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About this project 



The Premise, Project News, Story Notes, Future Volumes. 
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Book Premise 
This book is a collection of stories told by a 25 year old male Charles to his female
        friend Lisa. The order in which you read them is not important; feel free to skip around.
        (For the curious, here are some alternate sequences for reading
            these stories). 
After most of the stories are brief dialogues between Lisa and the main character
        (Charles) about the previous story. These "erotic interludes" are philosophical in nature
        and can be read separately or skipped altogether. (They are short though). 
The stories in Volume 1 and 2 cover a wide range of erotic experiences; The goal is both
        titillation and reflection. Each story was written at a different point of my life and
        provides a snapshot of one man's erotic imagination over a 20 year period. Is it typical?
        Who knows! Everyone has interesting and compelling erotic experiences and fantasies. But few
        people take the time to write them down. Maybe reading this work will help you to understand
        why your own sexual fantasies are so compelling—whether they are satisfying or
        frustrating. People read erotica not to learn about the author's fantasies but to have a
        deeper understanding of their own. 
Dedication. As strange as it sounds to be saying this, I
        remain grateful for my mother for financial support during the last two years when I was
        putting both volumes (and other ebooks) together. No, I haven't told her about the subject
        matter, but she has been generally supportive of my publishing ventures and tolerant of my
        single-minded devotion to them. She gave me a lot of breathing space to pursue this passion
        project. I couldn't ask for anything more. She probably wouldn't have appreciated the
        stories for what they are, but she instilled in me a deep love for reading, a skeptical
        approach to living and appreciation of the importance of empathy in whatever we do. Thanks,
        Mom! 
Story Notes for Volume 2 
References to Existential Smut 1.
        Some of the Interludes refer to stories which appeared in Volume 1. None of these references
        are that important, but here is a list for your information. 
	What happens to the protagonist in Germs after the girl goes to Germany?
                        (Germs appeared in Volume 1). 

	"… to the man who buys condoms from the convenience store" (The
                        Kinkiest Thing You Can Imagine appears in Volume 1).



Psyche's Revenge. Almost every bit of this story is a
        sexual fantasy. A decade after I wrote it I made a connection to an earlier event in my life
        which affected me very much. I once pursued a very beautiful woman who was utterly
        inscrutable to me at the time. Her personality always seemed to be different; at times she
        could be charming or profound; at other times she could be rude or cruel. I was at a loss to
        explain what was going on or whether she even cared about me. Eventually I walked away from
        that mess, but I have spent years wondering about why she acted the way she did and why she
        treated me so horribly. Ultimately I decided that something in her past had traumatized her
        and nothing I did or said could have made it better. I had been just a bystander who saw
        vague outlines of trauma. My biggest mistake had been trying too hard to get her to open up
        to me. I had wanted to be her rescuer (or psychologist), but she had probably regarded my
        zealousness as controlling (or even abusive). Instead, I should have just accepted the way
        she was and waited until she came to me (even if that day might never come). This woman
        didn't want to be understood by me at the time, and I failed to realize or accept that. 
Notable Nonseductions. By some extraordinary coincidence,
        I happened to see Tammy (not her real name!) speaking on live TV on CNN in 2021. Her
        appearance was totally random and related to a current event; certainly she is not famous.
        But the minute or two I saw her convinced me it was definitely her, and she seems to have
        led an interesting and productive life. She probably doesn't remember me, but I wish her the
        best. 
Inside the Nun's Dormitory. This story is totally a
        figment of my imagination. But during college I actually dated a girl who lived in a nun's
        dormitory, and I could never go inside (though I did visit the lobby once to make a
        telephone call). 

        Coming Attractions. When porn movies were being sold or
        rented as videocassettes in the 1980s and 1990s, these cassettes would usually include two
        minute long trailers to other porn movies. Intended mainly to showcase the faces and bodies
        of the performers, these trailers were campy, gross and often hilarious. You can read my
        thoughts on porn in my Notes on Cafe Flesh essay . 
The Statue. I started writing this story during one lazy
        evening in Ukraine. The premise of the story seemed ludicrous (though delicious); that is
        why I put the story aside and didn't return to it until nine years later. When I did, it
        went off in several unexpected directions. At the time I was taking care of my sick dad and
        painfully aware of how quickly the perception of time dissolves as the end approaches. (But
        this was a fun and magical story to write, and once a reader contacted me to say,
            "The Statue was amazing. I skipped lunch to read it.") I did not
        know this until months after finishing this story, but actually there is a strange subgenre
        of erotic fiction called "Petrification," about people being turned into statues. Who could
        have ever imagined that? 
The Telephone Call. This was the second of two erotic
        stories I wrote while living in a war-torn European country. When the fighting started, I
        had to leave the country suddenly without the manuscripts and belongings. I'm forever
        grateful to E.S. for rescuing these stories and sending them back to me in the United
        States. 
Supersex 3000. For me the most noteworthy thing about
        this story is that I wrote it in 1994. I was still in my twenties and had no idea about the
        Internet or immersive video games. But I was very familiar with the Holodeck from "Star Trek
        Next Generation," (and the "Frame of Mind" episode in Season 6 really blew my mind). By that
        time I had probably already read William Gibson's Neuromancer. Prose
        has the advantage of leaving it unclear who is doing the dreaming and who is being dreamed
        about. 
Gift for a Spanish Beauty. I just made up the book title,
            300 Secret Techniques of Cunnilingus as a joke, but I am happy to
        report that there are several ebooks for sale with similar goals. I picked up the
        illustrated no-nonsense ebook Cunnilingus: Better oral sex by Ian
        Bendtsen and thought it was great. 
Eros is a Small Dark Circle. I wrote this story in the
        early 1990s—well before the rise of digital cameras and the Internet. When I wrote it,
        I had an inkling that erotic images could be shared on computer networks; I just had no idea
        that it would happen within a decade! During the 1980s and 1990s, it was easy to find
        sexually explicit magazines at neighborhood convenience stores. Generally these magazines
        featured softcore photo shoots and various articles about porn movies. For some reason, the
        publisher would cover offending parts of photos with black circles, causing adult magazines
        from that time period to be littered with dark circles. That practice was ludicrous and
        infuriating (and ultimately futile), but also vaguely poetic. During that time of my life I
        bought old art history books, cut out beautiful paintings of nude women (from Titian to
        Picasso) and stuck them at various places on my bedroom wall. At some point I also started
        cutting out lovely photos from adult magazines and started sticking them there as well. For
        a short while my wall was cluttered with all kinds of lovely breasts and female eyes.
        Amazingly, in 2023 I did a long interview with David Steinberg (read it online
            here). Steinberg is a writer and fine arts erotic photographer who talks about
        his methods for making a good erotic photo. 
 Given that the ebook already contains classic art for interior illustrations, one might
        ask why the paintings named in this story weren't also included. Several reasons. First, it
        would make an already big ebook file bigger (and some ebook distributors charge extra fees
        depending on file size). Second, some of these paintings have visual details which wouldn't
        render well on smaller ebook displays. Third, the story juxtaposes descriptions of fake
        pornographic images with descriptions of actual paintings, and so it wouldn't make sense to
        include some images but not others. (By the time you read this, I suppose it will be
        possible to generate realistic-looking versions of these pornographic descriptions, so maybe
        that won't be a permanent obstacle). Finally, it's rare that pornographic images or any
        image are described with actual words. It's more vivid (and poignant) to hear descriptions
        of these images than to see the images themselves. 
 I have already mentioned Ingres' Raphael and La
            Fornarina painting in my essay on Cafe Flesh. I have been
        obsessed with the painting for a long time. For a while it was the main image on the web
        page to represent this story project. 
At the time I wrote this story I had just seen the 1936 American film, the Great
            Ziegfeld. It's a marvelous Depression-era musical with lavish art deco sets.
        The most impressive thing about it is the eight minute song and dance medley involving a
        giant wedding cake, lots of steps and pretty girls and the song "A Pretty Girl is Like a
        Melody." 

        Initiations. This story began with a premise: what would
        happen if some smart and well-behaved teenagers were presented with an opportunity to
        explore their sexuality away from the watchful eyes of
        parents?
    

         The story ends at a point when Lily feels that she is past the age where
        she can have a sexual adventure for its own sake. I'm not sure that would be called
        "growth." She seems wistful about that single evening of sexual experimentation from her
        past where rules were improvised and anything seemed possible. But she was young; perhaps
        there was still time for her sexual attitudes to evolve. 
This is one of the only stories I wrote which actually mentions the characters' racial or
        ethnic background. A few years ago I read a provocative essay about how Caucasian authors in
        the U.S. tended to write characters of indeterminate race or ethnicity, and that got me
        thinking about why I did that too. As it happens, I attended an all-male (and mostly
        Caucasian) religious high school, so I really did not come in contact with many females or
        people from different ethnic backgrounds. It seemed important that this story include more
        diversity than what I actually encountered during my teenage years. 
Important Questions about Erotica. Strangely, I prepared
        this essay after someone invited me to give a talk about erotic fiction to a book group of
        mostly retired people. Two days before the talk, the event was inexplicably cancelled. This
        was just as well because I probably would have been uncomfortable talking about such topic
        to a group of people who probably had more sexual experiences than I did. If invited to give
        the talk today, I could probably do it—focusing on technique and the pitfalls of
        writing erotic fiction. Even on that topic I might not be the best person. Some people
        fervently write erotica day after day. For me even when I was actively writing these kinds
        of stories, I considered myself (at best) an erotica writer only 40% of the time. Sure,
        writing these stories taught me a lot and led to interesting aesthetic possibilities, but at
        this point, I'm much more excited at the idea of reading other people's erotic fiction than
        writing my own. 
Lusty Bibliophile Book Reports 
 Starting in 2025, I will publish occasional book reports about erotic fiction I have been
        reading. I expect to publish these book reports every three months for the next ten years.
        These book reports won't be too analytical or critical, just short and breezy things about
        books old and new. Check the book's website at 
            ripemangotaketwo.com
        website for how to be informed about the latest book reports. This website also
        contains more about how this crazy story project came about and what things I have been
        discovering after Volume 2 was published. 
 Later in 2025, the 
            ripemangotaketwo.com
        website will feature the Annual Lusty Bibliophile Book
            List. This is an annotated list of interesting and/or notable books of
        sexually explicit fiction or nonfiction books about sex written during a particular year
        (starting with the year 2024). If you want  ideas about things to read, check it out.
        (By the way, if you know of an ebook which you think deserves to belong on this annual list,
        feel free to drop me a line using the website's contact form.) 
Project News 
It seems strange to report that the ebook for Existential Smut 1 has
        been blocked (censored) by the largest ebook store in the world and the second largest ebook
        distributor in the United States. This really caught me offguard. (For more, check out my
        essay "How to Be Offensive" at 
            ripemangotaketwo.com
        website.) This has created practical difficulties for me and this project. It is now
        substantially more difficult (and expensive) to promote or advertise the ebook. All authors
        struggle with the question of how much time and money to invest in promoting a creative
        work. For me the effort to promote it is an even bigger challenge. If you are a fan of this
        ebook and have a way to spread the word about it, I'd appreciate anything you can do. 
Having the ebook blocked has made it more difficult to sell online. I remain grateful for
        the online booksellers who have been willing to sell the ebook without hassles. I always
        intended to keep the cost of these ebooks fairly modest, but now the Ripe Mango 
        Take Two 
        Press website allows visitors to download the
        ebook(s) for free. The download page also includes a DONATE button if you'd like to support
        the project in a more tangible way. 
The first two volumes included long essays about author Marco Vassi and the 1982 movie Cafe Flesh. I am
        grateful for David Steinberg who corrected some biographical mistakes in my Vassi essay. In
        2023 I did a long interview with Steinberg about Marco Vassi and his work as a fine arts
        erotic photographer. To read the full interview on the Ripe
            Mango 
        Take Two 
        Press website, just follow this
            link. 
I wrote almost all the stories for the first two volumes 15-30 years ago. About 40-50% of
        the interludes were written at least a decade after the original story. 
After volume 2, I am unsure about what to do next. Frankly, I am getting weary of writing
        things under a pseudonym and want to start publishing more conventional things under my real
        name. Plans to do future volumes rested on the assumption that they could be sold at most
        major ebook stores. I've since learned that the rules for publishing sexually explicit
        material are vague and inconsistently applied. The 2nd largest ebook distributor in the
        world actually blocked Existential Smut 1 ebook because it claimed that
        the cover showed a bare buttock. Never mind that the cover was designed by a renowned
        surrealist artist or that the buttock outline was so dark and shadowy that one needed a
        magnifying glass to see it or that the figure was no more explicit than what a ten year old
        might see at a local art museum, the sad fact is that distributors treat ebooks by indie
        publishers with a lot more suspicion than they do for ebooks by established publishers. I
        never expected to be fighting censorship battles in the 21st century. Other authors have
        offered advice about how to disguise your book to slip past the corporate censors, but that
        is not the point. 
Contributing a Story. In one interlude Lisa is challenged
        to write her own erotic story. Then I thought, maybe I should include actual stories by
        female authors? I contacted a few accomplished female authors and plan to publish their
        contributions in Existential Smut 3. I wrote all the
        stories in Existential Smut 1 and 2, but Volumes 3 and beyond will contain mostly contributions by other
        authors (of any gender). If you have a story you think might be good for a later volume,
        check the Submissions page at 
            ripemangotaketwo.com
         to learn more. Given my difficulties persuading ebook distributors to sell volume 1,
        it's hard to predict when future volumes will be released. 

