don't you?”
“You're still my favorite night spot, you know.”
“Good night.”
“Good night.”
“Hey?”
“Mmmmphh?”
“Would madam be interested in a midnight snack? Plenty of protein…”
-------------------------
I find you in an intimate apparel boutique, like Victoria's Secret, or Wal-Mart. You're at the register. There's a long line of customers in front of you, you're hurried and frantic and so you don't see me coming up from behind. I sneak up, quiet as the jungle cat I resemble and smell like, to stand directly behind you, close enough to breathe in the intoxicating combination of silky soft hair and Cheetos.
I nod, smiling, to the customer behind you, inviting him to share in the momentary deception and enjoy your imminent surprise, even to go first if he wants to. He nods back, sending me silent messages in the age-old gentleman's code, for me to take first crack. He follows it up by waving his erect penis at the both of us, signifying his approval of what is surely to come, much like the howler monkey (and his enemy, the hideous shark).
I take advantage of your sudden confusion to gently reach around and stroke your neck, lightly and lovingly, with a #3 Phillips head screwdriver. You jump, startled, before relaxing to my sure and confident hands. My hands rest lightly on your shoulders as I snuggle and lick your neck from behind and the customers begin muttering, moving around us and taking side-bets. You have just enough time to lay $100 to place before surrendering to my embrace.
I featherflick my tongue up your carotid artery to your chin, nibbling my way around and enjoying your delighted murmurs. I reach your ear and carefully nip your earlobe, then abruptly seize it between my teeth and bite through (much like my enemy, the hideous shark). Rich red blood spurts out to run in crimson rivulets down your throat, between your breasts and into your beeper, shorting it instantly in a death dance of sparks and flame.
I leap upon the register, beating my chest and bellowing my challenge to all other bull cashiers for your favor. Mr. Wortley, the floor manager, accepts, romping up and down the main aisle on all fours, beating his own chest and missing occasionally. I charge him, easily batting him aside with my powerful forearm and kneeling on his forehead. He rallies and manages to bite through my calf before I capture him in a full nelson and snap his spine with a clear “crack”. I drop him and wait for the decision. The other cashiers fearfully gather their young and retreat to the safety of the high shelves as the referee enters the ring and holds my arm up high. The crowd goes wild, I've made a dangerous enemy in Vinnie “Donuts” Ballituchi for not taking a fall, and I'm ready for love.
During my ordeal you've taken the time to make yourself more comfortable, changing into a maddeningly provocative black lace teddy, spreading credit card charge slips to soften the countertop, turning the register light down low. I stride towards you and sweep you up in my arms to kiss you softly on the lips before screaming like a cheerleader and collapsing into a heap (forgot about my calf wound). I run my fingers through your hair until they're clean and then I caress your face, kiss you softly, run my tongue lightly between your lips and teeth, casually grab a handful of hooter, and whisper sweet sentiments in your mouth.
You're breathing heavily now and you run your hands freely over my back, face, ass, and, accidentally, Hector the bagboy. You expertly dress my wounds and begin running your tongue over me, licking in varying rhythms across my face and ankles. Blood from your mutilated ear drips on my neck and I enjoy the sensuous feel of the hot liquid rolling down my body. We are becoming as one, at least when seen from the back.
The excitement builds as we tear each other’s clothes off, fondling, kissing and knuckle-cracking as we go, to land in a tangled naked clump behind the registers. I unhook your bra joyously, delighting in the feel of your incredible breasts as they come tumbling out into my hands, shooting out past my head and into the aisle. You rip my pants off bodily. I passionately align your driveshaft-to-differential flange matchmarks, install bolts, washers and nuts, and torque to 31 foot-pounds. Excited beyond belief by our need and dizzy from blood loss, you sweep your mouth down my body and head straight for my proud John Thomas, missing by inches and going three miles out of your way until the next exit. You double back, and stopping to spit the gravel out, you wrap your fingers around my heat-seeking moisture missile and begin.
Oh, you’re a marvel, and everything I ever fantasized about; except you have all of your own teeth. You lick softly and dartingly, smiling at me. You kiss the length of it until I begin moaning, and then tease me by pulling away and leaving for coffee and a quick haircut. Finally, long after I can't stand any more and begin trying to find someone else, you grasp my willie firmly and engulf me to the hilt (much like my enemy, the hideous shark). Oh god, the feel of it! Your hot, wet, willing mouth, your talented tongue, the indescribable feel of your velvety soft uvula bouncing off the head of my manmeat.
Okay, now that I think about it, when I fantasized about you, you were usually tied to a Burger King deep fryer and I was dripping onion ring batter all over your insteps as you sang the Meow Mix song over and over in a sultry voice. But this is pretty good too.
Anyway, there you are huffing my choad, licking quickly around the sensitive underside to rise up and forcefully take thirteen inches all the way down your throat, which causes me to cry out since I only have five. I can feel the need surging within me as my boiling juices race from my balls and surge (did I use surge already? Okay, okay, fire? Spurt? Ooze? Rush? Rush. ) rush up my enraged whanger, only to stop before I lose control completely due to your expert timing and your thoughtful placement of a hose clamp. Your raise your head up, smiling innocently and turning your head slightly to hock out an errant hair and reposition your gum.
I push you down, impatient and aware of the audience reaction, to gently slide my hands between your legs and touch your flower. It’s a beautiful creature, shy and factory-fresh. I caress your womanhood gently, first with just the one fist to give you time to become accustomed to the new sensations, then with my more imaginative strokes. With the fingers of one hand I carefully circle your clitoris without touching it. I keep my other hand firmly on your hip to keep you motionless and because I really like hips. I lightly touch your clit with just the tip of my tongue as I gently, gently insert my left great toe into your secret garden. I move my foot in small circles, paying special attention to familiar sensitive areas, watching my footing, and ignoring the shooting pains from my calf. Your moans are more insistent now as you fight my hold and attempt to roll your hips to bring your clit under my tongue. I playfully refuse to allow you this release so soon, even to the point of removing my tongue entirely and laying it on the countertop.
After hours of loving torture and a break for lunch I throw your legs apart, breaking one in my haste, and sink my throbbing, steel-hard pee-pee deep within your bikini zone. We scream together, me in ecstasy, you in pain from your leg, as I thrust harder and harder to get as far up your love canal as possible and, incidentally, as far away from Hector as I can. I stop abruptly, teasing you, and then ram my friendly weapon into your yielding softness with such speed, vigor and manly power that you nearly wake up. I retain full control of my silk salami, easily changing speeds and motions for almost thirty seconds before spurting helplessly around the room and collapsing in a snoring heap (much like my enemy, the hideous shark).
The next morning, when you awaken to the approaching sirens and realize my spunk has glued us (and Hector) irrevocably to the floor mat, you squeeze your thighs lovingly around me (eliciting small whimpers of despair from my sleeping, drooling form) and think back over our wild night of passion. Then you get me a beer.
And maybe, after bail is posted and we get to know each other, we could, you know, maybe go out or something. Write me.
-------------------------
The following is an excerpt from the nearly-exciting new book, “Make Mine Vanilla,” by Kurt Hanrehan, coming out this fall from Missionary Press.
Has sex gotten boring for you? Does it seem like it's hardly worth it to test the eyehooks in the ceiling anymore, or oil the harnesses, or schedule everyone for the weekend orgy? Have you ever been licking your master's tire treads clean and suddenly realized you'd rather watch TV? Does the thought of your lover pissing on you from atop of the china cabinet just not hold the thrill it used to? Do you ever find yourself staring at your pierced labia and just wondering “why?”
Don't fret, little fuckaroo. You just need to limit your sex life.
It's a common complaint these days. After years of civil rights movements, increased sexual awareness, lessened social stigmas, and an unavoidable all-absorbing flood of ever-more-explicit sex in all forms of media, people were encouraged to open up their drab sexual lives and embrace the weird. Ropes, chains, diapers, groups of thirty at a time, inserting chunks of lead through various organs, controlled asphyxiation, phone sex, cybersex, tantric sex, furry sex, hot wax, fetishes of all sorts, humiliation, four hour orgasms, and even aggravated celibacy have all broken the taboo barrier and are all now commonplace. And that's the problem. You're jaded. You have no new sticky vistas, no shining sexual edge to seek. You pushed the envelope and now it's gone. So what now? Take up gardening? Spend time with the needy? Pay more attention to your family?
No! It's time for you to try the last unexplored sexual lifestyle, with sexual techniques that have been passed down for thousands of years. Vanilla sex. Just like your parents used to do. Well, maybe your grandparents. Or the elderly neighbors.
Vanilla sex is comprised of a small variety of sexual maneuvers acted out by two (2) people. Paraphernalia is limited to non-decorative, non-vibrating birth control and a limited range of toys. But that hardly begins to touch on the wonders and magic of vanilla sex. Just look at the advantages:
Dramatically shortened prep time, leaves more time for late night television
No special equipment needed, a big money-saver
Fast cleanup; no worries about rust, wear or dry rot
Convenient positions leave hands and mouths free
Less chance of injuries from restraints, chokers, electrical shock or accidental drowning
Easier to become presentable when unexpected guests arrive, e.g. parents, campus security, the Rapture, the pizza guy
It can be performed nearly anywhere, without special loadbearing rafters or reinforced bannisters
Less frantic movement is involved, which means there's less chance you'll be distracted and miss any of the game
Lessened chance of children, visitors or pets accidentally finding your favorite rubber devices
Usually over before your cigarette goes out
With care, you might not even wake her
To illustrate, I'll describe a typical sexual act for you now. Much of it may seem strange, even perverted, to you, but it is important that you keep an open mind. Many, many billions of people have participated in similar acts; there is no shame for you if you find that you enjoy them as well. Or at least not much shame, anyway.
This act will be performed by a man and a woman. It can be done with same-sex couples — homosexuals can be just as bland as anyone else — but there is a greater chance of alternative techniques to creep in.
The man and woman may sit and talk to each other, possibly flirting and teasing each other into a mild state of sexual readiness. Alcohol and “Barry White” music may be involved. Either person may initiate contact, by touching the other's face or hair, or by leaning forward for a kiss. No money should change hands. Some preliminary cuddling and sex play continues, during which most or all of the clothing may be removed (carefully, so that it may be worn again) and oral sex may be enjoyed. Be careful not to use anything exotic or organic here, although canned whipped cream is just clichéd enough to be okay.
Once the approved level of arousal is reached by both lovers (or at least by the guy), sexual intercourse may be initiated. The woman lays back on a bed or a couch and the man lowers himself over her. Please note that he does not place his boot on her head, or even bind her in any way. In return she does not whip or strike him, nor does she verbally abuse him in any way. That comes later, after the impotence is discovered. The man inserts his reasonably stiffened penis into her vagina (she may assist him) (she may need to) (who are we kidding) and begins to thrust in and out in a rhythmic motion.
Um. That's it.
Well, she could flip over, or even get on top, and he can lift her in the air or maybe switch back and forth between oral sex and intercourse, but otherwise that's pretty much it. But just think: after a few months of this, even the simplest featherplay will seem like a deviant and sinful indulgence. And doesn't that make it all worthwhile?
-------------------------
I never realized getting a soda could be such a spiritual relief. Just opening the door and feeling the cool, refrigerated air spill out over my feet helped me drift into a calm and serene state of mind and helped me clear my thoughts of any unwelcome intrusions.
Say, for example, the direction that the conversation in the living room had just taken. It certainly wasn't the first dirty talk the three of us had ever had, but I wasn't comfortable with the direction it was going and my possible involvement in it so I fled, discreetly, to let my wife and my sister-in-law work it out amongst themselves.
I sat on my haunches and prepared myself mentally to select the one true cola from its brotherhood of six, all the while distracted by the rising, giggly voices in the other room and the fact that I hadn't the slightest idea what a “haunch” was. After an appropriate appraisal I made my choice, drew it from its plastic harness and stood erect bearing the Coke that proved me to be Vincent, rightful king of all England!
Through the walls, darkly, a sign that the back-and-forth had reached the point I was hoping to avoid: “He won't? !?” I cringed and decided to make the heart grow fonder for a while. It was a nice night for a walk.
Nicole was sitting on the edge of the bed running a brush through her long golden hair, over and over, when I sat next to her. “Where were you off to tonight?” she asked.
I gently took the brush away and began brushing her hair myself, letting one hand caress her neck and shoulders while I groomed with the other. “It's finally getting cooler, I thought I'd take a walk before the mosquitoes realize it.” Beautiful hair. I've never met a woman yet who could resist having her hair brushed or shampooed; Nicole's eyelids were drooping already. “Are you as'eep?” I asked.
“Mmmm hmm.”
“Should I stop?”
“MM mmmm.”
I started using long strokes from the crown of her head to the ends of her hair somewhere by her waist. As her eyes closed and her chin rose I let my other hand stroke her face and throat, always changing direction just short of her cleavage. This was my way of finding out what her plans were for the evening. If she was sleepy she could enjoy my ministrations in a loving, tender way and then hold me for a bit before we both dozed off. Or, she could… Without opening her eyes she placed her hand over mine and squeezed gently, a little hug, before drawing it down into her nightgown. I love her breasts. Wonderfully round and full, they draw my touch like ripe fruit to a starving man. I roamed over their surfaces, letting just my fingertips graze her skin. On a down stroke I dropped the brush from my other hand and continued to stroke her, both of us luxuriating in the feel of her silky hair slipping through my fingers. She leaned backwards as I supported the back of her head so that she ended up lying in my arms. We work well together without really thinking about it, much like longtime dance partners but with more moaning.
“Sir, your hand appears to be invading my person,” she informed me.
“My most sincere apologies. I never know what my right hand is doing.”
“Well, right now it's… ooh… stubbornly avoiding my nipple.”
“I understand you chicks are sensitive there, I thought I'd show some consideration before I slip you the weasel.”
“You sweet talker, you.” She slid her hand beneath my shorts and took firm possession of her play-toy.
“Madam, please! Have a care!”
“Got one. A big'un, too, don't you think?”
“I never thought so… ah…, but who am I to… oh, god… fly in the face of public opin… ah!” The dratted wench knows 3 or 4 good strokes can drop my I. Q. 30 points in seconds and she always likes trying to keep a conversation going just to see how long I can answer coherently. I silently vowed cruel revenge and decided to up the ante by suddenly thrusting my hand further down the top of her nightgown and running my rigid middle finger between her legs, resting it on the furry ridges there. She gave an indescribable squeak and eased her thighs slightly, just enough for my hand to move about, so it did. I gently stroked the soft rises and warm valleys as we moved into a familiar race. Who would break first? Place your bets! She took an early lead by letting the head of my cock slip in and out of her hand as she stroked but I closed the gap by opening hers, surrounding her clit with my first two fingers and stroking back and forth. Under normal circumstances — a better track, a lighter jockey — I could have taken it, but the position we were in meant that as she stroked downwards my penis continued to rub up against her wrist and arm and the movements crushed her wonderfully cushy tits around my arm while I was hampered by her nightgown from doing anything really compelling. Obviously something had to be done.
“Ha, wench!” I cried as I twisted away (carefully), sprang to my knees and whipped her nightgown over her head, holding it there with one hand. Her body was revealed to me from the waist down and I spent a few seconds admiring it. Smooth, slightly rounded belly, a gentle slope to a light brown patch surrounding full, pink lips. And wildly kicking legs, of course. Ignoring her muffled cries of indignation I managed to get past her defenses and place my hand over her sex. The heat of it surprised me, as it always does, and I could feel her heartbeat against the heel of my hand. Applying a bit of pressure I moved my palm in large circles while my fingers probed and tickled. It was a bit of a struggle holding her in place like that but it was working: my hand was decidedly slick and she was pushing up to meet it on the upswing. I leaped over her leg and, just as she yanked the nightgown away from her face, I thrust into her in one long, fast rush, pushing my pubic bone against hers and grinding.
I was just congratulating myself on having gained the upper hand when she gazed up lovingly into my eyes, smiled an angel smile and, after abruptly locking her legs together around the small of my back, began hunching against me in a very unladylike and remarkably effective manner. I held myself perfectly still in an effort to withstand her assault and I’m certain that my immobility and iron will were all that enabled me to last the entire sixty seconds. She milked me to a pulsating orgasm made all the more powerful by her clasping pussy and the feel of her strong thighs working back and forth. Once I had finally stopped making monkey noises she released her hold and let me relax. I rose up to slide out of her and she breathed a sweet sigh of lust at the sensation, twisting in obvious arousal. I let my hands trail down her body, following her curves as she undulated underneath me. Sitting back on my heels, I brought my hands to rest framing her pussy, spreading it slightly. Her own hands crept slowly towards her breasts as she kept her eyes on me, waiting.
I sat there for a full minute, enjoying her, letting my thumbs meet at the bottom of her slit and moving them up and down through the heat with a maddeningly gentle touch. Finally I slid two fingers of my left hand into her and mashed her clit beneath my right thumb. She closed her eyes in rapture (and a bit of disappointment? ) and squeezed her tits together as I helped her to her own shuddering release. When the last bits had been toweled dry and we were snuggled under the blankets I held her close while she drifted quickly off to her usual dead-to-the-world slumber. I was still awake, hours later, when I got up to go to work.
Mondays are overrated. There's absolutely no reason you can't be every bit as miserable at work on even a Thursday if you put your mind to it, especially if your best friend pitches in to help.
I had just opened the shop and was still turning the little “We're Open!” sign over when Clary burst in, stomped over to me and whipped her finger up to accuse my nose. “What the HELL is WRONG with you?”
“My shoulder aches a bit when it rains, but I never…”
Her finger never wavered. “I've known you for 5 years, buddy boy, and I never DREAMED you would treat my sister this way. I never dreamed you would treat ANY woman this way!”
“Could you give me my copy of the script? I'm not sure what the problem is.” I knew all right, I just wasn't sure what she knew. Never admit to anything before you know what the crime is. No sense getting arrested for murder when they're just asking you about littering.
Mrs. Bentworth, a sweet silver-haired lady and one of my regulars, came through the door holding her purse in both hands and gave me a puzzled smile. Clary continued to glare at me. “Why the HELL won't you go DOWN on your own WIFE? What, are you afraid the BIG BAD PUSSY will GET you?” she yelled.
Never losing her smile, Mrs. Bentworth performed a smart about-face and quickly made her way back outside.
I backed away from the finger and sat down on a stack of Tom Clancy books. “Can we talk about this some other time?”
“NO! Give it up, Vince. The taste? The SMELL? Some psychological BULLSHIT about performing a submissive act and undermining your essential MASCULINITY? Because if that's it then it's not working, cuz I've never noticed much masculinity coming from your direction…”
Other customers were starting to come in, either for books or the free entertainment. “Look, meet me for lunch and we can talk then, all right? Nothing's going to change in four hours.” She didn't respond right away, and then she nodded once and left without another word. I breathed a sigh of relief and regret before standing back up, straightening the stack and heading behind the counter. An elderly gentleman stepped up.
Deep breath. “Can I help you, sir?” I asked.
“So why won't you go down on her? You some kinda fag?”
Unfortunately, when you work in a mall, lunch usually means the Food Court. Privacy was not an essential feature in its design, although apparently uncomfortable seats and colors not found in nature were. Clary got away from her shop in time to meet me in front of Chick-Fil-A. Clarisse is Nicole's sister. Darker blonde hair, pixie nose, evil mind. I met her first, as luck would have it, but as she was paired off with a friend of mine at the time we settled into buddihood. We went through some harrowing times together, watching each other's lovers come and go with accompanying sarcastic comments until the day her sister came home from school overseas and was introduced to me by her giggling, whipped-cream-covered sibling (we had been battling). Clary worked in the terribly trendy lotions shop across the way, a horrible waste of her talents but I'm hardly one to talk and at least the constant aromatherapy seemed to help calm her down. By the time she joined me she was able to converse in a rational manner.
“What the fuck is wrong with you?”
I sipped my tea slowly. “I don't know.”
“Oh, no, I need a better answer than that.”
“I said I don't know. Doesn't mean I've never thought about it, I've thought about it a lot, I just don't know.” I sat back and looked at the fountain in the middle of the court. “For some reason, whenever I start to do that I get all nervous.”
“Nervous.”
“Yeah. My stomach gets all fluttery and I'm afraid I'll vomit.”
“Vomit.”
“Look, it's not that I think it's wrong or unnatural or anything, or even that I don't want to do it, and I know it's not really fair since she'll go down on me without a qualm, or not much of one anyway, unless she's been…”
Clary grabbed my chin and swiveled my head around to face her. “You're babbling.”
“Sorry.”
She sat back and looked at me, either in sympathy or scorn. “Have you ever gone down on a woman?”
“No.”
“Never even tried?”
“No.”
“Were you, like, frightened by a taco or something when you were young?”
I stood up, faster than I meant to. “Dammit, this isn't easy for me.”
She stood up herself and touched me on the arm. “I'm sorry, it's just so hard for me to accept. I mean,” she said as we both sat back down. “You're one of the nicest guys I ever knew. Real considerate, easy to talk to, y'know. If Nicci hadn't grabbed you I might've eventually, although I'd have gotten you some better clothes. And I know you're not shy, and you’re a major horndog, so I always assumed that you, you know, munched the muffin. What's holding you back?”
I sat still for a few long minutes before I answered. “I think… I think I'm afraid I won't be able to do it right.”
“You mean like…”
“Wait, let me finish. Touching is easy, both of you are fumbling around down there. And sex isn’t too tough to figure out; you stick this in there and repeat. And I don’t want to sound like I don’t appreciate it, but giving a blowjob is a no-brainer. Stick it in your mouth and most guys won’t notice what you’re doing with it, they’re just so happy it’s there in the first place. I think that I'm afraid that I'll get down there and not know what to know and feel like a fool, and disappoint her. I mean, when we started fu… I can't talk to you about this, you're her sister for God's sake.”
“And I'm your best friend and we used to talk about this stuff before so shut up and keep talking. Look, you know what to do with your hands, right?” I nodded. “So do that with your tongue. Use your hands a lot, pay attention to what she likes, I just can't believe I have to tell you this. You've been together since high school, you've been in each other's pants every time you turn around, how could you not know…” She saw the mournful look on my face and subsided. “All right. We can fix this.”
“’We’?”
“Yup, 'we'. No sister of mine is going to be deprived if I can help it. She still have her classes on Thursdays? Good, I'll be over around seven. Don't look at me like that, Deep Throat, this'll be a training mission. My pants stay on.”
Some interesting thoughts went through my mind as I tried to concentrate on business. I've never been unfaithful to Nicole, never really wanted to be, and I've always thought of Clary as a buddy. Okay, a buddy with a nice ass, granted, but I never thought of her sexually, honest. Not more than once or twice. But now while my wife was away she was coming over to my house for the sole purpose of talking about sex. I wouldn't be human if I didn't entertain a few stray fantasies.
Boy, was I human.
By 7:20 I was still trying to decide whether aftershave would be pushing it, especially when I knew nothing would happen but I wanted to be sweet-smelling if it did, when she barged in carrying two huge bags. She brushed past me and dropped them on the kitchen counter while I went to close the doors before the cats made a break for it. When I looked back at her, any niggling thoughts I may have had about the evening's activities shriveled and died; she was digging into one of the bags with the same expression I remembered from the night she decided to pierce her own nipple, that “this-is-going-to-be-great-wait-til-you-see-what-I'm-going-to-do-with-YOU” look that I'm sure was the first thing Frankenstein's monster ever saw. I recognized the Hustler right off, but I wasn't sure about the fist-sized package she produced. “Um, what are you doing?” I asked.
She kept digging and said, “Props. Gotta get you comfortable with the little critter before you can kiss it.”
“I'm very comfortable with the organ in question. Are you paying me back for that avocado thing?”
“As you long as you think of it as an 'organ', you still need help. And no, my vengeance for that travesty will be drawn out and terrible.” She started yanking at the package wrapping.
“Gives me something to live for. Give me that,” I said, taking the package away and easily removing the brown paper. It was a sex aid, half a pound of polyvinyl cunningly shaped into a familiar shape, with a reservoir. The package promised Real Hair and The Time of My Life. I stared at it stupidly, then looked up at her beaming face. “You bought me a vagina?”
“Everyone should have one,” she agreed happily. “It's a ‘Pocket Pud’. If you can't practice on the real thing, we'll run you through the simulator.”
“I'm afraid to ask what's in the other bag.”
“Tacos. In case I get hungry, too.”
We repaired to the bedroom and sprawled on the bed, surrounded by her gear. I stalled by flipping through the Hustler. “Why do they insist on showing nude women on the beach, with sand all over their butts? I grew up near a beach, I can tell you there's nothing in the world more uncomfortable than rubbing frantically against someone covered in beach sand, and I'm reliably informed it's a bitch to get out of you.”
She grabbed it away from me and opened it to the centerfold. “First off, I want you to understand that nothing you can do will bother Nicci. She will be pleased and flattered and honored that you are willing to fight your fears and face the fur, and the most inconsequential, timid little lick you can offer will be orgasmic to her because she loves you, you asshole. But,” she continued confidently, “I'm going to teach you how to do it proper.” She picked up a Magic Marker and began drawing game plans on the centerfold. “Okay, this is the target in question. Do you jump at it, howling?”
“Hell no, I'd get the staple stuck in my teeth!”
“Actually there are times of passion when you do just that,” she said, ignoring me. ““Quickies, while you’re driving, that sort of thing. But for the most part you need to sneak up on it. It’s not a dick, it doesn’t like being yanked on right away. Use anticipation to get her going before you even get near it, like letting your car warm up first on cold days.” She pointed out the vulva and drew little arrows towards the inner thighs. “Stroke her here and here, and keep your hands moving all the time. Light touches are usually best, they get the goosebumps going. You can let the back of your hand or your knuckles brush against her puss but don't try anything funny yet. When she starts moving her hips back and forth it's time to go for the groceries, but go down there real slow. Maintain eye contact as you do, it's killer. When you get close, breathe on it first, soft and hot.”“
I was starting to experience some discomfort lying there, but I listened carefully, trying to ignore the gloss that was making her lips sparkle in the lamplight, lamplight and the way her shirt gapped open to reveal hints of soft, rounded flesh.
Quickly sketching in some up and down arrows, she turned the centerfold into a winning play. “Lick up and down the lips on the outside, until they start to open up. Dart your tongue between the lips every now and then, but do it sparingly at first, then more as she gets hotter.”
“So far this sounds like what I do to her anyway,” I said, trying to be a good student. Damn, this bed was lumpy.
She beamed at me. “There you go, exactly. Use your fingers, too. Once she starts moving her hips back and forth, it means she wants you to lick harder and closer to her clit, that’s this little part here.”
“I know where it is, thank you.”
“Just checking. Lick and suck around the top of it but don’t lick towards the bottom ‘til she’s ready. That’ll be when she’s moving her hips like a pop star trying to get under your tongue. You know how the head of your dick gets all sensitive and shit after you come? Her clit starts out that way, so go easy. Here, try this.” She offered the Pocket Pud. I looked it hesitantly. “What, should I rub it with tuna fish or something? Try it.”
I held it up to my mouth but the situation was just impossible. Did she really expect me to…? Looking up I finally noticed the suppressed laughter in her eyes and so I bit the thing, hard, and shook it like a terrier with a sock. She burst out laughing and rolled on the bed, whooping. I added appropriate growling noises and her hilarity redoubled, turning into a long and painful shared belly laugh. At times our plastic friend became a hairpiece, an armpit, an especially wide grin and a hand puppet. She grabbed it away from me and gave it a few overly sensuous licks herself, to my appreciative hoots. Then, eyes shining, she placed it between her legs, held it in place and leaned back.
“Try it, Vince,” she said. Her eyes were very large.
I was afraid to say anything so I rolled over her leg until my face was just above her bonus bits and looked up at her. She grinned down at me and wiggled my Pud. “You look pretty good down there. 'We'll take the foreplay as read, dear.'“ I leaned in and carefully touched the tip of my tongue to her new clit, which was apparently the wrong move since she whacked me on the side of my head. It was a bit disconcerting to see her pussy slide sideways when she let go of one side, but she fixed it quickly. “Not so fast, she hates that. Work the lips some.” I shrugged mentally and ran my tongue up and down the rubbery ridges.
At this point I would have paid cash money for a picture of this.
“Now you can circle around the clit, but don't lick hard on the underside of it, it'll still be too sensitive. And you can alternate with occasional wide licks up the whole thing, like you’re keeping an ice cream cone from dripping.” She raised her hips up and down in counterpoint to my strokes and to make me work to keep up with her, but I noticed a definite heat rising up and I began my own game. I put my arms over her thighs and pulled her to me while I pushed harder with my tongue, mashing the Pud against her groin in small circles. A familiar, maddening scent filled my nose, driving me wild. Her breath was becoming ragged, and she seemed to be holding her genital mask much tighter against herself than was strictly necessary. “Now… now lick it harder, and harder, keep circling around it and… ahhh… graze it a bit with your teeth. Oh, Jesus…” I wasn't following her orders anymore; I had gone on to post-graduate work. I took the rubbery knob representing the button of love and bit hard for traction, using my teeth and chin to grind the whole thing into Clary. She let go of it and clutched at the front of her shirt with both hands as she pushed hard against my jaws and moaned.
My neck and shoulders were aching and my face muscles were strained tight, but there was no way in hell I was stopping. Over Clary’s hot denim-covered mound I could see her squeezing her tits through her shirt and throwing her head back and forth, gasping and making little “ah, ah” cries. My own groin was rubbing against the mattress; I was hoping desperately I wouldn’t come, even though I desperately needed to. Finally she jerked hard and cried out.
“Ohhhhhhh, god, I'm gonna—”
She did, and I discovered what it was like to ride a roller coaster by the teeth. Pinching her nipples hard Clary ground her quasi-cunt into my face, nearly breaking my nose with her rocking spasms as she bucked again and again. Finally she pushed me away and rolled over on her front, breathing heavily. I stayed face down too, since I had more to hide. After a time she lifted her head up and smiled at me with a slightly dazed expression. “By George,” she said raggedly. “I think you've got it.”
I rolled over and rubbed at the back of my neck. “It doesn't half wear out your jaw, does it,” I said. My erection was extremely obvious to both of us; we both ignored it.
“Try giving a blowjob in the front seat of a Corolla sometime. I'd say you're ready, kid.” She jumped off the bed and gathered up her visual aids, finally laying her store-bought twat carefully on the bulging ridge of my pants and giving it, and me, a pat. “In case you need it after I leave.”
I called out to her before she left the room. “Do you really think she’ll like it?”
Clary smiled a wickedly sensuous smile at me. “If she doesn’t, I know someone who will.” She kissed me quickly and left.
I laid back, hurriedly jumped up, hid my damp Pud in my sock drawer, then laid down again, thinking furiously. Let's see, Nicci's class is over in ten more minutes…
-------------------------
Hello my darlings! Once again I have emerged in your very midst to answer all of your questions about love, sex, and manners, no matter how sticky any of them get. Let's jump right in:
Dear Miss Dildo,
The other night my man and I had been making passionate love in our usual way, and when we finished he just rolled off me and lay there on the trampoline, waiting for me to jump up and get him a towel. I couldn't believe it! Like I wasn't the one with the fettucine alfredo all over me! I was so mad I crossed my arms and just laid there and there we were, neither of us willing to give in. We were there for hours! I was so pissed off and the audience left after the first 30 minutes.
Which one of us was right, Miss Dildo?
Soggy in Cincinnati
Dear Soggy,
You poor dear! Even the most inexperienced lover should know that whomever ended up on top must get the after-love accoutrements. Not only will the person on top will almost always have the least amount of detritus to drip on the carpet, but also it is only polite to your lover who has borne the brunt of your thrusts, or humps, or lashes, or what-have-you.
However, it is far more polite to have these utterly necessary items ready at hand before commencing the sweaty part. Of course that's not always possible — Miss Dildo knows all too well how love can make premature ejaculators of us all — but most of the time you can present your lover with a warm and soothing salve for their poor battered whatevers. Just get a soft fluffy hand towel and pop it into the dryer for a few moments before you begin. You may use a bath towel if you plan to introduce any additional ingredients in your love gravy such as maple syrup, potato soup or a bucket of meringue.
Gentlemen, you'll be appreciated for your consideration if you prepare a towel by soaking it in hot, scented water (use toilet water, the par fum type — nothing and I mean nothing with alcohol in it). It'll still be warm when she needs it and the damp cloth is a comfort.
Ladies, all you really need for him is what he's used to already: the t-shirt he wore today, or possibly a gym sock for that retro feel.
