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For every guy who never got “The Girl”...
And for those who did...and wish they hadn’t.


THE AUTHOR’S FAVORITE QUOTES

“I found that just surviving was a noble fight.”

Billy Joel

“In the end, we’re all alone, and no one’s coming to save you.”

Jim Caviezel, Person of Interest/CBS TV Show

“My ship isn’t coming, and I just can’t pretend.”

Rush

“It’s tragedy, with no one to love you. You’re going nowhere.”

The Bee-Gees

“When you’re alone, you ain’t nothing but alone.”

Bruce Springsteen

“We have to find the LIGHT somewhere in our garbage, that’s where it’s hiding. When we can start identifying the garbage in our lives, it will eventually lead us to our divine purpose.”

Kabbalah


WHAT SEVERAL TOP U.S. SEX THERAPISTS SAY ABOUT CARROTS:

“Imagine tossing Howard Stern’s book Private Parts into a blender along with Woody Allen’s script for Play It Again, Sam and Philip Roth’s book Portnoy’s Complaint. The result might be my friend Dan Harary’s book Carrots. Carrots chronicles Dan’s simple but lifelong challenge: how to navigate his desire and pursuit of alluring women while attempting to overcome crippling shyness and overwhelming self-doubt. Weave into that mix: a series of childhood traumas that affected Dan’s earliest perception of females; his 25-year-long battle with (untreated) clinical depression; an 11-year-long marriage fraught with troubles; his wacky theory that he was cursed in a past life; a powerful sex addiction; and an endless series of ‘really bad date’ stories that quite often defy logic – or even belief. As a Clinical Sexologist and someone who’s known him since 1984, I can attest that Dan’s brutal honesty will leave the reader pondering: ‘How on Earth was he able to accomplish so much?” – Dr. Ava Cadell, Certified Love Coach, Clinical Sexologist, AASECT Certified Sex Counselor, and Founder of www.LoveUniv.com – Malibu, CA

“I can honestly say I’ve never read anything like Carrots before. Dan Harary’s book chronicles a lifetime of troubled relationships with women, some good, some bad, many ugly, but all told from a painfully frank point-of-view. Dan places the reader front and center as he describes in vivid detail the trials and tribulations of his odd history with the opposite sex. A gifted narrator, Dan is often witty and self-deprecating, but more often bares his feelings of longing, unfulfilled desire and heart-breaking disappointment like someone whose body has been cut open head to toe for major abdominal surgery. While he’s not often the ‘hero’ in many of his stories, you have to give him credit for being brave enough to share six-decades worth of hugely personal and intimate encounters with his readers.” – Dr. Nancy Sutton Pierce, Holistic Clinical Sexologist, Northern California

“In this absorbing read, Dan Harary candidly delineates his decades-long effort to find happiness and self-worth through sexual conquests. Ultimately, he finds meaning and himself through unexpected avenues, and realizes that his sexual preoccupation had led him astray for years. Carrots is a fun and quick read!” – Dr. Maggie Carroll Vaughan, Psychotherapist, Founder & Executive Director at Happy Apple/NYC, NY

“Dan Harary’s book Carrots strikes a rare balance of being hilariously entertaining while simultaneously sad and painful. It is full of engaging tales of his ill-fated attempts to connect with women. You’ll find yourself laughing out loud while shaking your head in disbelief at the equally humorous and tragic situations in which Dan finds himself! And you’ll wonder, how can one man have so much bad luck?! It’s enough to make you consider the possibility of a past life curse! Carrots is a brilliantly written look into the life of a man struggling with lifelong depression, sex addiction, extreme shyness and self-doubt, as well as several childhood traumas that shaped his perception of the opposite sex, the connection with whom seems to constantly elude him. Despite all this, Dan has still managed to have great professional success. And he tells his very candid and colorful true stories with a spirit of humor and perseverance that seems to transcend all that he has been through!” – Dr. Kathryn Uzunov, Los Angeles, CA
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PROLOGUE