        Ask a Question or Make a Comment.Send to hapaxlegomenon@fastmailbox.net (or find the latest contact
        information on the website). Occasionally I share comments or questions by readers on the
        book's website, but I never identify the commenter's name (It will run anonymously or with
        your initials.) If you'd prefer that your comment remain private, just include the phrase
        "Private—not to be published" in your message. Thanks. 
Existential Smut 2
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Coming Attractions 



A trailer for a porn movie parodies a well-known story for children. 
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Press play—a zippy disco tune begins, followed by the face of a bearded,
        ferocious-looking man. Who dares disturb the Wonderful Wizard of Lust? Switch to frightened
        face of a teenage girl in braids and miniskirt. You're no wizard, she says. Just a very bad
        man! And you're a bad girl, the man says, grabbing at her butt and giving it a spank. Ripe
        Mango Take Two Productions presents the movie hailed by critics as this decade's hottest.
        Starring the new teen sensation, Jody Garland (shown stuffing a cock in her mouth and
        holding back her hair for the camera), Penthouse Pet also voted Best
        New Actress of 1984 by Adult Film World. Why are you called munchkins?
        she asks with mock innocence to four men on their knees. It's easier if we show you, says
        one of them. Change to all four kissing a different part of her body while an erect penis
        ejaculates on her face. Also starring—I want those glass slippers!—Terri Hall,
        as the Wicked Witch of the West, whose desires, needless to say, are a little unusual.
        Dorothy, she announces, I have two dildos for you today. One for your pussy and one for
        your ass. But I'm a virgin, Dorothy cries. I'm a virgin!
A model house dangles from a string in imitation of a tornado's whirl, and the same girl
        lies unruffled in bed sighing. If only my boyfriend would come I wouldn't be a virgin
        anymore, she says, sliding her hand underneath her skirt. Is this the way to the wizard? she
        asks a tall boy dressed up as a scarecrow. I need to reach Kansas by evening. I wouldn't
        mind seeing this wizard myself, the Scarecrow Boy says. Maybe he could teach me how to give
        a girl head. Well, I'm a girl, Dorothy replies, can I help? Cut to boy nuzzling her private
        parts while she gives a distorted laugh—oooh, yeah!—pretending to be awash with
        orgasms—oooh, yeah!—laughing at the camera. And our Dorothy meets other friends
        along the way. The Lecherous Lion—can the Wizard introduce me to a girl who loves it
        in the ass? Like this? she says, turning and bending over. And don't forget the Tin
        Man—Maybe the Wizard could find a girl willing to suck my gigantic cock, says a skinny
        black man standing with a barely rigid penis. Bring me the Wicked Witch's Dildo, yells the
        angry bearded face, and then all your requests will be granted!
So, you want my monster dildo? the dominatrix says with a smirk, her surgically-altered
        breasts jutting through her negligee. But first, Dorothy, I have one tiny favor—she
        laughs. Time to take off your clothes! Do I have to? The witch lies back, guiding Dorothy's
        mouth over her private parts, shaking and making exaggerated groans while the Scarecrow Boy
        and Tin Man stand watching. Of course, the Scarecrow boy adds, some people do go both ways.
        I'm melting, the Wicked Witch cries. How could you do this to me Dorothy—I'm
        melting.
Wonderful World of Lust is a place where little girls receive all kinds of new
        experiences. Back already? yells the Wizard, and Toto (actually a man crawling around with
        fake dog ears) pushes open a curtain. Behind it stands a man masturbating with one hand and
        holding a camera with the other. Pay no attention to that man! Can't you send me back to
        Kansas? Dorothy sobs. Not really, the Wizard admits, but if you take off your clothes, I can
        send you to paradise. The girl stands in the middle of a circle of dumb naked men who by now
        had doffed Oz costumes and assumed positions; the Wizard (a paunchy Italian fellow with
        tattoos on his arm) pushed himself into her slender opening, and suddenly all four men were
        around her and inside her pushing and licking and kissing indiscriminate parts of her skin;
        the girl, precariously balanced between the tug of war for her limbs, made apathetic sucking
        sounds on the black dick though her face was hidden by long dangling hair. As she turns to
        face the camera, she stares with weary insensate eyes—was she tired? drugged? basking
        in male attention? despising her assignment? thinking about her next manicure? The girl
        turns her head, and the camera moves from a facial closeup to a long shot, and while the
        announcer continues the sales pitch, the scene is watched with horror and revulsion and
        half-interest, beholding the art of defilement, where superstars are the ones most easily
        pushed around, thrust into, spread apart, ejaculated over, reamed in every available
        crevice; and still, after it is over, they present a smile or giggle; yes, it was only a
        dream, a dream smeared over the eyes of onlookers; behind that smile was a willingness to
        play any part and smile at any crudeness, never to take things seriously—after all, it
        was only sex—a smile still engaging though jaded with commercial repetition (was it
        once despair?), a smile now an artifact of a humanity she once knew, a laughter she once
        felt, a world she once loved which now was fucking her in the ass. And if she dreamed, it
        was the dream of ten thousand obscene imaginations; comfort came from knowing that dreams
        turned into paychecks 30 minutes later. Coming soon, Dorothy says to me, licking her red
        painted lips, coming soon to a video store near you, laughing, really laughing now, the
        unnatural howl of a beautiful girl bewitched.
 Does style interfere with the telling of an erotic story? Lisa
        and the narrator disagree. (Read
            more) 
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Eros is a Small, Dark Circle 



