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FOREWORD

Tristan Taormino

Transgression can be a powerful aphrodisiac. As queer people, we have already challenged one powerful norm by claiming our queerness. So when we tell stories of longing, desire, love, affection and sex, those stories are, by definition, outside of dominant mainstream culture. But the college kid, upper-crust society lady, pro-domme, bootblack boi, female cop, butch Daddy, grocery store clerk, and others who inhabit the twenty-two stories in this book go way past the point of queer lust and fucking. They push even further beyond what’s “normal,” expected and acceptable.

For example, people in stories like Chandra S. Clark’s “The Waiting Is the Hardest Part” and Anna Watson’s “Chronic” eroticize emotions we’re not supposed to think of as sexy, like anger, jealousy and revenge. Others find pleasure in ordinarily nonsexual objects and activities, like the boi who shines shoes and also fucks dildos strapped to them in “Shine” by Jacqueline Applebee.

In some cases, transgression is embodied in the boundaries characters cross with the objects of their desire. It may take the form of seducing a woman under the guise of protecting her from the paparazzi in Missy Leach’s “And the Stars Never Rise” or hitting on a friend’s mom, then taking it one step further into delicious dominance and submission in “The Ant Queen” by Roxy Katt. Miel Rose’s narrator travels a similar path to Katt’s as she finds herself in the stockroom with a coworker who says, “Damn, girl, I’m old enough to be your mother.”

In other stories, the traditional form of the couple is rejected as women explore their sexuality with more than one person at a time, played out in various configurations in “Playing with Toys” by D. Alexandria, “The Bridge” by Isa Coffey, “Spoonbridge and Cherry” by Catherine Lundoff, “The Storm Chasers” by Peggy Munson and “Angie’s Daddy” by A. Lizbeth Babcock.

Sometimes, it’s not the who but the where that embodies the boundary crossing, when someone literally steps outside the confines of the bedroom into public places, places we shouldn’t have sex in or aren’t allowed to, like downtown London, the Coronado Bay Bridge in San Diego, a San Francisco back alley, or in a famous Minneapolis sculpture garden.

In Rachel Kramer Bussel’s story, a professional dominatrix begins to play with her date at a restaurant. When they eventually go somewhere private, the domme dishes out skills her male clients normally pay for. It’s one illustration of how we can and do insert our selves and our queerness into traditionally heterosexual sex spaces. This theme is echoed in scenes set in a strip club in L. Elise Bland’s “X-Rated Exes” and at a high-end escort agency in Nan Rogue’s “Top Girl.”

Another form of transgression can be about the connections we form that defy societal expectations, like the pair in Shanna Germain’s “Native Tongue,” who find their common language is not one of words. Or Valerie Alexander’s lovers, who become so focused on one another that the rest of the world just melts away in their own version of “Paradise.” Two stories take it to another level, toying with the lines between life and death: Alicia Goranson’s vampire story and D. L. King’s modern-day lesbian ghost story.

Like the woman headed to a sex club who wants to shed her sweet image in Radclyffe’s story “Sweet No More,” some of these characters’ transgressions are entirely deliberate. Likewise, in “The Storm Chasers,” Peggy Munson’s narrator knows what she’s doing when she says of the Amish girl she’s fucking, “We want to make Ellie so dirty she can’t go back.” Some transgressions are more circumstantial, but the difference of what these women are doing is known, as with the two girls exploring their newfound desire at summer camp in Tamai Kobayashi’s “Different Girls.” Others are almost accidental, like one character’s revelation of her bisexuality and its unexpected (and unresolved) consequences in “When She Was Good” by Betty Blue.

Ultimately, what ties all these stories together is the desire to push something perhaps a little too far, to give the middle finger to “polite society.” These writers have given us vibrant characters who defy roles and expectations and challenge traditions and norms. These characters don’t just go against the grain—they rub their leather-clad thighs, cum-soaked fingers, drenched pussies and saliva-coated cocks right up against the grain, leaving a mark so you know they were there.