Dear Miss Dildo,
The other night I was out with my girlfriend and some of my friends, and the dinner topic came around to sex. I had had a few, and I admitted (hell, bragged) that my lady was the best cocksucker on the West Coast. The guys were laughing and joking that she couldn't be that good since she had obviously never had much to work with, but she spoke up and said she was too and she could prove it. She looked at me and I kinda shrugged, and then she smiled and dropped under the table right there in the restaurant! I could see my buddy Matt suddenly jerk and get this weird look on his face and then he fought to stay calm while he was clearly getting the knob-polish of his life. Just as he finished clamping his jaw shut and let out a huge happy sigh, Jimmy grabbed the sides of the table and it was his turn. I finished my meal while she finished off all five of them and the waiter when he stood too close to the table. My friends congratulated me, thanked her, and walked a little unsteadily back to their cars.
All this was fine, but when we were driving home I asked for a little head myself and she looked at me like I was crazy! Okay, granted she looked like she had just swallowed a python and she kept hiccupping, and rubbing the back of her neck, and her lipstick was smeared past her ears, but damn, I was pretty disappointed. Shouldn't she have been thinking of my needs?
High and Dry
Hi, High!
I'm afraid you're in the wrong on this one, my stiffened friend. Your lady was upholding your honor by abandoning hers, and defending your claims of her skill. Granted the waiter was a bit beyond the call, but it's certainly customary to thank good service. Pamper her for a few days before expecting anything more - even Olympic athletes get to rest afterwards. If you really expected her to be rested and ready for you, you should have been right under the table alongside her.
Dear Miss Dildo,
The other night my new boyfriend came to my apartment for the first time. I had decided it was finally time for our relationship to go to the next level and now that he was celebrating his parole it seemed right. We stood there in my bedroom, all awkward and shy, and then he kissed me very tenderly. Tender turned to urgent, urgent turned to demanding, and then we were on the bed and ripping at each other's clothing. He was trying so hard to be gentlemanly while still getting my panties off, and I wanted to reassure him that I was just as horny as he was, so I reached over into my night drawer and pulled out condoms, lube, and my Big Bill vibrator with the pump head. Zoom! He was up and running down the street before I could squeak! Now he won't return my calls or subpoenas. Miss Dildo, I am so afraid that now he thinks I'm a slut. Should I have waited and let things progress at their own speed?
Assault with Batteries
Dear Assault,
Of course you should have, you silly twit. Enjoy your lover and let him get secure in your affection before introducing him to your plastic boyfriend. Naturally Miss Dildo believes in sex toys and their wonderful abilities, but your lover needs to know that he is sufficient unto the day thereof, even if (especially if) he isn't. Bring out the toys next week.
And after he's comfortable with them, get them the hell out of the nightstand! Sex toys are not furtive little shames to be hidden, used, washed, oiled lightly, and hidden again! Stand them tall; make display racks! Be proud! Miss Dildo has a handsome carved teak stand across her headboard, with holders at 45º to keep them at attention, and little brass plaques underneath each one explaining its history and significance.
But your major mistake was in springing a phallus and lube on an ex-con. He didn't know they were for you, he’s probably used to being the bitch. What a way to remind him of his inglorious years by making him think he had to toss your salad! For shame! Pack away your battery-operated demon lover and make your new boyfriend the trustee of your loins, if you can catch him again.
-------------------------
Once upon a time it was a magical, wonderful thing to discover the “real” thoughts of a single girl in the city. Breakthrough books and columns and movies and plays and songs and poems emerged, showing us the truths beyond the neuroses and the special spark that lives in every single city girl. We learned of their triumphs over sexual inequalities, the impossibility of finding the Right Guy, the problems with birth control methods, the anguish of choosing the right feminine hygiene product and the horror of being recognized purchasing “personal massagers.” We watched their constant struggles with mothers who didn't understand, or understood all too well. We laughed and cried and lived vicariously as they dated and encountered and screwed an impressive amount of single city guys, all with their own stereotypical flaws and traits. We loved the columns from Anka and Cynthia and Candace and and and…
Okay. Now we know. Let's move on.
What is sex like for other women? Our investigative reporter Hilda Ingham was curious about just that question and so, after weeks of exhaustive research, she managed to find three single women who actually lived somewhere besides Manhattan (addresses verified by an independent agency). Here's what she found.
The scene: a diner in Figgerton, Iowa. Small place, counter with bar stools, maybe six small tables. It's 8:30 p. m. ; the locals are at home watching television or, most likely, sleeping. I'm sitting at one of the tables (the farthest away from the counter, to provide more privacy and apparently less service) with three local ladies who asked that they not be named in this article. Sitting across from me is “Meryl”: pretty, blonde, 32, hairdresser, constant smoker, heavy lipstick. Next to her is her best friend “Susie”: a 27-year-old Valerie Bertinelli lookalike if Valerie was ever seen in a Jimbo's Grocery smock. And sitting next to me, knees together and hands clenched on the table, is “Martha”: 56, weathered, covered from neck to ankles in a shapeless black dress, face set in a grimace and ready to exhibit disapproval over all the questions I haven't asked yet. We have introduced ourselves, we have experienced coffee, and there is the promise of fudge sundaes later. We're ready.
HI: So. (long pause) Gettin' any?
Susie: Any what?
Meryl: That's a damn personal question, miss, pardon my french.
Martha: And mighty impertinent, too. Didn't your mama teach you any better than that?
HI: Um, but this is what I asked you all here to…
Meryl: I thought we'd be talking about, you know, living a single life, or how to handle the finances without two incomes, or stuff like that.
Susie: The problems when you raise a child on your own.
Martha: I'm not single anyway, I'm a widow. My Jackson is with me every day of my life. Can't rightly say I'm single a'tall.
Meryl: Maybe about the difficulties of finding the right person, or even questioning the social pressure to pair off even if it's not the right choice for you.
HI: But our readers, pardon my french, don't give a shit. They want to hear about your sex lives. What you do, what you don't, what you wish you did, and what you regret ever doing, in full detail.
Martha: I never discussed intimate matters even with my Jackson, even when we were engaged in it. I ain't about to start now.
Meryl: Well, your readers can go to hell, miss. I don't feel the need to embarrass myself, undermine my own self-esteem and self-worth in any way, just to increase your circulation. You media types are a little too quick to focus on the sexual aspects just to sell magazines faster, and that only serves to reinforce the idea that sex itself is the end-all and be-all of life. Well, it isn't, and it shouldn't be. Maybe that sort of thing goes on in the city, but we're respectable, Bible-fearing folk.
Martha: Well said.
HI: I'm very sorry you feel that way, ladies. But, just so it's not a total loss, let me go get those fudge sundaes, be right back. (gets up, grabs purse, disappears into “staff-only” kitchen area)
Susie: (whispers) What was she asking about?
Meryl: Oh, she just wanted to hear about your sex life, Carol.
Susie: “Susie”! Remember, I'm “Susie”.
HI: Here we are, ladies! (hands out bowls of fudge sundaes, everyone digs in, Hilda puts down her mysteriously lighter purse)
Martha: (muttering) Your ice cream's off.
Meryl: Mom, um, “Martha”, be nice. You don't criticize someone's cooking where they can hear you, what were you thinking?
Susie: I like it. Can I have another?
(time passes, more sundaes are consumed)
HI: (brightly) So I guess there's nothing to say about your sex lives?
Susie: (swaying) Oh ho, I could tell you some stuff, lady, I surely could.
Meryl: (somewhat disorientated) Susie, contain yourself. She's always been like this, ever since high school. That's why she got knocked up so fast.
Susie: (giggling, using her index finger to scoop up the last little bit of fudge in her bowl) No, I got knocked up so fast cuz Jimmy Gruno had a beer can dick and we couldn't fit the little rubber things over it. Whee!
Martha: (muttering) Def'nitly off, I c'n taste it. There's some ice cream been left out just a bit too long, if I'm any judge.
Meryl You coulda waited until after high school, you know. Plenty of us did.
Susie: (muffled giggling, behind her hands) Oh, you waited all right. Waited til you could get home and get that pillow between your legs!
Meryl: Carol! I told you that in confidence, when we was grown and you were worried you touched yourself too much! You have no right to broadcast it that way!
Susie: (loudly whispering to the others) I saw that pillow, too. Worn down to the feathers.
Meryl: Hmph.
Susie: (overly dignified) And it's “Susie.”
HI: Ladies, masturbation is a perfectly natural, healthy practice. There's no reason to be ashamed of it in this day and age.
Meryl: There's also no reason to discuss it here. And it's much more natural than what she used to get up to!
Susie: What do you mean?
Martha: Tastes almost zactly like the toddies Jackson used to make f'r me on Saturday nights. . .
Meryl: I heard the boys talk about you. You used your mouth!
Susie: (laughing) Yup, yes ma'am, I surely did! I heard about you from yer husband, too. He said you didn't.
Meryl: I am not going to dignify that with a response! Not to you and not to him!
Susie: That's okay, we decided you were just REpressed.
Martha: Give me a toddy right after supper, when we was sitt’n ‘round the fire. Right nice, it was, and he made the best ones. Especially when he wanted me to rim him.
Meryl: And just what is that supposed to mean, “we” decided? How often did you two talk about me?
Susie: Every Wednesday, while you was at choir practice.
Meryl: Every…
Susie: Well, not every Wednesday.
Martha: Nope, Saturday was the night, that was hot toddy night.
Susie: Most Wednesdays we hardly mentioned you at all.
Martha: Always made me two of 'em, so I could use the second to rinse my mouth out afterwards. He was a considerate man, Jackson was.
(Everyone slowly turned their attention to Martha)
Martha: (dignified) You don't think I'd rim somebody stone sober, do you?
Meryl: What…?
Susie: It's a mouth thing, you wouldn't understand. (to Martha) Did you really?
Martha: Honey, Jackson was in his 80's. I had to rim him for a good half-hour just to make it stick far enough out to pee! (she and Susie break into giggles) Then on Sunday nights…
HI: So would you say that sex has always been with us, but our attitudes and comfort level have changed?
Meryl: Oh, fuck off.
-------------------------
Valentine's Day! Most romantic of holidays, a day (and night) to celebrate the powerful relationship you've forged, with hard work, love and communication, with your significant other(s). Sure, it's a combination of several pagan holidays and Roman bacchanalian celebrations hammered together and relentlessly pushed at you by soulless corporations to sell greeting cards, candy and roses, but is that any reason not to go with it? Love it up!
However, there are those of you who will be alone on this day. You may be single, or widowed, or your lover may be unavoidably occupied very far away. Many of you feel Valentine's Day to be a mockery of your solitude, an insult added to your injury. I say thee nay! Valentine's Day is meant to be a celebration of love eternal, no matter what your immediate social situation may be. Spend it with the one you truly love! The one who will never leave you, no matter how bad things get. The one you can say anything to, the one you can touch wherever and whenever you want without fear of awkwardness or misunderstanding, the only one in the world that truly understands you and loves you anyway. Your dog.
For those of you who have no pets, spend the day loving yourself. Take a 24 hour period and cherish yourself the way you were meant to be. Learn to love the person who truly owns your heart.
First thing in the morning, welcome yourself with breakfast in bed. Granted, you won't have the element of surprise you might ordinarily, but you'll get to enjoy both the little-sneaky-kid feeling of doing something special and the wonderful feeling of being pampered. Bring your tray back to bed, cuddle up under the blankets and watch cartoons while you dine.
Be sure to get up early enough to get ready. Remember, you're going out tonight! Groom yourself thoroughly — brush, shave, pluck, tweeze, shape, wipe, whatever you'd do for your hottest date. When you shower, however, take your time. Soap yourself thoroughly, letting your hands roam over and down your curves, no matter how many curves you have (or don't have). Close your eyes and relish in your touch — let your slippery hands slide along your throat, brush your nipples, glide down your stomach and slip between your legs. Go ahead, lose yourself in the sensual, well, y'know, sensations. Don't take yourself too far — you want to heighten the anticipation, not lose it in the shower. Towel yourself with the biggest, fluffiest towel you own and get ready for work.
After making a few quick phone calls, head out to the car and find the love note you left for yourself. Isn't that sweet? Secret love notes can be left anywhere you're likely to find them, whatever your personal circumstances — tucked into your car visor, in your briefcase or lunchbox, tacked to your kitchen bulletin board, stuffed into the top of your garter belt, maybe slipped into a file you know your Chief of Staff will be handing you later. Be creative.
At work, check your messages or voice-mail and smile to yourself as you hear the message you left yourself an hour ago. Gives you a warm feeling, doesn't it? Your secretary or the guys at the plant may look at you funny, the jealous, small-minded fools, but they'll really be surprised when the bouquet arrives. Don't let anybody see the card (although you should chuckle to yourself as you read it, and blush if you can. What a hot little number you are!). Later in the afternoon, sneak off to the bathroom or lock yourself in your office and allow yourself to think about what's to come. Close your eyes and whisper gently into your ear (fake it, c'mon, work with me here) all about what you want to do with yourself later. Get good and worked up, then go back out amongst your co-workers and try to hide your condition. Isn't it wicked getting your lover worked up at work?
After work, head straight home. It's time to start feeling sensual. Lay out your clothes so everything's ready, then luxuriate in a long, hot bubble bath. You need to unwind and start feeling like a lover. Pour in lots of bubble stuff — bath salts, dishwashing detergent, those little soap ball things that are supposed to dissolve but always leave little deflated skins floating around in there with you — and just experience the moment. Feel the heat of the water on your skin, and the sense of steam rising past your face. Lather yourself completely and, still laying in the hot water of the tub, pour bowls of cool water across yourself. Let your hands roam a bit and see how close you can bring yourself to climax without going over, then jump out of the tub and get ready. Your fanciest outfit, jewelry, scent, the whole shebang. Hurry, you've got reservations!
Well, reservation, anyway. When you show up at the restaurant, explain to the maitrè de that your partner is an ER nurse on call, but you expect them to show up any minute. This will help keep your server from sniggering at you when they bring your drinks. Make sure that you request a table by a window — they'll think you're watching for your lover to show, when you're really using the reflection to gaze into your own eyes. You'll even get better service, as your server will feel sorry for you the more it seems that you've been stranded. With a little luck you could even get the waitresses to come line up and sing to you and bring one of those little cakes. Get up to go to the bathroom, find a server that hasn't seen you yet, and have a drink sent to your table. If you're feeling exceptionally daring, head to the bathroom, take off your underwear, stuff it in your pocket, and return to your seat to enjoy the illicit sensations. Enjoy a fine meal, but take it easy on the wine, you don't want to get out of control.
When you leave (tip well), don't go straight home. The night is young! Take yourself on a carriage ride, stroll on the beach holding hand, go to a horror movie and hug yourself during the scary parts, play mini-golf and giggle when you catch yourself cheating, pull yourself into a dark alley, slam yourself into the wall and roughly thrust your hand down between your legs for the fast, brutal thrill of it. Share an ice cream cone.
When you do head home, be coy. Smile knowingly when you let yourself in and see the champagne and candles. Oho, what did you have in mind? Stretch out on the couch and spend some time talking to yourself. What are your true feelings? What do you want from a lover? What turns you on? What fantasies do you have that have never been fulfilled? As you get closer, touch yourself lightly on the face and caress your throat. Open the top buttons of your shirt, or slip a few fingers into your neckline. Feel the heat of the room and the richness of the champagne as they both combine to bring fire to your cheeks. Close your eyes and let your hands wander as they will. When you've gone as far as you can with clothes on and you're still thinking reasonably clearly, head to the bedroom.
Light just enough candles to see and then drop onto the bed, ready and eager. Strip your clothes off like an animal, flinging them away without ever taking your eyes off yourself. Grab yourself savagely, uncontrollably, undeniably. Ravish yourself quickly and violently the first time, to satisfy the hungry cravings that you've been cultivating all day. You can’t get enough of your sweet ass, this is no time for gentle loving. Grab your hair and pull your head down, if you're flexible enough. You can sit on your hand for five minutes to deaden it if you want to feel like someone else is touching you. Once you reach the ragged edge of orgasm, hold yourself there for several long, agonizing minutes, and then rake your fingernails across your nipples as you bring yourself to a screaming finish. After your breathing becomes regular again, you can continue to caress yourself the rest of the night.
A few last-minute tips:
Be careful with your alcohol intake. Getting yourself drunk is crude and disrespectful, and imagine how embarrassed you’ll be if you can’t get yourself up! Also, the use of date-rape drugs such as GHB or roofies to take advantage of yourself sexually is reprehensible, as well as being somewhat problematic. Should you wake up the next morning and you suspect that you might have abused yourself, call the police immediately. Don’t shower or bathe, no matter how much you feel you want to. Be ready to give the police a good description of yourself. Have the strength to stand up to attackers like yourself, it’s the only way you’ll be able to get past this and move on with your life.
Even though the buildup is incredible and the entire day tremendously romantic, don’t assume you’re going to “get lucky.” You should never take yourself for granted like that, and communication is the most important thing in your relationship with yourself. Try to be sensitive to your feelings. You start acting like you owe yourself sex and next thing you know you’re out on your ass.
Don’t call your friends afterwards. It’s understandable that after a night like that you’d want to brag, but it’s just not polite, to yourself or to them. What are your friends going to think of you if you violate your own privacy just so you can boast that you got yourself off three times in a row?
Next morning, be sure to call yourself. It's the least you can do.
-------------------------
I met her by the rice pilaf sneeze guard. She was ladling rice onto her plate while trying, unsuccessfully, to balance a salad bowl in the crook of one elbow, so I reached around and rescued the bowl. She was startled and burst into a grateful smile, which dropped like a rock when she recognized me. Ah, well. The smile had been worth it.
“Thanks, Robbie,” she said, looking down again. I waited until she was finished scooping up mushrooms. She took her time, obviously hoping I'd set the bowl down and leave, but finally she took a deep breath and met my eyes.
“You're welcome,” I said. “C'mon, I'll help you back to your table. Where you at?”
Her lips twisted, like she was swallowing lime juice, and then she jerked her head towards the back, away from the rest of our co-workers. I followed her to her table and set the bowl down, then sat across from her. Before she could start to complain or throw things I asked, “May I join you? If I go back I have to pretend I haven't heard Jim's fishing story for the 50th time.”
Another deep breath. God, she was magnificent. “Look, Robbie, I'm sorry it didn't…”
“Hold up,” I interrupted. “This is not a play for you. We work together, and I asked you out because I liked you. Still do.” I started fiddling with a napkin, suddenly awkward. It felt like I was about to violate some sacred guy law by talking about feelings, but what the hell. I could always go punch something later. “I know I screwed up, but I don't want it hanging between us for years and years until you glare at me across the hall in the rest home. I'd like to be friends. You're a good person, and you're funny when you let yourself relax. There, that' s everything I practiced. You can yell at me now. G'head, yell at me, I dare you. I double dare you. Do it and I'll scream rape!”
Her lips were twisting again, but I recognized this one - this was the way she looked when she was trying desperately not to laugh, so I pressed my advantage. “Tell you what, you can make a caveman lunge at me and then we'll be even. Here, I'll close my eyes and you can…”
“All right!” she said, giggling but still wary, if that makes sense. “Okay, you can stay. Be good. You're on probation.” I thanked her and set my drink down to go get my own food. When I looked back she was still there, watching me leave. She hadn't made a move towards her steak knife yet, that was a good sign.
Maggie Seger was easily the most beautiful woman in our office. Short, slender, curvy body, dark curly hair that I suspected was very, very soft. And skin so clear and smooth it looked like spun glass. She had told me her parents were mixed races, and obviously they had mixed very well indeed. Unfortunately I didn't get to hear much more about her life because by then I had made my stupid, fumbling move at her and our first date was over before the first bite of the main course. Thinking back I still can't believe that I misjudged her so badly. I'm usually pretty good at telling if a woman was interested in me or not (hint: vomiting is a sure giveaway) and I coulda sworn she had the “kiss me” look right before she hit me with her broccoli quiche and stormed out of the restaurant. I mean, I don't just seize women for my own immoral purposes. I honestly like the people I date, and I love the slow, romantic process of getting to know them inside and out. Then I seize them.
I had to give her credit though, the next day at work it was like nothing had happened. I feared spiteful office gossip (at best) or an inquest from Human Resources (at worst), but I never heard anything from anybody about it. Especially from Maggie, who seemed to look right through me on those times when she couldn't avoid me outright. Come to think of it, it was kind of unusual to see her on one of our Friday office lunches; she usually avoided those too. I had the impression she wasn't a real people person, you know? But there she was, watching the cook flip the strips of red meat over and over.
Every Friday our office, in a fit of manic executive board anti-disgruntlement appeasement, would venture out for a long lunch. It was supposed to be a way of blowing off steam and binding us all together into a family. Unfortunately it worked, and now we spent every Friday afternoon bickering, arguing, gossiping, yelling, and entering into vast and complicated alliances and feuds between departments before finally ganging up on Sales. This Friday we were trying a new place - Mongolian Steak and Grill, over on Hamilton, where the sushi bar used to be. It was too dark inside to get a good look at the food but it sure smelled good, and our crowd was having a great time watching the cook toss onions and peppers into the air like popcorn. I grabbed my salad, picked out some ingredients for my stir-fry and left them waiting for the cook's attention. Just then he was intent on spinning a spice jar on the edge of his knife, so I headed back to wait.
Maggie was watching him, fascinated. “I didn't know you liked Mongolian,” I said. “I should have brought you here instead.”
“Never been here before, but after Sherri described it to me I just had to come. It's great, huh? Smell that!” She inhaled deeply, which caused her silk blouse to expand and test her button strength. With a coy smile she looked back at me. “I would have been really mad at you if you made me walk out on you here. Oh, look!”
The cook finished spinning his cutlery and tossed some strips of meat into the stainless steel wok in front of him. A loud hissing came out of it, and a powerful scent of sizzling beef filled the room as he continued to pitch vegetables into the mix. It was like watching a master juggler or a man with three girlfriends; his arms never stopped moving. I started to say “Wonder if he does chainsaws too,” but then I got a good look at Maggie's face.
She was horny. I mean, total lust-filled craziness. Her usual demure, shy, “Little House on the Prairie” expression had burned away and underneath it was a wildcat in heat. I forced myself to sit back and relax. I mean, this was exactly what had happened before. We were talking, she got that “fuck me right now, goddamit” look in her eye like someone snuck up and flipped her switch over to “Nympho”, and the next thing I knew I was digging melted cheese out of my ear. So obviously it wasn't me she wanted.
The cook? Didn't peg her for the type to like sweaty old Asian men, but she wasn't looking at anybody else. Wrong angle for her to be checking out any of our co-workers. And how did that explain our date? Did she spot a Pat Morita look-alike behind me that night and I just misunderstood? Not enough answers, so best to shut the hell up and keep watching.
Just then the cook whirled and, with a flourish, slid a mass of steaming food onto a large plate and held it up towards her. Before she could get up I was already halfway there, waving her back down. I grabbed her plate, piled high with thick folds of beef and a token smattering of veggies, and turned back to see if I could catch her staring and figure out her interest. Ha! Bond, James Bond! Cleverly disguised as a waiter, I shall discover your secrets, my dear!
But Maggie wasn't looking at the cook anymore. She was looking at me. To be specific, she was looking right at my crotch, and there was no disguising the hungry look she was giving it. She looked like she wanted to eat me alive, right then and there, and was willing to swallow my change and car keys to get to me. A quick mental check - nope, nothing especially hard down there right now, although I could tell it was on its way. Halfway back I surreptitiously raised the plate a bit so I could check myself out for an open zipper or suspicious stain.
And like a cat waiting for scraps, her eyes followed the plate. I moved the plate down, and she was looking at my crotch again. I slid the plate to the side; her eyes tracked it perfectly. Totally confused now, I set the plate in front of her and dropped back into my chair.
Instantly I disappeared from her consciousness, along with everybody else in the world. She was too busy trying to swallow fast enough so she wouldn't drool, and only years of good manners kept her from digging in with her hands. Stab went the fork into a huge piece of beef and, instead of cutting it, she rolled it until there was a handball-sized wad of meat on the end. She raised it slowly to her lips, closed her eyes, and worked it inside, moaning and letting her lips rest on it for a moment before forcing herself farther. It looked exactly like she was choking down the biggest dick in the world, and if I wasn't hard before I sure as hell was now. Jesus God, what the fuck was up with this woman?
She chewed the chunk slowly and sensually, but it wasn't for my benefit. I could have been gone, or naked, or on fire, for all she cared just then. She had her perfect lover and she was swallowing him alive while his juices ran down her chin. She sucked and nibbled on the end of it until she had worked a bit free, and, never removing her mouth from the ball, she swallowed and eased her lips forward to work on the next load.
I had never in my life wanted so badly to be a forkful of food.
What the hell was going on? And how could I get some of it? I looked down at her plate. It looked tasty, sure, but what the fuck? What the hell did we order before? Let's see, she had the shrimp scampi, and I had filet mignon. Blood rare, as God intended. I had just sliced into it and… she got that look again. Son of a bitch, that was it. Maggie wasn't hot for me that night; she wanted my meat! Well, you know what I mean. She was a meat freak! A beef fetishist. A steakophile. A… I had to keep thinking stupid thoughts like this, because just watching her wriggle while she deep-throated her stir-fry was causing me to almost lose it right there under the table. I honestly think that if she hadn't been wearing panty hose that fork would have disappeared under the table in a heartbeat.
I couldn't let this slide past me. When God hands you something like this, you have to grab it and say thank you! But did I really want to get into this kind of kink? I mean, this was one I hadn't heard of, and I used to live near Times Square. Meat? Where would I take her for a romantic evening, the slaughterhouse? Is high cholesterol sexually transmittable? Would I come home one day to catch her masturbating to “Iron Chef” videos? If I bought her a Coney Island dog, would I have to worry about where it would end up? But damn, she was gorgeous. Her nipples were rock hard, plainly visible through her blouse, and there was a maddening meaty scent that wasn't coming from the grill. I snuck a peek under the tablecloth; her toes were curled.
Suddenly she dropped her fork and looked at me, horrified. “Oh, god, I'm sorry,” she said, hiding her face in her hands. It was only partially successful; the fact that her body was still shuddering with desire kinda blew the effect. I started to reach out and reassure her but she leaped from her chair and ran, awkwardly, for the bathroom.
On the other side of the grill our co-workers were watching, raptly, with big happy smiles that quickly turned into expressions of concern when they noticed me looking. So much for a gossip-free work environment. I decided that friendship counted more than embarrassment and went to meet her when she emerged, damp but presentable, moments later. She dropped her eyes and tried to push past me.
“Please, don't say anything, I am so embarrassed…”
“Why? I like a woman who enjoys a good meal,” I said. She sort of snorted and sobbed at the same time and tried to go around the other side; I moved again and lifted her chin up. “It's okay. Really. C'mon, sit down and talk about it. Or don't. Or I can leave you alone right now, but I'll still say hi in the halls and I'll still send you Xerox copies of my butt on holidays. But no matter what, I won't tell anybody anything you choose to share with me. Deal?”
She sniffed a few times and then smiled. “Only if you leave me off the butt list.”
“You're a hard woman.”
Back at the table she carefully pushed her plate aside and put her clenched hands in front of her. “Look, I'm not going to go into too many details, all right? My parents owned a butcher's shop. I used to hate it, the smells and the carcasses and… I was vegetarian as soon as I was old enough to know what that was. One day dad hired an assistant and we fell in love, and my first time was in the chopping room, because it was the only place we had, and ever since then the smell and taste and feel of any kind of meat takes me right back there.” Her eyes kept darting over to the still-steaming plate. My own was ready and waiting for me back at the counter, but Adam Sandler would win Best Actor before I left this table.
“So why is this a problem,” I asked. “Find a good-looking butcher and settle down. You're beautiful, you could get anybody you wanted by wiggling a few times. Go cruise Winn Dixie, they're the beef people.”
She was shaking her head back and forth. “You don't understand, I'm still a vegetarian. Do you know what it's like to get aroused by something that disgusts you?”
“Yeah, my ex-girlfriend. The question is, can you get aroused without it? Can you have meatless sex?”
Maggie looked me straight in the eyes and poked around in there for a few minutes before answering. “I don't know. I haven't had… I haven't done anything since George dumped me.” Her blush brought her skin color up to match her lipstick.
“Anything?”
“Stop it, this is hard enough. I've never told anybody this, I knew they'd think I was a freak.”
“You told me.”
She smiled ruefully. “Yeah, well, you already thought I was a freak. Besides, I smacked you with a quiche, I figured I owed you an explanation.” We laughed together, and I fell in love with her all over again for about the tenth time. I'm sure that there were other people in the restaurant, but all I could see was Maggie; her shining face, her luscious hair, her magnificent hooters. Hey, it's not like I haven't had girlfriends with strange diets before, right? So I took a chance.
I straightened to my full height and declared, “Maggie, I have the answer for you. Aversion therapy.”
She jerked away from staring longingly at her plate. “Excuse me?”
“You've been hiding from meat for years, right? Of course it has a disproportionate effect on you! You need to be exposed to more meat, um, I mean, you need to have more meat hanging around you… damn. You won't get used it if you run away from it. There, that's what I meant. I think.”
She seemed to be both amused and pissed, which I interpreted favorably since it gave me a 50-50 chance. “And this would happen…?”
“At my place. Dinner, tomorrow night.” At this she lost it, bursting out with a girlish squeal and laughing again and again. I bore it with calm dignity.
Finally, she got some air back in. “And this is to help me? You're not just doing this to have sex with me?”
“No, no, of course not. I'm doing this to help you and have sex with you. Because that's just the kind of giving guy that I am. Now, do you want a doggie bag, or will you hump it here?”
The next day I was a busy boy. It took over $400 of groceries, three borrowed barbecue grills, and catering for the dishes I didn't have time for before I was satisfied. I may have gone a bit overboard, something I realized when I was getting ready and actually found myself wondering whether I should slap on a little A-1 before she arrived. Look, it's not every day you get a date coming over that you know, 100% certainty, will have sex with you. Even when I was engaged once I didn't have that, which could be why we didn't stay engaged. Maybe it wasn't a sure thing; maybe I'd only get to watch her go into an uncontrollable masturbatory frenzy with a pot roast, but I was willing to take that chance.
The steaks were just ready when the bell rang. I hurried over to the door and swung it wide to reveal Maggie, absolutely gorgeous in jeans, high heels and a low-cut cotton blouse. Daisy Duke in formal attire. She, in turn, seemed dazzled by my own ensemble: charcoal-gray slacks, silk shirt, tie, and frilly “Kiss the Cook” apron. She fought valiantly to keep from bursting out in hysterical laughter and was about to lose when the scent of the apartment reached her and she was suddenly transposed.
My apartment had been converted into a steakhouse kitchen, or an upscale abattoir. The kitchen counters were stacked with platters of beef, pork and ham, strings of sausages hung from the shelves, and pans of browning hamburger were still simmering on the stove. The powerful smell of grilled chicken, hamburgers and hot dogs blew in from the open balcony, where my three new grills were chugging away. The oven was stuffed with meatloaf, beef casserole, veal parmigian, and six Cornish rock hens, while a massive pot of chili bubbled merrily away on the burner. The table was set with two plates, wine glasses, and a breadstick jar with a handful of raw wieners in it. There was a sidebar nearby with a fondue pot and an assortment of raw meat, and a big bowl of rock shrimp on ice next to a platter of snow crab legs and a tureen of butter. My refrigerator bulged with cold cuts and turkey rolls. My crock-pot runneth over.
Shit! I leaped into the kitchen and killed the heat under my meatballs, then rushed back out to finish greeting Maggie. She hadn't moved. Standing stock still, eyes closed, she was breathing deeply, over and over, letting her entire body absorb the sensations. Gently I took her arm to guide her over to the table, and then I adjusted my grip and guided her somewhat more firmly. It was like herding a frightened gazelle; she was completely tense, ready to bolt and run at any second. She slid into her chair and just looked around for a few moments while I busied myself with drinks.
“I don't believe this,” she said in a deep, husky voice, but I wasn't sure she was talking to me so I let it go, setting a glass of wine in front of her. Her hands were clenching, over and over, so I left her there to come to some sort of sexual equilibrium while I basted the turkey. When I came back she was sitting perfectly still, with a small smile on her face, and reaching tentatively for a wiener.
I smacked her hand with a spoon. “Ah, ah! All in good time. First things first, we cannot rush such a fine meal.” I bowed to her, and then turned to the counter behind me and produced, with a grand flourish: salad bowls, one for each of us. She looked down at the only green thing in the entire room and raised her eyebrows in a sardonic question. “Please, please,” I urged. “You'll insult the cook and he won't let you fuck dinner.”