An aging photographer becomes philosophical about the pornographic
        photos he prints. 
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"...more steps. I've got to get higher ...higher..."
(final line, "The Great
            Ziegfeld")
The lusty adventure began when an Indian gentleman walked into my print shop, offering a
        lot of business. "It's for a very special project," he said.
I showed him my price list, and he smiled. "Do you have volume discounts?"
"Sometimes," I said. "What kind of project?"
"My company does all kinds of  magazines. We  need somebody to do photos
        and color processing and sometimes layout. Normally we work with an offset press to handle
        these things, but lately they've been falling behind. Our merchandise is very special, only
        for adults, if you know what I mean." He chuckled nervously, although not with the least bit
        of embarrassment.
"Sex magazines?"
"Exactly. My company prints eight different magazine titles a month—about 100 a year.
        Plus video boxes, promotional material, advertisements. We need someone to handle the
        overflow."
"Let me see," I said, entertaining the thought of it for a moment. Perhaps I should have
        been repulsed or offended, but I already had experience with a variety of content and
        customers. Sex photos were just another niche to me. Besides, I wasn't in a position to
        refuse business. I was 63 and had over two decades experience in photography—seven
        years at this print shop. Two assistants worked part time for me, but essentially it was a
        one man operation. I could do anything I wanted, even pornography.
I asked for samples, and the man opened the briefcase, bringing out a stack of glossy
        color publications. I flipped through them quickly, looking past salacious content to take
        note of color processing and layout. Though clearly competent, these photos were amateur
        stuff, probably a 35 mm with ambient lighting and no fancy flashes or color effects. It
        would be a meat and potatoes job. "Do you do any hardcore stuff?" I asked.
"Absolutely!" he said. "That's 99% of our business. I don't usually carry them around with
        me."
"Indeed," I said, flipping to a page where three nude girls sat in a line, shaving the
        crotch of another busty girl. I smiled and glanced at the man. "Are all the photographs this
        artistic?"
The man shrugged and said, "you can't imagine what readers will pay for these
        days."
I agreed to the project—on condition that nothing was illegal or too sadistic or
        gross. I hardly needed involvement in that. The man assured me it was all legal, the normal
        in-and-out stuff, lots of come shots, nothing too way out, but still very kinky. I started
        to ask him what he meant, but decided to wait until I could see for myself.
The nude was already a subject familiar to me. I had once studied the great Renaissance
        masters, the sensuous ignudos painted with fidelity and
        love, the enigmatic smiles, the luscious curves now preserved for posterity. Of course, many
        models had been courtesans, but the Great Masters (from Titian to Monet) insisted on using
        them for portraits; in every artist there is a thirst to describe and immortalize beauty in
        its most mundane manifestation. A courtesan without clothes is no longer a courtesan; she is
        a nymph, a mythological lover, an allegory or even an angel. La
            Fornarina the courtesan was Raphael's mistress, but also the saintly
            Virgin of the Chair. And the lusty half-naked girls
        of Florence could easily be added to the company of our Savior in Bronzino's Descent of Christ into Limbo. Beauty becomes a universal; it
        cannot be reduced to a single setting or context. It is inserted into mythological portraits
        because no one can face the fact that beauty exists on the margins, on the streets, in the
        seedy clubs. What man has not dreamed of possessing Manet's Olympia after looking her over at the Louvre? And what man would not sneer
        at that same meretricious beauty as she plies her trade on the Champs-Élysées? While poring
        over the figures on the contact sheets, I saw boredom and resignation in their smiles, but
        also amusement and a desire to be adored. I am exaggerating, but it is true: underneath the
        surface realities of every painting and photo lie a modesty—and even submissiveness—I
        find irresistible.
I started with twenty rolls of film and did the color processing slowly. Getting the flesh
        tones right  took time, but haste should not interfere with eternity. The girls inhabiting a single
        moment deserve the most beautiful cage I can create for them. Photographers owe a debt to
        the subject, a debt that increases each time the shutter opens. Although a photographer
        transforms reality, he can never create a new one; he exploits the textures of the natural
        world without ever knowing what they feel like.
When the magazine man returned, I gave him the photos, telling him I charged a reduced
        rate for blowups. That thrilled Gupta. He promised to mention it to his printing supervisor.
        Two weeks later when Gupta brought 20 more rolls, I asked whether they'd printed the
        magazine with photos from the first batch yet.
"Not yet—would you like to see them?"
"Of course."
Gupta smiled. "You like girls too?"
"Naturally," I replied. "But I'm also curious."
Gupta promised to bring the magazine next time. A week later, when Gupta returned with his
        next batch, he handed me a flimsy magazine called "Wet and Wild." I balked at the sight of
        the cover, which was off-center and even out of focus. I remembered developing the cover
        photo, but never thought it actually would be printed. I asked Gupta how they selected
        photos. He didn't know. Flipping through the pages, I realized with horror that they just
        ran all the photos, even the ones with bad lighting or unflattering poses. Gupta tried to
        rationalize, saying it was their cheapest magazine, just nude shots and nothing else. He
        pulled out another glossy magazine, "Young Naked Lust," and opened it to a random photo
        (which I recognized). Its color processing was as perfect as could be, but the original
        image was underexposed and beyond a darkroom's redemption.
I don't normally give advice to customers, but I had to speak up. The blurry cover image
        should have never been printed, and a little culling and cropping might have made everything
        look less horrifying.
Gupta stopped me. "You have to ask my boss about that. He can't afford anything
        fancy."
"Fancy?" I said, laughing. "This is just the way it's done. Next time I'll put the best
        shots on the contact sheet and let you pick the best ones."
"Oh, no!" Gupta said, unconvinced. "You shouldn't try to make this complicated."
"Not at all," I said.
Later I realized that Gupta didn't care what I did as long as the magazine had enough
        photos. When Gupta returned for the next batch, he was surprised and even a little annoyed
        after I said I'd developed only a fifth of the photos on the contact sheet.  But as he flipped through the
        prints, he seemed genuinely impressed. I pointed out where I did retouching and cropping. He
        gazed silently, then asked about the undeveloped images. Don't worry about it, I told him;
        just blow up the size of the best shots; ten random unflattering images had less impact than
        two gorgeous full page shots.
Of course, I was helping too much. And though pleased with my results, I was foisting
        (yes, I admit it) a new aesthetic onto a product. There was something to be said for the
        idea of letting the camera capture the beautiful awkwardness of the body's imperfections:
        the skin blemishes, the awful lighting, the misshapen smiles. The other photos looked
        natural, spontaneous and free (albeit cheap). The pictures didn't try to flatter, only
        expose. There was no attempt to find beauty, only ugliness. A crotch shot bothered me less
        than a bad crotch shot, the unoriginal angles, the attempt to detach the face from the cunt,
        the mentality that spreading the girl's legs (and cunt) automatically made the pose more
        erotic.
I chose photos carefully, seeking magic and vitality as well as a sense of balance. I
        wanted through cropping and enlargement to create an intimate unspoken space between model
        and nonexistent lover. Finally, I wanted a photo to be a testament to exploitation, a plea
        for love in an age of manufactured lust. The image I was currently dealing with—a
        dark-skinned Mexican girl fingering herself on a faded hotel couch—was banal but
        fascinating. On one level she was a stranger, a psychological enigma; on another level she
        was a human nude—raw material for artistic inspiration. The great Ingres insisted on
        first sketching figures in the nude before painting them with clothes; when I gazed upon
        this girl's photograph, my mind was filled with hundreds of poses and dramatic situations
        through which her individuality could manifest itself. She was unknowable, but I needed to
        feel as though I could know her.
As I worked, I recalled Ingres' Jupiter and Thetis: a
        young French girl kneeling in supplication on the lap of a hirsute giant. Her delicate arm
        reaches up and tries to touch his bearded face. The man stares ahead impassively, gripping
        his scepter and resting his arm against a cloud, refusing to acknowledge the overt
        sensuality of her importuning. Pressing her bared breast to his robe, she crouches
        precariously at the edge of a golden platform, while the man sits back, ready to boot her
        into oblivion on a whim. She wraps her other arm around his waist, hoping for a
        pronouncement, exposing the whole of her neck as it strains upward in a yearning both
        sorrowful and sensuous.
In a picture for "Try it You'll Like It," a small-breasted Asian girl kneels against the
        body of a skinny African-American at the edge of a bed. The room (probably a hotel) had
        simple furniture and no signs of being lived in, nothing to suggest a time or place. Both
        are nude (although the girl's green panties provide minimal cover). The girls' head bends
        slightly over the man's half-erect penis, her mouth covering the tip, her hands grasping the
        base as though it were a snow cone or a ball of string for a kite. The girl's face looks at
        the viewer directly, not with fake lust or even sadness but a blank expression, as though
        being asked a question. The man glances down with a gentle, easygoing expression, cradling
        her head and caressing the curves of her shoulders.
In one of the Prado's immortal pictures, Titian's Danae,
        a pensive beauty reclines on a bed, legs spread apart and knees bent vertically.
        Half-sitting against pillows propped against her back, she stares at an old woman trying to
        catch rays of light with her apron. Draping curtains and soft light suggest the intimacy of
        a bedroom. But dark rain clouds have penetrated the walls, hovering above her pubis, ready
        to sully her pale skin with a shower of gold. Yet, despite the picture's inherent
        sensuality, the girl remains in a state of never being touched; her fingers fall over a
        sleeping dog without making contact; the nurse's hands and apron seem millimeters away from
        her outstretched leg; her toe brushes over the edge of the red blanket without feeling its
        texture.
In the cover shot for "Sorority Sexcapades," a tiny bright-eyed girl lies fully naked on a
        couch staring up at the camera, smiling a casual mercenary smile. She grips her
        preternaturally large breasts in a gesture of mock arousal and with the other hand holds a
        dildo inside her pussy, a few centimeters above a penis half-penetrating her ass by an
        unseen man whose hand lifts one of her legs. Her mouth is wide open; her long blondish hair
        is brushed back behind her head to permit an unobstructed view of her cheeks now covered
        with semen from the second penis above her; This penis is only a small addition at the
        picture's left corner, but it was the apex and focus of her gaze. She looks peaceful, calm,
        sedate.
For the next batch of photos, Gupta asked for duplicates, one for the hardcore edition and
        the other for the softcore trade mags. Both photos could be the same, but the softcore
        version would have to blot out the hardcore bits. To illustrate, Gupta opened a magazine to
        a random page and pointed to a picture where a dot covered the hardcore penetration. Later,
        after experimenting with a few techniques, I replicated the effect and began overlaying
        images with black dots. The trick, I discovered, was covering the penetration without
        obscuring the photo's salaciousness. The rules of softcore, Gupta had said, were very
        strict. No ejaculation fluid, no erections, no penetrations (by finger, toe or even nipple)
        and absolutely no contact between pussy and cock, cock and mouth, pussy and mouth, ass and
        mouth, ass and cock. But really any photo was permissible as long as the black dots were
        positioned in the right places. I soon discovered that a black dot gave each picture a sense
        of mystery. What was so perverse that it needed covering up? What depravity would rain upon
        viewers if these circles were removed and all obscene secrets became known?
At Gupta's direction I went back to old prints and negatives, inserting circles at every
        nexus. Some photos, especially the orgy shots, required two or more. For a while I used
        different shapes: triangles, squares, ovals, stars and hearts. But only the circle preserved
        the symmetry; it served as the origin and converging point for every erotic plane, marking
        the intersections of human curves and lines. Eros is a small dark circle; it is the shape of
        the moon, a hole or even the human eye. It is an abyss, a shadow, a world eclipsed by its
        own inhumanity. Instead of reforming the picture's immorality, these circles reinforce it;
        the great pornographers of the world prefer hiding to revealing; they cannot reveal unless
        they first try to hide, allowing exhibition to become artifice. I sprinkled dots liberally,
        sometimes inserting extras to liven up dull photos. I inserted dots on noses, elbows, once
        over both eyes. Later, after Gupta gave me hundreds of proofs for a softcore catalog, I
        varied the sizes. For a tiny photo of straight penetration, I made the circle so large that
        it practically engulfed both figures; for another I made the circle so small that it barely
        obstructed the tip of penetration. In others I added circles to preserve a vestige of
        decorum in a world without modesty, only the naked startling truth. Sometimes I put circles
        wherever limbs or fingers touched, erotic or not. For the pornographer, the electricity of
        lust is conducted, never created; every touch, every point of contact, directs the flow
        onward without stopping at a single point. I took out an art book and began superimposing
        dots over everything: a small dot now separates the fingers of God and Adam in
        Michelangelo's masterpiece, putting the aid of God forever beyond human reach. On the
        patchwork of sleeping sinews in Klimt's Love and Death, I
        scattered a dozen, perhaps as a foretaste of the shadowy specter of mortality. A dot now
        darkens the shoulder of the middle peasant in Bruegel's Blind
            Leading the Blind, giving unforeseen hope for those already headed for a
        tumble. To the meeting of noses in Brozino's famous allegory, I placed a dot, creating a
        void in the center of that voluptuous claustrophobic universe. To the fingers lunging,
        crouching and embracing in Giambologna's marble ménage à
            trois, I put a dot on the woman's bare hip, allowing her to evade unwanted
        caresses and glide through the man's rapacious grasp.
The next day Gupta returned with 70 more rolls.
"Do your photographers ever take vacations?" I asked.
"These aren't from my regulars. It's all freelance stuff."
"From whom?"
"It's international stuff, supposed to be hot as hell. Hungary, Thailand, who the fuck
        knows?"
"Will there ever be an end to this madness?" I asked, half-mockingly.
"No end at all," he said with satisfaction. "The beauty of this world is infinite in its
        variety."
"And infinite in its sadness."
My comment took Gupta aback, but he laughed, deciding not to take me seriously. "You
        Americans, you're always so sensitive."
"You're American too."
"Yes, but you're only American and nothing more," Gupta said. "You have no concept of the
        world beyond your borders, beyond your quaint rules and customs."
"How long have you been doing this?" I asked.
"Twelve, thirteen years."
"Have you ever thought about stopping or doing something else?"
"Sure. I've thought about it, who hasn't? But someone has to do it; if not me, then
        someone else. No point in complaining, every job is awful; it's how you do it that counts.
        Don't blame me for the dirt, blame the man who buys it! We're just providing a product. If
        you don't like it, just close your eyes. Distributors make their money because demand was
        always there to begin with. And yes, girls from every place on earth are coming out of the
        woodwork to disrobe or fuck. There will always be freelancers and mail order firms and
        publishing houses. Don't blame me. Blame the whole fucking system."
"But what do you want from life?"
"Spare me."
"Have you ever thought about your legacy?"
Gupta chuckled. "Better a legacy that lasts. Our pictures will give men hard-ons five
        centuries from now. Societies disintegrate, but the porn remains. In Oregon there exists a
        gigantic underground vault dedicated to preserving every dirty picture ever published. Our
        distribution office sends a copy of every published volume to a post office box there. Every
        received photograph is cataloged, microfilmed and assigned a section. This Louvre of Lust
        has books, movies, photographs, paintings, sculptures, videogames, even holographic images.
        Everything regardless of subject matter or perversion is stored there. Special sections
        dealing with illicit perversions are cordoned off and sealed from viewing, at least until a
        change in mores permits their viewing once again.
"Visitors are never allowed inside, though I've heard rumors of VIPs being allowed to roam
        freely for no longer than an hour. A friend of mine used to work there, back when the vault
        was in California. It moves every few years; its location is always a well-guarded secret.
        My friend used to talk about the things he'd seen—he worked as a curator in the Asian
        heterosexual photography collection, and that was the only room he had clearance for. The
        beautiful thing about porn is that it transcends linguistic and cultural boundaries. A fuck
        is a fuck is a fuck. A beautiful centerfold is beautiful if she speaks Malayam or doesn't
        speak at all. The overseas acquisition department was amply funded, and although he worked
        there only a short time, what he saw was enough to occupy his imagination and conversation
        for years. His ejection from the vault occurred when he was caught trying to smuggle out a
        picture of a nude twelve year old girl inside his sneakers. His stay there was brief — only
        four months—but he retains in his memory a fleeting vision of paradise."
 Lisa wonders whether art (or pornography) produced for mainly
        commercial reasons can ever be stylistically bold or ironic or profound. (Read more) 
Festival Fucking 