Tristan Taormino

The Hudson Valley, New York


INTRODUCTION: DUMPSTER DIVING

Ali Liebegott

I spent the summer I turned nine riding my bicycle in circles in the small streets of an industrial park behind my house with all the kids in my neighborhood. My best friend Natalie, a huge daredevil and troublemaker, had the idea one day to look for lost treasures in the industrial park Dumpsters. I don’t even know what we were expecting to find. Maybe beer. Or some type of portal to a universe that didn’t have divorce or molestation or loneliness. Natalie climbed into the Dumpsters, one at a time, while the rest of us waited in clusters, watching her head dip up and down over the green metal side as she sifted through garbage.

After climbing in and out of three or four Dumpsters Natalie cried, “No way.”

Her head disappeared and she sat down in the Dumpster. We all waited and listened to her rustle through what sounded like trash.

“What’s in there, what?” we begged to know.

Then one at a time, Natalie started hurling what she had found over the side of the Dumpster to us. Each magazine landed with a slap on the pavement and featured a close-up cover of some disembodied female mouth sprayed with a face full of come.

“There’s like hundreds in here,” she cried. “They must make the magazines in one of these offices.”

I’d never seen hard-core porn before and stood quietly next to the other kids as they flipped the pages. I remember being astounded at how glossy the pictures were. The pages were thick and the paper seemed really expensive.

“Let’s get out of here before we get busted,” I said.

Natalie climbed out of the Dumpster and we all divvied up the magazines and crammed them in our pockets. Then we rode our bicycles to a nearby park to further examine our literal booty. There were pages of huge pink pussies spread open and spilling pussy innards and giant veiny cocks and huge pancake-sized nipples dripping with buckets of milky come. In other words, the pages were filled with what seemed to be exercises on how to use a zoom lens. When I think about that day I can distinctly remember how the sun felt on my arms as we sat in the park flipping through those magazines, our bicycles scattered on the grass around us.

So this was sex. Giant floating body parts. I felt confused.

Natalie instructed us to bury the magazines in the park so we could come back and look at them whenever we wanted, so we all started burrowing tunnels into the hillside like gophers. Then we rolled up the magazines and shoved them into the holes we’d made. The next day when we came back, we couldn’t find them.

“Someone probably stole them,” Natalie complained.

I loved the idea of someone randomly coming to the park and digging up the landscape to pull out our porn stash. My father had spent my entire childhood walking across parks and beaches with a metal detector, finding thousands of pulltabs and a few nickels. I could understand the desire to find things. Except for my confusing yet long-standing crushes on Bob Barker, Gumby and Aquaman, even at nine I had a sinking feeling that I might be something weird like a lesbian. I wanted to find lesbians in the way that a nine-year-old could want that. I wanted to find something that felt true like the smell of dirt on my fingers after we’d dug the holes for the porn. Or something real like the amazing sun on my arms as we sat in the park, or the honesty of how concrete smells when it gets hot and wet and we all lay down on it after swimming at the public pool. Truth and realness and honesty. What can I say: I still had a tiny fire of hope at nine.

The next few years solidified each demon in our varied neighborhood kid souls. The future alcoholics made sure to start drinking every day. The eating disorder girls started looking at food as an enemy. The runaways got really good at packing their duffel bags and the future wife beaters and rapists practiced tying girls up in toolsheds and shooting the heads off lizards with BB guns. Natalie’s older brother was a future wife beater. One day he promised to show us his porn magazines if we agreed to lock him in a lay down freezer in the garage and sit on the top of it while he tried to get out. He was thinking about becoming a Marine and this was his version of physical fitness training. Everyone knew locking a person in a freezer was stupid, but Walter was convincing when he insisted he was strong enough to get out of it. So we sat on top of the freezer, feeling afraid, as Walter scrambled on top of bags of frozen vegetables inside the freezer beneath us. As long as we could hear the bags of frozen vegetables shuffling around then he must still be alive, I reasoned. It was a miracle when Natalie’s older sister came into the garage to get a soda. She’d been inside the house watching soap operas while we were about to kill her brother, if you can even imagine that.

“Where’s Walter?” she said.

We sat stunned for a second and then thank god we pointed to the shuffling sound of vegetable medley bags beneath us. We were big-time busted, but Walter was alive and not brain damaged, and he did keep his promise and showed us his porn collection. The “lesbians” in his Playboys sat naked across from each other and touched each other’s nipples with their snowcone-pink acrylic nails. I remember pages of women with really round asses. I wanted real women. I wanted women with dark sunken eyes who would sit despondently with me on a curb and understand the beauty of fingertips that smelled like the earth after digging holes in the park to bury found porn. I wanted the obvious signs of fucked-up train-wreck women. But it seemed the train wreck in every woman I found in porn magazines was airbrushed out.