Maggie muttered obscenities at me but started eating her salad. I could see her nostrils flaring with every bite. It had to be torture, being surrounded by the object of your desire but being unable to touch it, but I wanted to make sure she really wanted to do this and this gave her some breathing room to make up her mind. Or else I just loved the idea of making her wait for it; I'm not that sensitive a guy, really.
We chatted a bit while we ate, but her mind wasn't really in it. She nodded and smiled and agreed with me as I told her about my achievements in thoracic medicine, astrophysics, the Winston Cup circuit, the time I saved the lives of everyone in Congress after they all got stuck in a tree one day and how my penis was the original model for all the vibrators in the world because of my natural horizontal vein placement. She accepted it all with a faint smile and wide, dreamy eyes, nodding occasionally and wordlessly stuffing lettuce in her mouth. I finally took pity on her, and my own crowbar dick, and got up to get the first course. She stood up as I passed and took my arm, saying, “Robbie? I want you to know that whatever happens, I came here to see you, okay? Not all this. It's…” She took another deep breath, pressing her firm breasts against me. “It's amazing, and I can't believe you did it, but I would have come anyway.”
Saying “I kissed her” wouldn't begin to describe it. I took her mouth, hard and deep, because she was looking up at me and the pounding of my blood would allow nothing gentler. Her arms wrapped tight around my neck while I relentlessly chased her tongue with my own. She pressed herself tight against me and I jerked once, uncontrollably, when my cock pushed up against the softness of her belly felt the heat pulsing just below. It went on for years, and when I finally pulled away it was to see Maggie, eyes wild and feral, pushing up against me and growling deep in her throat. I nuzzled her neck and whispered into her ear, “You know, just once I wish you'd treat me like a piece of meat.”
She snorted and started to smack me but I produced a strip of teriyaki steak from the counter behind her and carefully let it trail along her neck and collarbone. She breathed in sharply and we both watched as it meandered its way across her chest and dipped briefly into her cleavage. Her nipples grew strong and tall, and I let the steak march over them in its travels. Maggie gasped at each contact, and arched her neck as my little steak train chugged its way up her throat and over her chin. I lifted it slightly so that the end of it dangled just over her face, brushing her lips, and just as she lunged upward to take fully half of it in her mouth I thrust my other hand between her legs.
She cried out and tried to push down on my hand even as she tried to reach up for more steak. I took pity on her and let it drop into her gobbling jaws. Besides, I needed both hands free to get her jeans off. Clothes flew across the room as we both fought to get naked as if our clothes were on fire.
Her first orgasm came from me rubbing a t-bone steak between her legs, over and over, within 30 seconds of her panties hitting the floor. The hot flesh of the steak rubbed hard against the hot flesh of her pussy lips, and she bore down to catch the nubbly edge of fat on her own nub. I helped matters along by pouring mushroom gravy directly on the flesh most in need of moisture, and it sent her over the edge into spasming delight. She got me back with a double handful of liver wrapped around my cock, and I cannot begin to describe the feeling when she used both hands to quickly stroke me into oblivion. She had two more carnivorous orgasms (one with a playful pork chop, one with streams of my grandmother's homemade spaghetti sauce running over her breasts, spreading across her belly and pooling into her sweet puss where her fingers flew and spattered sauce everywhere) before we finally made love. I had been reaching past her shoulder for some ketchup when she grabbed my hips and guided me home.
This is the part where I describe the pulsing, the throbbing, the indescribably electric feelings of lust and power that swept through me like hurricane tides, and they were certainly there. But what I remember most, even more than her pussy clutching at me, even more than her fingernails raking designs in the grease on my chest, was the sight and the smell of her twisting under (and over) me. Her entire body was swirled in gravy and sauces. Her eyes were primal and dark, a predator's eyes. Her hair was everywhere, streaked with tomato sauce and bits of hamburger, and it hung in beautiful oily loops over her shoulders. With every thrust her belly tensed, causing psychedelic designs of liquid to shimmer and splash across her body, and her breasts were messy handfuls of marinated meat, sweet and tangy and bouncing and delicious.
And the smell, the maddening, savory, intoxicating smell. If you've ever made love to a woman in a roomful of meat dishes after spreading half of them on top of her, you know exactly what I mean. Otherwise, imagine fucking a barbecue. I pulled out to quickly drop and taste her, because the smell of her own juices mixed with the collected juices of her lean and tender play toys was driving me mad. She was filet mignon, impossibly rare and sweet, and I poured wine over her lips to accompany my meal. Finally I drove back into her even as she corkscrewed herself back onto me and we exploded in a wild spasm of culinary delight.
We used every scrap in the room, every morsel. I tired out long before she did, but I remember waking up once when she was sucking on me and humming the Oscar Mayer song, and I vaguely remember seeing her masturbating with an Italian sausage while basting herself over and over. By the next morning my carpets were ruined, my apartment smelled like a three-day luau, and we were madly in love.
We're still together, although things have changed somewhat. I now have a slight attraction to cooking smells (meaning I get hard as a rock if I smell meat cooking or even hear it sizzling, causing me no end of problems when I go to Outback), and she's calmed down considerably. Apparently one wild night of overindulgence helped after all, and while she appreciates what we did, she has returned to her vegetarian ways.
She's not a strict vegan, mind you. She'll still masturbate with fish or dairy products.
-------------------------
I know what you want. You want to date a classy lady, someone with manners and couth, a woman who gets out of the shower to pee. You want someone to be seen with that'll make the other guys want to lick your arm. You want to date a supermodel.
I can help you. Just follow these simple tips and you'll have them falling over you, and not just from anorexia.
Don't tell her she's pretty. She knows that, idjit. She gets paid for her appearance, and hundreds of people tell her every day how perfect she is. Not only is it unoriginal, it's also the only thing about herself over which she has no real control - supermodels are very aware that they make a living from being genetic flukes. Compliment her on her attire, her bearing, her jokes, her witty conversation, her amazing capacity for stimulants. Even better, point out her imperfections. She'll eat it up, and she'll know you can see beyond the beauty to the real her. Make sure you mention every enlarged pore, every pimple, each inappropriate hair, any dangling nasal mucous, the growing bags under her eyes.
“Hey gorgeous, getting a little spread back there?” She'll swoon.
Be ugly and talented. Seriously. Look at the history: Paulina Porizkova and Ric Ocasek, Christie Brinkley and Billy Joel, Heather Thomas and Tommy Lee, Pamela Anderson and Tommy Lee, Pamela Anderson and Bret Michaels, Pamela Anderson and Kid Rock, Angelina Jolie and Billy Bob Thornton, Kate Hudson and the straggly guy from The Black Crowes… Hot chicks dig ugly, talented guys, so get cracking and start playing. You might not even have to be really good, I dunno. Has Bret Michaels done anything? I don't really keep up with these kids. Just tell 'em you play rhythm guitar, then all you have to be able to do is play a couple chords and consume a city bus full of liquor in a single sitting.
Be rich and ugly. A slight clarification: be rich and sick and ugly. I don't think I need to go into this one, if you can't figure it out on your own then you might as well not bother. If you have acres of loose wealth, go hang around Anna Nicole Smith and cough a lot.
Be hung like a bull moose. There's no other excuse for Tommy Lee.
Be political. Another way in which former president Bill Clinton has led the way for all of us. He's been linked to former Miss America Elizabeth Ward Gracen, former Miss Arkansas Sally Perdue, former bad singer Gennifer Flowers, and there's rumors he's even been intimate with New York Senator Hillary Rodham (unsubstantiated at the time of this article). At least democratic presidents remember how to have sex! Lots of senators, congressmen, consultants, diplomats and appointees have been seen with the glamour world's best and bright… um, best. Keep in mind that at the grassroots level you'll have to settle for housewives and the occasional starry-eyed teenage campaign volunteer, but if politics teaches you nothing else it will teach you how to compromise.
Be funny. 91% of the Playboy bunnies who wrote their own data sheets included “sense of humor” in the turn-ons section, as far as I can remember. Girls like to laugh, and they like people who can make them laugh because they can relax around that kind of guy, unless he gets laughs by, say, pulling household objects out of his nose. A guy that can say just the right thing at just the right time is obviously perceptive and sensitive enough to know just how to touch her. Funny men make the best lovers.
Okay, granted, women prefer funny men who are also drop-dead gorgeous. And yeah, it's really easy for funny guys to fall into the “best friend I can tell anything to but would never dream of having sex with” slot. I hated that slot. I lived in that psychology torture chamber for 6 years. I always had lots of close female friends, the ones that kept telling me “only you really understand me” and then turn around and describe how they blew some guy they just met last night, I just wanted to sneak up behind her with a rope and…
Ha ha! Yes sir, a sense of humor is all you really need. When she's laughing she's not affecting a worldly pose, she's being human, and that's right where you want to get your basic supermodel. Also, when things start getting really intimate, you can't go wrong with a good hemorrhoid joke.
Turn her down first. The novelty of it is sure to get her interested. As soon as she's within earshot, like the other side of the bar or just one balcony up, proclaim loudly that “No, I'm sorry Tyra, it just wouldn't work out between us. We're too different, and as exciting as you are I still want to see other people.” See the tricky psychological twist in there? Now she'll go crazy wondering why she's not good enough to hold your interest. At least I think she will, haven't tried this yet. But it feels right. You should probably also drink a lot.
Be gay. Just think of the possibilities! She'll trust you. She'll confide in you (see above). She'll undress in front of you. She'll invite her friends over to try and convert you. My god, I can't imagine why no one has thought of this before, it could work!
Okay, she'll probably just marry you to cover her own homosexuality from the paparazzi, but you'll still probably get to see her naked, and that's more than you get now, right?
Well, I've done all I can here. Next week we'll go over your failures, and we'll discuss how to take the easier step of converting your current old lady into a supermodel. Hey, why buy the milk when you can put a dress on the cow, am I right?
-------------------------
The moon breathed bright blue light through the lace curtains, light that caressed my skin with icy hot fingers. I twirled once, twice, letting my light summer dress swirl around my legs for Robert's enjoyment. Even though I didn't dare look at him yet, still I could tell that I had captured his complete attention. The evening had been more perfect than I had dared hope for. Romantic music, elegant dining, a walk on the beach trading ever more daring flirtations and caresses, and now I was throwing caution to the wind and bringing him into my rooms where the walls were suddenly far too close to contain our passions. His eyes were glittering, shining in the night air, and I could feel the intensity of his stare like a physical thing as it traveled, slowly, across my body. He claimed me with his gaze, and I waited trembling for him to take possession of his new prize.
***
This has to have been the dullest goddamn night I've ever had, she has to fuck me now. Jesus God, please let her fuck me now, maybe a little head action.
***
My breath caught in my throat when he took a step towards me. In the theater and on the beach, he seemed a virile but charming man. Here in this enclosed space he seems a barely-controlled tiger, a powerful, caged animal eager to let his hunger consume the both of us. I wonder if I'll be able to handle that which I have called forth? He's taken only a single step; could he possess that much steely control? For I could plainly see the most visible evidence of his lust for me, pulsing beneath his clothing, twitching promises and ecstasies. A wave of scarlet emotion swept through me and I went to him, casting aside any pretensions towards dignity or my ladylike demeanor.
***
Oh yeah, she wants it, she just scoped out my dick. Don't want to look desperate; I'll let her come to me. C'mere, you hot slut, c'mon and… no! No! Don't just stand there! What the fuck is she doing?
***
I stopped before him, trembling. Our eyes never left each other, even as my hands leapt to my breast and began to tug at the buttons on my lavender lace blouse. The soft cloth pulled deliciously across my drum-tight rosebud nipples and I gasped as the chill night air touched my exposed skin. I had to have him, had to have his fire, had to feel his touch, had to surrender myself completely to his rampaging attack and pray that I regained some small scrap of consciousness afterwards.
***
Goddamn, she has got the sweetest knockers! Billy swore they were fake, ha! Sumbitch owes me $10 now. Let's see, he'll probably be at the bowling alley by the time I get out of here… Jesus, if I touch her I'm gonna pop, I know it. I'm throbbing like a diesel rig. Baseball, baseball… Dream Team! Starting pitcher… Koufax? Seaver? Maybe Palmer…
***
He stood there, dark and handsome, silently daring me to come closer, making me come to him. His masterful command of my emotions only increased my desire, and the courage of my wanton act seemed almost childish in comparison. I could feel the heat between my legs infusing my thighs with electric pulses of energy, I could feel my very womb clutching in the maddening desire to be filled. He remained stock still even as I put my arms around his neck and cried out when the bristles of his chest hair brushed across my tender, tightening nipples. I pressed myself to him, pushing my body to mold to his hard contours, only thin layers of cloth separating us from our rapturous bliss.
***
CATCHER! Ivan Rodriquez! Um… shortstop… oh, fuck it. I grab her and start kissing her hard, shoving my tongue into her mouth like there was beer in there. Grabbed a big round funbag in each hand, did a little hip-thrusting move into her cooze and started laying the moves on her. Chicks dig it if you tongue-kiss for at least 15 seconds before you go for her twat, shows you're sensitive and shit. Six-one-thousand, seven-one-thousand. . .
***
His muscular tongue thrust itself down into my willing mouth, quickly overpowering me and laying to waste my last few lingering thoughts of resistance. I felt my breath leave my body as I clung to him, cradled in his steel-cabled arms and fighting to return passion to match his own. Just when I thought I might be able to simmer my boiling blood and allow thought to guide my actions, he pulled away from me with the timing of a bullfighter and thrust his hand into my skirt, completely taking me by surprise with his audacity and nerve. His thick fingers flexed between my legs, darting here and there in a maddening, unpredictable whirlwind that nearly caused me to swoon with delight. Helpless with the sensations, I tried to thrust against his fingers but I could not match his movements or find his rhythm and the efforts left me breathless and aroused beyond belief.
***
Where is the goddamn thing? Is that…? No, that can't be… I think that's a mole, but… son-of-a… just rub, dammit, you'll hit it sooner or later.
***
My arms fell to my sides as I collapsed against him. No worry of falling; he held me easily, one arm around my shoulders and one hand alternately caressing and stroking the very spark of my fire. Not content to pluck the strings of my fleshy lute, his hand roamed where it would, exploring my deepest secrets as no man ever had. I felt as if I were a doll, picked up and pleasured by a giant as I rode on his hand.
***
Christ, she weighs a ton! I work the button and get her good and wet 'til she's begging for it, and then drop her on the bed so I can get my pants off. Oh, yeah, this is gonna be good!
***
My giant released me to fall from the heavens to bounce on a cloud, and he stood over me like a gathering storm, preparing to drench me, buffet me and strike me with lightning, again and again. I laid myself open to him, with no more control over my fate than over the sky itself.
***
That oughta be enough, she's dripping. I yank my belt open and drop trou. There he is, my best buddy. Nine solid inches of manmeat and it's all ready for her. I stand there with my hands on my hips and wait for her to start gobbling.
***
He revealed himself with a flourish and my last bit of resistance melted away. I don't flatter myself that I am irresistible, but what other man on this earth could remain flaccid in this situation? His love and his respect for me were made manifest by his simple demonstration of vulnerability and trust. Where I had been nervous before, now I was completely at my ease and my feelings of wantonness returned; reaching up, I touched his member hesitantly, like stroking a baby bird. Like that bird it stirred beneath my touch and so I laid it on my palm and kissed it, lightly, as it began to stretch and rise to greet me.
***
She gulps me with no problem at all, somehow working my massive cock all the way into her mouth until her nose hits hair. I let my hands drop to my sides and just pump back and forth into her soft, wet, hungry mouth until I can barely see straight. She wants my spooge, I can tell, I just hope I can keep it from blasting ‘til I can get some puss. God, this is so great…
***
What a wonderful present he gave me! Just when I was mentally preparing myself for ravishment, he puts me in control and at ease, and so naturally I became even more lascivious and hungry for him. He looked down at my ministrations with a calm smile, and I ached to force a passionate response from him. I wrapped my hand around my new toy and stroked from the base to the tip in long, even strokes while looking him straight in the eye. He closed his eyes for a moment and gasped, and suddenly my fingers were forced apart, struggling to touch each other around the hard velvety shaft as it grew with every throb. It was a mighty beast, proud and firm, with a thick mushroom head and velvety skin stretched tight over a taut muscle. He stood perfectly still as I ran my hands back and forth across him, exploring his every hidden pleasure and crevice until there was no part of him that was unfamiliar to me. By now the cicada cry of my womanhood was buzzing for attention, surely he could hear it? I could hear nothing else. Surely he would take pity on me and grant me my deepest desire?
***
Just before I lose it and blow all over her face, I pull her off me and push her back to the bed. She spread herself with her fingers, begging for it, but I had other ideas in mind. I knew what would drive her wild, cuz of what Jimmy told me his brother told him, and I needed a minute to throttle back before I blew a load over her sheets. I grin at her and plant my face right into her muff.
***
God help me, I was undone! When he eased me gently back amongst the sheets I closed my eyes and tried to prepare myself for his rough entry, but he surprised me once again. My demon lover's tongue struck like snakebite on my most private places, leaping here and there before his mouth opened and he all but devoured me. I writhed and tossed my head back and forth as his ravenous mouth took me in entire, and a small voice in my drowning consciousness feared he would not stop until I died, while the rest of me feared he would.
***
I have no idea what the fuck I'm doing. I know I lick this part, I think, but am I supposed to stick my tongue in here or what? She's no help; she jumps around no matter what I do. God my neck is getting sore. How long do I have to do this before I can stop without her getting mad? I need to talk to Jimmy some more… Okay, thirty more seconds and then I fuck her before my tongue falls off. One-one thousand, two-one thousand…
***
Mindless and animal, I rode his powerful jaw and danced on the tip of his tongue until the surges nearly overcame me. Again and again he brought me to the very brink of ecstasy, always stopping with the precision of a master musician. I was breathless and shaking when he sensed that I was nearly dead from pleasure, and he moved up to rise over me. Oh, has there ever been a greater moment in my life, when my one true love looked down upon my naked form and found me fair? For I could see the fires in his eyes, banked but not cooled, and I ached to draw out that flame and blend it with my own. He entered me then, without warning or preamble, and made me his forever. But again he surprised me, because after his single masterful thrust he stopped, filling me utterly, and kissed me with infinite gentleness. It was as if he wanted my body to know that it was forever his, the attitude of a man entering his house for the first time. I was possessed.
***
Thirty! Time for some serious deep-dishing! I get up on my knees and ram it home. Jesus! Damn, that feels good! I stop immediately cuz I could feel my balls tightening up and I know if I shot off that fast she’d be mad. Um, um… third baseman? No, no, math, do math. Eleven times eleven is a hundred and twenty-one, eleven times twelve is… jeez, I'm not gonna make it…
***
Finally he began to move, with an aching slowness that allowed me to feel every ridge and valley on that blessed invader. Back and forth, maddeningly slow, until out of desperation at my own condition I began to rise against him, arching my hips and lunging to meet him as he descended. Ah, sweet heaven, I cannot describe the sensations as he silently taught me the ways of being a woman! Striving together to bring each other such pleasures as we could never achieve apart! My blood sang in my veins and crashed in boiling waves in my brain as we clung to each other with our arms and legs and minds. Just as I could hold back no longer I gazed deeply into his fevered eyes and saw his passion ready to release. Suddenly he moved with a terrifying intensity, thrusting into me with maniac strength, finally driving me over the edge of insanity and into the screaming abyss.
***
Oh shit, I'm losing it! I was okay 'til she started moving, goddamn, here it comes… ah yeah! Yeah! Fuck yeah! Yeah! Take it you bitch! Unh!
***
Sweet merciful God! Ah! My mind explodes into a thousand scintillating bits as the universe pours itself into me and fills me with power and heat and searing hot liquid. I am the earth, fecund and new and rolling with volcanic explosions, and lightning has struck me, again and again, to create life! When the sensations finally fade after a thousand years, I looked up to see my demon lover gazing at me with a boyish grin and a lover's sure knowledge. I threw my arms around him and held him tight, at once embarrassed that any person could have such perfect control over my body and mind, and filled with delight that it was this man and that we were now together for eternity.
***
Damn, that was good. Jeez. Maybe now we can skip all that dating shit and get straight to the humping from now on.
Wonder what's on TV?
-------------------------
I'd like to talk about sexual perversity, the scourge of our society. I am completely and totally against all manners and categories of sexual perversity and I hereby call upon all of our upstanding citizens to…
What? Oh, no, you can still do that if you want. That too. There? Yes, I don't mind if you want to stick it in there, as long as he doesn't. Excuse me? Oh, sure, whip the hell out of her, consensually, if you please. No, no, you misunderstand me. I'm talking about perversity.
perversity (per-vûr´sî-tê) noun 1. The quality or state of being perverse, deliberately acting against others. 2. An instance of being perverse, obstinately persisting in an error or a fault; wrongly self-willed or stubborn.
No Particular Dictionary, It's All Good
I don't care what you do with your bodies, or even your partner(s)'s body/ies, provided everything is consensual all around and you leave a tip. But it's those damn little sexual perversities that get me riled. And don't tell me that these are just coincidences. Ha! That's what they WANT you to believe!
Here's some examples:
* Cats and small dogs are oddly attracted to thrashing humans and always always always pick the precise wrong time to suddenly lick your face or check out that fascinating smell.
* Small children always break in and try to interfere (“You're killing mommy!”)
* Older children will come home while you're helplessly pushing the dinner table centerpiece around with your head. And they'll bring their friends unexpectedly.
* When you most need it to be up, it won't be. Begging doesn't help. Neither does screaming, crying, thinking about Drew Barrymore or even having one more beer, “to take the edge off.”
* When you most need it to be down, it won't be. There is absolutely no polite way to explain or adjust a recalcitrant erection during, say, a christening.
* Most small car shock absorbers can't absorb as many shocks as you'd think
* Condoms can sense ovulation and become correspondingly weaker. Condoms never break under rigorous testing procedures but let them sniff one egg and pop goes the weasel.
* When your rhythm is perfect, when you're both rushing towards the end, when you're slamming your parts together frantically, harder and harder, that will be when it slips out and tries to make a new entrance with varying degrees of success.
* If you're giving a blowjob and you pull away to say something, you'll get it in the eye. Scientific fact, it's been proven in one laboratory test after another.
* Pockets of gas that would have waited for nature to take its course during any other times are remarkably insistent during intimate moments, and they’re always louder than usual.
* No matter what the duration of the encounter may be, your fingers/tongue/jaw will always cramp and wear out at the exact instant that your lover was about to go over the edge.
* It doesn't matter how well you hide your vibrator, it will always make a surprise appearance at the most potentially life-ruining moment possible, such as your mom visiting or your new boyfriend coming over. If your boss is over and your vibrator makes a surprise appearance, it will still be wet, and possibly still be running.
* When unexpected guests spot your unexpected sexual aid, it will never be the elegant and beautiful toy you use 99% of the time. It’ll be the foot-and-a-half monster one with purple veins that your friends bought you as a gag gift.
* You will never be able to get out of the knots as fast as you thought you could, and now your priest will never visit your house again.
* Menstrual perversities are another book by themselves. At least.
* Your partner is never as ready for that first surprise spanking as you think they are.
* Whatever remote area you choose for your romantic outdoor rendezvous will, the next morning, invariably turn out to be the location of the annual National Boy Scout Jamboree.
* Mosquitoes are especially cruel to outdoor lovers - they'll let you almost finish first.
* Your ex-lover will always get a better next lover than you will.
* Your next lover will always have a better ex-lover than you do.
* No matter how carefully you hide the pictures your lover took of you in the hot tub, they will magically present themselves at your next family gathering. If you lock them away where they can’t possibly be found, they will show up on the Internet the next day. It just happens.
* If you were to duck into the bathroom just as sexual contact was about to commence, you would be able to see the brand new pimples still forming on your previously smooth lower regions.
* The day you meet your “love-at-first-sight” dream mate is also the day you figured no one would notice if you wore the ratty gray underwear with the ragged holes and the mysterious jelly stain.
* Don't ever call out names, even if your memory is perfect. You're just asking for trouble.
* If cramps are alien to you, if charley-horses never happen, if your back has never in your life go out on you, they will all happen the first time you make love to your new love.
* You're watching a porn movie, you've reached the perfect, save-it-for-last scene and you're about to pop. Guaranteed you'll lose it just as the scene switches to either a fake male orgasmic reaction or a house exterior establishing shot.
* You won't when he wants to, he'll be asleep when you do.
* UPS, RPS and Federal Express delivery-people are specially trained to wait until they hear bedsprings before ringing your bell.
* The phone will always ring 35 seconds before climax, unless there are extenuating circumstances:
* If it's a salesperson or survey, it'll come just as everyone involved in the sex act is completely in the mood
* If it's a friend calling, it'll happen right in the middle so you have to make a snap decision to either hang up politely and try to keep going, give it up and finish the conversation, or keep going while you're talking and hope that they are somehow oblivious to your obvious state
* If it's your lover calling while you're with someone else, everything freezes. Everything.
* If it's your mom, it'll happen .05 seconds before climax. Sorry.
-------------------------
[Theme song plays as we see images of a burly man in outback gear fly past us: standing in front of a jeep; creeping through bushes outside a beauty salon; rappelling down the side of a cliff; crawling across the roof of a sorority; working his way across a chest-deep river; moving stealthily through a mall disguised as a cellular phone booth, etc. Final scene is the show's logo, swooping in from above: Jim Jackson, Clitoris Hunter! A departure from the usual logo, this one has “Celebrity Edition!” added to the bottom. The logo rushes towards us and we zoom through the “o” in clitoris to see today's show. Jackson is standing on a sidewalk outside an elegant restaurant, wearing a red vest, black pants and white shirt buttoned to the neck. He is still unshaven, wearing his trademark Australian bush hat.]
[sounds of traffic]
JIM: G'day, and welcome to “Clitoris Hunter.” I'm Jim Jackson, and tonight we'll be going after a particularly tasty specimen - Academy Award-nominated actress Jacqui Harmony, star of “The Last Barhopper” and Disney's “Gargantua and Pantagruel.” Now, as you know, approaching a big star requires confidence, stealth, and a hunter's knowledge of the terrain. I happen to know that tonight Ms. Harmony will be dining at Chez Frommage here in Los Angeles, and that's where we are now. My assistant Bill--
BILL: Hi!
JIM: --and I have scouted out the area over the last week, hiding in the bushes and observing the native wildlife, and I believe I have come upon the ideal camouflage so that I might steal up on this rising and influential young lady, and bag her.
[sound of car driving up, car door]
Oh, excuse me. Yes sir?
DRIVER 1: Here ya go. Be careful with it now, it's an import.
JIM: Oh, yes sir, I will. Bill, could you…?
[JIM jumps in the car and squeals off. There is a distant sound of metal crumpling against something large and unyielding]
BILL: Jim is now parking the man's car, both to cement his disguise and to help defray the costs of our show. Here he comes now.
JIM: (out of breath) Right. We should be seeing her any moment now…
[Another car drives up]
Oh Christ.
DRIVER 2: Hi, here ya go. Hey, what's up with that car over there?
JIM: Ah, which one, sir?
DRIVER 2: The one that's on fire?
JIM: Irritable bowel syndrome, you never know when it'll strike. Thank you ma'am, enjoy your meal. Be right back.
DRIVER 2: Oh my god…
[She watches, horrified, as Jim peels off]
BILL: Any moment now we'll see Jim's remarkable tracking skills in action as he tries to accurately locate Jacqui Harmony's clitoris. Wait! Wait, I think I see… yes! It's Jacqui Harmony now, with her current boyfriend and the co-star from her latest movie Not My Proctologist, Lucas Fromm. Jim better hurry if he wants to… Here he comes! Ooh, this is going to be tricky!
JACQUI: Hi, park it somewhere close, would you?
BILL: Yes ma'am. Um, say, um, could I have an autograph?
LUCAS: Oh jeez…
JACQUI: C'mon Luke, gotta be nice to our fans. Thank you, I'd love to. Your clipboard?
BILL: Yeah, that'd be… (coughs, lowers voice) ahem, that'd be great. Right here.
LUCAS: Bad enough you have to make us late with your damn “I don't know what to wear, I don't know what to wear!”
JACQUI: (smiling sweetly at Bill) Shut up, Luke. I'm really sorry about this, he's still pissed about the Golden Globes.
LUCAS: I am not!
[JACKSON comes running up and stops on the other side of the elegantly manicured bushes next to the restaurant. He is breathing heavily and seems to have a stitch in his side, but at the first sight of JACQUI he drops immediately into a crouch and peers at her through the branches.]
JACQUI: (to BILL) Anyway, thanks a lot. Here you go. What's this on your clipboard, anyway?
[BILL tries to hide the paper — JACQUI's itinerary, on “Clitoris Hunter” stationery — from her and a brief struggle ensues. Meanwhile, JACKSON skulks around the car and eases forward, step by step. The background music turns dramatic. A small crowd begins to form on the sidewalk around them.]
JACKSON: (voiceover) I saw my chance. While her attention was on my assistant and their sissy fight, I worked my way around her. I remained downwind at all times, as ingénues have an incredible sense of smell, plus I had to avoid the direct gaze of her mate. I knew I had to time it just right…
[With a triumphant cry JACQUI wrests the clipboard away from BILL and turns to show it to LUCAS. With the speed of a jungle cat JACKSON sprints forward around her other side and thrusts his arm down JACQUI'S stretch pants.]
JACQUI: Hey! What the hell are you… whoa!
JACKSON: (voiceover) I was fortunate in that she was wearing Lycra, which has an easy give so that I could get in there before she had time to react. If you'll remember, last week's target was wearing Faded Glory jeans which made my job that much tougher.
LUCAS: What the fuck are you doing to her, man? Goddamn pervert, get off… (he moves to manhandle JACKSON away)
JACQUI: Whoo! Oh god, god!
JACKSON: Easy mate, I'm Jim Jackson.
[LUCAS changes expression instantly.]
LUCAS: Wow, the clitoris hunter? Aw, man, I watch you every fucking week, man! (he starts looking around for the camera and finds it, grins widely) Yeah! (he flashes a double thumbs up)
[Meanwhile, JACQUI is twisting happily around JACKSON'S arm. JACKSON has a grim, determined look on his face. BILL works around him with the hand Arriflex, getting close-ups.]
JACKSON: Now, the… unh… celebrity clitoris is a different beastie from our usual prey. It can be easy to find, like with your Angelina Jolies, your Drew Barrymores and your Judi Denches, or it can be a hidden thing like with your Sandra Bullocks or your Hillary… almost… ha! There she is!
[JACQUI shrieks once and wraps herself tightly around JACKSON, who gently pries her off and, never losing his grip, uses his other hand to carefully spread her across the hood. JACKSON is sweating now, but his self-confidence is apparent as he takes out his hunting knife and c-a-r-e-f-u-l-l-y cuts around his hand until he can lift the piece of fabric away to expose JACQUI'S entire groin. His right hand never stops stroking, and he uses his left to delicately spread her sweet flesh to reveal his right forefinger squarely on the ridge of JACQUI'S clitoris. LUCAS and the crowd gather around.]
JACKSON: Isn't she a beauty? It is truly amazing that such a common creature is so incredibly difficult to find, but it takes years of training and practice, as well as a certain natural cunning.
LUCAS: (looking close) Wow. So that's what it looks like.
JACQUI: Yeah, right there, right FUCKING THERE, yeah, yeah…
JACKSON: Now she's a shy beastie, and likes to hide under her little hood, but let's just see if I can coax her out, shall we?
[He drops his face down between her legs, and she convulses once before flinging her arms wide and grabbing the gull-wing mirrors for support.]
BILL: What Jim is doing now is soothing the clitoris with his own tongue, hoping to relax it enough so that it trusts him and is comfortable with its surroundings. He's very good at it.
LUCAS: I'll say.
JACQUI: Jesus! Fucker! Jesus! Fucker!
[Around them the crowd begins to applaud; a few take pictures. From behind JACKSON can be seen pulling his head back and forth, darting here and there almost too quickly to be seen. His hands are deft and sure. BILL steps up with a Jim Jackson brand neckerchief and JACKSON wipes his face. JACQUI'S clitoris is extremely visible now, and we switch to BILL'S handheld camera for a closer look.]
JACKSON: (voiceover) See that pulsing bit, that's the clitoral glans, at the end of the shaft. (On the screen a small arrow appears, pointing as JACKSON speaks) These lips here, these are the… hold still girl, that's the way… thems the crura. Very sensitive they are, all by themselves.