A husband and wife pick imaginary lovers at an outdoor festival. The
        husband admits to lusting after college girls. The wife is horrified. 
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Two high school girls with backpacks walked by, excitedly pointing at the stage. Both were
        in shorts; one was talking on the phone.
"Well, what do you think?" Mary asked.
"Both of them," I said, taking a sip from my drink.
An Asian woman with her husband crossed the path, along with their teenage
        daughter.
"Surprisingly, no to the Asian girl," I said, "but yes to her mother. She has an
        old-fashioned elegance … and a body used to experiencing pleasures."
"Wait," Mary said. "Here's a few." Three Latino men in their twenties walked by, barely
        interested in the festival booths while they smoked cigarettes. "I like the one in the
        middle," she said.
"Yuck!" I muttered.
"Sure, he's dangerous-looking on the outside, but when you're alone with him, I'm sure
        he's a delicious cuddle-bunny."
"If you only knew …" I said.
"And I wouldn't mind doing his buddy with the cap—if he ever shaved."
We kept walking. Mary saw a stocky man, someone in his forties with a beard.
"Him too."
"Okay, but I get her," I said, pointing to two women ambling casually through the crowd.
        "The one on the left … the woman with the braid in her hair … would be a doll."
"Suit yourself," Mary said. "She doesn't seem your type."
"Why?"
"A little too prim and proper."
I laughed. "Looks can be deceiving. She may look tame, but in the sack, she'd probably be
        eager and aggressive."
One of the festival concerts was about to start, and people started sitting down on their
        blankets. A Latin jazz group started performing, and I said, "Ok, I assume that all the
        musicians onstage are 'your type.'"
"Ugh … not really. That lead singer looks like a crybaby. The drummer looks friendly
        enough. But I could really go for the sound check guy."
"Who?"
"Him," she said, pointing. The sound check guy was a short young man with a goatee and
        sunglasses.
"You have to be kidding." I said.
She kissed me and laughed. "You should never trust me alone in a room with him."
The concert went on, and I ogled the crowd for more females. A group of college-aged
        students were sitting together. They were drinking beer and hardly paying attention to the
        music, but I focused on one: a dark-haired beauty in a loose-fitting blouse who curled up
        her knees. I tapped Mary on the shoulder and motioned to them. "The one in the blue
        blouse."
"Egad," Mary said. "She's just a little girl."
"Exactly," I said, stroking her arm. "Just a bad little girl." We sat on the grass. "After
        a good spanking, I'd teach her all kinds of things."
I smiled at Mary, but she looked slightly horrified.
"Sometimes you can be scary," she said.
I gave her a kiss. "Are you jealous? You can watch ...if you want."
A man walked towards us, and Mary looked at me, and I knew without words she had chosen
        him. He had simple dress and an ordinary face, but strutted around with confidence and
        serenity. As he approached, Mary waited to smile in his direction. But the man walked past
        Mary without even glancing at her.
"That must have hurt," I said, and Mary grimaced.
Minutes later we were walking to another concert, playing the game again. This time we
        picked partners for our mates. I found a young policeman on a horse who smiled nonchalantly
        at passersby.
"He's perfect!" she said under her breath. "I could just eat him up."
Now Mary had to find someone for me. I watched the women go by, wondering which one Mary
        would pair me up with. I saw one particularly attractive Latina girl walk by, but Mary
        ignored her. Finally Mary nudged me, and I looked.
"No way!" I said. The woman Mary had found was tall, athletic and tomboyish; she looked
        almost aggressive. "Pick me another."
"Okay," Mary said, looking around some more. Finally, she pointed out a college-aged girl
        with blond hair.
"No," I said. "She's nice-looking, but definitely not my type. She looks bitchy and
        annoying."
"If you actually talked to her, she could turn out to be a nice person."
"Another, please."
The next few women who walked by seemed attractive enough, including a tall Indian girl
        with brown eyes and long flowing hair. She was sipping an oversized drink and gazing at the
        arts and crafts. But either Mary didn't notice them or found a reason to rule them out for
        me. Then I noticed a girl with raggedy-looking blonde hair walking towards us. Her body and
        figure looked okay, but her face just looked uninteresting. "How about her?" she
        said.
"She's okay," I said, aware I was starting to sound fussy. "I certainly wouldn't turn her
        away, but she's nothing special."
Mary, I realized, had little idea of what things attracted me to a woman. She knew I found
        her attractive, but other than that she had little understanding of what went through a
        man's mind sometimes.
Just then a bosomy Latino walked by, her small breasts jutting out conspicuously. She
        noticed my glance and gave me a quick smile before leaving. Mary stood watching my reaction.
        I nodded.
"Her?" she said in amazement. "She's so...she's flaunting it; she looks like a
        streetwalker."
"Yes, she's a little slutty," I admitted, "but probably good in bed." And probably easy to
        seduce, I thought to myself.
Finally, in an effort to teach Mary about my tastes in woman, I held her hand while we
        walked around the concert park. Whenever we passed someone I liked, I would motion and
        squeeze Mary's hand. As it turned out, the next dozen or so women we walked by were fairly
        attractive—especially a leggy blonde talking on the cellphone—she looked
        positively divine. I kept nudging Mary to the point where it became annoying.
"So you didn't like any of the women I chose for you, yet you salivate every two seconds
        for this kind of woman. Honestly, I don't understand." We came to another concert area on a
        hill, where a group of 10 or 15 women lay on blankets, chattering away about unimportant
        things. Suddenly one of them leapt up, made a goofy dance and started imitating a singer's
        dance movements to the delight of her friends.
Mary glanced at me. "Okay, I know you are interested in at least one of those girls. But
        which one?"
"Actually," I said, composing a checklist in my head. "Any of them would be fine. Better
        yet, send them all  to my bedroom tonight."
"All of them?" She laughed at the absurdity of it.
"Yes."
"I'm speechless. They're all relatively young, I admit, but don't you know how to
        discriminate?"
"All of them are good," I repeated. Actually, I noticed one who had a plainer face, so I
        considered revising my statement. But then I thought, she's not bad-looking; there was no
        need to amend my previous statement.
"So if any one of them came over and offered to sleep with you, you'd say, 'yes.'"
"Well, obviously, this is pretend," I said. "But from a purely physical standpoint, I'd
        find a sexual encounter with any of them to be pleasant."
"Hilarious," she said—not bothered but mystified. Then, I saw the tall woman from
        five minutes ago walking toward the concession stand.
"That's her," I said.
"Who?" Mary asked.
I pointed her out to Mary and announced that she would be  my "Golden Girl" for today. Each of us could make
        contact with one piece of eye candy. We were just playing; basically, we would just go up to
        them and make up an excuse to have a conversation.
I walked over to the concession counter, standing behind the tall women in line. So close
        I could touch her bare shoulder.
"Excuse me," I said, tapping her arm. "Do you know where the Contemporary Stage
        is?"
The woman turned around and frowned slightly. "No...sorry," she said. Before I could say
        something else, she took the drink from her server and walked off.
"Have fun?" Mary asked me, laughing.
"Be quiet," I said.
We played the game some more. This time I tried to predict her preferences. It was hard.
        Mary found attractive a smaller proportion of people than I did. I was more drawn to youth
        and physical characteristics and bubbly energy. She was more drawn to quirky appearances and
        personality. Some of the men she preferred were (to me at least) horrifying. One looked like
        a scruffy drug addict (who was well-built, I had to admit); another was a clean-cut
        lumbering type who looked ready for a round of golf; another was an unassuming teenager with
        a serious expression and gentle blue eyes.
Then, a bearded man with glasses  walked by, and Mary insisted on getting a better
        view. At first, he struck me as unremarkable, but he had a distinguished look and a knowing
        smile. He looked predictable, happy-go-lucky, attentive and well-adjusted. We followed him
        from behind for a few seconds, then Mary announced that this man was to be her lust object
        for today, her "Golden Boy." She went ahead to talk to him, while I tagged behind, enjoying
        the show. She followed him down the block while I watched from  a safe distance, hoping she'd 
         make  a fool out of herself as well.
Finally, Mary accosted him. She looked like she was pretending to ask for directions, and
        then the two of them started a conversation as she walked backwards to keep up with him.
        Finally they stopped, and I could see Mary explaining something and laughing—god, she
        could be such a flirt! I knew she was working hard to make me jealous. I wouldn't give in.
        But the longer they talked, the more it was beginning to get on my nerves. Okay, Mary,
        enough! Now say goodbye!
But the two of them kept talking, and even started walking forward together. I went 
        closer, but by then they had swapped business cards, and he had given her a small kind of
        hug.
Mary saw me approaching and started laughing. "And here's my husband
        Daniel."
The man shook hands with me, and said, "I heard Mary got married, but I didn't realize she
        still lived in Dallas."
"And you are—"
"Roger—a college friend."
Mary smiled.
 Interlude Is it a good idea for
        a romantic couple to share lusty feelings each feels towards other people? "Why risk things
        just to play a sexy game?" Lisa asks. (Read more) 
Gift for a Spanish Beauty 



A beautiful woman is brought to a Barcelona hotel & handed a key.
        When she uses the key to open a hotel room, she finds a gift … or three! 
[image: Ernest_Normand_White_Slave.jpg]