When I was eighteen I got the courage to buy my first bit of lesbian erotica. I was nervous so I just darted into A Different Light Bookstore in Santa Monica and then darted out. Unfortunately, I ended up with lesbian erotica poems. Tons of dolphin and mango imagery. Dolphins simultaneously leaping and diving into waves. Couples creepily, catatonically sucking on mangoes in front of each other. I remember trying to jerk off as I was driving home with my new book, but I was unable to find anything stimulating as I turned page after page. I thought that drive home had marred the words lesbian erotica in my brain forever…until I started reading the submissions for this anthology and that idea was smashed. When I got the email from Tristan asking me to be a guest editor I was a little skeptical of my ability to do the job, as I haven’t read much erotica in my life. I expected to find hundreds of pages of leaping dolphins in my mailbox. Maybe the dolphins will eat mangoes, I thought hopefully.

But it turned out even better than that—the stories were filled with the real lesbians I’d been looking for my whole life. Peggy Munson makes me want to push my tongue into each of Ellie’s cigarette burns in her brilliant story “The Storm Chasers.” Roxy Katt makes me wonder why I’m not congregating more often with spoiled upper-class poolside mothers in giant ant costumes. Reading Anna Watson’s “Chronic,” I remember the gift of health and desire. Shanna Germain reinforces the sexiness of wordless affairs. It was an honor to read and select the stories in this anthology. I feel like I’ve waited my whole life to see the many sides of my lesbian self reflected like this in literature.

Happy reading!

Ali Liebegott

Los Angeles, California


DIFFERENT GIRLS

Tamai Kobayashi

It is on the third day at Japanese language summer camp that Susie meets Yoshi, one of the tough girls who smoke behind the equipment shack by the lakeside. They are counselors from the city school but from different sides. Sues is Westside cardigans and saddle shoes, Yoshi railway denim and sneakers. Sues has always fancied the tough girls, feared them, their careless mockeries; uncertain of their loyalty, as if in a high stakes game of angel/devil. Yoshi has muscles, and a scar on her shoulder, like a gladiator or some kind of ancient warrior. She’s not like the girls who squeal at tadpoles, who shriek and shrivel at cobwebs floating on the ceiling of the dorms. Yosh plays chicken with her jackknife by the canoe shed. Yosh plays chicken but Sues is afraid.

Sues is not a tough girl. She steels herself against the lake scum that squishes between her toes and tries not to flinch at the spiders floating down from the rafters. Her skirts are pleated and her pencils are always sharp. Sues knows all of the rules but watches with envy the tough girls’ swagger, their fearlessness and pride. Sues is afraid. Sues is afraid of Yosh. She tries not to notice as Yoshi swings the canoe easily onto her solid tanned shoulders. She glances away as the soap suds bubble down the groove in Yoshi’s back. Yoshi is two months older, her breasts blossoming out; the hairs dark between her legs, under her armpits. Sues at seventeen feels the shifting time. The Beatles sing Yeah yeah yeah on the flickering television and She’s got a ticket to ride. At seventeen, Sues is lost and far from home.

The fourth day at camp, Sues asks Yosh for a cigarette behind the equipment shack. The other tough girls laugh but Yosh holds out the cigarette, lights it with a wooden match struck from the tread of her shoe. Sues sputters with her first puff, the girls scoffing, but Yosh just smiles.

Yosh has the most beautiful smile.

After that day Sues follows Yoshi everywhere. Shadow, the other girls snicker but Sues pays it no mind. Yosh teaches her about the curl of the canoe paddle, pull of water and motion, the art of steering and the nature of currents. Sues is lost in the ripple of muscle, the curve of Yoshi’s shoulders, the quirk in Yoshi’s eyes.

Yosh carries Sues’s lunch tray, holds her a place in line. The other girls growl and mutter; one of them has left the fold.

That night the storm blows in, midsummer heavy, the air humid and burdened with the strain. Thunderclouds towering but Sues can only see the darkness; the sky cracks open in a blinding, slashing wrench. The lake is dark and the lights in the cabins wink off, on, then off. Black night. Even the sky has fallen.