My Mommy, the Carrot

When I was 23, I lived in Long Branch, New Jersey, a few blocks from the Atlantic Ocean. At that time, there was a terrific boardwalk nearby with rides, restaurants and novelty stores. One summer day, I noticed a shop with a sign that read “Spiritual Advisor.” Having never encountered such a place before, and on a whim, I entered. A heavy-set, middle-aged woman said she’d tell me my fortune for $20. Although that was a chunk of change, I paid her. We sat, and I stuck out my hand. She stared at it for an uncomfortably long minute or so.

Slowly, she looked up, stared into my eyes, and spoke firmly: “Many women are attracted to you. But something GOES WRONG with EACH ONE you meet,” she declared. Then leaning closer into me, she added, “The women you desire somehow elude you—they remain just beyond your reach.”

Her words were so completely accurate, I almost fell off my chair. How could this total stranger know my entire life story? I’d just walked into her shop at random. For all these many years since, I’ve been kicking myself in the ass—I never asked her “WHY?” Why did the women I desired most always seem to elude me? Why did things always “go wrong” for me with the opposite sex?

My first therapist suggested this phenomenon was tied to my earliest days with my mother. When I was three weeks old, my mother – who’d been sexually assaulted as a teen by her father in Brooklyn – experienced what she now calls “a break with reality.” My birth had caused her (at age 21) to begin flashing back to forgotten months of her childhood spent in various orphanages and foster homes, while her mother was in and out of the mental hospital, and her father, a sociopath, was in and out of jail for raping various neighborhood women.

Post-partum depression triggered my mother’s nervous breakdown. After she’d summoned the FBI to our house (telling the disbelieving agents who’d arrived there I’d been targeted as the intended victim of a “baby-kidnapping scheme,”) my father had her committed to a mental hospital for a few weeks.

During her time away, my mother received electro-shock therapy treatments.

When she returned home, she was unable to breast feed me, and had developed an intense personality disorder. Now a classic narcissist, she began to find fault with everything and everyone, everywhere, at all times. (This condition continued until late 2020, when one of her doctors prescribed a “happy pill” to her. It worked and she became a much calmer person.)

As an adult, I came to realize that I’d never properly bonded with the first major female in my life. Without question, I understand that this early childhood situation has played a significant role in my pursuit of “Carrots” – desirable women who’ve crossed my path yet who remain just out of reach. Sociologists have long known that it’s critically important for human babies, as well as numerous animals, including ducks, to either quickly bond (“imprint”) with their mothers, or die.

Apparently, my imprinting was skewed (and screwed) right off the bat.

Although I did manage to get married and have relationships with a slew of subsequent girlfriends and lovers, every one of those interactions seemed organically pre-destined to fail. Between the ages of 36 to 56, my endless quest to find true love morphed, instead, into an overwhelming sex addiction. When I realized my little “hobby” had cost me well over a few hundred thousand dollars, I sought specialized therapy, and joined Sex Addicts Anonymous. I attended meetings, on and off, for several years.

While trying to piece together the puzzle that would explain my handicapped relationships with EVERY SINGLE WOMAN IN MY LIFE (except my daughter,) I realized that, as far back as early childhood, I occasionally felt an “otherworldly” influence within my midst – one which I believe has played a role in my peculiar phenomenon. I have pursued paranormal measures in hopes of explaining my odyssey with the opposite sex, having met with a number of renowned psychics, aura healers, and even two shamans. I’ve also experienced regressive hypnosis in this pursuit.

My conclusion? I know it sounds wacky, and I can’t imagine there is any way to ever prove this conclusively, but I am 100% CONVINCED that some kind of “Curse” from a past life has followed me into this one!!

I truly believe this to be the case. Read on. And let me know if you agree?