Through the magic of net lookups, I have ascertained your location. And sent you a gift. A
        limousine will drive you to the luxurious Arts Barcelona hotel, and the chauffeur will hand
        you a key to a room with a gigantic bed. On that bed sit three black men. They rise, bring
        you over and lay you down. One hands you a note; another gives you a kiss; and the third
        whispers, "tonight is your night for fantasies to become real."
At my request, the three men flew here from America to be with you (as the note explains).
        The men were handsome and strong; it took me a good two months to find the right ones. If
        they served you well this evening, they would be paid well. Persuading them to come to
        Barcelona was not easy. First, they thought it was a joke. Then, they insisted on a
        photograph, thinking there had to be something wrong with you. Elena does not permit
        photographs, I explained. Photos could only hint at a woman's beauty; they could not convey
        the thrill of your sexy presence, the naked curves, the tantalizing sighs. On the basis of
        nothing more than my words of admiration, the men agreed to the deal, and now they are here,
        ready to offer enjoyment.
The first of the three men, the tallest and most muscular, was a 6 foot 3 inch young man
        named Wayne. He played basketball in high school and won a scholarship to play at college
        next year. Because of his star quality and humble manner, he was wildly popular at school.
        But the attention made him nervous. He was awkward around the multitude of girls who
        thronged around him at games or parties. The reason was sex. He craved it, but was afraid to
        show his desire to any girl for fear of scaring her off. His penis was large, and when he
        masturbated, he felt so out of control that no girl would like him after he fucked her.
        Although most girls at his school were black (and pretty), in fact he desired petite
        Caucasian women the most (and was ashamed to admit it). They were cute and agreeable and
        always a little afraid of him. Wayne agreed to my proposition without hesitating. It was an
        opportunity to have sex (he was still a virgin) with a white woman (something he'd always
        dreamt about) who lived in Europe (far away from school friends and the rumor mill). Because
        you already had experience, he guessed that you could instruct him about how to satisfy a
        woman. And how to be passionate without being a beast. Truthfully, he just wanted to bury
        his nose in your sex, wrap his body around you and start thrusting away. But he didn't want
        to offend. If you wanted him to stop or slow down, he would obey; he wanted you to like him
        (even though you were just a European stranger). He wanted to prove that he could satisfy a
        woman without losing control or ejaculating prematurely. He sat on the bed, covering his
        sexual organs with his hands to hide his erection (the first in the group to have one); he
        worried about how you would react. He held your hand, kissed you quietly and awkwardly,
        unsure of how to start or convince you to disrobe.
Fortunately, the second black man, Michael was an expert at such things. Michael curled
        you over and slid your blouse off, then in a quick snap undid your bra. It was like magic.
        Michael had lots of experience with these situations; he must have seduced dozens of women
        in his life, maybe even a hundred. By now he was well-acquainted with the variety of ways
        women liked to be touched. (That is why  he owned five  different vibrators and knew how and when to use them.) 
        Michael honestly believed that no woman could resist him, least of all
        you. He liked to laugh and make woman laugh. With his shiny bald head and strong broad
        shoulders, he had a charming personality—and used it to his advantage. When he saw you
        lying in an awkward position on the bed, he cheerfully teased your body with his fingers. He
        knew how to move you (or any women) into any position. He had worked five years as a massage
        therapist and handled many woman, old and young, fat and skinny, beautiful and ugly.
        Although he made love only to the most beautiful women, he knew the ways they responded, the
        ways they liked to be touched, the ways they experienced passion. He had read every how-to
        manual on how to make love to women and had even written a book, 300 Secret
            Techniques of Cunnilingus (which was still a bestseller in some countries).
        He could proudly say that every woman he had made love to had achieved orgasms frequently
        (although sometimes more than one session was required). Only once was he prepared to
        declare failure. The 32 year old woman was a sexually frustrated nymphomaniac who never
        experienced an orgasm, either alone or with a partner. He tried unsuccessfully for an hour
        to pleasure her using all 300 techniques (and even a dozen intended for later editions of
        the book). They met the next day to try again. He changed tactics by giving her various
        massages, a sensuous bath, a nice walk in the forest, a swim in the nude on the beach, a
        romantic film, and finally an evening alone with their bodies. When he touched her again,
        she came in no time at all, and amazingly in 10 minutes she came again, and by midafternoon
        of the next day, he had helped her experience 17 orgasms, each more powerful than the last
        (he himself had experienced 4). By the end, both of them were sweaty and sore; their limbs
        and bodies had melted so completely into one another that he no longer was certain where his
        body ended and hers began. At the end, she lay next to him, drained, exhausted and utterly
        satisfied; she proposed marriage to him on the spot, and when he politely refused, she
        pleaded, begged and cried with him for over an hour. A week later, a Jaguar convertible
        arrived on his driveway as a gift; she later admitted that she borrowed a lot of money to
        pay for it, but continues to make the monthly car payments with enthusiasm.
As he bent closer to you and stroked your arms and back, he was mentally calculating which
        of the 300 cunnilingus techniques would be most effective and which kind of thrust he would
        perform. He brought you close to his naked chest, marveling at how responsive your breasts
        were to even the slightest touch, and realizing how good this was going to be. Not just
        good... excellent! He kissed your cheeks, and nuzzled into your neck while wrapping his arms
        around you and noticing by the sound of your Mmmmm's where and how you liked to be touched.
        He held you like a bear, and you could feel his warm penis—only somewhat erect and
        very very soft—against the lower part of your back, aching for your touch and the
        chance to enter your small moist pocket. Your body reactions were unusual and surprising; he
        was discovering new things, new feminine reactions. Good material for his next book.
The third black man, Jack, stared at you with steely eyes. He owned an engineering firm
        and frequently made business trips to other countries. He was accustomed to the finer things
        in life; he obtained whatever he desired and spent lots of money on whims. Whenever he
        visited a new country, he made it a point to sample the women. His secret was simple: give
        undivided attention to the object of his lust, whether she was a waitress, a person on the
        subway or a business client. Find an excuse to be alone with her, make small talk for a few
        minutes and then ask her out. 60% of the woman just laughed at him. 35% politely took his
        number, but never called. But 5% actually called him back; this 5% was more than enough to
        keep him busy. He thought nothing of asking out pretty 18 or 19 year olds or even women with
        husbands or boyfriends. The younger girls were easier to catch (and more innocent); the
        married women were more wild when they succumbed. On weeks where he made no love
        connections, he relied on prostitutes and past flings to keep him happy. For a man who cared
        so little about women, who viewed them as mere toys for his pleasure or mere mouths for
        swallowing his sperm, he rarely had a lonely evening.
After taking a woman out for drinks or dinner, he would kiss or touch her gently for the
        rest of the date until the girl felt comfortable enough to return to his apartment. Once
        inside, the kisses became more intense, and he rapidly took off his clothes, letting her
        feel his hairy black chest against her soft baby-white skin. If the girl complained, he
        would apologize (how easy apologies were!) and suggest five more minutes of passion before
        the evening's end. The girl usually agreed, leaving him five minutes to explore her
        vulnerabilities and find a position permitting maximum control. After a while, the girl  would tap
        him on the shoulder and announce that the five minutes were up, to which he would sneer,
        "well, you're enjoying it!" holding her firm while ignoring her resistance, taking his
        pleasures until it finally dawned on her that he wouldn't release her until he had
        completely satisfied himself.
It was a kind of rape, and the woman sometimes fought tears as he lay beside her, kissing
        her soft back. He usually ignored her sobs unless she cried too loudly or tried to leave. In
        a tender voice, he would hold her naked body and ask what was the matter. His strategy was
        to apologize profusely for treating her so roughly, explaining that when he made love, he
        lost control to animal instincts and couldn't help himself. He'd say how happy and grateful
        he was just to be close to her; stroking her hair and comforting her tentatively, asking for
        forgiveness. Bullshit like that. Most of the time the woman would relent, and her body would
        eventually relax at his touch, leaving him to bask in the glow of feminine forgiveness.
        Often, as long as he didn't overdo it, he could persuade her to give him a blowjob
        later.
Throughout the night, the women he seduced experienced a variety of emotions: first,
        outrage at being taken so forcefully, then passive acceptance at the event's inevitability,
        then an admission that even in this passive state she could feel pleasure, then a desire to
        tame his angry passions with feminine embraces, and finally a desire to match his naked
        selfishness with her own, refusing to let go until she could guide his thrusts and prevent
        him from climaxing before she did. The women he slept with never loved him; many despised
        him and resented his indifference to a woman's sexual or emotional needs. His sexual
        aggressions forced a woman to learn active resistance and even to demand her own right to
        pleasure. The only way for her to overcome victimization was to lose inhibitions and pursue
        physical pleasures just as relentlessly as he did. And when she found orgasms with him, what
        made him happiest was knowing she achieved them totally without his help.
Jack examined your body as the two other men helped to remove your clothes. He laughed. So
        he was being paid to be this lovely woman's sexual slave! In no time at all the servant
        would subdue the mistress. Yes, he admitted, you were a lovely sexual specimen, certainly
        one of Europe's finest; he couldn't wait to have you. But by the end of the evening (he
        thought), you would be just another sexual adventure, just another surrendering woman who
        received his sperm. He laughed and reached toward your pussy, caressing what would soon be
        his.
As the men started their caresses, you reread my note which explains the evening's
        details. Everything was paid for, and you would be free to do what you wished. The room was
        equipped with a giant bathtub, handcuffs and all sorts of sex toys and prophylactics. The
        three men would receive $5000 for serving you well. If any of them displeased you for even
        the smallest reason, they would be sent home immediately without reimbursement.
At the same time (explained the letter), your Spanish boyfriend was being escorted into a
        hotel room at the other side of town and kept company by two celebrity models. Giggling,
        they would put him in handcuffs, act out a little lesbian show and offer sexual treats. Or
        (if you prefer), he could receive front row seats to a football match and a VIP pass to meet
        the players afterwards. Either way, he will be busy all night and even feeling guilty for
        not telling you about his whereabouts. Everything according to plan.
In addition, the letter explained a prize which all three men were competing for, and you
        would award. For tonight, these three men would serve you, but at the end of the evening,
        you could invite one (and only one) for a second evening of pleasure. That man, in addition
        to enjoying your embraces for one more night, would receive a cash prize of $2000. He would
        also win something bigger: the satisfaction of knowing he was the best of the three lovers,
        the one you preferred most. Each man moved closer, eyeing you with lust and a desire to
        prove himself. While the basketball player gave you a deep lingering kiss, the writer of
        sexual manuals swept his hands over your breasts; and the engineering CEO put kisses down
        your back, looking for points of surrender.
Now was the time. The men, though polite and waiting for you to express some preference,
        were inching toward sex. Now you must decide which fantasy needed fulfillment. You must tell
        them whether you want to make love simultaneously or one at a time, whether you want all or
        none of them, whether you want it fast or slow, rough or gentle, top or bottom, whether you
        wish to be pleasured or do the pleasuring, whether you want to taste or be tasted. Now was
        the time where you could say anything, and it would be done; it would have to be done
        without complaint, or else the man given the request would immediately be sent home. Or you
        could say nothing at all, forcing them to guess blindly at your pleasures. Or you could
        undress before them and just tease them, forbidding them to touch you, keeping them so close
        that you could hear their heavy breathing and frustrated sighs. Before beginning, your hand
        feels something along the side of the bed. It is a small on-off switch. At first, its
        purpose is unclear, but then you notice a whirring sound from several points around the
        room. You look closer and realize that the on-off switch controls three miniature video
        cameras located strategically around the room.
In a flash you understand. Several thousand miles away in Texas, images from these cameras
        spill onto a wall cluttered with video feeds of various couples indulging their passions. In
        this Texas room on a bed sits a man who has paid for your evening. Now with a click of a
        button on the remote control, your video feed covers the entire wall. That man, of course,
        is me; I am sitting here nude, letting my Indian wife (and ex-yoga instructor) teach me
        Hindi and demonstrate the Kirtibandha sex position while I catch up on email and keep a
        lecherous eye on you. I embrace Manjiri warmly and smile, wondering which man will be your
        choice for an extra night of pleasuring.
Call me … curious.
 Interlude: Lisa complains about
        the lack of spontaneity in the project's erotic stories. "Why does everything need to be so
        elaborately scripted?" (Read
                more) 
Half-Lust