Sues shivers. She can’t see the palm of her hand and the air quakes and rumbles. Too dark, then flashing, too bright, ghost sheet white, her eyes cannot leap between the extremes. Sues has never liked the thunderstorms, fears nature out of control, she feels like crying and she wants to go home.

An arm slips over her shoulders, Yoshi’s arm. Warm and strong and muscled. The scent of cedar and cigarettes. Sues’s heart is pounding, over the clouds that clash above, her nerves jump and scatter as Yoshi stands and holds and leans. Sues can feel the swell of Yoshi’s left breast pressing along her arm, the cup of her hand against her shoulder. She is touching me, she is touching me, Sues repeats, her mind flooded with the miracle, and she wonders at such fearlessness.

Yoshi is tough, Sues thinks, and needs nobody.

At least not until the day they set the snare traps.

Tough girls need each other. To be tough against each other, to be tough against the world. Tough girls are their own measure, bitter enemies, bosom friends. Tough girls know their weaknesses and their strengths are never enough.

They set snare traps in the meadow and the next day they catch a baby raccoon. The snare twists around the hind leg, breaks it, and the tough girls gather around. Sues, no tough girl, starts crying, and the girls jeer, Baby, going soft. Yosh takes in Sues, the girls, the cry of the small, furry animal and sees no way out of it. She takes a rock and smashes in the raccoon’s head. Yosh feels her stomach pitch into her mouth but she masks it with a snarl.

Sues runs.

The tough girls sneer after her but Yosh only stares at the creature she has killed. Blood speckles the rock and she throws it into the river. Later Yosh tracks down every snare trap, smashes it in two. She gets a welt from the guide wire, her fist bloody from the bark.

That night, Yosh sits in the canoe shed, playing with her knife. Sues comes in.

Chicken—

Its leg was broke—

Can’t do anything without your gang—

It was gonna die—

Coward—

But Sues begins to cry and hates herself for it. Tough girls never cry. But Yosh’s arm is around her shoulder, her hands wipe away tears, Yosh’s lips brush lightly against Sues’s cheeks, her closed eyelids, her mouth, and deeper, kisses deeper, a tongue shivering ache into belly, their clothes are off, an awkward shedding, off and on the floor, their bodies slide, playing chicken without knives, this game all broken rules and Yosh’s mouth kisses Sues’s breasts, kisses nipples standing out, afraid but sucking harder. Sues’s whimper is caged in her ribs, watching Yoshi come up for air, Sues still afraid but chicken chicken, smoke in Yosh’s hair. Yosh’s eyes, asking as her fingers trace down to those fine forbidden hairs, circling, afraid but it feels so good, dampness faster, fingers deeper, wetter inside the cleft, circling the hard little bud round and round and round, Sues’s hot, she’s burning, her shivers not from tears, a sudden shudder, rising, rising, that ripple-shock from there—

Sues, Sues—are you all right?

Sues holds her, clinging, braces her coming in Yoshi’s clasp. She’s still fearful of this newness, this game she does not understand but she trusts so completely that Yoshi is undone. Sues doesn’t know that tough girls bruise easily but hide under a thin-skinned bravado, under tough girl bluster and pride. But Yoshi still holds her, rocking comfort, soothing caress, a silent appeal for forgiveness, for tough girls, who blunder, even as they win.

Shy girls excel as they try not to be noticed. They know the square root of three thousand and three. Sometimes they know Latin or French and their good shoes have buckles, or eyelets or some kind of fancy strap. They blossom in shadow, waiting for the world to come to them. They try and they try, however awkward and painful it is, but when they come forward, they seem to retreat. Shy girls are forever hopeful, skirting anger and a vague sense of dread. They seethe and they smolder, on the cusp of forever, unaware of the heat they give off.

Sues lies in the canoe shed, her head on Yoshi’s shoulder. Her thoughts spin in darkness, her stomach in a knot. “It” has happened. “It” has occurred. Sues has no words for the lightness in her chest. But her body still hums from that burst between her legs, the tingles in her breasts. Sues is all open and she wants to know how.

Yosh, on her elbow, whispers, Are you cold Sues? Are you okay?