LUCAS: (voiceover) Right there?
JACKSON: (voiceover) No mate, that's the labia majora. Easy mistake, they tend to run together, but an experienced guide knows. Ah, she's latherin'. Better back up, this could get nasty.
[We're away from the close-up and the crowd and LUCAS are being gently but firmly moved back by BILL.]
LUCAS: What's he gonna do now? Is he…?
BILL: Yes, Jim is a true sportsman, and doesn't believe in unnecessary cruelty. He only hunts what he is prepared to eat.
JACQUI: YES! YES! Lick it lick it lick it lick it lick it lick it lick it lick it suck it YES! AHHHH! AHHHH! AHHHH!
BILL: Well, that's all for tonight's “Jim Jackson, Clitoris Hunter.” Thanks for watching.
[Theme song plays, credits roll over slow-motion shots of JACKSON licking long and hard, JACQUI twisting the car's windshield wipers into knots, and LUCAS beaming excitedly.]
-------------------------
== (click) Hi! Thanks for calling Sassy Jessie's Automated Sex Line, the hottest, sexiest phone sex line around! This is Jessie, and I am soooo glad you called me. I just got out of the shower and ran to the phone, and I'm dripping all over the place. Do you like watching me drip? ==
“Oh, hell yeah, baby, I'm gonna—”
== I need your credit card number, honey. Let's get that out of the way so we can get on with it, I need you so bad. Just enter the number and the expiration date on your phone, and press the pound sign when you're done. Oh, hurry, please! ==
“Damn, damn…” BEEP MOOP BEEP BEEP, MOOP MOOP BOOP MOOP, MOOP BEEP BEEP BOOP, BEEP BEEP BOOP BOOP. BOOP.
== Ooh, I love the way you did that, you're so forceful, and so good with your finger! What's your name, lover? ==
“Uh, it's Johnny.”
== Oh, I love that name! It's so easy to scream! Would you like to fuck me, [JOHNNY]? ==
“Yes! God, yes!”
== How do you want me? ==
“I'm gonna grab you and—”
== Just press 1 for straight sex, 2 for rough sex, 3 for S&M, and 4 for more choices, or press 9 to hear the list again. Hurry, baby! ==
“Shit, um…” BEEP
== I like a man who knows what he wants! Are you hard, [JOHNNY]? ==
“Oh, yeah.”
== Can you see me here, standing naked in front of you? Water is dripping from my long, blonde hair and running down over my face, between my lips, down my slender throat, and cascading over my breasts. They're awfully big, aren't they? Here, let me hold them up for you. Mmmmm. Do you think they're too big, [JOHNNY]? ==
“No way! Damn, I'd like to take them and lick—”
== That's so sweet! I like them too, they're so much fun to squeeze and my nipples get so hard! You can play with them if I can play with your cock. Can I see your cock, [JOHNNY]? Can I see how big I made you? ==
“Oh, yeah. Just hang on… there.”
== Oh, god, it's sooo big and sooo hard! I'm aching to feel that way up in me, JOHNNY! Can I suck on you, [JOHNNY]? Can I kneel in front of you and suck you right down my throat? Just say “yes,” “no,” or “operator,” now. ==
“Yes! Yes! Hurry…”
== (click) We’re sorry, all our operatives are currently busy with other calls, but your call is important to us. ==
“What the goddamn fuck!”
== Please hold on. (click) “. . . —ean, oh what can it mean, to a, daydream believer, and the, homecoming queeeeeen! Cheer up…” ==
“Fuck!”
== (click) How dare you touch yourself without permission! You slimy little worm! ==
“What?”
== I'm going to ram this staff so far up your pasty ass you'll remember me every time you swallow! Come here and lick my heels, now! ==
“Who the hell—”
== Are you going to kneel before me, insect? Press 1 for “yes,” or 2 for “no,” now! ==
“Operator! Operator! Shit, maybe 9…” MEEP.
== (click) I like a man who knows what he wants! Are you hard, [JOHNNY]? ==
“Well, not really—”
== Can you see me here, standing naked in front of you? Water is dripping from my long, blonde hair and running down… ==
“Dammit, I'm paying by the minute for this! Maybe 9 again…” MEEP.
== (click) Hey, little fella! ==
“Oh, hi, um, are you the manager? 'Cause I think I—”
== That's a right nice-sized unit you got there, [JOHNNY], looks to be about as big as mine! Let me haul mine out and we'll put 'em side by side and compare! ==
“Jesus, where did I—”
== Here, I'll give mine a little stroke and you do the same over there, where I can see you. Do you like watching me stroke myself? You like watching my balls bounce when I do it? ==
“NO! Where the hell is Jessie?”
== I thought you did, I can see you getting even harder and thicker, just like I like. You ever had any sailor ass, [JOHNNY]. If you ain't had sailor ass, you ain't never had ass, and I got a tight one all ready for you. Would you like that? Just say “yes,” “no,” or “operator,” now. ==
“NO!! JESUS!!”
== (click) I like a man who knows what he wants! Are you hard, [JOHNNY]? ==
“Goddamit…” MEEP.
== Oooh, [JOHNNY], stick it way up my cunt, agh! It's so big, and it's so good! ==
“What the fuck? Did we skip—”
== I'm gonna come! I'm gonna come! Can I come now, [JOHNNY]? Are you ready to come with me? Press 1 for “yes,” or 2 for “no!” ==
MEEP!
== (click) Woof! Woof! Hey, looks like Rex really likes you, [JOHNNY]. I'll tell you a secret; Rex is a very special dog. If you spread just a little peanut butter all over your—” ==
“SHIT!” MEEP! MEEP! BEEP BEEPITY BEEP BOOP BEEP!”C'mon, c'mon…
== Ohhhh, [JOHNNY], that was so good. Oh god, I have never come that hard, ever! God, [JOHNNY], you're an animal! ==
“But I—”
== You have got to come back tomorrow night, if I don't get that again I'll just die! Will you come back? Please? ==
“Well, I didn't—”
== Oh, you have to! I'll make it so good for you, like you made it so good for me. Please come back, [JOHNNY]! ==
“Yeah, I guess I could—”
== (click) Thank you so much for calling Sassy Jessie's Automated Sex Line, the hottest, sexiest phone sex line around. Your call may have been monitored for training purposes. Good night, and I hope we hear from you again real soon! ==
-------------------------
So, you've mastered the Art of Love. You are inhumanly aware of your lover's erogenous zones, personal preferences, and secret desires, and you know unerringly when to be sweet and gentle and when to get rough. Every sex act, no matter how quick or spontaneous, ends in soul-satisfying simultaneous orgasms, and you are both capable of holding each other on the ragged edge of sweet release for hours at a time until you can time your explosions with the slow rising of the sun.
So why are you getting bored?
Simple, really — you need contrast. How can you really enjoy the heights of sensual mastery if you never have a bad fuck anymore? You can't truly appreciate the hard-earned mastery of your own body if there's no chance of losing it thirty seconds after you unzip.
But how can you relive those feelings of helpless fury, lack of communication, and determined impotence? We're here to help. What follows is a list of suggestions for you and yours to add to your godlike sex life as an occasional reality check. Just rip each one from your monitor and follow the instructions.
Ancestor Worship
It is an age-old guideline that if you want to see what your wife will be like as she ages, you have only to look towards her mother. Now's your chance to show your lady that you'll still be deeply in love and lust with her in her declining years by spending the day emphasizing how attractive you find her mom. Discuss her probable future appearance (“Honey, I just love those crows-feet you're getting! Rowff!”) and make sure she knows that you don't care what gravity is doing to her.
At the end of the evening, surprise her by ducking into the bathroom and allowing her to see the sexy outfit you've laid out for her: purple jogging pants, an oversized Garfield sweatshirt, support hose, a pair of those nurse sneakers, and a shawl. Make sure you call out her mom's name a few times, too. Just think how relaxed and flattered she'll be!
Ingredients: old lady clothes, old lady shoes, Vick's. Vapor Rub
Hail, Hail, the Gang Was All Here
You know what your husband likes, and you know how he likes it. But do you know what one of the best parts of his sex life is, the part he doesn't share with you?
Telling his friends about it. Nailing a righteous babe like you, over and over again, just isn't complete unless he can lord it over all his buddies. You wouldn't believe the sheer pleasure he gets from being the absolute center of attention when all of his drunken friends hang on his every word as he describes exactly what you do under the sheets. And you can help! What better way to prove your husband's manliness than by showing all his friends exactly how lucky he is? Fuck 'em all!
Pick a day when you know he'll be out until evening, and then invite all his friends, one by one or in groups, to come sample what he's been tapping. Just imagine how envious his friends will be, knowing that your man can get what they're getting any time he wants!
That night, you can whisper to your man how much luckier he is than all of his friends, or at least all the ones you could reach. He'll be bursting with pride!
Ingredients: a buncha guys, a few more, one of those “Take A Number” machines, a lot of beer, and one last guy, for luck.
Simultaneous Submission
Has your lady been dropping some interesting hints recently? One of the most compelling hidden fantasies is to be completely helpless and at the mercy of another for your sexual gratification, and this is a wonderful gift to present to your lover. But make it a surprise — some simple, fast-closing restraints can be purchased at any good sex shop or sub-code sanitarium, and you can attach them to the corners of the bed under the covers. Romance her all evening, seduce her into the bedroom as only you can, and lay her back amidst the sheets. Then, while she stretches languorously, swiftly snap the restraints around her wrists and ankles before she can react. As you stand away from the bed, I guarantee you'll see the light of passion burning in her eyes as she tests the restraints one by one and smiles an anticipatory smile at you.
Disrobe, slowly, letting her fires build, and then quickly rush over to the closet doorway where you've attached four more restraints. Snap yourself in before you can react and then pull tightly until you can't reach to release yourself. Now you're both ready to enjoy the hot, pulsating explosion of complete submission.
Ingredients: A nice dinner, some mood music, eight scary-looking leather restraints, and an understanding neighbor within screaming range.
Tools of Power
Ever see that scene in 9 1/2 Weeks where Mickey Rourke blindfolds Kim Basinger and then feeds her right out of the refrigerator, not only exciting her but arousing every single woman in the theater? Why should your man miss out on this?
However, most guys don't react as strongly to the sensual possibilities of food (although they do like watching you eat an ice cream cone), so you need to take them somewhere where they can feel comfortable in their surroundings as you startle and tease them with unexpected sensations.
The garage.
Blindfold him slowly and tightly, making sure he can't see, and kiss him lightly on the lips. Take his hand and run it quickly and lightly over your own body to get his interest, and then lead him into the garage. The familiar scent of grease, hot metal, and kitty litter should inflame his senses. Take his clothes off, letting your hands tease him here and there, and then sit him down in front of the water heater. Now tantalize him with the sensual touch of everything on the garage shelves until he can't take any more! Pipe wrenches tighten deliciously, belt sanders provide lip-biting friction, the claw-end of a hammer offers some intriguing possibilities, duct tape can keep him where you want him, and you'll be amazed what a simple Black and Decker electric screwdriver can do to that bundle of sensitive nerve tissue, the prostate. Keep some kerosene handy for cleaning up afterwards.
Ingredients: everything in the toolbox, an entire Sears Craftsman socket set, a wood vise, and the gallon size jug of WD-40. Yeah, baby!
My Little Hooker
Roleplaying is a great way to liven up your sex life, it says so in all the manuals. Wouldn't you like to enjoy that heady thrill of picking up a strange woman for some no-frills, no-commitment, no-last-names fun? I'll bet if you asked, your ladyfriend might be more interested than you'd think. She'll have the excitement of being a mysterious lady of the evening, someone so sexy that men would pay anything for her, and in a perfectly safe situation. Let your imaginations soar!
Prepare yourselves separately and arrange to meet at a bar across town. Enter the room casually and order a drink, then look around and check out the merchandise. Hey, who's that ravishing creature over there? Think she might be interested?
Flirt with each other at the bar and then escort her out to your car. You might be surprised how forward she is in the car. Drive her to a motel, sign in under a fake name while she watches and then carry her and the booze over the threshold. Do you notice the new edge to her arousal? Can you tell that pretending to be a wanton is just what she's been wanting?
Once inside, close the door and lock it. Gulp down half the booze in one shot and then grab her by the hair. Rush her through a cold and heartless sex act, ideally one she won't usually do, and remind her constantly that you're paying for this. Now it's time to break out the heroin!
Ingredients: one cocktail dress, a pair of stiletto pumps, 3 cans of hair spray, some quarters for the condom machine, and a fistful of crumpled twenties.
9-1-Wonderful!
A quick and easy one. Want to make your man feel strong, animalistic, and brutal? Today's society prefers men to be gentle, sensitive, and calm, forcing your guy to constantly fight against hundreds of thousands of years of conditioning. Wouldn't it be liberating to let his inner beast out, just once?
Help him realize his secret, unrealized fantasies of rape and sheer, overpowering, atavistic he-man behavior by playing it to the hilt. As soon as he walks in the door tonight, scream as loud as you can, claw him across the face, and run into the bedroom. Slam the door, draw the children close to you and call the police. If he gets in, make him fight for every pleasure. Throw all the fixtures at him, kick him in the goolies, and above all, never stop screaming. He'll get an incredible rush of alpha-male dominance, briefly, until help arrives.
Ingredients: good lungs, pepper gas, a phone with speed-dial, and bail.
-------------------------
“Hey?”
“Hmmm?”
“You awake?”
“Why? What's up?”
“Would you like to make love?”
“Think you can compete with my dream?”
“Who's my competition?”
“Can you beat Mel Gibson?”
“Patriot Mel or Lethal Weapon Mel?”
“Would you believe Chicken Run Mel?”
“Mind if I try?”
“What did you have in mind?”
“Shall we see what develops?”
“What's that developing down by my leg?”
“How'd that get there?”
“Does it bite?”
“Why don't you see?”
“Is it safe?”
“Are you scared?”
“Are you kidding?”
“Hey. what's this?”
“Ooh, what are you doing?”
“You like this?”
“Can't you tell?”
“What's this little button for?”
“Ahhh, what if I do this?”
“Ummm, you want me to lose it right here?”
“Can't last the whole ride?”
“Are you impugning my manhood?”
“Are you gonna use it or what?”
“Can you move your leg over a bit?”
“Think you can find it, hero?”
“Ah, think you can ?”
“Is it in yet?”
“Doesn't it hurt, having your pelvis dislocated like that?”
“Would you wake me when you start, so I don't miss anything?”
“Think you'll notice this?”
“Whoo, who kicked you in the ass?”
“You gonna move or what?”
“Sure you don't mind it being pinched in half, mmmm?”
“Wouldn't you be disappointed if I was left with only twice… ooh… the normal equipment?”
“Getting modest on me… eee… EEE?”
“Gonna be my little puppy and turn over?”
“Why, afraid I'll see you sweat?”
“Can't take the thunder?”
“There, you like me like this?”
“God, has there ever been a more perfect ass?”
“Oh, you gonna be nice back there?”
“Ummm, you mind if I get some EXercise in?”
“AGH, you tryin' to split me?”
“Who's your daddy?”
“Wha… ha ha ha ha, are you serious?”
“Should I use a deeper voice?”
“Could you just fuck me, please?”
“How could I re… oh, jeez, what are you doing?”
“UNH, UMM, wanna UNH race?”
“Ah, you want… AH… me to lose it?”
“AAAAHHHH, are you ready?”
“Are you? Aieee eee eee, are you?”
“AH, GOD?”
“BABEEEEEE?”
“Did you come?”
-------------------------
The alarm began blaring, on schedule, at 6 friggin' o'clock in the morning. The fact that I was the one who had set it in the first place still didn't keep me from snarling and swiping it to the ground with my massive forearm before crawling back into my cave and…
…and sighing and rolling over and waking Kelly up, dammit. “Hey hon, time to get up.”
“Wha? I'm still s'eepin', go 'way. I'ma kill yu.” Kelly isn't a morning person, either.
“We gotta get the Easter baskets out before the kids get up. C'mon, you were the one who didn't want to stay up last night. Move it, Easter bunny.”
She sat up groggily and held her head in her hands. “Yeah, yeah. Hippity hoppity.”
We pulled ourselves together just enough to pretend we were awake, got up and somehow managed to stumble around and locate all the Easter crap we had hidden in various hidden caches around the house. I did catch her grabbing a quick nap in the hall closet, but one poke in a soft spot and she was moving again. We had gone to great lengths to stash everything as carefully as possible, so the odds were good that at least a third of it would be a complete surprise to the kids. Kelly, wrapped in a terry cloth robe, staggered downstairs with plastic baskets and plastic bags full of assorted plastic goop and headed off to turn them into pleasing arrangements of holiday joy, while I was assigned the task of sneaking out to the front yard and raiding the trunks of the cars for more hidden loot. I came out ahead of the game — I just suffered cold wet feet, but she had to actually start thinking.
Or perhaps not. I suspect that had I seen her creations at any other time besides the rosy dawn I would have shrieked and tried to hit them with a stick. There on the kitchen table were three brightly colored baskets, stuffed unevenly with unnaturally bright green grass and filled with candy that had rather obviously been dumped straight out of a bag. She had missed a few times, and she had missed the entire table at least once. However, since I hadn't had to make them, I thought the baskets were the most beautiful things I had ever seen in my life. We scattered some toys about, left some new church clothes nearby where they wouldn't get trampled, and I made a half-hearted attempt to prop up the Easter cards my mom sent. Kelly grabbed the last bag of candy, plopped onto the couch and pronounced us done.
“Happy Easter, you wild bunny, you,” I said. I sat down next to her and carefully rammed a humorous pair of bunny-ears-on-a-hair-barrette on her head. She gave me a withering look. Oddly, the ears helped.
She pulled a fuzzy ear tip down where she could peer at it. “How exactly did the manifestation of the central event of Christianity result, through the centuries, in me wearing these goddamn ears and setting out huge heaping buckets of chocolate?”
Meanwhile I had noticed that her present state of collapse was causing her robe to open, displaying gorgeous legs and just a hint of blonde curls. I was suddenly completely awake for the first time that morning. Maybe there was time to celebrate this joyous holiday after all…
Kelly continued to complain to the ceiling. “It's not like Jesus went around handing out Skittles to the cripples. 'Here, take thee and partake of the fish and the loaves and the bite-size Butterfingers.' What the hell are you doing?”
“I'm hunting for Easter eggs.”
“I'm pretty… um… pretty sure I didn't hide any there. Oh.”
“Can't be too sure, it looks like a nice soft place to hide stuff.”
“Ah, Jesus… just a little faster… hey! Stop that! The kids are gonna come downstairs any second!” She tried pulling her robe closed but my higher brain functions had gone back to sleep, the beast was in control, and I had a good lock on her thighs.
“We'd better hurry then, huh? C'mon babe, you're no bunny 'til some bunny loves you. Hey, look, I found candy!” I pulled a cherry lollipop out of the leftover bag and began running it between her furry lips. Two great tastes… She didn't object, not in so many words, so I decided to see if rapid rubbing against a g-spot could help me get to the center of a Tootsie Roll Tootsie Pop. I made sure to keep it well lubricated by pulling it out and sucking on it now and then. I even gave her my best blow-job impersonation; propping the stick against her clit and bobbing up and down on the “head”. With one hand she grabbed my head and guided me. I couldn't see where the other hand was, but it was fun to think about.
“Yeah, baby, take it all,” she cried, quietly. She pumped her hips back and forth, sorta joking and sorta getting off on it. “Suck! Suck it, oh god… Hey, my turn!” Kelly scooted backwards up the back of the couch and moved over so I could sit down. I handed her the sucker, but she just smiled and said she had better.
She worked my shorts off — she always pulls them off flat to my body, she says she likes watching my dick fwap against my stomach — and kneeled between my legs. She smacked her lips like Wile E. Coyote spotting the Roadrunner, letting her tongue sweep from one corner of her mouth to the other, and then she smiled up at me as she grabbed the base of my cock with one hand and brought out her other hand out to produce… a chocolate bunny. I think I just gave her a dumb look, and then she grinned, twisted the head off the poor little rodent and jammed it over the head of my dick. I couldn't help laughing, it fit perfectly, and it gave my genitalia such a festive look. Then I saw how she was looking at it, and ice water ran down my spine. I've seen how she eats chocolate bunnies. “Um, you're not gonna bite the head off, are you?”
Kelly just grinned again and stroked my shaft before she started nibbling on “my” ears. “Oh, yum. This is much better than the old way.” In her hand our new rabbit friend bowed and waggled at me. Kelly thoughtfully supplied the dialogue. “Here comes Peter Cottontail, fucking down the bunny trail!” She grabbed a firm hold on the base, rubbing me gently with her thumb, and then abruptly bit off one of the ears.
I tried to jump back, but she had me pinned. “Agh! Damn, woman, take it easy!”
Saliva and melted chocolate was running down her face, across her breasts and all over my crotch. “No,” she said happily, and she bit off the other ear. I reached down to grab her head and rescue my rabbit but she quickly took my entire “head” into her mouth and moved her hand up and down to match her motions. I magnanimously decided to let her continue. The noises I was trying not to make were just to reassure her of her abilities, honest. The feeling was incredible; as the chocolate crumbled and melted inside her mouth she moved faster and faster, letting the candy drip down and cover her hands.
After far too short a time she stood up and leaned over me. Most of the bunny was gone now, but there was a huge amount of melted chocolate smeared all over her upper body and a wild gleam in her eyes. I grabbed hold of her hips as she turned away from me and, without any hesitation, sat down hard on my candy-coated dick. My scream burst against my clenched teeth and I could feel her swallowing her own gasps as she sank to the hilt and her tight ass pressed hard against my lap. I think she had planned to guide the ride, but things were moving too fast and I had my own ideas anyway. Wrapping my fingers around her bountiful breasts, rubbing gooey chocolate over and around her nipples, I leaned forward and whispered into her ear, “Hippity hoppity.” Then I gripped her hips and started jackhammering, figuring if I wasn't going to last any longer there was no reason she should.
Neither one of us did. We both bounced wildly on the couch, trying desperately to drive me farther and farther into her, and we had just found the right cadence and I felt that incredible feeling of hot liquid fire rushing from my balls and I could tell that she was desperately straining to wait for me when we heard the kids' bedroom door open.
Many things happened simultaneously: Kelly stood up, my dick fwapped into my stomach again (leaving a phallic chocolate silhouette this time), I grabbed our clothes, Kelly threw some cushions over our new milk chocolate wet spot, and we both dashed for the downstairs bathroom even as the kids came bounding down the stairs. It was a tie, and we closed the bathroom door just as the first cries of greedy happiness began.
Kelly and I stood in the bathroom, shaking with laughter and need and adrenaline. She was leaning against the door with me right behind her so we could both listen, but we weren't really paying much attention. Kelly was squeezing her thighs together over and over and I think my dick was humming, we were still so close. She looked up at me, eyes wide and pleading, then turned quickly and leaned towards the sink as I sank right into the heat of her climax. Her sweet gooiness gripped me with rhythmic pulses and my furious spurting followed right after, followed by a few minutes of breathless panting and giggling and a good twenty minutes of two grownups trying to silently wash themselves in a bathroom sink.
Hippity hoppity.
-------------------------
It's important to know. Can you trust your squishy bits to always have your best interests at heart? Are you set for the long haul together?
It's a proven medical fact that better than three-quarters of humanity possesses genitals, and not everyone gets along with theirs. For every person that has a healthy and mutually satisfactory relationship with the contents of their drawers, there are ten people locked in a life-or-death struggle for day-by-day supremacy that affects every part of their lives (National Census, 1993). Sure, they look normal, walking along with a slight hunch, but you never know when a surprise coup from down below will strike and cause them to run screaming along the street, clutching at themselves and inadvertently raping entire youth groups.
How well do you get along with your own package? Take this handy quiz and find out!
How long have you and your genitals been together?
a. We discovered each other in the crib
b. I've seen them hanging around here and there, but we really got to know each other as teenagers
c. Since high school, but we really only see each other at parties
d. I am still not entirely sure where they are, exactly
Do you like the same people that your genitals like?
a. I don't know anybody that my genitals don't like, not for long
b. Usually, my parts have pretty good taste
c. No, for some reason my genitals do not seem interested in anybody that would, say, qualify for a home loan
d. I have woken up next to things that would be kicked out of a swamp
Are your genitals considerate of your true feelings?
a. I don't believe I've ever had any true feelings that didn't directly involve my genitals
b. Most times, although they have interrupted the occasional business meeting
c. Rarely, sometimes they act as if I'm not even here
d. I exist solely as the delivery and transport system for my genitalia
What best describes your genitals' relationship to you?
a. best friend
b. rambunctious but cuddly pet
c. global positioning system
d. relentless arch-enemy
What best describes your relationship to your genitals?
a. best friend/lover
b. parent/advisor
c. keeper/wrangler
d. slave/washcloth
When you argue with your genitals, who wins?
a. We act as one in all things, whether it's sex, economics or even what dish soap to buy
b. I usually have the upper hand
c. They do, but only after a long screaming match that often results in broken crockery and police intervention
d. I was overpowered by my genitals at a young age, branded and forced to ever do their bidding
What about affection? Do you kiss or caress your genitals?
a. Only when we both want to — we respect each other's needs
b. Yes, but no tongues
c. Only when I want sex
d. To the point where I am experiencing difficulty finishing this quiz
Do you have pet names for your genitals?
a. Yes, something descriptive involving size or power, i.e. “The Crowd Pleaser” or “The Sperminator”
b. Yes, something cutesy, i. e. “Little Brian” or “Miss Muffy”
c. No, we're not on speaking terms
d. Yes, something descriptive involving our relationship, i.e. “Little One-Eyed Bastard” or “That Goddamn Sin-Hole”
Do you mesh well in your basic goals in life?
a. Yes, we both have an appreciation for life and its beauties
b. Yes, although some of my own goals aren't quite as sticky
c. No, if left to my own devices my goal would definitely not be to prong the waitress with the big boobs and hairy knuckles, or to go home with the aluminum siding salesman with the missing ear
d. All my youthful dreams and aspirations have been subsumed in the ravenous appetites of my loins
Do your genitals ever embarrass or humiliate you in public?
a. No, we work as a well-oiled team, oftimes literally
b. No, I learned long ago to unconditionally support anything they do to avoid looking ineffectual
c. Yes, especially during school functions and medical examinations
d. Yes, I find that I could only attract more attention to my groin if I were to hang a live wombat around my waist, on fire.
Do your genitals ever prevent you from doing the things you'd like to do?
a. I don't understand the question
b. No, what they do is natural and normal and I carry them proudly, like a new parent
c. No, I just pointedly ignore them the way you would an incontinent dog
d. Yes, I would have liked to be able to go back to St. Peter's someday, but it's too late for that now
You and your genitals are at a party. Are they most likely to:
a. hang out by the punchbowl, chatting it up with whoever comes by
b. keep to themselves, avoiding conversation, possibly napping
c. make a spectacle of themselves, taking center stage, wearing bizarre attire, leading a chorus of “Fat-Bottomed Girls,” and so forth
d. start a brawl, take hostages, and finally get subdued by NATO anti-terrorist specialists with really good aim
Do your genitals ever get jealous of the time you spend with others?
a. No, they're good at insinuating themselves into any conversation, even with people they've just met
b. No, they're very shy and even hide when I try to introduce them
c. Yes, they have been known to actually attack people that don't observe the posted signs
d. No, but I get murderously jealous of the time they spend with others, the cheating scum
How would you characterize the sex life between you and your genitals?
a. Equal, fulfilled, empowering
b. Happy, awkward, bumbling
c. Furtive, one-sided, possibly illegal, certainly embarrassing
d. Grievous bodily harm
What sort of relationship do you see between you and your genitals in 30 years?
a. Lovers, friends, compadres
b. Neighbors, nodding acquaintances, fellow retirees
c. Predator and prey
d. Israel and Palestine
=================================
If you had mostly A answers:
Congratulations! You get along famously, with virtually no conflicts at all! You're proud of your genitals and you don't have any crippling ego problems that would force you to belittle them to better your own ends. You probably take them everywhere with you, no matter what the social occasion, and proudly introduce them as your “better half”. I foresee a long, happy life for you and your basket, full of hopes, dreams, and little absorbent tissues.
If you had mostly B answers:
You have a comfortable relationship, you and your crotch, with a few points of dispute here and there but nothing really damaging. You might consider therapy, or perhaps take a long vacation together, just the two of you. Spend some romantic time in each other's company and I think you'll be pleasantly surprised at how well you mesh. You'll feel like a teenager again, if you can find one.
If you had mostly C answers:
There are some deep-seated problems here, ones that you'll need to address immediately. It's not too late! If you and your genitals really want to make this work, and you're both willing to make the necessary sacrifices, you can still make this relationship last. You may also consider seeing other genitals, to make sure that you're really right for each other. There are many doctors that can help you with this, at increasingly affordable prices.
If you had mostly D answers:
Get out, immediately! You are locked in an abusive relationship, one that can only damage you later. You should immediately contact a voluntary clinic for advice on how to get out of the house safely. They can also advise you on the best ways to remove yourself from the vicinity of your genitalia completely, and how to get a restraining order. This will be very difficult for you — victims of genital abuse almost always resist being physically separated from their abusers, but I assure you it's all for the best. Genital abuse invariably leads to blindness, moral decay, sleep deprivation, and, in extreme cases, charley horses. Seek help.
-------------------------
“Hi, Joe.”
“Hey, Bill. Beer?”
“Thanks. Say, who looks desperate and non-judgmental tonight?”
“Hmmm. There's Jackie crying over by the jukebox, her divorce just came through and her husband brought a date to the final signing. The blonde over there, she's pissed at her mom right now for trying to control her life so I'd say she's ready to defy some authority, and Sara Jean at the end of the bar is just plain horny.”
“Sounds good. What's she drinking?”
“Tonic water, but she's pretending it's gin.”
“Send her one from me, willya? Thanks.”
“Here you are, ma'am.”
“Oh, thank you. Which pathetic jerk is this from?”
“Bill, over there. The pudgy one with the puppy dog eyes and the hard-on you can see from here.”
“Sigh. Best I can do right now, I guess, since I have such a low self-esteem and don't feel I deserve anyone decent. Thanks.”
“Hi.”
“Hi, thanks for the drink. I suppose this obligates me to listen to your lame and unoriginal sexual offer now?”
“Yup. I just came in and I couldn't help noticing that while you're sure as hell not the most attractive woman here, you're probably the easiest. Can I flirt with you and toy with your hopes for a bit before we go back to your place and fuck?”
“Sure. I'm looking at you like you're slimy and congenitally insane, but I've secretly decided to get laid tonight no matter what. My name isn't really Mindy but you can call me that, since if I give you my real name you might stalk and kill me.”
“Great, now I don't have to find somebody else. I'm Matt, as far as you know, and I'm hoping you don't notice the un-tanned skin on my ring finger.”
“Noticed it when you came in, but I won't mention it if you won't. Obviously your wife must be a total bitch or you wouldn't be here, and maybe I can break you two up. Come here a lot?”
“Oh, no, she's great, I'm just a complete bastard who can't keep it in his pants. I come here once a week, plus I hit on my co-workers. You?”
“This is my first time here, I've never been quite this desperate before. My failed relationships have forced me to lower my standards until the best I can hope for at this point is that you're not diseased, impotent, or homicidal.”
“Just herpes, but it's not active right now so I wasn't going to tell you. I can get it up most of the time after about half an hour of frustrating oral sex, and I wouldn't put my mouth near your muff for all the gin in Virginia. So, you got a roommate? I can't take you to my place, for obvious reasons, and I'm too cheap to pop for a motel.”
“Oh, I always tell men I don't go down on them, but then I always do because I can’t stand all that whining. I'm really bad at it, and then I get mad when you won't do me. I actually like hours of foreplay before I even start to get excited, but I never expect to get it.”
“That's okay, I'll make sure to use a lot of K-Y so it won't matter if you're interested or not. Roommate?”
“Yeah, a female friend who's much more attractive and will probably steal you if there's the slightest chance that I'm really interested. She's agreed to stay out of the apartment tonight, but she'll sneak back in later and listen through her bedroom wall. This is boring, you gonna proposition me or not?”
“You know it, I've been drinking steadily and you're looking damn fine, although I'll regret it tomorrow and then tell my buddies you had bigger tits and a snatch that could do needlework. I'll drive, but don't look in my glove compartment or you'll see my real name on my registration and I'll have panic attacks all night.”
“No problem, I'll just copy the information from your driver's license while you're in the bathroom trying to rinse off my perfume before you go home. That way I can look up your phone number so that when I inevitably fall in love and obsess on you, I can call you day and night.”