You're not sure you feel love or even lust for this woman; should you
        fuck her? 
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Nothing was wrong with Julie except the fact you did not really desire her.
The way she leaned toward you made it clear she found you attractive and enjoyed your
        proximity. She was nervous, flustered, shy and yet obviously into you.
Julie was genuinely nice but a little too critical about the world. She even complained
        about you: how you ignored her, how you didn't touch her the right way or respect her
        feelings or leave her alone when she wanted that. Yet when you held her,  she became
        quiet.
You didn't particularly like being around her, and sometimes even felt relief when she was
        away. But when you were together and having a pleasant chat, you became aware of her
        physical aspects: the way she breathed and blinked the eyes, her perfume, the way she
        frowned. You noticed things: the tiny bosom, bony shoulders and pale cheeks.
Julie wasn't old, but sometimes you wished you could have seduced a younger version of
        her: smoother skin, less sophisticated, more corruptible. Maybe you would have felt the same
        ambivalent desire with the younger version, but at least you would have had to expend less
        effort trying to please her.
Julie's beliefs in love were straightforward. Everything was a dichotomy. Either you loved
        her or didn't. Either you married her and lived a life of monogamous bliss or you fucked her
        (and ultimately exploited her).
Dating was often a matter of managing your time wisely. Don't spend too much time on a
        person who wasn't a long term prospect. You pondered seducing Julie for a one night stand,
        but a thought stopped you: how much guilt would you feel after dumping her? How much of a
        scene would she make?
You liked Julie; wasn't that enough? You wouldn't mind having a physical relationship with
        her; it was fun and convenient while you waited for the right kind of girl to show up. You
        were capable of no deep emotions for Julie; she might annoy you a bit, but she'd never be
        able to hurt you. The knowledge that you would eventually leave her after a certain number
        of fucks made you feel powerful. It allowed you to focus almost entirely on your
        lust.
Julie was simply not good enough for you. Not as attractive, not as educated, not as
        entertaining. Not as versatile or athletic or spontaneous. She had really only one thing you
        enjoyed: an eagerness to treat you generously.
She might not be the best cocksucker in the world, but she'd always be ready and
        willing.
You imagined once desiring her—for weeks, months, years. Now you simply tolerated her and
        wished for some way to be rid of her. Her body repulsed you.
Her pussy yielded easily and even stupidly to your penis. The problem was that  she was too
        easy; there was no resistance, no assertion of her right to pleasure. Her body was too eager
        to feel yours against her skin; there was no longer any pleasure in watching her beg.
While licking her pussy and listening to her sustained sighs, you were struck by a vile
        thought: this fuck was providing immensely more pleasure to her than to you.
You feel sadistic. You want Julie beside you while you made love to the receptionist from
        work. The receptionist wasn't sympathetic or even intelligent, but she had a sensual
        disposition and desire to please. You wanted Julie to witness how much more this other girl could
        excite you.
As you walk by Julie, you wanted to mutter the dirty little secret, the phrase "I'm just
        not attracted to you."  Pronouncing it would
        leave scars, but at least you would not need to reopen the wound each day.  At least
        she'd stop agonizing over what she had done wrong.
There were times when she dressed up in a casual sexy way. Midriff, v-neck with the top
        button undone. Each aspect of her dress had charm, but together the whole thing struck you
        as trashy. Anyway, ugly people were not supposed to show off their bodies.
No, you were not being fair. Julie wasn't  ugly.
You are unwilling to love her, but willing to experiment with the passions of her body.
        Love is not a commitment, but an experiment in compatibility. Can two people sustain
        excitement and interest over time? Can they continue making one another happy?
When you came home, she was there cooking dinner, humming along to the radio, in her own
        world. Noticing you, she smiled and continued stirring the pot. You put your arm around her
        neck, and slid your hand underneath her shorts, feeling her private parts. Caught offguard,
        she rolled her head around, closed her eyes and said, "Not now." But you knew she would
        consent; it was her nature; even the most inconvenient of caresses would melt her as long as
        it came from your hands. "Yes, now," you ordered, pulling down her shorts and thrusting into
        her. "Now!"
You wanted to want her. Truthfully. As a person you were fond of her in a
        let's-get-together-for-lunch kind of way. But around her you felt only indifference—and
        even hostility—to her longings. If you imagined her orgasms, you quickly repressed
        them. Her breaths and sighs and twisting limbs caught your attention, but you just wanted to
        look away; you couldn't look away until the orgasm came and went.
Don't hurt Julie. Love her; don't hurt her. Now that desire was out in the open, could you
        avoid loving/hurting her?
Even if you were together with Julie, whenever you passed a gorgeous woman on the street
        or in a shop, your mind would follow her. You began imagining what this gorgeous woman would
        be like in bed, how she would respond to your touch, how her voice might quiver. But your
        thoughts immediately returned to the times you made love to Julie, how she acted in the
        throes of passion, how she overwhelmed you. Long after you were done with her, memories of
        Julie's cunt would trespass into every item of your erotic fantasy catalog.
The problem with your desire is that it is acknowledging her own, which is acknowledging
        your own attempt to acknowledge her own. Each speck of desire was reflected in a hundred
        different ways without originating in your cold heart.
You don't love her. How hard was it to admit? You're just not into her. But she was so
        easy. She was unavoidable.
Threesome. If ever a threesome took place, you'd have no problem with Julie's
        participation. The other woman, of course, would have to be gorgeous. Either she could be
        the receptionist or Julie's beautiful high school friend or one of her other
        less-spectacular-but-still-attractive friends. You imagined Julie and the other woman
        resting against your bare chest, while you ran your hands across their backsides. Julie
        would laugh until she witnessed how much more attentive you were to her friend's
        satisfactions than her own. You gave kisses to both, but only one of them really stirred
        you.
You wanted to embrace them both, to agitate one with the passions of the other. While you
        gave yourself to her friend, you wanted to watch Julie become a slave to your desires, to
        both your desires. After you gave certain orders, Julie would comply not with zeal but
        simply a desire to demonstrate obedience. "Again," you said giving Julie's pussy a quick
        caress as incentive. "We didn't tell you to stop. Keep going. Don't stop now." Julie's
        friend would laugh.
After a while you learned not to block Julie from your fantasies. Instead you place her in
        some minor inconspicuous spot. Julie is in bed with you and an attractive (and married)
        neighbor named Brandi. You no longer spend time concocting a pretext for the threesome, but
        simply fast-forward to the event itself. Brandi's sultry body is awakening all the desire you
        ever had.
Day One: Brandi leans over your nude body, embracing you
        sympathetically (while Julie continues to massage your penis). You adore Brandi. You stroke
        her hair. Brandi gives you a series of warm kisses, while you kiss her breasts, cupping your
        hand against her wet pussy and ass. Brandi resides in your fantasy for one reason: to make
        you want Julie. Your caresses increase Brandi's excitement, while Julie's kisses increase
        your own; Brandi's orgasm triggers one sudden grunt from you which Julie accepts into her
        mouth unhesitatingly.
Day Two: you hold Brandi in your arms while Julie's mouth
        travels down her body. Brandi squirms and lifts her pelvis to Julie's mouth, while you cover
        Brandi's shoulders with kisses. As Brandi's excitement brings her to climax, you see Julie
        struggling to keep her face on her crotch. Finally, after the moans have subsided and Brandi
        has pushed Julie's face away, you bring Brandi's exhausted body closer, holding her,
        resting, drifting to sleep together while Julie remains at your knees.
Day Three they are both sucking your cock while kissing
        each other in the process. Although both their attentions are exciting you, every time it
        switches from Julie's mouth to Brandi's, the sounds of your pleasures rise. Naked desire
        never deceives.
Day Four: Brandi and you take turns giving full attention
        to Julie's pussy, watching how easily Julie can be made to slip into paroxysms of pleasure.
        Julie's cries lack the feminine musicality of Brandi's, but they still arouse your polite
        curiosity.
Day Five you are fucking Brandi doggy style while Julie
        lies underneath, kissing the pussy being rammed above her, feeling the shudders from every
        penetration.
Day Six: Julie and you are fucking—just the two of you
       —while Brandi lies nearby masturbating, offering occasional caresses of
        encouragement.
Day Seven: You and Julie are standing up next to one
        another without actually touching, looking at each other with playful anticipation. Brandi
        touches both of you individually while walking around, sliding her hand beneath your
        garments. Everything she touches comes off without resistance until you and Julie are
        face-to-face totally nude. Holding both your arms, Brandi brings you to the bed without
        permitting any contact. "Follow, don't initiate," Brandi whispers, guiding Julie's hand over
        your chest and your hand against Julie's cheek. Leaning Julie down, she positions your face
        over Julie's hips, pushing it gently down until it is right against her pussy. Then, with
        Brandi's nudging hand, you explore Julie with your tongue while she guides your hand over
        Julie's breast.
"Ask her if it's good," Brandi whispers.
"Is this good?"
After a pause, Julie makes a tense yes-like sound, while Brandi keeps your head pressed
        down.
"Again. Ask again!"
"Is this good?"
A longer pause, then Julie's body makes a sudden exhalation and her pussy surges into your
        face.
Later, as you rest your head at Julie's hips, Brandi runs her hand over your bare chest,
        whispering, "Mark, did you like being a good boy?"
Day Eight: As you and Julie make passionate love, Brandi
        just sits there reading a magazine, glancing at you occasionally. The transference of
        passion was complete.
The truth was you were attracted to parts of Julie's personality, not to others. You
        wanted her body to be prettier, but it was not so awful as to bring passion to a halt. You
        hated the way she complained, the way she judged, the way she pouted. Her cheerfulness was
        always too measured; her skin never looked soft enough.
Even without Julie around, you knew you never would have a shot with Brandi. You and Julie
        talked to her only a few times; you doubt she would remember your name. But although you
        never mentioned it, you knew Julie sensed your attractions. You knew Julie dreaded these
        chance encounters with this woman on the street (which she had to endure in silence).
When you made love to Julie, you kept your eyes closed. Mounting her, you liked to pretend
        she was Brandi or the gorgeous woman at the book store or an old college friend or the
        office receptionist. Julie was simply a substitute, and if she didn't talk, you could forget
        Julie was Julie. Were you really hurting her? Would she have preferred the truth or the
        satisfaction of being touched and having given you an orgasm? Sometimes when you find it
        hard to maintain the illusion, and you become aware that the sighs are Julie's (and not some
        dream girl's), you begin to wonder how much better the receptionist's pleasures really would
        have been. Under the covers, with the lights off, would the receptionist's body have felt no
        different from Julie's?
What is the difference between a gorgeous pussy and an ordinary pussy?
The lack of desire you felt—would it cause you to treat Julie more sympathetically or
        less?
Here was the truth. As little passion as you felt for Julie, you wanted to bring her
        relief and satisfaction (even if at some point you'd have to exit the relationship). You
        liked her. You wanted her to understand that you were a generous, caring person. You wanted
        to satisfy your curiosity by taking off her clothes, kissing her and showing her your lust,
        even if it weren't directed specifically towards her. You wanted to watch her enjoyment
        without needing enjoyment yourself. You wanted the two of you to be able to add another mark
        to your scorecards. You wanted her to provide guidance about etiquette and pleasuring
        techniques (for someday when you made love to your dream woman, this knowledge would pay
        off). You wanted to give yourself. And receive. You wanted to be an indelible part of her
        erotic education. You wanted to add to the general happiness of the world, orgasms were rare
        and precious things; they deserved to be shared (not squandered); when another person is
        stricken by an all-consuming desire, it must be treated gently rather than banished. You
        can't just walk away from an inconvenient desire; you have to acknowledge it and even
        appease it slightly.
Julie's orgasms—when you imagined them—didn't thrill you, but filled you with relief,
        like the end of a mandatory workout.
In the middle of the night, when Julie was asleep and your restless sexual energy made you crazy,
        would you turn to her like a man genuinely in love?
You kissed her arms, her hips, stroked her pussy, Lightly, then with more pressure. You
        wondered: how much longer before she came?
The truth was she was not unattractive (just unattractive to you). She could look stylish
        when she wanted. She just didn't spark anything in you, physically or emotionally. Sure, you
        were both educated and capable of fun times. But emotionally you couldn't connect; it was
        always unnatural and confusing. Perhaps if the emotional connection were there, you could
        overlook the mediocrities of attraction. That was what you tell yourself. Over and over
        again.
You are about to enter her. Her eyes are closed, she is breathing hard. You kiss her neck.
        She looks up at you, almost in a daze. As her eyes begin to focus, she starts to smile, like
        a timid and grateful schoolgirl. For her it's a big deal, but for you it's just a
        fuck.
A bikini reveals her unremarkable body. Her breasts were flabby. She sweated too much. Her
        voice whined. You imagined that annoying smirk on her face as it succumbed to
        pleasure.
What would her orgasms be like? Quick and silly? Long and grueling? Serene and
        quiet?
As odd as this sounded, you frequently imagined Julie having sexual encounters with other
        men. You were eager to pawn her off to someone more compatible. You imagined her in the
        adjacent room, succumbing to one, two or even three men. There was a part of her in real
        life that seemed promiscuous—or overly easy to please. But it didn't make you jealous or
        turn you on. It relieved you just to get rid of her. Now you could seduce other woman
        without becoming a betrayer.
Why do women want romance anyway? The biological imperative, the desire to fulfill the
        role of motherhood. If that is her goal, and if it can be satisfied so easily by sex, why
        deny her? Could a woman be happy with motherhood minus the stifling expectations and long
        term obligations of passion?
Are you starting to imitate Julie's tendency to view things in absolute terms? Do you
        reject her because of superficial complaints or because you feel love ought to be better?
        Why insist that love be ennobling and absolute? Don't people ache for something punier or
        less refined (but available) instead of the moral perfection of solitude? Is love a
        sacrament ...or simply a fun and nasty itch to scratch?
Julie's body didn't excite you, but you were still curious about how she'd look naked. That
        was the thing. Even average-looking people looked better undressed. If her nude body stood
        before you, would you focus on its beauty or its blemishes?
All women want to be gazed at naked by the right man. All men want to gaze upon as many
        naked women as possible.
Ravishing or repulsive, the most erotic thing in the world is to carry on a normal
        conversation with a woman who is completely naked, while she watches TV or gets a cup of
        coffee. Or looks straight at you.
The truth was that you could lust after Julie...for short bursts of time. Maybe for 15
        minutes or an hour. You absolutely did not want to wake up next to her. You didn't want her
        body to be the last one you'd be permitted to caress.
You read that physical attractions left married couples after three years. After that,
        were all the gorgeous women in the world like Julie?
*****
To this notion, there is a variation:
There are two kinds of women in this world: those you feel special attraction towards and
        those you don't. That conveniently overlooks the fact that women probably have similar
        attitudes towards men. The attractive ones you obsess over probably feel no electricity
        towards you, looking over you with these same idle feelings of half-lust. Maybe—just maybe
       —you'll find one who is bored enough to settle for you. How you would adore her!
 Interlude: Do erotic stories
        need sympathetic characters to turn readers on? The narrator thinks it's important to convey
        the raw irrational aspects of sexuality. Lisa disagrees. (Read more) 
The High Rise