But Sues’s heart is exploding and she kisses Yoshi, pushes her back, her mouth, taking her own time now, traveling over lips, tongue, teeth and Yosh cannot say a thing. Sues slips lower, feels Yosh tremble beneath her. Sues presses hard but can’t keep herself still. Yoshi’s breasts, Yoshi’s breasts, and Sues exploring every bump, every curve, every slope, every dip. Sues kisses, caresses, her tongue on a quest, ever lower, ever lower, until her lips—

Yoshi sits up on her elbows.

Sues?

Sues opens Yoshi’s legs, pushes wide her shaking thighs. Light kisses below the tangled hair and Yoshi almost cries. Sues remember Yosh’s fingers but she wants to kiss some more. She kisses and she kisses and she kisses, her face, wetter, tasting deeper, she wants to crawl inside. But Yosh’s jerking, helpless now, her legs don’t know what to do. Her chest is bursting, her lungs are gasping and her hot palms smack the floor. Sues thinks of her own building rush, and she wants to ride Yosh into that center, to ripple out this storm. Her mouth latches on to that little bud rising and she begins to lick and suck. Sues loves this taste, this feeling, like holding candies in her mouth, her lips pouring out, Yosh beneath her; Sues sucks her in as well, how can this be, but no time to think, Yosh’s breath faster now, hips rising, legs wide as Sues presses her mouth down, tongue swirling and Yoshi comes, Yoshi comes.

The morning light begins to sneak through the cracks of the canoe shed. In the shadows Sues can see what she has done. Wet curls back from Yosh’s vulva, pink lips waving, spiraling down. Sues knows the words for this place but the name is just the beginning. Shy girls know their Latin, shy girls know their French, but Sues, still shy, wants to know more. The square root of three thousand and three will never be enough. Sues’s finger slides into vagina, rippled muscle, contracting space and Yoshi arches, a choking surrender, as Sues begins all over again.

Shy girls aren’t so shy now and tough girls aren’t so tough. But what they need they will find in each other, as they imagine themselves as different girls.


PARADISE

Valerie Alexander

Our mouths were rubbed raw where we kissed. Nights were sleepless aches of devouring each other, tumbles of animalism and grief. We didn’t eat, we were too anxious, and we could not sleep except for exhausted afternoon slumbers in each other’s arms. There was little differentiation in time. Street-lights came on and went off, different degrees of light filtered through the apartment blinds. She sobbed when she came; I came all the time. I loved her.

We barely went to class. Always I was rubbing my eyes, bleary, dizzy, I did not hear if spoken to. The sheets went dirty and cartons of takeout piled up in the kitchen. Sleepless and dazed, my hands shook too much to grasp a pen. There was much to say, years to cram in nights. We had no idea how long we had together. Every second was vital.

We could not even shower apart. Rubbing shampoo into her hair, bare of makeup, she looked so innocent. Our kisses tasted of soap and water. I shaved her legs for her, pulling them around my waist from behind and lathering them up well. Her pussy was also my domain and I sculpted it with the obsession of a lesbian Rodin. Her briny sweetness graced my tongue like nirvana. The tang of her walls clung to my fingers. Like a love-struck dog I couldn’t stop licking her, until her screams bounded off the walls and drowned out the rushing water.

The first time with her was awkward but potent. It was after class and I was facedown in her mattress. She was unhooking my bra from behind. Then taking it off. A CD was playing; it emphasized the silence between us. I stared straight into the black of the sheet but I was seeing her room in my mind, the bamboo blinds and framed poster of Virginia Woolf. Her hands, smooth and cool, slid down my hips. My throat was tight with anticipation. She pushed at me and I turned over to see her long dark hair hanging in her face. Her perfect, inscrutable face.

My dress was crumpled in the corner. She hooked two fingers under the elastic of my panties and pulled them down my thighs. My navel looked brand new, like someone else’s, under her gaze. She leaned over me and paused. Then she unsnapped her dark blue lace bra. I looked at the ceiling, closed my eyes. Quick, harsh breathing sounded in my ears. It was mine. She crawled over me on all fours. We were naked now, both of us. Her cool soft breasts melted against me like heaven descending to earth. Our mouths met like two halves locking together in a delirious whole. We rolled over and over, kissing, her knee slowly rubbing my pussy until I moaned in her mouth.