“Join the club, baby. Let's go. My wife expects me home by 10.”
“Okay, I'll need the extra time for a crying fit in the bathroom.”
“Night, Joe! Thanks for the tip, it really came through! I'll tell you my exaggerated version tomorrow night!”
“Yeah, thanks, Joe! I’m looking forward to this meaningless encounter right now, but tomorrow I’ll be wishing I had just settled for buying more batteries.”
“Night, you two. Ah, love. I never get tired of it.”
-------------------------
Here's a fun and easy way to gain new appreciation for the opposite sex, which could lead to widespread acceptance of the trials and tribulations of the genders and, ultimately, to a cease-fire in the battle between the sexes. A worthy goal to try to accomplish in our lifetimes, the same span of time which has seen so many other incredible leaps in psychological perception and sexual equality, so get to it, you lazy bastards.
What you're going to do is take an afternoon and see exactly what it's like for your lover during those moments of utter ecstasy that you've been taking for granted. You will become your lover.
Ladies - You are now a man. Mazel tov.
And you need to learn how to please your woman. (those readers who prefer same-sex fun — please modify the exercises as necessary). Let's start with the easiest - fucking.
Exercise 1 - Get on your hands and knees and place a pillow in front of your waist. Start thrusting.
Basic - Try to grind and pound the pillow into the bed using only your hips and leg muscles. Keep it up, constantly, for 10 minutes. It's a bitch, isn't it?
Intermediate - Kiss the pillow while you do it. If you're feeling particularly cocky, fondle the pillow while thrusting in such a way as to maximize your own excitement while never missing the pillow’s label. Don’t lose your beat.
Advanced - Do it on the carpet or on a tile floor, without knee protection.
Expert - The second you're finished, jump up and go get a towel.
You can try alternate positions if you like. Try pinning the pillow against the wall and pound away. For true verisimilitude, buy a dildo and harness and seat the dildo loosely, so there's at least a 10% chance of it falling off during the maneuvers.
Exercise 2 - Take a dress shirt, one with a stiff collar, and lay it flat, face up, buttoned to the neck. Lay down on top of it so that your chin is on the second button and your tongue just reach the collar.
Basic - Unbutton the collar with your tongue. You can use your hands to hold the sleeves but that's it, you've got to unbutton the collar with your tongue's strength and agility alone.
Intermediate - Button it back again.
Advanced - Have a partner hold the collar and keep moving it while you're exercising. It also helps if they can grab your hair and ears and yank your head around.
Expert - Cut through half the threads holding the button on. Now do the same exercises, but don't let the button fall off.
You may find that repeated strokes will get the button to just where it's about to slip through the buttonhole, and then your jaw gives out and it slips firmly back in place. At this point your partner should whack you over the head, turn over and go to sleep, and then not talk to you for three days.
Guys - You didn't think you'd get away so easily, did you?
Exercise 1 - To get the full effect, you'll need to do this on the living room floor. You can lay pillows down first, and a protective cup might be advisable. First, grab the couch, tilt it so that the back of the couch is facing down, and hold it up while you lie down under it. Spread your legs. Wider. Wider. Now lower the couch so that the back of the couch is pressing against your pelvic girdle.
Basic - Start pounding the shit out of your crotch by alternately raising and dropping the couch. Do this for 10 minutes.
Intermediate - Kiss the couch and yell things like “Do it to me, Conan!” with a straight face. Raise your hips just as it hits.
Advanced - Hook your ankles around the edges of the couch and hang on. Keep dropping it.
Expert - Drop the couch a final time and then leave it there to simulate a sleeping partner. You may want to have a friend acting as a spotter. If your friend is present, have them use a turkey baster to squirt a pint of chilled crème rinse underneath your butt.
Note - any other item can be substituted for the couch, provided it's taller than you, awkward, and weighs at least 200 lbs. A full-sized punching bag is ideal, and a Navy sea bag stuffed tight with dirty, yard work-type laundry can add extra realism.
Exercise 2 - Assemble the following items: a banana, a cucumber big enough so that your fingers barely touch around it, a water pistol filled with milk and lemon juice, and a 1992 Chevette.
Basic - Peel the banana and quickly ram the entire thing into your mouth. Pull it in and out for 10 minutes. Do not vomit. After 10 minutes, remove the banana and inspect it. For every obvious groove dug into the banana's surface from your teeth, you must do another 10 reps.
Intermediate - Take the cucumber and lie down on your bed. Hold the cucumber in your fist, pointing straight up. Position your head over it and, bobbing up and down, ram it down your throat for 10 minutes. Pretend you really like doing it.
Advanced - This requires a friend's help. Fill a water pistol with a mixture of warm milk and lemon juice. Have your friend hold the pistol at waist height as you kneel down and begin throating it. At an unspecified time (but no sooner than 5 minutes), your friend should, without warning, fire the pistol as fast as possible, ideally while holding your head in place.
Expert - Wedge the cucumber between the seat and the back of the front seat of the Chevette. Sit in the passenger side and lean over until you can take the cucumber in your mouth. Have your friend move the seat forward until your head is stuck, painfully, underneath the steering wheel. Go to it, you sexy thing. For a real challenge, replace the water pistol with a garden hose and see how far you can get it down your throat before your friend abruptly spins the faucet wide open.
Obviously these are simplistic versions of the acts involved, but they can give you a real perspective on the physical challenges your lover must overcome. Following these exercises can give you a glimpse into the burdens that accompany your pleasures, and encourage you not to take your lover for granted. You’ll appreciate your lover, and what they do for you, and through this appreciation can develop a true understanding and consideration of your lover’s wants and desires even as they begin to truly understand your own.
Okay, I admit it. I really wrote this whole thing in the hopes that someday your wife will come home and find you humping the couch screaming, “Do me, Conan!” at the top of your lungs.
-------------------------
Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today in the presence of this company to join together Jackie, Kathryn, Emil, Eric, and Steve in the holy bonds of matrimony.
This ceremony represents their desire to publicly proclaim their love for one another, and their devotion to a relationship that is far beyond that of friend, companion, or even lover. They wish to marry, in the eyes of their family and friends, in the eyes of God, Gaia, the Buddha-nature in all of us, and the absolute absence of any higher power, respectively. Theirs is not a shallow love, but a love tested by time and hardships until it is tempered and true and able to withstand all trials, except for Eric who just moved in last month.
Kathryn, Jackie, and Eric feel that their lifelong mate should be strong and independent, loving, faithful, understanding, devoted, compassionate and most of all — a best friend. Steve is already legally married to Kathryn, but he pretty much agrees anyway and he really digs Jackie. Emil says he believes in lifelong, unbreakable marriage vows, loves Kathryn deeply and is kinda curious about Eric, so he's up for it.
Forasmuch as these five people have come hither to be made one in this holy estate, if there be any here present who knows any just cause why they may not be joined in marriage, I require him now to make it known or ever after hold his peace.
Jackie, do you take Kathryn, Emil, Eric, and Steve to be your lawfully wedded spouses? Do you commit your life to them, embracing all joys and sorrows, all triumphs and hardships?
Kathryn, do you take Jackie, Eric, and Emil to be your lawfully wedded spouses, to have and to hold, in sickness and in health, 'til death do you part, even if Emil is kinda creepy?
Emil, do you take Jackie and maybe Eric to be your lawfully wedded spouses, to love and to cherish, forsaking most all others with pre-agreed upon exceptions for Butch Night at the Arena and the occasional one-nighter as per the pre-nup?
Eric, do you take Kathryn and Jackie to be your lawfully wedded spouses? Do you swear your future and your life to them, knowing that they're also bi-curious and that you're entering into a sensual paradise of which other guys may only dream? Do you realize that Emil swiped a photo of you at the beach and hid it in his wallet, and that you'll have to deal with it eventually?
And Steve, do you take Jackie to be your lawfully wedded wife, allowing Kathryn her freedom to explore her newly awakened eroticism with Jackie and Eric, especially since things were getting kinda slow with her anyway and Jackie is just so totally bitching?
Does someone have the bag of rings?
If you would please place the rings upon each other's fingers, and repeat after me: This ring symbolizes the unending union of my life with several of yours. Your dreams are now my dreams. Your hopes are my hopes. Your fears are my concerns. Your finances are now my finances. Your affection is my joy. Your crazy relatives are my crazy relatives. Your repo problems are my repo problems. Your love is my blessing.
Because you, Jackie, Kathryn, Emil, Eric, and Steve have consented together in this sacred commitment and have declared the same before this company of family and friends, I now pronounce you husbands and wives. You may now kiss… everybody.
-------------------------
Having sex in a motel room is not precisely a new idea, I'm given to understand, but one can always learn a few new tricks. Sure, you could do it the way your parents did — checking in with that vaguely guilty look (even if they were married at the time), washing up separately, laying a towel down to keep the sheets clean and avoid embarrassing the maid, having furtive and quiet sex so the equally-shameful people next door wouldn't hear, washing up separately again, and then either watching a movie so it wouldn't be so obvious they were there just to have sex, or going to sleep so they could wake up 300 times in the middle of the night before finally getting up at 6:30 in the a.m., sore and miserable. Good times.
But why limit yourself to that, fun though it may be? You've just paid someone a wad of cash to borrow their room for a while. Enjoy it! Here's some tips:
Freak out the desk clerk.
Arrive separately, even if you have to drop your lover off and circle the block a few times.
Look around furtively a lot. Stay at different ends of the front desk and don't make eye contact with each other. One of you will need to actually sign in of course, but the other can pretend they were only here for the coupon books for the local attractions (“PlegmWorld! $2 off the plume ride every other Thursday!”).
Trenchcoats can help here, especially if there are no visible pants legs underneath. Flagrant high heeled pumps make a nice statement, but only if you're male. It also helps if you both look really nervous and one of you has a suspicious bulge in your shirt that awkwardly-crossed arms just won't hide.
In a frantic-sounding voice, ask the desk clerk several times if the room has a working toilet. After he/she reassures you enough times, ask what its capacity is, and if you're allowed to change rooms if it breaks.
Pay in crumpled, greasy singles, or a single hundred dollar bill half-covered with blue ink.
If the motel uses those little electronic card keys, take it, stare straight ahead while you run your finger across the magnetic tape like braille, then nod to yourself and put it in your pocket.
Ask for a room that faces Sirius and mock him if he doesn't understand what you mean.
Walk into the lobby while embracing and kissing each other passionately and ask the clerk (through grasping, hungry lips) for the nearest goddamn room.
Bring along about 14 friends and ask for a single. Tell the clerk that they won't all be staying.
Or just walk in normally, ask for a room and go through the process friendly and calm, and then, just as you leave, slip him $5 and, tapping the side of your nose, tell him “We were never here, eh my lad?”
Use everything the room has to offer.
You paid for it, use it!
The soap is hardly capable of cleaning anything, but it's handy for writing obscene sonnets across the bathroom mirror.
Get the Gideon Bible and read each other the dirty parts.
Ever fold gum wrappers so that they chain together? Ever wonder how long a chain you could make if you used an entire phone book?
Send crank letters to the President on motel stationary.
Turn on the tv, turn off the sound, and add your own filthy dialogue to the sit-coms, the soaps (not that they need it), the music videos, even the news. You always knew Gilligan was boned silly over Mary Anne, now's your chance to hear it happen!
Tie all the towels, sheets, blankets, and washcloths together in a long rope and leave it tied to the bedpost closest to the window when you leave.
See how many pillows you can fit into the room safe.
A boring motel room is no excuse for boring sex.
Pile up all the blankets, sheets and towels into a huge nest to fuck in.
The bed is usually just the wrong height for one of you to stand or kneel during sex, but you can crank up the a/c, pull the mattress half-off so that it's leaning on the bed, lay on it and pretend you're stranded on the side of an Alp and you need friction to stay warm.
The little tables are usually pretty sturdy.
If you have a double room, each of you can get on a separate bed and see how worked up you can get each other. You can look, you can listen, you can stretch and touch each other, but both of you have to be somehow touching your home base at all times.
Or you can use the little bucket and the ice machine down the hall to turn one bed into an ice floe and pretend you're penguins. Dump the bedspread into the tub afterwards to melt.
Come to think of it, the extra bedspread makes the tub much more comfy. Use it to make a cushioned hidey-hole, or fill the tub anyway and play Swamp Thing.
If the shower rod looks up to it, doing chin-ups while coupled is both healthy and an incredible sexual rush.
The ice machine is your friend. Nothing like a bucket of ice in one hand and a coffee pot full of hot water in the other to help you provide just about any sensation necessary.
Be imaginative when you cry out. “Oh God!” is trite and dull, and unfair to your potential next-door audience. Try exclamations such as “Great Krypton!”, “Oh, mommy, yes! Yes!”, “Now, give me one more foot of it!”, and “Fuck me ragged, Your Eminence!”
It is usually possible to have neighbors on up to four sides of you, especially during a busy season. See how many of them you can get to pound on your walls, ceiling and floor because of your shrieked cries of love.
One of you lies spread-eagled on the bed. The other stands perched on top of the television. Can you get hooked up in a single leap? Lube is essential here. If you master that, have your lover lie spread-eagled on one bed while you run and spring off the other one to get more altitude.
Motels are an ideal place to play spy. You may want to avoid using live ammunition, though.
Isn't the pool just begging for a 3 a.m. skinnydip? Chevy Chase did it, and he got to see Christie Brinkley naked.
Don't waste the money on the vibrating bed. Head to the laundry room and sit her on the corner of the washer. Cheaper, lasts a lot longer, and it's way more powerful. Plus you can do a load of laundry at the same time. Can the vibrating bed do that? I think not.
Go fuck in your car anyway. That'll show 'em!
Balance the complimentary chocolate directly over her clitoris. Let it melt. Only lick the drippings off, leave the main candy alone. See how long she can take the gentle teasing.
On one memorable stay years ago, we picked up a two-quart jug of baby oil and ended up using the entire thing. We could barely stay connected; it was a giggly, exhausting struggle just to have sex at all.
Call other rooms at random and see if you can exchange spouses.
While you're having sex, play a wildlife tape of monkeys fighting, just to see if anyone dares investigate.
Amuse the help.
If room service is available, you owe it to the poor bored people downstairs to order something they can talk about for weeks after you leave. I recommend asking for a bunch of those little canoe-looking cakes you use for strawberry shortcake, a hacksaw, a single stalk of celery, a small pool pump, a copy of Hiney Heros magazine (last month's issue), and 50' of garden hose. Ask them to please hurry and to just leave it outside the door.
Explain that you're technically not peeing in the pool, you're peeing off your balcony and it's hardly your fault which way the wind was blowing.
Bring along your own maid's outfit and wander into other rooms.
Be sure to make faces at the mirror, just in case.
Get up early in the morning and replace all the complimentary newspapers with copies of Barely Legal.
Maids have a pretty boring job, so it's a nice gesture to liven up their mornings by presenting them with something a little different in the realm of wet spots. Move around a lot, make some art. You've got a queen-sized canvas there, use it! Squirt food coloring into some body lotion and coat yourselves with it before you start. A masterpiece!
Call down to the front desk and ask for a teeny, tiny little favor. Tell them you can't explain why, but you'd really, really appreciate it if they could send someone around to your room in exactly 17 minutes to bang on the door and yell, “Honey, the chicken is done!” If someone actually does it, moan loudly.
Don't use the Do Not Disturb sign. Instead, throw back the coverlet, sit up, hold a bottle of champagne ready, and when the maid enters the room, look up and say “Darling, I've been waiting.” Alternately, the same scenario, but wearing a leather harness.
Sit in the motel bar getting good and plastered before taking her hand and saying loudly “C'mon honey, we don't have much time before my visitation time is over.”
If the manager comes to complain, refuse to come out until John Walsh shows up.
Tip very, very well.
-------------------------
[Scene opens as the camera tracks through heavy white drapes over white French doors. We enter a brilliant white bedroom, luxuriously furnished in white and silver. Violin music is playing — low and sensual. A stunningly beautiful blonde woman is lying across the bed, legs crossed at the ankles, arms outstretched, head propped up on a pillow. Her makeup is impeccable. She begins talking as we reach the foot of the bed]
PROSTATIA: Hi. [licks lips] I'm Prostatia Jones, porn star and part-time waitress. And I'm here to offer you the Spraybellite Challenge. You know how easily mascara smears, how easily lipstick smudges, and how tough it is to get those messy stains off your cheeks without ruining your blush. Well, Spraybellite's new BukkakeTM line of makeup can handle anything you can throw at it. Just watch!
[The background music segues gracefully into a fully-orchestrated rendition of the theme from “Deep Throat” (arranged and performed by Vanessa Mae). A naked man enters from the left. He is large, muscular, and obviously very interested in Prostatia, or at least portions of her. He begins stroking himself very quickly.]
PROSTATIA: Can your makeup handle this?
[She immediately turns just in time to catch massive dollops of thick ropy fluid all over her face. She turns, smiling, making sure she's completely coated. When he finally subsides, she turns her dripping face back to the camera.]
PROSTATIA: You girls know what to expect now, right? Wiping, drying, washing, cleansing, moisturizing, and then starting all over from scratch in time for the next scene, without even enough time for a quick toot. Well, you might be surprised.
[Another naked man strides in and hands her a small towel. Prostatia draws it across her face once; she is once again immaculate. The second man also begins stroking himself. More men enter the room.]
PROSTATIA: See? Spraybellite's BukkakeTM can handle anything! When you do as many sex scenes as I do every day, you need makeup that can bounce back when you do.
[She spins around to take another faceful. The towel makes short work of this as well. There are now six men around the bed, with more coming in.]
PROSTATIA: Whee! And Spraybellite's BukkakeTM can do a lot more than this! Mud, cole slaw, body paint, urine, whatever you need to get off your face right away, Spraybellite's… glub…!
[She is interrupted by another shot in the face. The other men are starting to jockey for position. Prostatia grabs for the towel but it's a bit damp, so she makes do with the coverlet.]
PROSTATIA: Cough! Um, Spraybellite's BukkakeTM is there to help protect your delicate skin from anything they can offer. Just… blub gurk…
[We can no longer see Prostatia behind the wall of men standing around her, but we can see their arms moving furiously and we can hear her over the music.]
PROSTATIA: (shouting) Just look… ack… look at this testimonials! Whoop!
[CUT TO: a beautiful Asian woman walking out of a massage room, carrying her robe. She is covered in spunk, but smiling a dazzling smile.]
HOOTCHIE: I'm Hootchie Mintrale. I just love Spraybellite's BukkakeTM. With the time I save not having to reapply makeup between spoogings, I've doubled my income!
[A quick swipe with a convenient dress shirt and she's sparkling new. A potbellied man enters; she waves him into the massage room and turns to us with a wink before following.]
PROSTATIA: (voiceover) And BukkakeTM isn't… gulp, gulp… just for professionals!
[CUT TO: A seedy biker bar. A ring of large burly bikers, all facing inward with their pants down, breaks up. As they move away we see a young girl kneeling on the floor. She appears to have taken a cream pie in the face. And the chest, and shoulders. And hair.]
JIM: (from offscreen) Honey? You ready to go yet?
[Rather than panicking, the girl runs to the bar and swipes her face with a bar towel. Instantly she's fresh and wholesome, just in time for a Richie Cunningham-type of guy to come in the bar. He is clean-cut and wearing a letter sweater. He embraces her.]
JIM: Hey, you look great. Ready to go to my parent's house for dinner?
[She nods happily. He hugs her again and gives her a big kiss on the cheek, then starts to pull her by the hand out the door. The bikers wave.]
JIM: Say, is that a new perfume? It's very musky.
[She stops on the way out the door and gives us a sly smile and a thumbs-up.]
{CUT TO: PROSTATIA. She is alone on the bed, submerged in a soupy puddle. Perhaps 15% of her skin is visible; the rest is covered in goo. Another naked man comes in carrying a garden hose and begins to hose her down.]
PROSTATIA: Cough, cough, ptui! Whew! I could never have gotten the “Most Prolific Slut” award without Spraybellite's BukkakeTM! Splut! Spraybellite's BukkakeTM line of cosmetics includes everything you could ever want: foundation, blush, mascara, eye shadow, lipsticks, the whole works, and in all your favorite colors! Made with Spraybellite's patented mix of the finest makeup ingredients and urethane. Try it and see! If it doesn't wipe off with a damp cloth every time, we'll give you some more of it! That's the BukkakeTM Challenge!
[The hose is turned off. Prostatia is once again perfect. She stands and walks away from the bed as two men come in wearing thick rubber gloves and begin rolling up the bedcovers. They squish. We follow Prostatia to a small table, which is displaying some small bottles and a wire brush.]
PROSTATIA: And if you order now, you'll get a year's supply of Spraybellite's BukkakeTM Primer, Spraybellite's BukkakeTM Remover, and this lovely cleansing brush.
DIRECTOR: (offscreen) Prostatia! I need you on the rock star dressing room set in 5 minutes!
PROSTATIA: (smiling) No problem! (whispers to us) Not with Spraybellite's BukkakeTM! Remember, when you want your face to look as good as it can, you want BukkakeTM.
-------------------------
Friends and neighbors, I am here to tell you of a social evil so chilling, so widespread, that most people don't even realize the dangers involved.
I am speaking of the term “sucks.”
Now I want to stress that I have no problem at all with that word being used correctly, to mean to draw something in by or as if by suction, as in “she sucks harder than the bilge pump on the Titanic.” This is fine and good, and I approve of this usage whole-heartedly, especially if I can verify its accuracy from personal experience.
But more and more of late I have heard the word “sucks” used as a term of disparagement, to imply that something is of inferior quality (“this administration sucks!”) or to be repellent (“rap sucks!”) or to express contempt (“recapitulationary theories suck!”). Since the early 1900's such phrases as “sucks to them” have been popular, a forerunner of the current “sucks to be you.” Painful events were considered “sucky,” possibly because they caused one to suck in one's cheeks. And finally, today, it has become so widespread that the word “sucks” can be used on children's programming (“Bert, you suck!”).
It has even developed degrees of badness. Witness the many variations and conjugations that have sprung up:
suckadelic Something that sucks. Example: “That undescended testicle is so suckadelic!”
suckage To express extreme displeasure at the situation at hand. Example: “Oh, total suckage! You were that close to making it to the bathroom!”
suckalicious It sucks to an alarming degree. Example: “Bummer, man, that tapeworm is suckalicious.”
suckfarm To suck in a major way. Example: “Suckfarm! It bit my other leg off!”
suckfest Something that sucks deliberately and for an extended period of time. Example: “The Protestant Reformation was one long suckfest.”
suckitude A measurement of how much something sucks. Example: “The suckitude of that malignant tumor is beyond belief!”
sucktacular Something that sucks so much that all other forms of “suck” are insufficient. Example: “That televangelist ventriloquist is seriously sucktacular!”
Note that there are no minor degrees of “suck.” Either something that sucks is really bad, or it's much worse. Now, ordinarily this sort of thing wouldn’t bother me. Language changes, English more than most, and I am a firm believer that a language that does not grow with its users will die. But this change bothers me, a lot.
See, I've always considered “sucks” to be a good thing. A lover who sucks is a lover to treasure. If I describe my wife as “suckalicious” or “suckadelic” I am offering the highest of praises. And I sincerely hope that at least once in my lifetime I will be privileged enough to attend a “suckfest.”
Why are we allowing that most hallowed and desirable of sensations to be used as a derogatory term? Do you want the lovers you meet to already have the subconscious certainty that “suck” equals “yuck?” It's enough work just convincing them that sucking is good in the first place, without making it tougher for everybody. I can tell you that if my own wife ever develops the notion that “sucks” is solely a bad thing, I'm going to come out there and beat the crap out of each and every one of you. I'll certainly have enough nervous energy for it.
Let's restore “sucks” to the noble height it deserves. Avoid using it in such a cavalier, dismissive manner. Don't let your kids use it, refuse to allow coworkers to use it in your presence, ban it from your partner's vocabulary unless it's meant as a kind offer or urgent demand. Spread the word, Stop Saying “Sucks”!
Hell, why not take it the other direction? Start using “sucks” to describe something unutterably good. “That hot fudge sundae really sucks, Emily!” he said happily. Turn it into what it deserves to be, the highest accolade you can give. You'd want to find the lover that sucks the most, wouldn't you? Why not extend that attitude towards everything else? The suckiest singles of 2002. The most sucktacular job you've ever had. The Academy Award for the Most Suckitude by a Supporting Actor. Tell someone you love that you think they really suck, and make them feel proud of it. Take a stand now, while there's still time, and make a difference that can result in deep satisfaction for all of us. Spread the word! Tell your friends! Go door to door, it's legal! Set up a stand outside the local grocery store and hand out pamphlets. We have to save this wonderful word from falling, irrevocably, into despair.
Because to let it go would make a sadder world for us all. And that would really suck.
-------------------------
You see him for the first time by the skirt racks in St. Laurens, the last place you ever expected to meet a man. Trendy, elegant, expensive women, sure, but the only men you've seen there are the nervous boyfriends and husbands who follow their womenfolk between the racks like oversized children, asking every few minutes if their ladies could for god's sake finish trying on every damn thing and pick something so we can leave, now, please. Those men you've seen plenty of times, and you always get a little thrill out of watching them squirm in this hallowed feminine environment. Jolene, the sales manager, makes a point of leaving exactly one small, uncomfortable, backless chair by the changing rooms to give them somewhere to sit, surrounded by billowing, lacy pink curtains and verdant ferns, with not a speck of masculinity in sight. Few of them manage to last the smallest part of a good shopping run; 45 minutes of watching their women try on every color of the same brand of top seems to be the most any of them can take before they bolt for the nearest bookstore, CD shop or electronics outlet, mumbling about meeting up in the food court later. And you thought guys were supposed to be tough.
But not this man. He's strolling between the racks, idly letting his hand drift across the fabric like he really enjoys it. You pick up the blouse you were looking at and hold it against yourself before the mirror, using the reflection to scope the guy out without being caught. The clearance racks don't attract him in the least, he heads straight for the silk dress display and looks at the labels. So, now you know. Gay. Damn shame, too, he's a mouthful. Tall, broad, dark, strong. You let yourself fantasize about him and his hands for just a moment, safe in his homosexual reality, and you feel your knees go weak at the thought of those strong arms holding you motionless… And then he looks your way, and your eyes meet in the mirror, and you know in the pit of your stomach that not only is he definitely not gay but in that one glance he has already taken you for his own and now it's just a matter of time before he claims you. And you both know that you want it.
Suddenly nervous, you hold the blouse closer, realizing as you do so that your nipples are tight, tight, and they're poking out even through the additional layer. His eyes smile at you, and then they drift downwards to set the tips of your breasts afire with their touch.
Yes, they do.
No, that is not hokey, it feels just exactly like that. And now he's coming over, so get ready.
He walks confidently over to you, looming over you by inches. Your heart pounds as he reaches up to touch your face. His thick fingers travel over your lips, over your chin, and down your throat. You take a single deep breath, anticipating the plunge. With one finger he lifts your chin to bring your lips closer to his, and you close your eyes as you feel his leanness pressing against you. In just seconds your body has heated and moistened to an incredible degree and out of nowhere you're ready to follow this stranger anywhere he wants to take you.
Oh, yes you would. You did that UPS guy that one time, didn't you, and he wasn't half as hot as this guy. Oh, bullshit, yes you did. This man is the dope and you're ready to do him in the changing room, so just listen.
He takes your mouth with brutal and unrelenting force, and you nearly pass out from the thrill of it, don't give me any crap, now. He wraps his powerful arms around you and you love it, admit it. Yes, you do, who's telling this, you or me? Now keep reading and slip a finger inside your panties while I go on.
Um, excuse me, sir? Unless you're wearing a pair of panties as well, I don't think you're supposed to be reading this.
Oh. Wow. Well, carry on, then, sorry.
Your hands dive into his thick, wavy hair of their own accord, luxuriating in the sensual feel of it slipping through your fingers. It's shoulder-length and jet-black… what? No, it's black. Black. No, it's not at all blond, why would it be blond when I said it was black? I'm sure you really like blond guys, but this guy has black hair, trust me. Oh, dammit, don't get like that. It's just a story, for chrissake.
Your hands dive into his thick hair of their own accord, luxuriating in the sensual feel of it slipping through your fingers. It's shoulder-length and it's blond, all right? Bright neon yellow fucking blond hair just spilling out everywhere you look. You shut your eyes tight against the glare of the fluorescent lights as they shine off his brilliant fucking Aryan hair. And then he grabs your hooters.
What? No, it's blond, now, this bitch over here complained. Well, I can't make it a perfect turn-on for everybody, can I? Just listen to the parts you like and ignore the rest, Jesus. Mass media my ass.
Okay, okay. All of you who want him blond, raise your hand. Now all of you who want him with black hair, raise your hand. There, he's blond, deal with it. The deciding vote was for blond, and thank you, sir.
So he's blonder than fucking Thor and he's pawing all over you and you're ripping away at his clothes and he lifts you up on the counter, pulling your skirt away with his teeth to reveal your shaved pussy, a second hot mouth begging for his tongue.
No, you weren't wearing underwear. I know you were trying on clothes but you, you, uh, you were hoping you'd get lucky, all right? It was really hot out and shit. Can I finish this?
Because you love the exotic and slippery sensual feel of a shaved pussy, that's why! Work with me, here! It does not itch that bad, I don't care what your friend said. Okay, it doesn't itch in this goddamn story and he's about to go down on you if you'll just shut the fuck up.
Jolene who? The sales lady? How should I know? She stepped out. She's helping another customer. She's in the john. She died. She closed the door to the shop and put a big sign on it that said “Back in 15, Fucking” on it, all right? How the hell do you ever get laid, anyway? There's no other customers and no one will walk in, ever, and all the angels shut their eyes and turned the other way and hummed real loud, okay? I don’t believe you people. How the fuck do you even masturbate?
He licks you exactly fucking once, and then he stands up and shoves his dick in. He's, I dunno, 12, 13 inches and rock hard and he whales away for, like, three hours without stopping once and you come so many times you have an embolism and you die from sheer pleasure and then I never have to tell you another goddamn sexy story. Then he jerks off on your hair, runs off with Jolene and they live happily ever after in the Hamptons and have a hundred babies, so there.
I mean, Jesus.
-------------------------
Sure, it sounds great. Spend your days, your nights, endlessly researching sex and all its positions, permutations and possibilities until you can't walk no more. Instantly know the answer to any question anyone could ever ask you about the whole sticky business. Get more poon than Woody Harrelson and Scott Baio combined. Get bulk discounts at Good Vibrations, get a good seat at Spago's, get head from passing supermodels while their husbands hold their hair out of the way. Is that what you think it's like?
Well, yes, it is. But you can't imagine the responsibilities, the pressures, the sheer volume of knowledge you're expected to retain to earn the honored title “Sex Expert.” If you choose this twisted career path as your own, here's what you can expect:
First off, there's the studying. It was easy for Masters and Johnson; they were making it up as they went along. No one talked about sex, not even to their spouses, so Masters and Johnson could say whatever they wanted and no one would argue. But now there are thousands of sex books written every year — millions if you include the online crap — and you have to know every word. Just because you had a lot of boyfriends in college doesn't mean you can start publishing right out of the gate; that amateur stuff won't wash in today's sex-savvy market.
You've got to know that a “Flying Philadelphia Fuck” traditionally involves a rocking chair, and that Havelock Ellis didn't write Deathbird Stories. You have to know instinctively which chakra controls sexuality (hint: the one in the elbow) and which hot lube is more environmentally safe (hint: “I Can't Believe It's Not Bear Grease”). You have to keep a constant mental list of the best brothels in Amsterdam, Los Angeles, Seoul, Tijuana and Dubuque. You have to stay on the cutting edge of medicine so you can answer embarrassing questions with confidence, such as “Which Jell-O transmits the AIDS virus the fastest in a claw-foot bathtub?” You must be able to identify Egyptian erotic sigils by touch and every possible human fluid by taste. To be able to force that much accumulated human knowledge into your brain, I recommend selective serotonin reuptake inhibitors, in horse dosages.
Next, you have to be personally experienced yourself. Marrying your high school sweetheart and maintaining a lifetime lover total of maybe two is not going to qualify you for your own radio call-in show, not on FM, baby. You need to experience every aspect of sexuality, regardless of how personally repulsive you may find it, or how anatomically awkward you may have thought it was. Read the great novels of unbridled sexuality and nonstop orgiastic gymnastics: Lady Chatterley's Lover by D.H. Lawrence, The Decameron by Giovanni Boccaccio, and Poems of Sappho by Sappho. Non-stop chain-fucking, all of them, and that's your goal. Push your body to its upper limits and then screw right through them. But don't expert to live a long life. You'll be healthy, with some surprisingly well-developed muscles in odd places, but the shelf life of a sex writer is not high. Dr. Ruth Westheimer is, in fact, only 33 years old. She knew the risks.