A voyeur describes how he watched a woman across the street while she
        takes a shower. Should he try to meet her? 
[image: Nude in Dappled Sunlight, 1915]

Don't read this unless there is sympathy in your heart for voyeurs. The world abounds with
        those who watch the private lives of others. Someday our observations of people's solitude
        will bring benefits; someday (if you're lucky) you'll find your own secret vantage point
        from which to observe the world.
I never was a voyeur by nature, merely by circumstance. I lived on the fifth floor of a
        ten story high rise. The high rise actually consisted of three buildings connected in a
        U-shape. From outside my window I could see both buildings. Honestly, the thought never
        crossed my mind during my move-in that my flat offered a perfect view of the surrounding
        buildings. The units were old and badly kept; dwellers kept open the windows to save energy;
        I frequently heard sounds of windows being opened and blinds being drawn. I usually kept the
        blinds up and window open a few inches. Sunshine poured in during the day, along with a
        medley of traffic noises and errant conversations. One Saturday afternoon, while reaching
        for a glass from a cabinet, I saw outside my window a naked woman stepping into the shower.
        Her apartment was one floor below mine in the opposite building. I stood shocked but
        excited, staring at the pubic hair and lumpy breasts that wobbled as she moved. She had dark
        hair and a tall shapely figure; her face, though plain and unremarkable, had gentle European
        features and pale skin.
I had long awaited such a moment. I always imagined female acquaintances undressing and
        saw actresses do it onscreen (though the artful lighting and shadow always made it seem
        unreal). Now, here was a woman who by pure chance stood nude before me, so much less
        beautiful but all the more alluring. A man fantasizes knowing it's escape. But when an
        actual event corresponds even roughly to one of these fantasies, it ruptures the wall
        between the two worlds. Suddenly fantasizing no longer seems crazy; it even offers clues
        into life's hidden mysteries.
So when it happened, I had this feeling of deja vu. The
        way her bare leg stepped out of the shower, the way she dried herself with a towel, the way
        her hair dryer made zigzags around her hair. I savored the view, knowing in five minutes it
        would be gone forever.
 I
        praised my good fortune and returned to my normal business. But the event affected me; I
        began leaving open the kitchen blinds, glancing outside whenever I visited the kitchen for a
        fork or napkin. I didn't exactly seek a repeat performance; I just wanted to be there if it
        happened again. And it did—can you believe it?—the same woman was undressing
        before her shower. My first reaction was not excitement but fear of being caught. I turned
        off the lights; it was getting dark, and I didn't want to be noticed. Then, when I felt sure
        no one could see me, I studied her, savoring every precious second of her nakedness. She
        stayed in the shower so long that by the time she came out, the window was fogged, though I
        could see the blurry movements of her nude body. The pussy—there it was. At
        last.
By making minor adjustments to my schedule and living habits, I was able to keep constant
        surveillance. No, I didn't sit beside that window all night. Remember, I was a graduate
        student busy with papers and projects. I just happened to be around the kitchen during the
        times she showered. I did homework at the kitchen table, a few feet from the window. I
        cleaned my kitchen and went for drinks of water more often. Every time I took a break from
        reading, I would stroll beside the kitchen window. 
Seeing her nude was my main goal, but I also wondered about her life. Boredom made me
        curious; could the way she undressed tell me something? She folded her towel twice before
        hanging it up; did that make her a thorough, orderly person? Around the flat her face rarely
        expressed emotion (it seemed almost somber). She took forever preparing for nights out. She
        didn't go out often, but when she did, she'd stay in that damn bathroom for nearly an hour.
        She followed elaborate preparation rituals: styling her hair, painting her fingernails,
        shaving her legs (half-naked, sitting on the toilet seat). She was trying to transform
        herself into a glamorous socialite, as though it were simply a matter of applying the right
        combination of blush and lipstick. Her efforts seemed misdirected. A revealing outfit or a
        simple smile could create a more lasting impression than perfectly coiffed hair or elegantly
        applied eye shadow. Who was around to appreciate the trouble she went through? From my
        vantage point, she looked lovely and genuine without the makeup and fancy dresses. 
      