Earth ascended to heaven. Everything was pink and brown and like silk. It was ice-cream sex, vanilla and sweet, but I held her shaking body tight when she came and in her honey I tasted the venom of our potential.

At night we’d go into the club like angels, pretty and glittery and messy. We would enter into the humid darkness crisscrossed with neon laser beams; would pause to take in the pleasurable scandal of hundreds of girls dancing with girls, kissing girls against the wall; then quickly we would scan the crowd, taking in who was and was not there. We were superior and haughty, but interested in the crowded female heat. And both of us enjoyed the gossip.

(Girlworld gossip can eat your romance alive. We learned that on our second night. Her roommate told my ex who told her roommate who told her lab partner who told her ex; and that night when we met at a Mexican restaurant as arranged, our ears were ringing with untrue and hostile rumors. We were casual and distant with each other until the truth emerged. Then we realized how tight, together and impregnable we had to be. We got drunk on margaritas and kissed sloppily in front of the restaurant and then we went out and fucked in the alley, in the falling snow. It was November and the first snow of the season. I pushed her jeans down and backed her bare ass against the brick building, her pussy burning against my hand in the cold night. My fingers teased her clit, circling lazily, lightly pulling at her delicate hood, until she stood with her legs strained apart in her jeans, wordlessly begging to be fucked. Finally I slid my fingers deep inside her as her pussy sucked at me like a feverish animal, and more than anything I wanted to taste her but instead I watched the snow melt over her flushed cheekbones and closed eyelids as she groaned with her first orgasm of the night. I knew as I held her snow-flaked hair that I was on to something.)

In the club:

Topless girls gyrated and shook on three platforms. Huge projection screens were suspended from the ceiling, offering a film of two naked girls kissing in a shower, black-and-white stills of famous models, a photo of two perfectly round breasts, then one of a pale-eyed beauty with a vacant stare. Hundreds of women filled the club, exchanging the contagion of kisses and laughter and lit cigarettes, and back in the dark recesses, anonymous hands. Where before her, I had sometimes given myself over to sadness, dazed by the alien coo of computerized music booming through the speakers.

“Are you hot?—Are you okay?—Do you want a drink?”

We would dance until we were wet. We liked to sway to the tacky slow songs, our damp faces rosy-blue in the electric bath of light. I would feel her hot skin through her damp T-shirt. She would gather up my long blonde hair in her hands and blow on my neck. And on the sidelines, women would watch us.

“You are blessed,” an older woman said once when I went to the bar for ice water. I looked at her, stunned, and realized a deity of love was communicating to me through her voice. I wanted to ask her for more wisdom but then something feverish hurtled at me—my girlfriend, hugging me like we hadn’t seen each other in days. When I turned around, the oracle had moved off.

The bathroom was always the usual holding pen of competitors smearing on lipstick, struggling with their hair, slipping on wet toilet paper and screaming out gossip. Ears rang with deafness. Bloodshot eyes squinted in drunkenness and nausea. Bang, bang, the stall doors opened and closed and girls went in and out. I would empty my bladder, wipe off my smeared raccoon eyeliner and reapply it, powdering my skin. Then I’d drop my magic tools in my leather bag and reenter the dazzling multileveled game board of the club. Even when I could not find her, I would sense my beloved, batlike, in the sweltering darkness. I would pause and revel in that anonymous crush of love, that ancient desire of girl for girl; and then I would see her making her way toward me, swaggering in her ripped fishnet stockings and tight shorts and high heels.

We were femmes but we liked to put on jeans and combat boots and dress like boys, our long hair escaping from baseball caps. It was some Playboy parody of butch that turned us on, much like ignoring or taunting the males who tried for our attention. Sometimes we wiggled into long gowns and hiked up our bustiers and painted our faces, officially “beautiful.” We couldn’t stop admiring each other. We were monsters and we were in love.

In a girly shop, where French pop music played inanely from hidden speakers and I reclined exhausted on a velvet couch, we looked like all the other girls. The eyes of coiffured salesgirls seemed to flirt and promise. I couldn’t tell if I was lucky, beautiful or misinformed about the nature of women. To me, it was obvious we were tired from fucking all night and were unwashed and smelling of sex, but the straight girls critiqued the dresses we tried on, they gushed over our lingerie and our hair.