You have to be able to analyze the sex lives of your friends and family, even if they don't know you're watching. You must always keep that impartial observer alive in your skull.
“You like that, baby? Huh?”
“Ooohh, god, yes!”
“How about this?”
“Aagh! Oh, Jesus!”
“Better than before?”
“Oh yeah, lover, yeah, just keep–”
“How much better?”
“…unh… what?”
“On a scale from 1 to 10, how much better?”
“What? Oooh… I don't know, 6 times better.”
“Really? That's interesting.” [makes a note]
“What… what are you doing?”
“Nothing, baby. You’re between the ages of 18 to 24, right?”
Don't expect to keep a loving relationship going for very long. Not only does it limit you to an unsatisfactorily small statistical universe, but sex writers are better when they're anguished and single. No one wants to read about happily married people; they want to read about other tortured single people that are just as miserable as themselves, but with more sex. Only after you've assembled many years of wild dating stories can you allow yourself domestic bliss. Would Cynthia Heimel, Anka Radakovich, or Inspector Gadget's wife from Sex In the City be as intriguing if they were all happily married? I say no! Maybe if they were all married to each other.
Then there's the public pressure. Just like doctors, lawyers, and taxidermists, everyone you run into keeps asking you for free services. “Is my dick too small?” “Are my breasts too big?” “Why won't my wife/husband/dog let me (fill in blank)?” “Does this feel inflamed?” “What's Madonna really like?” It's aggravating having people in your golfing foursome drop their pants and ask you the best ways to check for testicular cancer. You don't dare let yourself be recognized on public transportation, lest you be inundated with requests for advice on multiple infidelity, anal sex, and necrophilia (or all three) from society's less fragrant members. It's so rude how beautiful women will come up to you in restaurants and ask for tips on their deep-throating techniques.
Well, actually, that's pretty cool, but the rest is still annoying.
And the worst part of the whole thing — you have to write about it all. You have to let people read about all the sick, depraved, twisted things you've done, with diagrams. If you become popular, you might even get on a national talk show where everyone can see you, even your mom.
There is an upside, don't get me wrong. Your sex life, at least theoretically, improves. You're expected to surf for porn on the net at work. When you meet a new lover, you can coast on your reputation the first few times. You get on some amazing mailing lists. They let you get on stage at Aerosmith concerts. You get personal phone calls from Janet Reno, often with heavy breathing and minimal security taps.
And you get to write stuff like this.
-------------------------
Two quick notes of explanation: First, I used to edit for the excellent online erotica magazine CleanSheets. com, and we once did an April Fool’s issue with silly articles. One of them was an example of one of our editors' meetings in tall-tale form.
Second, Raymond was one of the proofreaders (galley slaves) for the magazine. Whenever we would get together online in various chat rooms or through instant messaging, horrible puns ensued and strong men wept.
This was my attempt to punnish him once and for all. The fact that I submitted it hours before deadline so that he barely had a chance to respond was a complete accident, really.
Raymond walked over, tea in hand, and handed Chris a Coke. “Never figured you'd be shy. You going to join the group?”
Chris accepted gratefully and made room on the couch. “Hey, it's the galley cat!”
“I prefer ‘Corrections Officer,’ thank you very much. Shouldn't you be over there, reporting for Articles?”
“I will, it's just that Jed's report unnerved me a bit. It's been a strange month.”
Raymond sipped once, carefully, before setting his cup down and turning back. “Begin. Omit no detail, however slight.”
“Okay, but keep it to yourself, the friction fiction people won't believe it. It started a few months ago, really. I had met this couple online in the weekly chats and they invited me to watch them on their webcam, sort of a virtual ménage a twat. They were incredible. Dick and Lisa. Both blondes, both gorgeous. Once I got there they set right to it, they settled into a 69, and then they started singing. Singing! I've heard of hummers, but they actually sang while they ate; she warbled on his weeble while he yodeled in the gulley. Weird.”
“I think I've heard of that technique, it's called choral sex.”
“I guess it's an a-choir-ed taste, then. They played in the bathtub for awhile and committed sudomy, then they got down to the gland finale. He attacked her with phallus aforethought until the wows came home, and she rode him hard and put him away, wet. I have to admit I was getting a little too big for my britches and was considering logging off and offing my log, and then they invited me to come over and super-vice. Turns out they lived within an hour's drive so it only took me fifteen minutes to get there.”
“What about your wife? I thought you were monogamous.”
“Oh, I planned to keep a civil tongue in my own mouth, but I'm allowed to look. I was just going to take a closer peek than usual. She wouldn't mind, and she was busy anyway. She had been invited to a cinematic retrospective of a famous comedian.”
“Oh, so she had a Pryor appointment.”
“Exactly. I showed up and was greeted at the door by Lisa, who was wearing her one-button suit. I apologized to the damsel in disdress and made sure she understood that I was only there to offer vice advice, and I think she even believed me. As usually happens when a beautiful woman is around, Dick showed up. 'Hey Chris', he said, 'ready for some pant counterpant? ' We repaired to the living room and I was offered the best seat, but I turned her down again. All I needed was a comfortable seat, a good view, and a supply of three-ply.”
“Weren't you afraid of hurting her feelings?”
“Nah, she knew I just had a case of can'ts in the pants. Besides, I had been bragging about my sowing machine and I didn't want to be exposed as a male fraud. Anyway, Dick was quintessentially tumescent and the big dame hunter was ready to go. They embraced and began some serious foreplay, something I've always considered the other 96% of sex. I'll skip the details–”
“Hey!”
“–and tell you what freaked me out. He was doing some muff maintenance when he began to add some of his fingers to the mix. Two was no problem, three followed quickly, and it was apparent that he planned to be fister right. She seemed fidgetty but happy, but I couldn't help it, I had to ask, 'Geez, don't you use lube? ' So help me, they both stopped and looked at me. 'What's lube? '“
“Wow. Talk about miss management! Didn't he look before he lipped?”
“Nope, never occurred to them. I couldn't believe it! All the action they had been figuring and they never thought to prime the pumper. I went through their house and pointed out all the things that could help out with their swap meat. Dick finally took an entire bottle of freshly squeezed baby oil and hosed her down before he hosed her down. This time he had no problem lending her a hand and he quickly found that now, thanks to the lube, he could keep her at arm's length. She was shrieking and moaning just like a woman being fisted, and she couldn't get enough. I knew this because she kept screaming 'More! Oh, God, more!' I hadn't guessed her for a religious woman, but there must have been something to it because when I looked back at Dick he was in over his head, literally. One shoulder was still visible, but Lisa still wasn't getting enough Dick. It was like watching a snake consume its prey; only the prey was getting off on it. Atlas shrugged until he got the other arm in, and then he started wriggling like a breech birth in reverse. Lisa's moans were making the window glass shake, and all I could do was just watch. I was petrified, in a localized manner.
“Shouldn't he have tied a board across his–”
“It all happened too suddenly for safety measures, and at any rate her pussy wasn't OSHA approved. By the time I realized I should do something he was gone, his feet disappearing with a slurping sound between her legs. Lisa released one last shuddering moan and then came violently, possibly from the fact that she had more Dick in her than any woman alive. It was incredible, definitely one for the spurt's pages. Then she opened her eyes and looked at me. She had that 'there's more food on the buffet' look, and she was still moaning.”
“What did you do?”
“I wasn't planning on finding out what sort of glandstand play she had in mind, I got the hell out of there.”
“Can't say as I blame you, but it wasn't very gentlemanly of you, leaving her hanging like that.”
Chris smiled ruefully. “C'mon, Raymond. Everyone knows that the moanin' Lisa belongs hanging in the lube.”
-------------------------
[Dynamic sports show music starts, low audience sound, voice begins halfway through]
BILL: Hello, and welcome to the World's Greatest Gang Bang IV! Start your VCRs and get ready for 8 hours of non-stop excitement as we watch world-famous porn star Throbbin' Robin Redwood take on all comers and come on all takers as he goes for the world record and nails a thousand women, right here on our stage!
STAN: Ladies from around the world have gathered here in the Hoot Island Uberdome to become part of the magic. This is going to be a great event, so get your Kleenex ready and hang on!
[Music ends]
BILL: Hi, I'm Bill Harfarkinson.
STAN: And I'm Stan Bulimic.
BILL: And it's time for the World's Greatest Gang Bang 4! You folks may remember back in 1995, a pretty little Asian thing named Annabel Chong decided to go for the record and got poked 251 times in one day.
STAN: Nothing like all-American dedication, Bill!
BILL: And then the next year Jasmine St. Clair took on the challenge and managed 300 times in a 24 hour period.
STAN: She's quite the romantic.
BILL: And finally, last year a bouncy blonde named Houston went for the gold and went at it a reported 620 times, and there the record stands.
STAN: But tonight we're turning the tables as famed porn star and recording artist Throbbin' Robin Redwood takes the stage and physically satisfies one thousand women with determination and thick, throbbing fury.
BILL: Let's go down to the stadium floor where former Baywatch stand-in Kandi Frottage is talking to the Throbber himself.
KANDI: Thanks, Bill. I'm here in the Uberdome locker room where Throbbin' Robin Redwood is going through his pre-bang stretches. Robin, whatever possessed you to do this?
ROBIN: (stretching while he talks) Oh, ah, ever since I was a young man I've, ah, always been interested in nailing more women in one day than any man alive, and I think every thing I've done in my professional life has been leading up to this incredible moment.
KANDI: And what a life you've had! 75 porn movies this year alone, Best New Dick Award for 2000, you're building up quite a legacy.
ROBIN: Yeah, I just do it for the kids, y'know?
KANDI: Do you see any difficulties in this extremely grueling event?
ROBIN: Nah, my wind is good, I'm in great shape, and c'mon, those girls did it, didn't they? No sweat.
KANDI: You heard it here guys, and I can tell you, he looks ready. Wow.
BILL: Thanks Kandi. Stan, tell us a little bit about what's going to happen tonight.
STAN: Well Bill, in the previous Gang Bangs there were a small number of participants compared to the number of recorded bangs. Even though Annabel got laid 251 times there were only 80 guys involved, Jasmine managed to coax 300 screws out of just 50 men, and a paltry 60 palookas nailed Houston over 600 times. But tonight Throbbin Robin will undertake to satisfy a thousand different women. I don't envy him that challenge, Bill.
BILL: Nearly every nationality is represented here tonight, Stan. Most of the women are American, but there are plenty of British babes, French fillies, German girls, Swiss misses, and, to help fill out the numbers needed, an awful lot of Russian mail-order brides.
STAN: What kind of women would volunteer to be part of such a historical, massively sexist event? Kandi Frottage is down on the stadium floor, talking to them now. Kandi?
[Sounds of a stadium crowd, and lots of women talking and laughing]
KANDI: Thanks Stan, I'm here with #588, Thelma Hanson. Thelma, what brought you here to be impersonally penetrated as one of a long line of faceless bimbos?
THELMA: Well, to be completely honest this is probably the only way I would ever get laid in this or any other lifetime, so I jumped at the chance.
KANDI: I see what you mean. Um. You know, you could probably get that lanced–
THELMA: Plus you get this great t-shirt!
KANDI: Guys, I tried speaking to some of the other women here, but the ladies in this section all speak Russian and they seem very confused and frightened.
BILL: Thanks, Kandi, that's great. We're almost ready for the starting bell now, so we'll be right back after a word from our sponsors.
[Music sounds, cut to commercial. Romantic music is playing in a dark bedroom. We can just make out a couple embracing with urgency. The camera pans around until we can see their faces just as the woman says:]
WOMAN: Ow!
MAN: What's wrong, honey?
WOMAN: The walls of my vagina aren't sufficiently lubricated, lover.
MAN: Hmmm, that's a problem. [He crawls down to peer at the problem area, removing his pipe from his mouth to concentrate.] There must be something we can do.
WOMAN: Oooh, honey, while you're down there, you could–
MAN: [interrupting] There must be some sort of chemical answer to this. [He prods her with the pipe, and then looks toward the camera] But can't Science help us?
[The bedroom lights come up and a man in a white lab coat and holding a pipe emerges from the closet]
SCIENTIST: Yes, we can! We know that sometimes the body is willing, but the body's natural lubrication is weak. That's why we've developed HootGoo! [cut to can of HootGoo on table] HootGoo is made from 27 all-natural herbs and petrochemicals, and each bottle offers unparalleled sensuality, heightened sensations, outstanding viscosity stability, a very low coefficient of friction, and a pleasing scent of honey.
MAN: [sitting up in bed, gesturing with pipe] But why is it any better than natural lubrication, doctor?
WOMAN: [hiding under the sheets] Or saliva!
SCIENTIST: Well, we're not suggesting that HootGoo is better than your body's natural oils, just that your body's natural oils are worse. Follow me, and I'll demonstrate.
[The woman gathers the sheets around her as she follows, the man just gets up and walks bareass (except for black socks and sock-garters) as the Scientist leads them into a previously dark portion of their bedroom where we see several other men in white coats and holding pipes, all looking at 4 engine blocks, each on a white column. The engine blocks are running.]
SCIENTIST: Here you can see where we've filled these engines with different types of lubrication. Watch how long each one lasts!
[After a second, the engine on the left locks up and stops with a violent jerk]
SCIENTIST: That one was filled with natural lubrication. [The man and woman look at each other in surprise. The second engine locks up and begins to emit billows of black smoke.] That one was filled with ordinary petroleum jelly. [The third one explodes, raining debris on the bedroom.] That engine contained Slick-50. But notice how the engine filled with HootGoo is still going strong! That's the sort of power you can bring to your conjugal bliss, if you use HootGoo!
[Cut to can of HootGoo on the table, as a hand appears from off-camera and sticks a huge metal spout into the top]
SCIENTIST (v.o.): HootGoo! Helps you out, where Mother Nature fucked up.
[Flash screen filled with usage restrictions and health hazards, all at .02 typeface as required by law]
[Cut to exterior of Uberdome, cue sports show music]
BILL: And we're back live with the World's Greatest Gang Bang! Stan, we're just about ready for the opening bell. Are you excited?
STAN: Not as excited as Throbbin' Robin, Bill! Look, you can tell from here! Robin is making his way down to ringside and I think we're just about ready to get started.
[Audience sound getting louder]
BILL: I hope so, cuz it looks like Redwood is ready to start whether anybody else is or not! Ever get one like that, Stan?
STAN: Not since junior high school, Bill, and I didn't have a thousand women to use it on. Here we go!
RING ANNOUNCER: And now, wearing the blue hat, weighing in at 185 pounds and sizing up at 9 and one quarter inches, Tha-ROBbin ROBin REEEEEEDwooood! Let's get ready to FON-DLLLLLLLLLLE!
[Horn sounds, audience goes wild]
BILL: Wow, strong start there, Stan, the first lucky lady is down and he's in there!
[Sounds of loud sex, audience cheers]
STAN: That first lady is Lisa Ann Reeves, Bill, and she won the toss backstage. She's a cabin attendant for Delta Airlines and enjoys country music and mint-flavored dental floss. You can see Robin using his patented swivel-hip action to get her off quick.
BILL: And it's working, Stan. These women are using HootGoo to make sure they're ready for immediate penetration, and for the ladies on deck we have a team of fluffers making sure they're moist and ready, but it looks like Lisa brought something of her own to the table. [Sound of woman orgasming] My God, there she goes! Her toes are pointing, they're pointing, she's definitely tossing one off! Just under a minute, that's incredible!
STAN: That's the mark of a true athlete, Bill. He's at the top of his form and he's looking good. You can see that Lisa has quickly rolled out of the way and the next woman is stepping up to the plate.
BILL: She's Carol Gilhooey, a librarian from Red Bank, New Jersey, and it looks like the Throbber is giving her the “on top” spot as he jockeys for position underneath. She's game, she's throwing a leg over… and he's in! She's hooked up and moving like an oil pump! This is fantastic! Look at him go!
[Audience reaction, more loud sex]
STAN: An unexpected move, Bill, but a good way to stay flexible early in the game. Conserve his strength, let her do the work. Notice the careful manipulation of the clitoris, you can tell he's in complete control here. Smart thinking, and just the sort of thing that he–
BILL: WAIT! The Throbber looks surprised! He's jerking, he's… yes, it's his first orgasm of the evening!
[Sounds of a male orgasm, audience cheering]
BILL: Stan, Robin was expecting to last much longer than this before his first popper. Will this affect his chances?
STAN: It's hard to say at this point, Bill. He's a trooper, he can still recover as long as he… oh my god, I don't believe it!
[Sound of snoring, audience booing, with a strong undercurrent of female laughter]
BILL: He's… he's… he's fallen asleep, Stan!
STAN: This could just be a temporary setback, Bill, he can still bring it around–
BILL: He's goddamn asleep! Son of a bitch. We're scheduled for 8 hours of live TV, Stan! What the hell do we do now? You wanna take over down there?
STAN: Um… (brightly) Let's see the playback on that last move!
BILL: Oh, Christ. I lasted longer than that on my honeymoon. I'm outta here.
[Footsteps, door opens, loud audience booing, door slams. There’s a long pause, with the booing audience still faint in the background]
STAN: Well, uh, this has been the World's Greatest… uh, Gang Bang, sponsored by HootGoo. Please stay tuned for the post-event analysis with Bob Costas and Ron Jeremy, coming up next.
[Music rises, fades]
-------------------------
* my constant companion
* a convenient handle to get me out of bed in the morning
* the tie-breaking vote when my brain and my heart just can't decide on the next dating move
* occasionally cute and cuddly, especially right after
* an excellent source of flexible dry heat, very good for chest colds
* friends to more people than I am, somehow
* a handy impromptu washcloth hook
* a magic toy that doesn't need batteries or nuthin
* a fun way to flip M&M's to my mouth when I'm in bed and bored
* capable of cracking walnuts after a few weeks of forced inactivity
* an impressive-sounding 152,400 microns
* known to curl up and flee within my body at the first sign of danger, such as angry bikers or really cold pools
* just like my very best friend — shows up when I don't want him to, doesn't show up when I do want him to, and seems to like really strange women
* an obvious target for hurled onion rings
* just the right size to wear G.I. Joe's helmet
* the bane of my wife's 3 a.m. existence
* a sturdy book prop for reading in the tub
* entirely the wrong thing to present in court as a surprise witness. Who knew?
* useful for keeping my front pockets apart
* always there for me
* gifted with the ability to change my mood, attitude, and intelligence level with just a twitch
* gradually being trained to respond to simple voice commands, such as, “are you awake?” and, “thanks for going shopping with me, now what do you want to do?”
* the exact color of latte, with cream
* a manly 1. 524e+09 angstroms
* completely confused by y-front shorts
* entirely capable of meeting, wooing, and seducing a woman before my brain realizes what's going on and why we're all headed to the parking lot
* well-trained and respondent to my touch, like a show dog
* ultimately in charge of the TV remote
* perfect for scooping out the lint trap
* the outward manifestation of my testosterone-laced, whipcord-muscled, utter machismo-drenched manhood, out in the open for all to see and admire
* not at all the thing that those kids at the bus stop were expecting
* better when shared, just like love and french fries.
-------------------------
Do you have any idea, any idea at all just how sick and twisted the people around you really are?
You do? Seriously?
Good, you'll ace the quiz. Each of the terms below is an actual clinical term that describes a specific sexual kink, preference or action. All you have to do is guess which definition is accurate. Go wild. You sick fuck.
1. A harpaxophiliac is aroused by:
a. Aborigines
b. being robbed
c. a Marx brother
d. stringed instruments, especially upright - oh god, upright – ones
e. wigs.
2. Bradycubia refers to:
a. an overpowering attraction to Marsha Brady
b. an overpowering attraction to Greg Brady
c. an overpowering desire to watch Greg nail Marsha
d. a sex technique where the male slowly thrusts in and out of his partner's vagina or anus
e. a sex technique where the male slowly thrusts in and out of Greg and/or Marsha Brady
3. If you're an ochlophiliac you really get off on:
a. crowds
b. summer squash
c. Scottish accents
d. the Spider-man bad guy with the arms
e. spitting off highway bypasses
4. If a lover offered you a little scrotal infusion, it means they're about to:
a. kick you in the nuts
b. kiss you on the nuts
c. help you kiss your own nuts, with ropes and a fence puller
d. let you force your scrotum into one of their orifices
e. inject a saline solution into your ballsack until it looks like a hairy water balloon
5. A wild evening of formicophilia would require
a. a hydraulic jack and a can of Fix-A-Flat
b. a kitchen countertop with a hole in it
c. a jar of honey and a jar of ants
d. a wire brush and a bottle of iodine
e. a pile of dirty laundry
6. A stupprator is only sexually interested in:
a. newlyweds
b. virgins
c. uniformed people
d. comatose people
e. stupid people
7. A gomphipothic person would be intensely aroused by the sight of your:
a. Social Security card
b. Aunt
c. Jesse Helms hand puppet
d. Incisors
e. anorak
8. If you hop in the bed of an ophidicist, watch out for:
a. snakes
b. beetles
c. novelty lunchboxes
d. piles of sand
e. unspooled cassette tape
9. If your lover offers you a quick round of genuphallation it means you get to stick your dick:
a. in your lover's armpit
b. in your lover's toaster oven
c. between your lover's earphones
d. in a moistened light socket
e. between your lover's knees
10. Kokigami is the art of wrapping the penis in:
a. aluminum foil
b. piping hot towels
c. darling little paper or cloth costumes
d. bacon and held in place with toothpicks
e. hundreds of rubber bands until it looks like a balloon animal
11. If you engage in amatripsis it means you masturbate by:
a. stroking your penis with your own heels
b. rubbing your labia together
c. rubbing up against a public official
d. thinking about pop stars
e. rubbing fistfuls of money all over yourself
12. An albutophiliac would just lose all control in your:
a. hiney
b. lobby
c. attic
d. sprinklers
e. socks
13. Tripsolagniacs could probably pick up a cheap thrill at:
a. the local beauty salon
b. the local grocery store
c. the local cemetery
d. the local courthouse, especially the witness stand
e. the local slaughterhouse, especially by the runoff area
14. If a thlipsosist sneaks up behind you, you're about to get:
a. hugged
b. mugged
c. showered
d. goosed
e. pinched
15. Siderodromopjiliacs are aroused to a remarkable degree from:
a. voting
b. soap operas
c. trains
d. a guy named Sid
e. scuba suits with the nipples cut out
16. Hoot Island patrons would probably appreciate a knismolagniac - they get get turned on from:
a. laughing
b. tickling
c. falling off furniture during sexual congress
d. falling off a municipal bus during sexual congress
e. engaging in an act of sexual congress with a member of Congress
17. Which word does not mean “arousal from person of same sex”:
a. iterandria
b. uranism
c. sexual inversion
d. selglalia
e. lung-yang
18. I could be considered a nanophiliac because all of my lovers have been:
a. short
b. incontinent
c. indiscriminating
d. big busted, thank heaven
e. blind, deaf, and apparently unable to smell
19. Pareunasthenia is a fancified word for:
a. a sexual attraction to sea bass
b. male masturbation with the hole in a 45 rpm record
c. sex involving runny cheese
d. a desire to pollinate flower displays in store windows
e. a limp willy
20. Perhaps the strangest fetish of all is normophilia, which refers to:
a. an attraction to fat guys on barstools
b. a desire to have sex the same way your neighbor does, but better
c. a preference for being ravished by William, Duke of Normandy
d. those only aroused from acts considered normal by their particular society or religion
e. a fetish for men with penises of exactly average size, to be determined by means of a measuring tape, a micrometer, a weight scale, and the latest copy of Cosmo
Answers:
1 b, 2 d, 3 a, 4 e, 5 c, 6 b, 7 d, 8 a, 9 e, 10 c, 11 b, 12 d, 13 a, 14 e, 15 c, 16 b, 17 d, 18 a, 19 e, 20 d
All terms taken from Encyclopedia of Unusual Sex Practices by Brenda Love. I recommend it; it's guaranteed to make you feel better about your own twisted perversions.
-------------------------
“Hey, Jimmy! Glad you could make it, dude!”
“Me too, man. Didn't think I'd make it. Yo! Beer over here!”
“You got some catching up to do, Jimbo, I'm way ahead of you. You look like you could still legally drive, and I know your daddy taught you better than that. Where's your manners?”
“No problem, you just limit yourself to drinking with one hand at a time and I'll catch up pretty quick. Hey, what's going on over there? They watching the game? Who's playing?”
“Chasey Lane and Juli Ashton, I think.”
“Yeah… what?”
“They're watching a porno, man. Porno drinking game. Hey, you wanna get toasted fast, that's the way to go.”
“What, like that Bob Newhart game where you drink when someone says 'Hi, Bob'?”
“Oh, there's shitloads of drinking games. Every popular TV show has one, and there's about a zillion Star Wars drinking games. The thing is, you drink when certain things happen or certain things get said. Sometimes you take a drink, sometimes you have to slam whatever you're holding. You up for it?”
“Um, I…”
“C'mon over. Hey guys, mind if we sit in?”
“WHOOO! Drink! Drink!”
“What? What happened?”
“Too late for that one, man. One of the girls just said, 'I've never done this before,' that's a drink. Drink up!”
“Oh, right…” (gulp)
“Drink, Jimmy! He's going down on her!”
“Why didn't we drink when she was blowing him?”
“Cuz that happens in every movie, if we did that people'd be passing out during the opening credits. You gotta wait for the more occasional things. Like that! Drink it all, Jim! Quick, she's coming! Okay, he's driving it home. Now, fill up your mug, you're gonna need it.”
“Why? What's up?”
“You gotta be ready in case they… there! They switched to the under-the-balls camera angle! Now you have to start drinking and keep going until they switch angles again. Go!”
“Okay…” (gulp, gulp, gulp, gulp, gulp, cough, cough, gulp, cough, gulp, cough, ack, koff) Jesus, how long does it last?”
“Hell, that one angle lasts longer than my whole evening, man. Wipe your face, we've got a long way to go. Hey barkeep! Fill 'em up!”
“No ones drinking now, what's up?”
“Aw, he's just fucking her. Be thankful they don't keep switching back to the under-the-balls shot, I almost died of alcohol poisoning once during “In & Out & In & Out”.
“So we're good for now?”
“Just for a minute. Okay, they're coming up to the money shot, get a mouthful of beer.”
“Oh, god, why?”
“Cuz when he pulls out for the popshot, you spit. Thar she blows! (gulp) Ptooey! Ptooey!”
“Spaaauugh!”
“Nice one, but it looks better if you spit it out in three tight squirts.”
“Jesus Christ. No wonder you get blotto on this.”
“Yep. We've got a bit of breathing time while they do plot shit, so I'll give you some tips. Okay, you really should drink out of bottles for this game. Long necks are the best, for obvious reasons. There's a whole separate set of rules for bottles. See, if she deep throats him you gotta drink with as much of the bottle in your mouth as you can handle. If she wraps her tits around him while she's blowing him, you have to stick your hands in your shirt and use both of them to grab your beer, and then chug.”
“Does anybody ever make it all the way through?”
“Sometimes, when the union guys come in. Okay, she's sucking on both of those guys, so take both of these bottles.”
“What? Wait a minute…”
“C'mon man, do me proud! If it was a guy with two girls you'd have to drip from two mugs into your mouth at the same time. Don't spill man, don't spill!”
“Mmmggllphh! Cough, cough. Shit. Oh, well. what's next. Why is everybody looking at me?”
“I told you not to spill, boss, now you're the gangbanger. You're just fucking lucky that wasn't Peter North in that scene, you'd have had to finish off whatever you were holding.”
“What the hell is a gangbanger?”
“Don't worry about it, it probably won't come up… oh, shit, sorry dude. You're the gangbanger all right.”
“What the hell does it mean?”
“See all those guys standing around the girl on the pool table?”
“Yeah? So? What, I gotta drink out of everyone's beer or what?”
“Hey, that's pretty good, but no. You just sit there, and when they all start shooting, everyone stands up and—”
“What… Hey! Motherfucker! Agh, goddammit! Get the fuck away from me! Jesus!”
“—pours out their drink on your face. Better learn to swallow faster, that's always my advice.”
“Yeah, thanks a whole hell of a lot. Jesus, look at this.”
“Hey, there's worse. We could be watching German porn.”
“No thanks. Dammit. So what… oh, yuck! Why's everyone throwing up! Ayuch! What the hell does that mean?”
“Huh? I don't… oh, I see. It's not a regular rule.”
“What the hell is it, then?”
“It means Ron Jeremy took his pants off onscreen in a movie made after 1985. Oh, wow.”
“Ewww, I see what you mean.”
“Yeah, I'm all sober again now. Let's go home.”
-------------------------
Ah, Christmas, our economic and religious shot in the arm. The time for all of us to reflect on our loved ones, and the spirit of giving, and what the fuck to give our loved ones when they won’t goddamn tell you what they want for Christmas and you have to guess and you know it’ll always be wrong. The time for everyone to rush out and join what is apparently every other human being born since the beginning of time who have all decided to go to the same mall and write checks without bringing ID. And unless you are exceptionally fortunate, you and your loved one are in the same frustrating position you were in last year — you have no earthly idea what to get them.
Or, worse, you have no idea what to ask for. I mean sure, there's stuff you want, but if you're like me you either save up and buy it yourself or you hope your Significant Other will somehow guess what you want. It's like a gift loses its appeal if you have to ask for it. Shouldn't she know? Months before Christmas my wife will start asking me what I want and I always go blank. Moments before I may have been thinking “Gee, I'd sure like to have a graphics tablet, or The Simpsons Second Season DVD set, or the hardback Alias collection, and that 6’ gargoyle at Spencer’s would look pretty cool in the bedroom,” but as soon as she asks — voomph. I got nuthin', it's like my brain was an Etch-A-Sketch and as soon as she asked someone snuck up behind me and shook it. So when she asks what I want for Christmas I usually say something smart-ass like, “A blowjob, why?”
Ladies, this may sound familiar. You ask a guy a serious question and he answers with some lame toss-off answer like that. Well, speaking for guys around the world, I'm here to reveal the sincere and honest truth:
We're serious. We really do want a blowjob.
And so I'd like to present to you all the entirely plausible reasons why you should grant your guy a little Christmas cheer under the covers next Monday morning.
* It's cheaper than a set of tires.
* He was really, really good this year.
* You don't have to worry about the vagaries of the United States Postal Service.
* If you don't do it, Santa has to.
* You can probably talk him into giving you a backrub right afterwards.
* Who are we kidding, you can probably talk him into giving you a new living room set right afterwards.
* 10 minutes and your shopping is done.
* You don't have to wade through crowds to get his gift (if you do have to wade through crowds, maybe you should rethink this relationship)
* You don't have to worry about where to hide his gift beforehand.
* It's a pretty safe bet that at least this year his mom won't be able to get him anything better and outclass you.
* You don't have to worry about your credit card balance, bank account or grocery money.
* You can make him make those weird little whimpering noises.
* His balls ring, are you listening?
* You don't have to worry about getting him the wrong brand, the wrong color or the wrong model.
* Depending on your technique, you probably don't have to get batteries.
* It's one less gift you'll have to wrap.
* It's extremely unlikely he gave himself one before you could give him yours.
* It's so refreshing to finally enjoy having one of your gifts returned
* You can put a ribbon on your own head and give him a “bowjob”.
* You don't have to worry about whether or not he already has one.
* It'll never be one of those presents he just pretends to like and then “accidentally” breaks the first day.
* You won't have his entire family watching him open his present and muttering about it, unless you have an exceptionally open attitude about these things.
* You don't have to keep track of the receipt.
* It'll fit. I promise.
* You don't have to worry about the online company going bankrupt before shipping.
* It's the hot gift this year, like robot dogs, GameBoy Advanced and those damn scooters, and you don't have to scurry store-to-store to get it.
* He'll be much more relaxed when your family arrives and maybe this year you can avoid the traditional after-dinner “are you all fucking insane?” speech.
* You can go back to sleep right afterwards, honest.
* The Santa at the mall told him he'd get one.
* Away in this manger, there'll be room for some head.
* You can use the extra cash for your own present.
* You can wrap red ribbon around it and make a candy cane. ? With any luck he won't wake up until you're almost through and you can avoid the inevitable cries of “Suck Dasher, suck Dancer!” and “Oh sweet Jesus, here comes Santa Claus!”