She spent a lot of time at home (like me). No boyfriend, no parent, no study partner, no
        one. I assumed she was a graduate student like me. Once, when she was about the enter the
        shower, the phone rang and she leapt out of the bathroom, leaving the door open and letting
        me see her main bedroom. It was nothing more than a queen-sized bed and lamp. After talking
        on the phone for half an hour, she returned to the bathroom with a smile on her face. I
        realized that around friends her personality must have been totally different. Maybe she was
        the complaining type or liked to flirt; maybe she liked making ironic observations or being
        the center of attention; maybe she was affectionate or antisocial; maybe she was intolerant
        of mediocrity or constrained by social pressures. I only saw how she behaved with nobody
        around; did that provide more insight—or less? Sometimes she entered the bathroom not
        to shower or use the toilet, but simply to clean. Once, I watched her clean the sink, floor,
        mirror and bathtub. She got down on her knees and scrubbed every square inch with all her
        might. She seemed to find satisfaction in it too, carefully inspecting things until it was
        perfect. When she brushed her teeth at night, I watched in fascination, not because it was
        erotic, but because it provided the illusion of intimate familiarity. Watching her personal
        routines relaxed me. Over time I grew less interested in her occasional nakedness than the
        quirky mannerisms defining her individuality. For example, she had an annoying habit of
        leaving on the bathroom light. Sometimes it would stay on for hours. Sometimes she would
        turn on the light, then go back to the living room. I never knew if she intended to return
        or had just forgotten to turn the light off. Once she left the light on for the entire
        evening. I had to attend a department function (one hour after she turned the bathroom light
        on). When I came home later, I noticed the light was still on. Irritating, yes, though I
        hardly had a right to complain!
Over the next few weeks I became familiar with the sight of her body—even though I
        came no closer to penetrating her life secrets. I walked by her doorway for clues; I read
        the name off her mailbox—T Purkyne. Once she passed me on the way to class. I hardly
        recognized her up close. She was lugging a backpack full of books and smiled briefly when
        our eyes met. In real life on the sidewalk, she seemed so ordinary. But I had been granted a
        glimpse of her beautiful private self and saw a part of her others did not. Yet this version
        of female beauty was abstract and incomplete. And although one can never fall in love with
        an abstraction, one can certainly fall in lust with one. I desired this woman because she
        stood away from me in the opposite building. If I passed her every day in the hallway, no
        lusty inclination would have crossed my mind. In my solitude the woman was lovely,
        inspiring, ravishing. But if I came any closer, this sense of beauty would crumble.
The mini blinds tilted upward or downward, thwarting spectators from below but never
        above. The higher you lived, the better the view. As a fifth floor resident, my blinds were
        useless protection from a voyeur on the sixth or seventh floor. The thought did occur to me
        that someone else could be watching me right now, huddled in the dark beside his window. I
        dismissed the idea as far-fetched, but kept an eye on the upper windows just in case. Though
        I'm less a voyeur than a beneficiary of circumstance, there was something thrilling about
        the idea of living on the top floor. It permitted the most expansive of views without fear
        of discovery. If there were a God, he'd live atop an infinitely tall high rise, observing
        human activity through a telescope, too far away to intervene, but never too far away to
        appreciate. Perhaps the afterlife provides not a continuation of existence but a chance to
        observe the former one, a chance to view not only naked women but the world in its
        stupendous variety.
Though I was in lust with this woman, I would have preferred to be in love with her. Once
        you see a woman step out of a shower, you can't help but want to be in love. Desire arises
        not from proximity but distance. But distance longs for proximity, and illusion longs for
        demystification. I pondered various scenarios for meeting this women; the main problem was
        the initial violation of trust. What could I have done? Asked her to be more careful? That
        would have led to other questions (like "how long have you been watching my window?") And if
        I notified her in a less confrontational way—slipping a note under the door or calling
        her up—she'd probably regard me as a stalker. Does one really want to know some man is
        getting off from your nakedness? I preferred to think of myself as a guardian maintaining a
        friendly vigil. Women of the world, you are being watched! Every time you bend over to pick
        up a newspaper—every time you look out a window—every time you lie on a couch on
        a hotel lobby, masculine eyes will be feasting on your presence. The more you fear us, the
        further away we'll have to stand (and the stronger binoculars we'll need to buy).
Each time I watch her window, I imagine meeting her.
Perhaps we meet, I ask her out and discover she is not who I imagined. She has a dull
        intellect or a blasé personality. Perhaps she is less attractive in person. I imagine
        meeting her only to find her more interested in a relationship than I was, and then having
        to escape that jaw of intimacy before it swallowed me whole. Or perhaps we hit it off;
        perhaps the foreknowledge of her secret erotic self makes it easier for me to pierce the
        feminine armor of indifference. Do I tell her about my window-watching? Do I keep it a
        secret? I imagine seducing her and telling her about the voyeurism later, only to have her
        overreact, feeling tricked, violated, victimized. She'd resent the fact that the
        relationship was built upon a perversion and break off for that reason. But if I said
        nothing, I'd go crazy; I feel I were keeping the basis of the relationship a secret. I'd
        want to confess to somebody, perhaps a mistress or a phone sex line, perhaps a diary like
        this one. Keeping it  secret would require self-control so strict that I'd eventually fall
        short. Would I start looking into other windows for other women? A man who can't acknowledge
        his past becomes a man without one; for the sake of her sanity, I'd end up sacrificing
        mine.
What a hopeless scenario! And I hadn't even considered the likelihood of her indifference.
        If the most optimistic of hypothetical outcomes bring negative results, how necessary is it
        to run through other possibilities? When you imagine possibilities, you also foresee their
        limits. Psychotics dream about the impossible (and experience only pleasure). Ordinary
        people dream about the possible (and experience not pleasure—but the satisfaction of
        seeing disappointments in alternate realities as well).
Things changed at the end of the semester. I dropped out of grad school and accepted a job
        in San Diego. It was a good decision; I had been  killing time at grad school and needed a
        chance to enter the real world. Once I started packing, I realized it would end this silent
        relationship with the woman at the window. This was for the best; it was an unhealthy
        fixation, and I welcomed an end to it. But one last glance wouldn't spoil anything. On
        moving day that window became the focal point for my attention; by day's end I resigned
        myself to the possibility that she was out of town and lost for good. But then the bathroom
        light flipped on, and she entered in shorts and t-shirt. She turned on the shower, but
        instead of undressing, she knelt down and started rubbing the bathroom tub with a scouring
        pad. Such an ordinary action—but for the next hour, I sat doing nothing, watching her
        wipe back and forth, back and forth, gazing at her with shock and exhilaration.
Postscript
        (written twelve years later) Today I came across a
        journal entry from my grad school days about the woman I used to spy on. Reread with some
        hilarity. What a case I was! No wonder I was so incompetent at dealing with the opposite
        sex. Maybe I should show it to Clara for a good laugh.
It's obvious what I should have done. After I saw her naked the first time, I should have
        knocked on her door, introduced myself and told her the truth. The whole naked truth. I
        could also have interjected some comment for comic relief. "If you ever do that again, I'll
        have to keep taking those cold showers." Or "the next time you decide to teach a live
        modeling class, I'd love to sign up." These lines were just ideas off the top of my head.
        But I could easily picture myself conversing casually with this woman—even doing it
        inside her apartment. We could have exchanged grad school experiences. Instead of preventing
        friendship, this accidental voyeurism might have provided a funny, embarrassing (and
        titillating) trigger for it. That's all I really needed: an excuse to seek her acquaintance.
        If I came to her immediately, she would have regarded me not as a pervert but someone trying
        to protect her modesty. It might not have led to romance, but at least I had a shot at
        friendship (and ultimately that's all that matters). Grad school can be a lonely time, and
        neither of us had many friends that year. Imagine; I probably could have reached a point
        where I could ask her out to lunch every so often. I was so juvenile then; I never really
        understood that the first step to lusty satisfaction was actual conversation and
        friendship.
That was my chance, and I missed it. It now seems so obvious. For all my talk about
        possibilities, why didn't I recognize the very real possibility of starting a friendship? It
        would have been so easy.
Post-postscript (written twenty
            years later). Both journal entries seem to be written by complete strangers.
        How could I have possibly thought I could have just knocked on the door and struck up a
        friendship with this woman? People assume that seductions and romances require only a clever
        opening line and the right situation. But compatibilities are hard to anticipate, and it's
        unlikely the woman and the 24 year old version of myself occupied the same kind of worlds.
        The 24 year old version of myself seemed afraid of rejection and normal social interactions;
        he seemed more comfortable as a lurker. The 36 year old version of myself seemed too savvy
        about the mechanics of seduction. Neither would have made a suitable partner for this woman;
        the 36 year old was recently married and assumed that love came easily to those who pursued
        it. What folly! I watch both from afar, scoffing at their misinterpretations. That leaves
        the poor woman at the window, the unknown naked beauty about whom we know absolutely nothing
        except that she dutifully cleans her bathtub. Let's hope she found a man better suited for
        her, a man appreciative of more than the accidental beauty of her nudity.
A further variation
Other outcomes exist for the 24 year old narrator which might have produced a happy
        ending.
The first is awful to contemplate, but plausible. He should find some way to meet the
        woman, any way, and forswear any hope of romance. He should do anything and everything to
        advance the friendship by tearing out all remnants of desire. Keep the secret inside, stop
        looking at the window and never mention it to the woman, now his friend.
The second possibility is somewhat likely. The man, still fixated on the woman, moves to
        another city and meets another woman resembling the first. After desiring one woman, it is
        easy to find echoes of her in another. It's not really a second chance, but a way to redeem
        himself. The man could court and seduce this look-alike woman without feeling guilt or the
        need to apologize. The woman could love him, yes, love him. He could revel in the
        possibility that underneath the clothing, the second woman could have been like the first
        one. This is really the only perfect ending.
The third possibility is dangerous because it feeds on its own impossibility. It belongs
        not to the real world but the laboratory of an overactive imagination. Perhaps the woman was
        undressing before the window on purpose. Perhaps she wanted him (or some other man) to view
        her body; perhaps she needed to be watched and desired.
        Perhaps she wanted validation of her beauty. This possibility may seem remote, but ignoring
        it is to pretend woman can't also have kinky inclinations. Perhaps she had been undressing
        by the window for some time before a man finally noticed her. Perhaps her hope was to incite
        desire in a stranger and spur him towards a first move. But herein lies the irony. Although
        both are willing participants in this theater of desire, in fact desire becomes the last
        thing the person suspects the other of harboring. Two can consent in their minds to a
        seduction, but until one of them has enough curiosity to seek it out,  this lovely
        hypothetical situation remains an impossibility.
*****
Reminder: Turn the page to read the next story. Below is
        an Interlude with a short dialogue or commentary about the
        story you have just finished. Clicking this link is optional. (If you wish to skip it and
        read the next story, just turn the page.) If you read the interlude, look for another link
        at the end  to bring you back to your current position.  
 Lisa hates fiction with flashback and time jumps, saying that
        they infuse a story with fake nostalgia. The narrator likes them because the present time is
        so … boring. (Read
                more) 
In Our Previous Episode … 



Start Anywhere. This erotic story anthology consists of
        two volumes (so far). They can be read in any order. 
Not enough sex. Some readers have noted that Volume 1 had
        too much "talking about sex" and not enough "sex." Probably true; there's more sex in Volume
        2. Volume 1 spent a lot of time explaining the overall premise of the Existential
            Smut ebook series (summarized here), but
        feel free to skip around. (Here are some ideas about where to
            start.) Volume 2 also has two long essays about sex at the end (here and here). 
Time Lags. This book is being published when I am 59
        years old. Actually I've been writing these stories since my middle twenties. That creates
        all sorts of time lags. First, there is the time lag between developing the premise and
        writing the story. Second, there is the time lag between initial draft and the final draft.
        (Actually, there is another time lag between publishing the story on the web and publishing
        it for the ebook). Then, there is the time lag between the story and the writing of the
        Erotic Interlude. I began writing this paragraph on the same day I finished the Interlude
        for the story "Inside the Nun's Dormitory" (which I
        wrote 31 years ago!) Finally, there is the time lag between publication in the ebook and
        discovery by readers (years, decades, or even centuries) later. 
Choosing a subject. Other writers have written and
        published a lot more erotica than I ever have or will. This bothers me a little. But
        originally I envisioned stories in this project just as short meditations. Over time, I
        began writing longer pieces (Initiations was over 21,000
        words!) and taking more time to write them. Still a good erotic story (regardless of length)
        should inspire contemplation and even meditation. An author has to choose what to write
        about from thousands of possibilities. Why these subjects? Partly historical accident,
        partly psychological motivation and partly my guess about which meditations might be the
        most compelling. 
Create your own anthology. In 2008 and 2009 I wrote  Important Questions about Erotica. I struggled
        (and still struggle) with why I wanted to write erotic stories. But you don't have to be a
        talented writer to record or capture your private world of fantasy and passion. Just take
        out a sheet of paper and make a quick list of every sexual fantasy you can recall. (Don't
        worry about making it legible or grammatical. The only reader for it will be yourself.) To this list add
         major  moments from your personal sex history, and voilà! You now
        have a private record of your erotic dreams. 
Book Reports. Starting in 2025, I will post "Lusty
        Bibliophile Book Reports" on the ebook's websites every 3 months for the next ten years. You
        can find them (and other random essays) on the 
            www.
            ripemango
                taketwo.com
         website (More.) 

        Past and Future Volumes. Here is news about Volume 1 and Volume 3. Some early
        readers have noted that the ebook's point of view is limited to a male cisgender
        heteronormative perspective. Volume 3 (titled "Alternate Ecstasies") should offer a broader
        variety of perspectives written by different authors. From this point on I'll serve mainly as
        series editor. If you write erotica stories and wish to submit a story for Volume 3 or
        future volumes, visit the Ripe Mango 
        Take Two 
        Press website. 
Illustrations. Almost all the illustrations in this ebook are in the
        public domain and listed at the end.
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