“It’s like we turn invisible when we’re together,” she said, walking home with shopping bags one night.

“Yes,” I said. “It’s like our superpower.”

We rarely left the apartment. There was no need to. I forgot the outside world existed. The first time one of us got her period, it was her, and I went out late on a Friday night to buy tampons and candy and ibuprofen. We had been in bed all afternoon and evening and she had been sluggish and cramped but content in my arms. Leaving for the store, I was surprised to see the city crawling with students and bar-hoppers. In the harsh fluorescent glare of the convenience store, I saw it was only ten o’clock.

I was paying at the counter when a friend walked in and squealed: “Where have you been?”

“Well,” I wanted to say, “I fell in love—I got married—I left this earth—” but I felt she would understand none of that.

“I’ve been seeing someone,” I said.

Walking home through the social plans and chatter of others, I felt invisible again, like a ghost. So irrelevant the rest of the world seemed, with my one real flame burning in a basement apartment at the end of the street.

Her body haunted mine. Every idiosyncratic trick of her skin, from her seashell ears to the crooks of her knees, dominated my cosmos. I was Marco Polo, intent on mapping her planet. Bored in class, I’d begin my mental inventory at her toes and by homecoming would have a list of several questions to test and resolve, from the ridge of her hip bones under my tongue to the taste of the bottom of her ass. I was eating the apple in the Garden of Eden. Knowledge was the key to Paradise and not the key to expulsion. Or so I believed.

It was her pussy that obsessed me, its perfect tang of brine and honey, its soft throbs around my tongue when she came, so in contrast to the fire of her temper. Each come was a surrender, a succumbing to my persuasion. I liked her unperfect: a roughness on her thighs abrading my cheeks, a sleepy dormancy in her wet pink cunt that was my job to awaken and rouse. Never did I want morning sex until it was with her. Her black hair fanned over the pillow, her mouth slack, I’d trail my fingernails over her ass until she awoke just enough for me to slide my thumb into her cunt. Then she would sleepily roll over and open her legs before me as if inviting me to feast on the heavenly spread of her body.

Sometimes we infiltrated each other’s dreams and then waking and rolling over on top of her and kissing was just an extension of where we had been. It was as if our sleep had been transformed into an adventure and our bed into a ship, as when we were children and sailing into dreamlands unknown.

Her father came to town on business and took us both to dinner. We were listless in the candlelight. We answered lamely his questions about school and our futures. We’d been fucking all afternoon, one nonstop somnambulistic raw and gritty dream, and nothing in the restaurant, not the white tablecloth or water glasses or the violin music, seemed real. In the bathroom we clutched each other and kissed just to stay awake. Then we stepped out of the stall and blinked in the harsh sterile pink and white brilliance. “I’m so tired,” she whispered and she started to cry. I held her dark head as she gripped the sink and said, “Just another hour…” Matrons frowned at us and I remembered in their eyes we were criminals.

The next day her mother took us shopping. On a whim we made her stop at the toy store and buy us, with a bemused but tolerant smile, a Barbie doll. In the car we took her out of the box and touched her long flaxen hair and plastic legs.

That evening we napped and awoke and dressed together before meeting her parents for the symphony. I lay naked on the couch, one leg up and one leg dangling off while she rolled up sheer black thigh-high stockings on me, then slipped my feet into high heels. I spread my legs wider for her, feeling my lips swell and unfurl. My cunt ached to be filled, so wet my inner thighs glistened with it. She slipped Barbie into me, feet-first, the cool plastic of her legs feeling so alien in my heat. I leaned up on my elbows and watched my own pussy as the Barbie doll slid in up to her waist. In and out, in and out… I gripped the sofa cushions, biting my lip as Barbie fucked me…. A storm was building between my legs, a carnivorous tornado that wanted to suck up everything inside me until I came. My girlfriend circled the doll’s legs inside me, her black eyes gazing at me with an odd light, and then she pressed Barbie up into my G-spot and I clamped my legs shut as lightning struck and I screamed. I twisted to the side, my throbs breaking through me like a seizure, as she pulled Barbie out and sucked off her legs. Then she put the doll on top of the couch, where it smiled dazzlingly.