* If you wear those little jingly bell earrings you can get a sleigh bell sound going for a nice holiday effect.
* You won't see it for 75% off in the stores the next day.
* You'll have the satisfaction of knowing that for him the rest of this joyous day is all downhill, except maybe for the football game.
* Selfless giving is the true meaning of Christmas, so why not give him some.
* You get to eat the milk and cookies that were left out, with perfect justification.
* Every time you swallow, an angel gets her wings.
* You might get it back next year.
God, I hope this works…
-------------------------
In honor of Good Vibrations’ 25th anniversary, Hoot Island favorites Anne Semans and Cathy Winks updated their best-selling sex manual, The Good Vibrations Guide to Sex, and they asked for reader input. As they did in the two previous editions, they asked for anonymous feedback from women and men of all ages, backgrounds, and sexual styles. I posted links to this survey and urged my readers to take the survey, both to help out with one of the best how-to sex books I’ve ever read, and because I knew my readers would blow their curve.
I took the test myself, of course.
Sexual Arousal and Response
Please describe your experience of any or all of the following: women: orgasm, multiple orgasm, ejaculation, G-spot stimulation; men: orgasm, multiple orgasm, orgasm without ejaculation, prostate stimulation.
I have experienced women, orgasm,… oh, wait, I see now. Okay, I've experienced orgasm a few zillion times and I don't regret a single one, except maybe the one during my indictment. I achieved multiple orgasm only once, and I can't remember a single detail, although from what I can tell on the security tape I really enjoyed it. I have never experienced orgasm without ejaculation because that's just wrong and probably communist. I have never had my prostate stimulated voluntarily, or at least that's what I keep telling myself.
Please describe how your experiences of desire, arousal, and orgasm have (or haven't) changed over the course of your lifetime. For instance, how have your experiences changed with age, during pregnancy, upon becoming a parent, while on medication, after surgery, etc.
My desire has steadily increased since puberty, to the point where I am now masturbating more or less continually. I managed to stave it off briefly for my SATs, prom night, and most of my wedding ceremony, and since then I have been unable to appear in public. Powerful sedatives and a pair of boxing gloves helped me get through the birth of my children, and in case of necessary surgery my doctor has been instructed to only use a local anesthetic and to keep out of the way. I did stop cold for a month three years ago for no medically apparent reason, which was a good thing as it allowed me to finally accept the Bronze Star, which I then used brutally (although without, let me stress, stimulating my prostate).
Self-image
What factors have had the biggest influence on your sexual self esteem?
My enormous wang, for one. The Federal tax rate. My Bronze Star. Ginger Lynn. Oh yeah, and Batman.
How has your sexual self image changed over your lifetime?
Ever read The Picture of Dorian Gray? Like that, only dirtier. And with a bigger wang.
Masturbation
What's your earliest memory of masturbating (consciously engaging in sexual self-stimulation)?
I vaguely remember rubbing up against the portion of the womb where the placenta was attached, because I could get a better friction there, but I can't recall anything really concrete until my circumcision. Boy, was that a pain. I had to wait until almost half an hour afterwards.
Describe your most memorable masturbation experiences.
I managed to ejaculate on each and every one of the attractions in Walt Disney World in one wild afternoon (except for “It's a Small World,” because I've never been able to successfully whack it when thousands of children are singing at me). I was ready for some lunch after that, I can tell you.
Coming of Age
When did you start having sex with a partner, and what were these early experiences like?
By partner, do you mean someone non-related? Then it would have been when I was 15. We were just learning about each other, timid and giggly, but we learned fast and the passion built up inside. In the end it took 17 Federal Marshals to bring us down on that foggy December night.
What specific resources did you find most useful in learning about sex and sexual technique (books, parents, partners, sex ed class)?
Flash cards, inspirational posters, and by swallowing the semen of more experienced scouts and ingesting their RNA.
What were the most positive and most negative messages you received when learning about sex?
Most positive messages: keep licking until she's unconscious, sex is the most fulfilling and beautiful think you'll ever order, and the less experienced the woman the less likely she'll know what a penis is supposed to look like. Negative messages: not in the sink, never defile anyone whose name appears on your paycheck, and having a woman crap on your chest isn't nearly as much fun as it sounds.
Sex Play
What are your favorite sexual activities that don't involve penetration? (massage, oral sex, mutual masturbation, etc.)
Chartered accountancy. No wait, that involves penetration. I enjoy coating myself in a thin film of 30 weight motor oil and standing naked by the road where passing motorists can slap my penis at 35 to 40 mph. I read about it in Readers Digest.
What types of online sexual entertainment or communication do you enjoy? (cybersex, chat, reading/writing erotica, etc.)
Asking Jeeves dirty questions. Reloading the excite.com home page over and over and over. Getting into a wild sex chat with Eliza.
Please describe your experiences with sexual power play.
I tried to dominate and utterly humiliate a woman once, breaking her spirit and bonding her obedience to me forever, but she was on a different bus and didn't see me.
Penetration
Please describe what types of vaginal and/or anal penetration (fingers, fist, penis, dildo, plug, vibrator, anal beads, etc.) you particularly enjoy.
Fingers, at least 12. An entire George Foreman grill, with burgers. A small micro cassette recorder, so I can play tapes of Sousa marches on it and confound passersby. A souvenir Statue of Liberty model, life size, with tourists. Oh yeah, and Batman.
What are your favorite positions for penetration?
On my back, held aloft by six young maidens of virtue pure. Or doggie style, whatever works.
Do you use lubricant; why or why not? If you do, what type do you prefer?
Hell yes, otherwise she'd get a good look at my actual penis. I use whale fat, because the dogs just won't stop licking it.
Sex Toys
Please describe your most enjoyable, amusing and/or disappointing experience with a sex toy.
That would be the Bellows Incident, and I am forbidden by my vows to speak of it.
What sex toys do you wish existed?
A blowup doll the size of a Macy's Day Parade float, just so I can watch it float down 5th Avenue, deep-throating lampposts and hapless drum majors.
Fantasies
Please describe your (current) favorite fantasy.
I did dream that seven cows, fat-fleshed and well favoured, were standing in a meadow. And, behold, seven other cows came up after them, poor and very ill favoured and leanfleshed, such as I never saw in all the land of Egypt for badness. And the lean and the ill favoured cows did eat up the first seven fat cows. And then they all screwed.
Have you identified certain recurring themes in your fantasies, or have your fantasies changed over your lifetime?
Hot dog buns are invariably involved, as are washing machine filters and blonde customs officials (has to be blonde). Oh, and lots of blowjobs. And Batman.
What specific books, magazines or videos reliably fuel your fantasies?
Small Farm Today, and the movie Unforgiven.
Communication
What have been some of the most difficult subjects to raise with a sexual partner?
My growing attraction for her best friend, her younger sister, and her mom (woo!), my intricate series of supportive undergarments, and my desire for her to lie there perfectly still and pretend that she's just been exhumed.
What techniques have you found to be most (and least) successful in discussing sex with a partner?
I find that imprisoning a lover into a dark, soundproofed room and withholding food and water for a few days makes one surprisingly eager and accepting of just about any sexual act, no matter how depraved or sickening, as long as she gives me a blessed drink of… I mean, as long as one gives one’s lover a drink of water and maybe a ham sandwich.
Safer Sex
Please describe your experience with safer sex accessories (condoms, dams, gloves, saran wrap, etc.). If you do not practice safer sex, please tell us why you don't.
I find that by dipping my genitals in plaster I can avoid all but the most stubborn pathogens. For my lovers, I insist on using dental dams constructed of boiled leather and brass, strong enough to turn a sword thrust. What is lost in sensation is more than made up for in peace of mind. I don't use gloves though, that's going too far.
How has your attitude about safer sex changed (or not) over your lifetime?
Where I used to merrily copulate with everyone I met in the clinic, now I have become terrified of random airborne STDs and wear a deep-sea diver's suit at all times.
Miscellaneous
Is there any other specific question or issue you'd like us to address?
I think it's be really interesting if you asked a lot of women how discriminating they are, how easy it is to seduce them (with sure fire examples), and what their home phones numbers and evenings schedules are.
If you've already read The Good Vibrations Guide to Sex, what comments and/or feedback do you have for us?
Did you guys really try all that stuff? Even the icky stuff? I mean, ewww.
Remember, head to www.goodvibes.com and give 'em your own, hopefully more useful answers. There are lots of people in the world that will get their sexual information from the answers you provide, and if that doesn't scare the bejesus out of you nothing will.
Note: the survey is, sadly, completed, but you should pick up The Good Vibrations Guide to Sex anyway and see what we’ve wrought.
(Survey questions reprinted from The Good Vibrations Guide to Sex by Anne Semans and Cathy Winks, copyright 2002, with permission of Cleis Press)
-------------------------
We got past another one. Another holiday filled with rampant consumerism, family squabbles, gift imbalances, too much food, too many last-minute K-Mart presents, and a happy yet vaguely disappointed feeling. No wonder I love it.
And now we're just in time for another man-made festive occasion: New Year's! Unless of course you're Jewish, Moslem, Hindu, Chinese, or a member of any of the other minorities that make up a majority of the people on the earth, and apparently they don't count.
This is the time of year when we think fondly back on all the things we've accomplished over the last year, have a drink, and then solemnly vow to never do any of them ever again. Usually the way it works is that you have some vague ideas about stuff you should do better. Then you wake up on New Year's afternoon in a puddle of what you really, really hope is your own vomit, and you are convinced to the sticky bottom of your soul that you have to hurry up and be a better person or else God will get you for what you think you did last night, so you'd better do some pushups or something. Self-help motivation is a wonderful thing. Ready? Let's begin.
* I resolve to stop treating women like pieces of meat without feelings or aspirations or hopes or dreams, because when I do that they get all pissy and won't let me stick my hand in their shirts.
* I resolve to ease up on using the left hand all the time. This is the year for Mr. Righty!
* I resolve to never try to use transmission fluid that way again, no matter how dire the need.
* I resolve to do my very best to avoid resting my testicles on a radiator.
* I resolve to never again fire live rounds at anyone that hasn't specifically asked me to.
* I resolve to do my very best to avoid resting my testicles on a Shriner.
* I resolve to go to the gym at least three days a week, or however often the blonde in the Nike shorts and the not-quite-big-enough t-shirt shows up.
* I resolve to do my very best to avoid resting my testicles.
* I resolve to never again think that people with cell phones are “asking for it.”
* I resolve to treat every other living soul I meet exactly as I would wish to be treated, i.e. by pulling down their pants and going down on them, no matter when or where I meet them, and no matter what service may be going on at the time.
* I resolve to read the dosages much more carefully from now on.
* I resolve to stop yelling, “Sit the fuck down!” during Saturday morning library storybook time.
* I resolve to rent at least one movie a week that doesn't include the word “cockmaster” in the title. Or the description. Or the credits. Or in Roger Ebert's review.
* I resolve to stop training my dog to attack anyone wearing a tie.
* I resolve to stop masturbating so much during PTA meetings, at least until they bring out the little cookies.
* I resolve to give the psychiatric interns a bit more slack next time.
* I resolve to stop firing off the fire extinguishers in movie theaters, no matter how much those bastards in the back rows deserve it.
* I resolve to stop calling Sunday morning prayer radio shows to request “Smack My Bitch Up.”
* I resolve to always, always, always make sure the person I'm cybersexing is really female, of age, and not affiliated with any law enforcement agencies. Fool me once, shame on you…
* I resolve to observe all applicable restraining orders, no matter how inconvenient.
* I resolve to stop thinking of Jehovah's Witnesses as mere receptacles for my lust.
-------------------------
I guess if'n you had to pick a beginnin’, it'd be that Saturday night at the lodge when Fat Jimmy brought in a brand new porno tape for us to watch. Now, I want you to know we ain’t all perverts or nuthin, it wasn't no regular thing with us. Most regular thing was drinkin' an' fightin' over sports and generally carryin' on, and then drivin’ home the fellas what got outside a few drops too many or makin’ ‘em comfortable wherever they lay. But on the occasional Saturday night, when spirits are runnin’ especially high, one of us’ll call out to whoever’s closest to the TV to stick in one of them nudie tapes, and we’ll all pull up chairs and watch it.
We get pretty rowdy them nights, calling out suggestions and general comments, but since we’ve had those same four tapes for pretty near 10 years now there weren’t much new for us to offer. We all knew all the words, such as they was, and we’d call ‘em out during the show in a chorus. Last year one of ‘them tapes broke, just snapped in two, and you ain’t never seen a more sorrowful buncha fellers in your life, I’m tellin’ you. We still got the box but it just ain’t the same.
Anyway, when Fat Jimmy bust in the room holdin’ a new tape over his head like a bowlin’ trophy, we was ready to elect him Mayor and two council seats besides. Everybody slapped him on the back like he was a returnin’ astronaut, and then they grabbed a drink and a seat around the TV while he did the honors. It was just’ like meetin’ a new pretty girl, only without all the datin’ and food and stuff. A couple of the fellas even sat up straighter and ran their hands through their hair. The movie started, the credits rolled, and then all that hootin’ and a’hollerin’ that we had ready to go just stopped up in our throats because we was all too surprised to see that the girl on this tape was a real girl. I mean, those other’n were real girls too, but they was all made up and spiffed up and painted up and looked more like showfolk than anything else. Watching them commingle was entertainment, pure and simple. But this here was more like peeping, like watchin’ neighbors through their winders, and it was a whole different experience I can tell you. Apart from Bo Wilson I’m pretty sure none of us ever did that before, peeped I mean, and he swears he stopped it cold last Palm Sunday. We didn’t yell once during the entire production, we just watched it right through like little kids at the picture show and then we sat there, poleaxed.
Fat Jimmy, he sez “Good God A’mighty,” and he picked up the video box to look at it. It said something like “Amateur Sex Slutz” on it, with a “z” for the “s” so’s you’d know it was real uptown, and the pictures on the box didn’t do justice to what we had just seen.
Now I cain’t rightly speak for everyone, but this was the first ay-dult movie I’d ever seen that made me feel dirty, or got a rise out of my britches either, and friend, I wasn’t too sure yet what I thought about that. From the looks of the other men in the room I wasn’t alone, and all I could think of was that I was powerful glad I was married and had a chance to put this somewheres tonight, ‘cause otherwise there wouldn’t be a safe knothole for twenty miles around. I felt sorry for some of the fellers, I did, but it had just become every man for hisself and I had somewheres I needed to be and so I left without even grabbing my hat.
My wife Junie was used to me stumbling home after a lodge meetin’ but I do think she was surprised at what I brung home with me, and we put it to good use as soon as we could get most of the way upstairs. I fell asleep tired and happy and didn’t think much about the tape until a few days later when Henry Vanderkin run me down outside Hattie’s Diner.
I had just brought the truck in to get the timing belt looked at and thought I’d swing by Hattie’s for a slice of one o’ her famous blueberry pies, when Henry calls out to me from down the street. Now Henry’s all right if you don’t mind him. He’s a mountain boy seven generations back, good-natured in an exasperatin’ sort of way, but ever since he got cable and the intranet he’s had wild ideas about how to do things. Cain’t rightly say he’s wrong, neither, but he does wear on a body sometimes. He catches up to me and he sez, “Ollie, can I talk to you a minute?”
I told him I didn’t mind as long as he didn’t mind sharing my attention with a pie, and that sounded right good to him. We went into Hattie’s and bless her, she had pie waiting for both of us and with ice cream on the tops of each one without us even asking for it. I swear, if I ever get to Heaven and Hattie ain’t there, I’m gone turn right around and walk out and take my business elsewhere. We tucked into that pie like there was money at the bottom, and after things settled a bit Henry come out with his proposition.
Henry sez, “You remember that tape we watched?” I allowed as how I did. He sez, “It strike you any different from them others we got?” I allowed as how it had. He just smiled and told me that it had burned a hole in everbody else’s britches too, and that in the three days since its debut that video had been run about thirty times and that some of the fellas without wives or girlfriends was watching it and lockin’ the door, which had always been against lodge rules on account o’ we don’t want to do any more floor-mopping than was absolutely necessary.
I sez, “It sounds like that tape’s gone get wore out faster than Bo Wilson’s zipper, although that might be a close race, at that.”
Henry sez, “I been researchin’ this on the intranet, and I got me an idee how we can make some money.” Now friend, I have to admit that money sounded right good to me just then. Farmin’ subsidies only go so far into a community and I didn’t have the best farm in the world to start with. Pretty near everybody in town got by, just like I did, but wasn’t none of us what you’d call well off. I figgered Henry had a mail-order scheme in mind, or maybe trying to sell everybody their own VCRs and porno tapes, but it turned out that I was guessin’ low. Henry come out with, “I think we can make our own ay-dult movie and sell it.”
It’s a good thing he waited ‘til after I et my pie, because otherwise I’da smushed it when my chin hit the counter. I sez, “You want us to what?” He sez, make our own porno-type movie. “That’s what I thought you said, I just couldn’t believe you’d say it twice in the same day. Look around you, Henry, have you ever seen an ay-dult movie look like this?”
This is where Henry got that big grin, the one that always loses him all his money on poker night, and he sez, “Nope, I surely haven’t. And that’s why we have to do it.” Henry explained that amachure tapes like the one we saw had really blown the foam off the ay-dult film industry. Here they were, using these fancy sets and extravagant costumes and high-priced porno stars and expensive drugs and I don’t know what-all, and it turned out that people were more interested in a’watchin’ people what look like their neighbors go at it. No sets, no fancy cars, no fancy lightin’, and nuthin in the way of props that you couldn’t find in a kitchen drawer or a good hardware store. It just blew the ay-dult industry away, and they sat up and said, “we got to get us some amachures, fast,” and that’s why Henry had his grin.
“Ain’t no one doin’ mountain porn, Ollie,” he sez. “We got the field wide open, and you saw the video. Ain’t nuthin’ happen on that video we couldn’t do ourselves.” He looked so happy you’da thought his pockets were full o’ cream.
Me bein’ the natural pessimist that I am, I had to poke holes in his idea. “And just where do we get all the stuff for this, Henry? You got a movie studio in your boot?” Henry just grinned his grin and said that his cousin had one of them video cameras, and that was all we really needed, we could build or fake anything else. I sez, “And just where do we get our stars for this porno movie? You volunteering?”
Henry allowed as how he didn’t think no one would pay to see him with his clothes off, and I had to agree, seein’ as how Henry did resemble a fella who had taken into his mind to swaller a couch. “No,” he sez, “I think they’d rather see someone like that,” and with that he grabbed my arm and pointed out the winder and across the street.
There was Dolly Sue Magee, known far and wide as the prettiest and easiest girl in all of Cliffside County. Last year she won first place in the Miss Green Bean Beauty Pageant and from what I hear she personally thanked every single judge until they couldn’t hardly see straight anymore. She thanked one judge near on to death and he wasn’t even a beauty pageant judge, he was a judge for the hot dog eatin’ contest, but story goes that she figgered he’d be the man to accurately rate her technique. If there was anyone around who would get to it in front of a camera on purpose, it was Dolly Sue.
“Okay,” I sez, “I’ll give you that one. But what about the fella? We got to have someone in there with her, unless you just want to film her lovin’ up on some produce, and I’m pretty sure Dolly Sue won’t go for that.”
Not to worry, Henry told me, he had some thoughts in that direction. What he needed from me was the use of my barn this weekend. Oh, and he’d sure ‘preciate it if’n I could whip out a script, too. Afore I could say another word about it he was up off his stool and out the door, leaving me confused and a touch apprehensive. Also with the bill for the pie, but anyone knows Henry learns quick to expect that sort of thing. Payin’ happens to other people in Henry’s world.
From what I could recollect of the other movies we had watched, along with the odd blue movie I had seen at friends’ houses, I didn’t think whomping up a script would be any too hard. ‘Here’s the pizza, lady’ and a coupla ‘oh gods’ oughtta do ‘er. But afore I could do the first word, I’d have to tell my wife Junie, and that scared me more than a little bit. See, I’m not a real old man, but I been married most o’ my life now and I’m just startin’ to get a handle on how this thing works. I wasn’t entirely sure convincing Junie that me helping out with any ay-dult movie was the smartest thing in the world, but I was positive down to my shoes that not telling her and then doing it anyway was the fastest way any man ever come up with to leave this world behind. I heard someone say once that it was easier to get forgiveness than permission, but they never talk about the mortality rate.
I showed up at home all nervous-like and stammering, but it turned out Henry got to her first, and for once in his life he helped. Soon as I walk in the door she up and sez, “Ollie! You writin’ a ee-rotic movie! Henry just got off the phone with me, told me all about it. Honey, that’s so excitin’!”
I can’t say I was unhappy with her reaction, but it sure weren’t what I was expecting, and I told her so. She sez, “Baby, you know I ain’t never been one of them biddies what get married and suddenly forget all about what they was up to in the woods just a month previous. I love you and I love what we do and if you can write that down and make other people see how beautiful it is then more power to you, is what I say. Besides, our Garden Club watched those movies a couple times when we met at the lodge and I know you can write something better than that trash.” I hugged her tight and sent a thank-you up to God for giving me the best wife in the world. After a minute she pulled back and sez to me, “’Course I don’t see any reason for you to include anything I usually say, or any noises I make or nuthin’.”
I assured her that my dialogue would be original and the actors would be on their own as far as noises went, and that I would use one of them fake names so nobody’d know it was me what wrote it. I headed into the family room and found she’d already dug out my typewriter and some paper and set me up with enough coffee to irrigate the Sahara.
Saturday morning we got blasted outta bed when Henry and Dolly Sue, and young Wilbur Tubbs works over at Fred’s Auto Parts, and Fat Jimmy and Tollie and Judge Jackson all pulled into the driveway, horns blaring and them hollerin’ and I don’t know what all, like to raise the dead. When we come outside they was already in the barn, movin’ the tractor out and clearin’ some space inside for the studio. Henry, he sees me comin’ and he grabs my arm. “You got the script ready?” he sez. I told him I did and that it was a humdinger, almost five pages, and that I even made some copies of it so nobody’d have to pass it around. Henry told me I was a true perfessional.
Junie saw right away that Dolly Sue weren’t dressed proper. My script had her as a innocent young farmer’s daughter but Dolly Sue was dressed the way she usually is in tight shorts just coverin’ her butt and this teeny little shirt that didn’t disguise nuthin’, with lots of dangly jewelry all over her, and ain’t nobody in the world would guess she was innocent even if they had never met her before in their lives and was blind besides. Henry rushed over to show her the script, and it appeared there was gonna be trouble once Dolly Sue found out she’d have to read somethin’, so I lit out of the barn ‘til things cooled down. I heard a scream and a splash, which I reckon was my sweet lady wife introducin’ Dolly Sue to the outstandin’ makeup-removin’ properties of the rain barrel.
Wilbur Tubbs was standin’ outside, reading the script. I hadn’t previously thought of Wilbur in this particular regard but I had to admit he was a good choice. Wilbur played football in high school, linebacker, and he’s got muscles on him he ain’t even used yet. Quiet boy, though, never heard much of him off the field. He looked a little peaked so I leaned on the fence next to him and asked him what was up. I sez, “You gonna be our porno star, Wilbur?” He blushed and ducked his head and nodded. I sez, “You sure you ready for this? Most fellers don’t do this sort o’ thing in crowds.” He grinned and blushed again, and I began to have doubts over our new media venture. “Wilbur,” I sez, “if you’re doin’ this to just get close to Dolly Sue it’s my understandin’ that you could buy her a burger and a orange drink and it’d work just about as well and twice as fast.”
Well, Wilbur kinda went quiet for a second, or I guess quieter, like sound wouldn’t stick to him any more. Finally he up and sez, “Mr. Hanson? I don’t… I don’t do so well with girls.” And that was all he had to say, cuz Wilbur Tubbs, for all the bulgin’ muscles he had on his steelworker’s body, had a voice like Mickey Mouse.
I clapped him on the back and told him not to worry; he couldn’t get turned down today if he tried ‘cause it weren’t in the script. We went up to the house together so’s I could get him outfitted.
When we got back to the barn Junie was just finishing up Dolly Sue, and I had to admit she done a fine job. If I hadn’t personally seen Dolly Sue proposition a basketball team once, I’d have thought she was a Sunday School teacher who’d wear a coat in the tub so as not to scandalize the angels. She had her hair up in a bun and her makeup scrubbed off and she was wearing Junie’s old gingham dress but with the top buttons unbuttoned, and since Dolly Sue’s a handful where my sweet Junebug is a palmful, she was spilling out in such a way as to make sweat break out on the forehead of every man there.
Henry announced that he was the dee-rector and that he needed quiet on the set so he could commence to dee-rectin’. Fat Jimmy was mannin’ the camera, which he had stuck on top of a hay bale for support. Tollie and the Judge were busy sweeping loose hay up into a pile in one corner for the love-nest. I was a trifle concerned over the Judge’s presence, since for one thing I wasn’t sure which side of legal we was currently on, and for another because Judge Jackson is also the town preacher. If’n you wanted to be picky you could say it’s a violation of that church and state thing, but ‘round here we figure if anyone’s gonna be a’judgin’ you it might as well be someone up to the job. But the Judge seemed as supportive as anybody, he was a regular at the lodge meetings after all, and he was doin’ the lion’s share of the sweepin’, so I let it be. As for Tollie, sweeping up stuff was just about his speed, but he’s all right.
Finally everything was ready, Dolly Sue had had her motivation explained to her – we told her that a city slicker was gonna come in and for her to vamp him, she said she was way ahead of us – and we was ready for our first scene. I was there to handle script emergencies, Junie was there to keep an eye on me and to act as a chaperone for Dolly Sue, sort of. Fat Jimmy was cameraman, Tollie announced he was the key grip and was holding on to his truck keys just as hard as he could while never once takin' his eyes off Dolly Sue, and no one had the nerve to throw out the Judge. Dolly Sue didn’t seem to even notice. She just kept smiling and twirling around and crackin’ her knuckles, so I guess she was findin' her muse. Henry was just about to kick ‘er off when the judge stood up and led us in a prayer.
“Oh Lord,” he sez, “bless us this day our endeavor, and smile down upon us as we celebrate your gift of procreative ecstasy.” Henry looked fit to bust. Me, I was wonderin’ about the propriety of praying just before a porno shoot, but Junie looked happy about it and I use her for my conscience since hers works better'n mine so I let it slide. The judge went on for ten more minutes, talking about male and female He made them and how her breasts were like twin rows and stuff like that, and then finished off in high style, blessing each and every one of us before calling out for an ay-men. Henry crouched back down, after looking around to make sure nobody was planning on jumping up and notarizing us or anything, and then he yelled action.
Dolly Sue was pitching hay and singing a little song to herself. She looked awful pretty, just the sort to turn a young man’s head and any other parts he might have handy. She also wasn’t moving much actual hay, but I reckon no one’d notice. There was a noise outside and she jumped, looking straight at the camera like we told her not to and saying, “Oh my, who could that be.”
After a struggle the door opened up and there stood Wilbur in my best Sunday-go-to-meeting suit and holding my old suitcase, looking just as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs. He stood there for a long couple minutes before Henry hissed his line at him. “Hello, I am a salesman passing through!”
Wilbur nods and looks back towards Dolly Sue and he sez, “Hello, I am a salesman passing by.” Henry yelled cut and we all got into an argument about whether or not the actors could ad-lib. Finally everybody got back into position and we started again. Wilbur walks back in, looks lost for a second, and then yells out, “Hello! I am a salesman passing wind!”
After the fifth take we settled on letting the actors say whatever they felt moved to say if they would just get on with the comminglin’ part. Me, I figgered Wilbur Tubbs was nervous and couldn’t remember his mama’s name just then, and maybe if’n he got his wick wet he could settle down and think straight again, and then we could shoot the dialogue scenes. Henry assured our actors that this sort of thing happened in movies all the time, when they’d shoot ‘em out of sequence and then piece ‘em together later. Wilbur Tubbs sez, “Then why’d he write it in this order, then?” Dolly Sue nodded in agreement but I could see a smirk on her face when Wilbur spoke up. Guess his fears about a squeaky voice had some bite to ‘em, poor guy. Anyway, Henry explained to ‘em how they had to pretend they had already had their talk and were about to get all over each other. Dolly Sue lay back on the hay right off, but Wilbur Tubbs turned candy apple red. Dolly Sue smirked again, it didn’t look like she had much patience for any man didn’t know how to grab her right. Probably not much experience with it, neither.
Henry yells action and Dolly Sue just reaches up and hooks a finger over Wilbur Tubbs’s belt and pulls him over to her. She opened up that belt faster than I think he could, and reaches right inside with one hand while she grabbed the back of his head with the other and just kissed his head off. Wilbur Tubbs’s pants started to drop, me and Junie and the judge were leaning forward to see better, and it looked like Wilbur was startin’ to kiss her back outta sheer self-defense and then Tollie sings out, “Lay that pipe down, brother!”
After another break where we explained to Tollie that it was okay to yell out when you was watchin’ movies but it didn’t work the same when you was makin’ one, and if’n he yelled out again we’d take his keys away and make him wait outside, we jumped back to the filmin’.
Wilbur Tubbs seemed to be a bit more confident now; he was already slobberin’ all over Dolly Sue’s face and wriggling out of his britches afore Henry could start us rolling again. Dolly Sue whipped off her dress, displayin’ her considerable charms, and she opened her arms to welcome Wilbur Tubbs right in, all squeaky-voiced six feet three inches of him.
I’d be lying if I didn’t say I expected Wilbur to fire his pistol in the first few seconds, and I was all ready to reassure him that it was okay. He was as eager as a puppy at the food bowl and just about as graceful, and I watched him close for signs of any premature embarrassment. However, I began to suspect that my kindly reassurance was a mite unnecessary, along about the second hour.
Now I want to tell you something here. I have met great men in my day. My father did two tours in Vietnam, my uncle helped capture Porkchop Hill in Korea, I’ve seen congressmen and senators speak and I shook Jimmy Carter’s hand once when he swung through on his campaign tour. But I have never in my life had such respect for another man as I did that day for Wilbur Tubbs.
That boy plowed her wide and plowed her deep, flipped her over and drove her up over the side of the hay bin and then across the floor in wide circles, both of ‘em hollerin’ and thrashin’. That second hour he eased up on pounding her for awhile and spent some time committin’ a sin that Dolly Sue seemed to especially like, unless all that screamin’ was just her actin’ style. My wife Junie is a big fan of that particular sin herself, and she told me later that she watched real close the whole time and if Dolly Sue was actin’ then they might as well just ship her all the Oscars and close the place up.
After Dolly Sue started pulling out handfuls of her own hair we made Wilbur Tubbs stop for a bit, and Henry pulled him over to the corner of the barn and started flappin’ a towel in his face and encouragin’ him. “You done good, Wilbur, you done real good. You need some water or a beer or sumthin’? Anything you need, we’ll get it for you. Goddamn, Wilbur, you’re a natural or I’ve never seen one. You wanna point that thing away from me?” Meanwhile Dolly was laid out wide and pantin' 'n' sweatin' like she'd just run around the yard carryin’ the tractor. June hurried over to her with a blanket and some water and patted her cheek 'til she could sit up. The whole time Junie was fussin' over her, Dolly Sue never took her eyes off Wilbur Tubbs and she was givin' him a look like you might give a puppy after he stood up and fixed your transmission. We all were, really, I think we was all in some sort of shock.
Fat Jimmy was peerin' at the little window on the camera, reviewin' the proceedin's and whistling under his breath. The Judge was fanning hisself with his hat and shaking his head, smilin'. And from the way he was actin', I believe that Tollie done disgraced hisself. Never did let go o' the keys, though, can't say he slacked in his job.
Wilbur Tubbs was bobbing back and forth, trying to see around Henry while Henry kept trying to give him advice and pep talk kind of stuff, and Dolly Sue had dropped her blanket and was trying to get past June. Henry got the idea it was time for Round 2 and barely got out of the way before our two porno stars were on each other. He yelled, “Action, dammit!” and dove out the way.
This time it looked as though Dolly Sue intended to have the upper hand, and right off she grabbed Wilbur Tubbs by the business end and commenced to showin' him her hot dog eatin' techniques. She had him slammed up against the wall afore he could move and she gobbled him up like she was bein' timed and graded. Damn shame you can't get a scholarship or a grant or somethin’ for this sort of thing, ‘cause that girl was a artist, pure and simple. She never stopped movin', she seemed to have a few more hands than usual, and I'll be switched if I know when she bothered to breathe. I had to remember to blink now and then, and I found myself hoping that June was paying attention and picking up some pointers.
Wilbur took it about as well as any man could; he grabbed the rafters over his head with both hands and just howled. Jerked his hips back and forth, raised up and down on his toes, snapped his head from side to side and looked for all the world like a man who got his whanger caught in a wood chipper and found out he liked it. He didn’t put up with it near as long as she had, it weren’t more than ten minutes afore he grabbed her shoulders, spun her around and over the railing, and proceeded to rebore her proper. Dolly Sue was a’holdin’ on to the railing and pushing back for all she was worth, just a’moanin’ and a’screamin’, and buckin’ and thrashin’, and anybody walkin’ in for the first time woulda thought they was havin’ a murder, although it weren’t too clear which one was doin’ the murderin’. It was a sight to see, I’ll tell you that, and it was all I could not to play along at home, if you know what I mean, Junie was clutching my arm and kinda rubbin’ up against me, ladylike, while she watched ‘em, and poor ol’ Tollie done passed out. The Judge, he was standing perfectly still but he had a shiny sweat all over his face and his eyes looked like if they didn’t get oiled soon they was gonna freeze up. Henry weren’t even tryin’ to dee-rect anymore, they hadn’t paid him the slightest bit of attention yet and I think he realized right off there weren’t anything he could tell ‘em to do that was any more excitin’ then what they was doin’ already; he just sat back on his hams and goggled at ‘em. Only person didn’t seem too affected was Fat Jimmy, bless him, who didn’t miss a lick and kept swapping full tapes for new ones as fast as he could.
Finally we could tell from the screams that they was both rompin’ on home or else having heart attacks. Dolly Sue was buckin’ faster and faster until she suddenly stopped dead, just flat stopped, and stood still and took everything that Wilbur Tubbs could throw at her like she was savin’ up. Wilbur pounded her faster as he slid into his big finish and Dolly Sue hunched her shoulders and pushed back once, hard, and then threw her head back and shrieked this long, happy yell that echoed off the walls and startled the spit out of all of us. Wilbur Tubbs started jackhammering twice as hard as before, which I woulda sworn was impossible and unsafe besides, and then he let out a roar that matched her shriek and they both shuddered into the closest thing to a religious experience that I’ve ever witnessed, and it’ll do ‘til one comes along.
It was a long few minutes of stunned silence after the spasmin’ finally stopped before it occurred to Henry to yell cut, and by then Fat Jimmy had lowered the camera for the first time in four hours and wiped tears from his eyes. June seemed to come back from wherever she had been and she ran over and threw a blanket over Dolly Sue and gave her shoulder a little pat, and then dashed back and grabbed me by the hand and yanked me out of the barn, yellin’ over her shoulder, “We’ll go get some refreshments, y’all just wait there!” I almost fell over myself trying to keep up with her (having a bit more than usual in my jeans to deal with, you understand) and was trying to come up with the right thing to say to deal with whatever had fired her up so hard, when she bust into the kitchen with me right behind and she turned around and started ripping my pants open right there.
About ten minutes later me and Junie, dressed and hair combed, came back out with a load of sammiches and a case of beer. Wilbur Tubbs and Dolly Sue was dressed again, but they was staring at each other like they wanted to get undressed right away. Henry and Fat Jimmy was watching the playback on the little video camera and giving out low hoots, the Judge was sittin’ on a haybale fanning himself with his hat, and Tollie was still out, although it looked like someone had tossed a bucket of water over him. We commenced to handing out beer and vittles and Henry looked up and put on his biggest grin and said, “Friends and neighbors, I think we got us some porno.”
Not much to tell about the rest of the day. Henry and Fat Jimmy insisted on shootin’ some plot, so once he found out the nekkid part was over the Judge threw Tollie in the back of his truck and took him home. Wilbur Tubbs and Dolly Sue seemed content to do anything anyone asked them to, so long as they didn’t have to get more than lunging distance away from each other. Things seemed under control, so after leavin’ a plate piled high with biscuits and ham me and Junie turned in early to take care of a few things we hadn’t finished addressin’ earlier. My Junebug was livelier and louder than usual, and usual was pretty dang good, so since I hadn’t changed any I had to assume that makin’ porno movies agreed with her.
I don’t know how late our film crew was there but all of ‘em was present and more or less awake at church service the next mornin’. Judge Jackson was at the chapel door, glad-handin’ everyone within reach, just like always. He did give me and Junie a wink, though. Tollie’s eyes were glazed but he was there sittin’ with his momma, Fat Jimmy looked like he was ready to start snorin’, but Henry was wide awake to an alarmin’ degree. Dolly Sue and Wilbur Tubbs was nowhere to be seen. I reckon they had some restin’ up to do. After the service Henry run up to me and sez, “Ollie, we got ourselves a tiger by the tail, here!”
I sez, “Two tigers, from the look of it, but I ain’t sure which one’s got which one’s tail.”
“Lawsy, they was somethin’, wasn’t they? Better than watchin’ the circus. I couldn’t have done that in my glory days.”
I sez, “Well, I think Wilbur Tubbs has been savin’ up for a few years, but I know what you’re sayin’. We get enough for a movie?”
Henry sez, “We got a good four hours, so even if we edit it down we’re good. I’d like to get another scene shot, though, most of these movies got at least two scenes.”
We agreed on another shoot next Saturday, which I thought was good ‘cause I wasn’t any too sure I was up to another one of those right away and might need the week to rest up. Henry took off to do some more editin’ and I got back to business.
The next couple days, every time I showed up in town I thought for sure people were staring at me and smilin’. I knew I was bein’ paranoid, no reason to think everybody thought I was a porno-writin’ pervert, but damn if I didn’t feel like I was under serious consideration. Could one of our crew have blabbed?
After maybe half a second I thought, of course they did. That group couldn’t keep a secret from a blind deaf dog, and I was willing to bet that Wilbur Tubbs hadn’t touched the ground yet. But I figgered I was only marginally implicated, since they only got out two lines of my script.
Along about Wednesday Henry rung me up in a panic. “Ollie,” he sez, “we got troubles.”
Him and Fat Jimmy met up with me and Junie that night. “No one’s seen Wilbur Tubbs or Dolly Sue since Saturday night. Ain’t neither one been to work this week, and old lady Tubbs was just fixin’ to call the police and report Wilbur missin’, I had to tell her he was on a pickup run for some parts, be back soon as he could.”
No one asked if Dolly Sue’s aunt noticed her missing; common opinion held that Beatrice Hendricks hadn’t noticed anything since the Truman administration.
Henry sez, “And then today I got this.” He held out a card, and Junie took it. It was pink and scalloped and said “Billy Wenner’s All-Nite Chapel, Raleigh, NC.”
Junie’s hand shot up to touch her lips. “Oh, my,” she sez. When she opened it we all looked at a picture of Wilbur Tubbs and Dolly Sue… Tubbs, I guess, standing in a rinky-dink church in front of a reverend looked like a used-car salesman wearing a choir robe. Scribbled across it was “Thanks for everything! Wilbur and Dolly!” There was little hearts scribbled all over the bottom. “Oh my,” Junie said again. “That’s so sweet! Oh, they look so good together, don’t they?” We all agreed that they did, and that Wilbur Tubbs was an honorable boy.
“But,” Henry sez, “that still leaves us with a problem.”
I sez, “Why? You said we got plenty of footage. What’s the matter, they didn’t sign one of them model releases or something?”
Henry sez, “I wish that was it, we could fix it or fake it. No, I got ahold of the ay-dult video people, and they want to buy our tape. Offered us $10,000 cash money outright, without even lookin’ at it, so I’m bettin’ that once they see it we can jack that up a touch.”
Everybody stood up and cheered and smacked Henry on the back and generally whooped it up for a while, ‘til we noticed that not only wasn’t Henry whooping, he looked downright weepy. He looked up at us and sez, “They want more.”
I sez, “More of Wilbur and Dolly Sue? We could prolly manage that, once we get ahold of them again.”
Henry sez, “No, they want a different couple. They said that they can’t sell a tape of just one sex scene, we gotta have at least two. We need more porno stars.”
Well I tell you, that stumped us. I sat down and thought about who could possibly step up to the plate, so to speak, and I come up empty, and from the look of the other faces in the room they was just as dry. All of the single women I could think of were either too proper to consider it or too shy to manage it or too earthy to look good doin’ it or too innocent to know what to do in the first place. Findin’ a feller didn’t look to be much of a problem, there’s always a boy or a hundred ready to do most anything to get ahold of something soft and sweet, but finding a nice lady who’d get nasty on film was a whole different kettle of filth.
We tossed out ideas, but all of them got shot down right quick, sometimes by the person doin’ the suggestin’. Fat Jimmy asked about trying to hire some actors but we all figured it’d cost too much to be worth it. Henry finally sat back, defeated. “Damn it,” he sez. “’Scuze me, June. For the first time since the war this town’s got something somebody wants to buy, and we can’t see it through. It’s enough to make a body cry. I was all set to use that money to go into production for ourselves. A whole series of ee-rotic mountain porno movies, home-grown and purty. Friends, I was lookin’ at a career.”
Well, that stopped everything, and we all stared at Henry like he’d just admitting to marryin’ a goat.
Fat Jimmy finally said what we was all thinkin’: “You was gonna work, Henry? For a livin’?”
After they left, me and Junie went to bed and lay there for almost an hour, just thinkin’. We started a lot of sentences we didn’t finish, like, “What about… no, she wouldn’t do it,” and “Hey, how about… no, she’s got that harelip.” Finally we just hugged and held each other for a long time.
Junie sez, “It’s a shame about Henry. I never seen him so worked up over anything, not even the time his home-made cheese spread idea fell through.”
I sez, “I know. It’s a damn shame, watching him get that close. And a shame to waste what we already filmed.” I hugged her once more and rolled over to get to sleep. “Wish there was something we could do.”
I was just at the edge of dropping off, just starting to drift away, when I could hear my Junebug’s little voice say real, real quiet, “Mebbe there is.”
We didn’t get any sleep that night, not a bit.
Next mornin’ it only took about ten minutes to convince Henry we was serious and were actually gonna go through with it, and considerable more than that to convince him to go along with Junie’s conditions. He sez, “June, I don’t know how I can film it that way!”
Junie just smiled at him like she would a mental patient and she sez, “Well, I’m afraid you’re just gonna have to learn, Henry. You’re young, you got time” We left him and Fat Jimmy arguing over the details and we stepped on over to Hattie’s for some breakfast. As soon as we left Henry’s place June looked at me all nervous-like and asked me again if we were doing the right thing.
I sez, “Well, neither one of us got family close enough to care what they think. The worst that could happen is that we’d be run out of town for being smutmongers and burned at the stake at the county line. Or we’ll just get the cold shoulder for a few decades, until we save an orphan from a burnin’ building or something. Or, most likely, no one’ll ever find out and it’ll be our secret. You remember what Henry said, they make thousands of these type videos and it ain’t like there’s a thrivin’ ay-dult supply shop ‘round here, so prolly no one we know will ever see it. No one’ll ever know.
We walked into Hattie’s and sat down at the counter just in time for her to bustle over to us and say, real excited-like, “You two really gonna be in Henry’s movie?”
Over the next two days we found out exactly how easy it was to keep a secret in Hinch Hill. We also found out a lot of things about our neighbors that we could have lived long and happy lives without ever needin’ to know. Wilhemina Brown from the hairdresser’s told Junie all about how to shave “down there, like the pornie stars do” and how long she had been doin’ it. herself. Steve Jr. caught up with me in the hardware store and told me he had an interestin’ cream he made hisself out of bear grease and tallow that was guaranteed to keep a man upright for a solid winter’s day. I thanked him kindly and told him I was gonna use the ancient Chinese secrets I had learned during my sojourn in Tee-bet, but I really appreciated his input. June had to leave her Garden Club meetin’ early because every woman there wanted to know exactly what she had to do and for how long, and every one of them had something their own men always wanted them to do and they all wanted to complain about it at considerable length. Junie told me later in confidence that husbandry bedroom antics wasn‘t exactly an uncommon Garden Club topic, but this time she was getting’ a lot more detail that she was happy with and that after hearing a few choice words from Jenny Brady she would never again be able to look Luke Brady or his horse in the eye again.
For the first time in my life, I noticed women noticin’ me. In a good way, I mean. Well, in a “checking out the livestock” way, I mean. Some of them was married women.
Friday night at supper Junie confessed she’d been having second thoughts, especially after Granny Hopkins, her old grade school teacher, came up to her in the grocery store and asked her if she was gonna be on the box cover. Junie sez, “Honey, I love you, and I know this was my idea, but I got to tell you I am scared.” I held her and told her I loved her and that she didn’t have to do nuthin’ she didn’t want to, and that helped a little. Good thing to tell a woman any time, in my opinion. We talked some more and argued over whether or not we should do anything the night before (I felt we should, to make sure everything was in working order; she took the opposing position that we should abstain, like athletes do) (she won) and then turned in for what I personally believe was the longest night ever recorded since God said, “Turn on the light.”
Saturday morning Henry and Fat Jimmy showed up after breakfast. They didn’t come roarin’ in this time, which was a blessing because June looked skittish as a newborn colt. They both sat down to coffee and treated her just like always, which helped.
Henry laid his hat down on the table and looked up at both of us. He sez, “Well? You gonna do it?”
Me and June kinda glanced at each other, and I saw just a touch of fear in her eyes. Well, I weren’t surprised, so I sez, “No, I’m afraid we ain’t,” but at the same time Junie sez real loud, “Yes! Yes we are!” Henry and Fat Jimmy seemed confused but I ignored them and asked her, “Honey? You sure?”
This time when I looked I still saw that fear in her eyes, but I also seen me a look I hadn’t seen so strong since our courtin’ days. She stepped closer and took my hands. Without lookin’ away from her, I sez, “Git your camera, Jimmy.”
Junie kept looking straight at me and sez, “Henry? You ‘member what I said?” Henry plainly did, and he didn’t look none too happy about it, neither. He twisted his hat in both hands while he backed slowly out of the room, like a youngun’ been told to go to sleep when he don’t wanna go.
“But June,” he sez, kinda whiny. “How’m I s’posed to dee-rect you if I can’t see what you’re doin’?”
She stepped into my arms and kissed me real gentle on the mouth. “I think we can prolly figger out what goes where.”
When we talked about it before, we decided that letting someone film us in our own bedroom was a mite too personal, and since we were getting’ kinda old to be doin’ it on tile floors and hangin’ from towel racks and such, we’d go with the family room. We fell on the couch together while Fat Jimmy scooted along behind us. Thinking about it beforehand I had been worried that having somebody watchin’ me would take the core out of my pickle, but it turned out it didn’t slow me down in the least. Wasn’t like Fat Jimmy was really watchin’, ‘cause I couldn’t see his eyes behind the camera, and I wasn’t lookin’ his way anyway ‘cause Junie was all I could look at just then. My Junebug is beautiful to me no matter what she’s doin’, and if she happens to be unbuttonin’ my shirt while I’m looking at her than so much the better. I kissed her gentle-like along her neck, something she usually goes for, but she wasn’t havin’ none of that today. She done grabbed my ears and kissed me like she was tryin’ to get licorice outta my teeth, so I shoved my hands inside her dress to catch up. She was breathin’ fast and her breath was hot and she couldn’t get my clothes off fast enough to please her so I stood up and let my overalls hit the floor while she skinnied out of her dress and pulled me back down. I think I heard Fat Jimmy gasp when she done that but I only remembered it later, I was too busy now tryin’ not to get hurt. Junie slid both her hands between us and grabbed onto me and made my eyes cross, and then all of a sudden she let go and pulled me down hard on top of her while she yelled past my shoulder. “Git outta here, Henry!” she yelled. She shuffled a bit to where I was completely covering her. “Quit peepin’ through our winders or I’ll call the po-lice on you, you see if I don’t!”
All I could see was June’s shoulder and the pattern on the couch cushion, but I could hear Henry’s voice comin’ from outside. “But I got to be able to see! Why cain’t I see? Jimmy can see, why cain’t I?”
“You keep this up, I won’t let you see any of it ‘til you pay for it like everybody else! Go on, git!”
We waited ‘til we heard him crunchin’ away down the driveway before we got back to business. I had temporarily lost my handle, but Junie just eased me back on the couch and bent over me with that smile she always uses. She said she reckoned she could bring the big feller back and it was true, he was a’comin’ up to meet her halfway. I tried to ignore Fat Jimmy movin’ around for a better angle and just concentrated on the intoxicatin’ site of my pretty wife openin’ her pretty mouth and…
The phone rang, and I’m afraid I took the Lord’s name in vain, four or five times at least. Junie twisted around and picked up with one hand while she kept on tuggin’ at me with the other. Now we’ve been interrupted aforetimes, and any other time I might’ve been able to continue like that, but it would take a better man than me to stay focused while his wife is yellin’ into a phone and a sweating man looks like Junior Samples with a video camera is pokin’ it over my head for a bird’s eye view. It didn’t help none that the madder Junie got, the tighter she tugged on me, and Fat Jimmy’s breath was causing me to have grave concerns over his health. Suddenly I had a new appreciation for what porn stars had to do every day.
“Yes, we are filming it right now, and you are interruptin’! No, I will not tell you about it. No, I will not tell you what I am wearin’! We’re in the middle, Margaret, and you’re breakin’ my mood!” She slammed the phone down and turned back to me and Jimmy, still fumin’. “Don’t believe the nerve of some people, think they can just call you up whenever they please. I’m sorry honey, where were we?”
Fat Jimmy pipes up, “You was about to do that thing on him, Miss June.”
June beamed at him. “Yes, I surely was. Thank you, Jimmy.” And she bent down over me again. I could feel her lips slipping over my…
It was the doorbell, this time, and this time it was June what started cussin’. Not because I didn’t want to, but I was busy biting my forearm through to the bone. June stormed right over to the door, naked as a jaybird, threw it open, and yelled, “Henry, if you don’t AAAAAAGH!” She slammed the door shut and dove behind the recliner, trying to cover herself with the slipcover.
I sez, “Baby, what is it? Delivery? Girl scouts? Them God people?”
“Garden club.”
It was, too. They started cooing in the winders, “Junie?” “Is we interruptin’?” “We wanted to see how the movie’s coming along.” “Looks like you’re losing your tan early this year, June.” “Who-all’s in there? Can we come in?” “You gonna take it up the bee-hind, Junie?” “Don’t let him get in your bee-hind, June, that’s the devil’s work!”
June stood up behind the recliner and gave me a sad look, and Fat Jimmy lowered his camera and looked away. She sez, “I’m real sorry honey, Jimmy, but I cain’t do this,” and she grabbed her dress and ran upstairs. Me, I just sat there on the couch, my co-star floppin’ over on my leg and wonderin’ what happened, while outside five old ladies tried to offer porno advice through the mail slot.
Henry showed up later that afternoon, angry and hurt because he had heard that we let the Garden Club watch. He wasn’t any happier when we told him the truth. “Now what am I gonna do? I’m ruined,” he sez. “I even bought one of them dee-rector’s chairs at K-Mart, and now I gotta take it back.” He sighed a deep sigh. “My dream is over.”
June had come back downstairs, dressed and neat and calm, and made Fat Jimmy give her the tapes he made. “I’m real sorry, everybody. But while I really don’t have anything against helping you make your porno movie, I cain’t bear the thought of everyone in town thinkin’ I’m a slut.” I started to say something but she shushed me and sez, “Yeah, Ollie, they do. For three days I hain’t been able to walk down the street without someone askin’ me if’n I swallered or let it dribble. They just won’t shut up about it, and I think I would go plumb crazy if everyone in town knew all about what I did and how I acted and what I sounded like. I’d never hear the end of it. I’m sorry about your dream, Henry.”
Henry stood up, bowed to June, and sez, “Miss June, there is nothing in the world so important to me that’s worth your dignity or your reputation. I will go on searchin’ for someone else to be in my movie, because that way I can keep you as my friend.” Well I’ll tell you, that was the purtiest thing anybody’s ever heard Henry Vanderkin say, and Junie just fell all over him because of it. Fat Jimmy chimed in and said him too, and got a kiss on the cheek. They packed up the equipment and left, which left me and June settin’ on the couch alone. We sat there for a long time, just settin’, until it got dark.
Next mornin’ at church everyone seemed to be buzzin’ about somethin’ that we weren’t privy to. Lots of little groups of people would mutter back and forth, and then look over at us, and then split up and reform into different little groups and mutter some more. Me and Junie just stared straight ahead the whole time and paid more attention to the Sunday sermon than I think we ever have. I even remember parts of it. I stroked Junie’s arm and whispered to her to try and settle her down, but I could feel her getting’ her dander up and knowin’ her as I do I was afraid of where it’d let fly.
When we left the service, we walked out of the chapel into a crowd scene. Pretty near the entire town of Hinch Hill, population 2,316 last census, was a’waitin’ for us outside. Me and Junie stopped and looked around, and Margaret Kempsey (you know, the librarian? ) stepped forward.
“Oliver, June, we all want you to know that we’re sorry for the way we acted. Henry done told us what you said, and we’re real sorry you got the impression you did.”
Wilhemina pushed her way out in front of us and sez, “That’s right! And we’re not looking down on you for wantin’ to be in a ee-rotic movie! I dunno about everybody else, but I’m… I’m kinda jealous. I’d love for millions of men to want to touch me.”
Junie’s Garden Club ladies all gathered around her like hens. “We’re so very sorry, dear!” “That’s right!” “We support our members in all their endeavors, no matter what branch of the arts they choose!” “Just don’t let him get in your bee-hind, that’s all I’m saying…” “You go, dearie. We’re right here with you.”
Everybody else just sorta crowded around and let us know in no uncertain terms that any kinda porno movie we wanted to make was all right with them, and me and Junie laughed and cried and hugged everybody we could get to. It was a beautiful moment, and one I’d like to see on a greetin’ card, it was that good. Finally Granny Hopkins stepped out of the crowd and hugged June and said, “Junie, you always was the brightest star in this town. You go make us proud.”
June looks up over the crowd and spots Henry standing under a tree, looking proud fit to bust. “Henry,” she sings out, “git over here! We got us a porno to make!” Everybody cheered and picked us up over their shoulders and marched us around the churchyard three times afore they let us down next to our truck. Junie had that fierce-hungry-loving look in her eyes again, and they gave me great hopes for the immediate future. Henry and Fat Jimmy and Tollie and the Judge pulled up alongside, and we all drove back to the barn in high style a’tootin’ our horns while the crowd kept on cheering behind us.
What happened? Well, about a week later Wilbur and Dolly Sue Tubbs showed up, still holding on tight to one another and looking all starry-eyed and in love. Still are, and now there’s a little Tubbs on its way. They gonna call it John Holmes Tubbs, if’n it’s a boy, and Linda Lovelace Tubbs if’n it’s a girl. Call me sentimental, but I think it’s fittin’.
Our movie come out, called “Mountain Maids,” and became a minor sensation amongst the smut-lovin’ crowd even though there wasn’t a single mountain appearing in the whole thing. Ay-dult Video Reviews gave us four A’s, and Dolly Sue got more offers from other movie companies than you can shake a stick at. One reviewer called her “the wildest thing to hit California since the Great Quake, and twice as exciting.” She turned ‘em all down, sayin’ she was retired from the bizness. Henry still has hopes he can coax her back for a reunion tape.
Henry did in fact did use the money to start up a production company for home-made mountain movies; he called it “Chicken-Fried Porn.” He bought his own camera and some lights, put Fat Jimmy on the payroll and even paid one of the Thomas kids to build him up a web site. He’s hopin’ to put out at least ten titles a year, so he tells me, and he wants me to whomp out some more scripts. I don’t know why, he ain’t touched the first one yet. Either way, it looks like Hinch Hill finally has an industry to call its own. Already Henry’s got more new local porno stars than he knows what to do with and he’s taken to walking around town wearing a white seersucker suit and wraparound sunglasses. I think he’s got himself a ways to go afore he’ll be mistaken for that Orson Wells, but around here he looks real Hollywood.
Me and Junie are together and always will be. She was surprised and real flattered she got nominated for “Best New Talent” over Dolly Sue, but we both think that Henry was robbed over not gettin’ nominated for “Best Non-Sex Performance” (we left that part in where he was outside a’whinin’ and bitchin’ that first time, and the part later on he got his feet tangled up in June’s undies and whanged his head off the coffee table). Henry’s already asked us to do the sequel, so we’re starting to walk a little every day and swim more to tone up a little. Once you’re a star, you got certain responsibilities.
Oh, how did our scene go? Well friend, I reckon you should just go buy it and find out, you think?
-------------------------
For those sick, sick people who are interested in such things (or who think that the more pages of original stuff, the better the value), here’s some thoughts about all the weird crap you just read.
Found: One Dildo
Based on a true story. Seriously.
Are You Sexy Enough?
Written early on in Hoot Island history because all the newsstand magazines had sexually explicit, neurosis-inducing quizzes designed specifically to make their readers feel wholly inadequate and in scrambling need of those same magazines’ sage sexual advice, and we felt left out. Sadly, it turned out that Hoot Island’s readership was a self-selecting bunch of informed sexual dynamos, which is great for society in general but lousy for advertising campaigns, so we had to make do with funny sex.
How Was Your Service?
An actual conversation, as near as I could remember it. It would be more accurate but she gets really annoyed at me when I take notes in bed, especially when I start correlating my data, making charts and calling in control groups.
An Unsigned Love Letter Stuffed in a Locker
This has gone through several name changes and is one of the two strangest things I’ve ever written (the other being a hilarious x-rated X-Files parody that I’m not stupid enough to reprint here, as I have a keen interest in keeping my own house), both of which were written with my heterosexual life-mate Dave adding every other line. I’m taking the byline, though, so nyah.
Make Mine Vanilla
Written after some friends complained they just didn’t feel perverted anymore, what with bondage gear being sold in the mall and piercing parties popping up in the local Kiwanis clubs.
Self-Paced Course
Written just so I could give a character a rubber vagina. I’ve always wanted to.
ASK MISS DILDO
Self-explanatory, really. What’s funny about this one-shot article is how many e-mails I continue to get, years later, addressed to her.
Sex in the Suburbs
It’s a lot easier to parody pop culture than it is to create something true and insightful, and I’m an easy-going kind of guy. My only problem is when pop culture comes up with something so tacky and ridiculous that a parody is almost impossible, i.e. the FOX network.
Valentine’s For One
While I admire and recommend Betty Dodson’s classic how-to manual Sex for One: The Joy of Self-Loving, I couldn’t help noticing it skipped the romantic side of the relationship. Every loving relationship needs a romantic side.
Sex au Jus
Originally written for an erotic short story collection called Meat: Tales of Lust, Appetite, and 100% Grade A Beef from Suspect Thoughts Press. I got the request to let it be a featured story on Erotica-Readers.com the same day I got the rejection letter from the anthology, which caused an interesting sort of flattered anguish that I’ve yet to duplicate.
How to Bag a Supermodel
Another of the many “how-to” articles for which Hoot Island is known and feared the world over. It works, though.
POV
I wrote a column comparing Romance Novels vs. Porn (they’re a lot more alike than you’d think, although the romance covers tend to have fewer mentions of “Hot and Horny Neighbors”) and while I was writing it, this is what else came out.
Chapter and Perverse
Originally appeared as an article for CleanSheets.com and was reprinted in their anthology book, From Porn to Poetry (Samba Mountain Press, 2001). I feel so damn literary I feel like smoking a dog while standing next to a big pipe, or something. The version that appears here has been enlarged somewhat.
Jim Jackson, Clitoris Hunter
Oddly enough, this was written before I started watching the show it’s based on. It shows. For anyone keeping score this is also the only thing I’ve ever written that includes non-consensual sex (of a sort), but I think it works. I want to see it filmed, or performed live, ideally in outdoor theater.
MOOP BEEP BEEP, My Baby
I’ve gotten the stock writer’s question: “Where do you get your ideas?” And I’ve given the stock writer’s answers: “K-Mart.” “Stealing them from smaller, weaker writers.” “Alka Seltzer suppositories. No, really.” The reality is that I get them while driving. Nothing like long highway drives with nothing but a commercial-heavy radio station keeping you company to get those creative juices flowing. This came to me all of a piece and I had to steer with my knee while I wrote it down while trying not to plow into the Chevy Tracker in front of me. Take it as a warning: I’m prepared to let others on the road suffer for my art.
6 Nights of CRRRRRRAPPY Sex
The book 101 Nights of Grrreat Sex by Laura Corn sat on a shelf in our upstairs bathroom for about three months. It occurred to me that with the number of Make Your Love Life Even Better Than It Realistically Can Be books out there, there was a real danger of everyone becoming so preternaturally skilled at the amatory arts that the whole sticky business would become boring. And that means there’s a market opening coming along, which I am prepared to plug.
Do You Want to Play “Questions?”
Does this need explanation? Would you believe it if I told you?
Happy Fucking Easter
I’ve gotten quite a few questions over the years asking how autobiographical my stories are, and all I can say is: I love reading mail.
Are You and Your Genitals Sexually Compatible?
In 2000 I was contacted to write monthly articles for a new magazine, Xtreme, which was supposed to be sort of a British version of Maxim, which is sort of an American version of FHM. This quiz appeared in their first issue, right after an ad for Lap Dance UK and right before an interview with Mistress Steelfist, a dominatrix who used her martial arts skills to beat the crap out of her paying customers. I’m afraid I must have brought the tone of the magazine down; there was never a second issue.
Truth in Seduction
A one-act playlet written from the point of view of someone who skipped the dating scene entirely.
Gender Bending
I’m willing to bet I could start up encounter groups to do this sort of thing and charge thousands of dollars a pop. If people are willing to pay to crawl out of a giant inflatable vagina, half-suffocated and exhausted, they’d pay for this.
You May Now Kiss the Brides
Written for Clean Sheets when I was editing their non-fiction section and desperately needed an article before deadline. Vermont had just voted to allow civil unions; this seemed to be the obvious next step. Come to think of it, “desperation in the face of deadline” also explains everything I’ve ever written. And my honeymoon.
Take the Bukkake Challenge!
Saw a commercial one night, started giggling hysterically and reaching blindly for the keyboard. My family is used to this.
Stop Saying “Sucks”
This is a personal crusade that I feel strongly about. As soon as I get matching funds I plan to start running PSAs on radio and television to go along with my comprehensive billboard and bus stop sign campaign. Next will be the handouts in high schools. Look for it to be a hot-button topic in this year’s elections!
Boutique Encounter, or Why I Hate Writing in Second Person
Every writing manual will tell you to avoid writing in second person. This is why.
The Perils of Being a Sex Writer
The best part about writing funny articles for other web sites (this was another Clean Sheets article) is that I can wait a few months and use them as columns on my site when I’m too lazy to write a new one. I can even put them in books!
A Tall Tail
You’ve already seen the explanation for this one. All I can add is that the entire time I was writing it, I was cackling with glee at what Raymond’s face would look like when he read it, completely failing to consider the inevitable retaliation. I’m still not ready to talk about that yet.
World’s Greatest Gang Bang IV
This was written with the intention of performing it as an audio recording, with sound effects and everything, but fell through due to a lousy PC sound card. Someday…
MY PENIS IS…
Can’t you see this on a poster? With Ziggy looking happily into his shorts? Some days I can’t see anything else.
Guess Your Fetish
Written after I found a copy of Encyclopedia of Unusual Sex Practices by Brenda Love, which I highly recommend as great reading material for long bus rides or while waiting to appear before a Senate sub-committee.
Porn Drinking Game
Well, someone had to write one. With the help of CafePress.com I even made a ceramic stein with the rules printed on the sides, and as soon as I decide to take up drinking I’m gonna be all set.
All We Want for Christmas Is…
Yeah, it’s a joke. Ha ha! What a lark! Ha ha ha! No one would ever be that desperate for oral sex, ha ha! Just… read it again? Please?
Hey Kids! Sex Survey!
Just that. I love filling out surveys. You should have seen what I did with the Census.
My New Year’s Resolutions
And with firm resolve and an indomitable iron will, I broke every single one of them, often during the same sporting event.
What It Was, Was Porno
Remember those long highway drives I mentioned? One day I popped in an old cassette of Andy Griffith doing his standup routines, and then I couldn’t stop thinking of this story for weeks before I got it all written down. Writing isn’t always a way to inspire or entertain or teach others. Sometimes it’s because your head is so full you have to dump it out on paper so there’s room for other thoughts, like when to eat, your children’s names, and what time you’re supposed to be at work. For best effect, have someone Southern read this to you.
-------------------------
Chris Bridges is younger than the mayfly and older than the hills, but he still gets carded.