“I love you,” I said. “I love you I love you” and I devoured her mouth.

We had sex all the time. Night and day blended. Lying under her, after my sixth orgasm, I would open my eyes and not be able to tell if her face floated in the dimness of daybreak or dusk. We kissed in cabs, in theater lobbies, on the street. There was no assumption we could not pervert. I dressed her in pearls and gloves and lipstick in the Lord & Taylor dressing room, then lifted her skirt and exalted her. To feel closer, we wore each other’s underwear to class. We slipped into an empty history classroom once and fingered each other silently on a back desk as students streamed by outside. What I loved in her was her ability to be raw, turbulent and dreamy all at once…. She was perfect and I loved her totally.

Men and women both fell in love with us, our fever was so gorgeous. We got used to it. We thought we were born that way and that it would last forever.

Sunday night was sex night; it was then the local girl-girl elite held candlelit play parties at an expensive downtown hotel. Wet and gleaming we were the first time I looked in the mirror and saw us, newly risen from a foamy bathtub, other wet naked girls squirming around us. She slid her hands over my breasts to play with my nipples as her white grin cracked across her face in the mirror. The suite bathroom was too hot, too feminine, smelling of bath gel, lipsticks and sex. I tugged her out to the living room and hand in hand we walked barefoot through the orgy of girls naked, girls in their underwear, girls in Saran Wrap and Astroglide pawing and grunting and kissing each other.

“I want to get fucked out of my mind tonight,” she said and she did. On her ass, her head thrown back on my shoulder while a girl in a black Lone Ranger mask fucked her with a leather phallus. She moaned and tossed her head around in feverish half circles, her dark hair sticking to my damp face. The girl leaned over her with a satanic smile, working the leather cock inside her harder, while everyone watched the tender flesh of my girlfriend’s pussy stretch wider. I held her steady, felt her trembling build and shake until her body seemed too fragile to house such chaos. Almost sobbing with need, she jerked her hips in wordless supplication for more, her fingernails digging into my knees. I cupped her breasts and thumbed her hard pink nipples as the Lone Ranger long-dicked her like a pro. She moaned and thrashed in my lap and then her tempest blew with a scream so hard her throat went raw. Then she collapsed, sliding down into my lap, and looked up at me, breathing hard. I kissed her wet forehead and she squeezed my hand.

Before then, everything up to that point, was just killing time until I got to her. Straight girls I seduced, gay boys I dressed up and played with, married women who wanted me secretly and on schedule, none of them could begin to compare. The entire world had once seemed a carnal banquet but she was not an entrée but another guest.

We were sure of our Promethean brilliance and we could see the future shining ahead of us.

We would write, direct and produce lesbian films, all kinds. I favored a pretty porno flick revolving around a Catholic girls’ school. She imagined a forbidden romance between a repressed middle-aged executive and a young club-girl slut. We would make lots of money. Girls everywhere would long to be recruited.

We would have eccentric children, at least three, and two adorable dogs. We would hire young and nubile help to wash the car and scrub the floors. We’d own a secluded estate in the islands where we would hold famous A-list orgies. We would fund shelters and feminist politicians, be active in our community.

We would dedicate our lives to penetrating the glorious mysteries of the skin.

We would see each other through mastectomies, menopause, old age, lost teeth. One would keep her hearing when the other lost her sight. We would blaze long into the century like beacons.

“What if you die?” she whispered, when I was in her arms late one night. “What if I die?”

Paradise was melting; everything was sliding around, skin and words and time. “We’re not going to die,” I said with my mind or my mouth. “We’re perfect.”

One spring night we stayed awake until dawn, drinking champagne and snorting coke and playing games. We drew on the walls with colored chalk and listened to loud opera all night long. I was so dazzled to be conscious with her. Around four we were wet and serious and naked on the floor. She wrapped her legs around my face, grinding her wetness against my mouth. My tongue writhed inside her like a snake, making her come until she rolled moaning onto her side, holding her sides as if she hurt. But then she pinned me against the carpet and fucked me slowly and deliriously over and over, the strap-on between her legs so big I felt stretched impossibly wide. With each thrust of her cock, the floor burned my tailbone until the pain and the heat were one. My cunt was incandescent, every nerve ending alight with fire where she touched me, until I rolled her over and rode
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