CHAPTER ONE

The Rock, the Bush, the Sign, the Fence and the Square Dance Lesson

My very first memory – I’m three, living with my parents in a small house in Neptune, New Jersey, one town west of fabled Asbury Park. We were the only Jews on that block, and I was one of just three boys there. Most of the families in that neighborhood were Catholic or Protestant, and many had cute, little, Shiksa daughters running around.

My best friend and next door neighbor, adorable, blonde Donna, and I were on the lawn in front of my house kicking a ball. Without warning, Donna decided to stop playing. In a sudden burst of rage, I picked up a rock and hurled it, striking her in the forehead. It caused quite a gash. She put her hand to the wound, felt the blood, and stared at me for a second in silence, before letting out a scream that I can still hear today, 60-plus years later.

Donna’s mother flew through her kitchen door, racing to her daughter’s aid. She saw the blood and the rock, then shot me a terrifying glare. “Look what you did!” she screamed. “What’s wrong with you? Such a bad little boy!”

The woman grabbed my arm and shouted through the screen to my mother. “Joan, Joan, come quick,” she cried. “Look what your son did to my daughter!” My mother’s face conveyed it all– despair and disappointment. “I’ll talk to him,” she said. As we heard, “I don’t want him playing with my Donna again” through the screen door, my mother told me it was never OK to hurt a girl.

Having been banned from Donna, I next turned my attention to Mary-Barbara (MB), a larger than life, chubby brunette. When I was four and she was about six, MB said, “Let’s take off our clothes.” I had no idea why anyone would want to do that. Standing behind the large bushes in the front yard of her house, MB removed her shirt and pulled down her skirt, until she stood in just panties and shoes. My heart pounding, I was frozen, awaiting her further instructions.

Suddenly from nowhere, MB’s mother (a short, Italian powerhouse with glasses,) appeared, parted the bushes like Moses at the Red Sea, and shrieked, “What on Earth are you doing to my daughter? You little pervert!” My shame, fear, and confusion were overwhelming.

Pulling me by the ear, the woman rushed me down the street to my house. Once again: “Joan, Joan come quick! We have a problem!” My poor mother answered the door and learned the news. “Stay away from the little girls, Danny. They are not your friends,” she admonished. I was so utterly embarrassed. What had I done wrong? MB was the criminal here, not me! Yet, because I was the boy caught with a nearly naked girl, I was the evil one. The sicko. Clearly, the savage neighborhood rapist.

After this one-two punch, I decided my mother was right— neighborhood girls were trouble. I started palling around with two boys who had train sets, rang doorbells then ran away, and insulted ancient Mrs. Goodwin, whenever she pushed her walker past us on the sidewalk.

At five, I met a new neighbor – a young boy playing in his front yard. He invited me inside to see his Etch-a-Sketch. We played with several of his wonderful toys, and his mother brought in milk and cookies. I was in heaven. This was a wonderland. While we played, my pal’s baby sister walked into his room, clad only in a diaper. Drinking from a bottle, she was probably about two.

Flashing back to the incident with MB in the bushes, I realized I needed resolution: “What on Earth do girls have ‘down there’?” Deciding this baby wouldn’t pose much of a challenge, I pulled down her diaper, and took a good long look. “Interesting,” I thought. “I wonder what that thing is?”

My luck with mothers-of-friends having not changed even for this briefest instant, my buddy’s mom walked in, saw what I’d done, and became hysterical. She swooped up the little girl, shouting, “You little bastard! Get out of my house!” I quickly made my escape, but remember thinking, quite clearly, that at least I saw a naked girl that time.

Two, cute, older Italian girls who lived directly across the street taught me how to climb fences and trees. One day, the three of us were climbing up inside the cross-beamed wooden structure of a large billboard sign promoting the drugstore around the corner. When we were rather high up, one of the sisters shouted, “Hey Danny, look at me!” and blew me a kiss. Startled, I FELL OFF THE SIGN, flew through the air, landed on my back and blacked out.

I awoke hours later, on a couch inside a stranger’s house, many blocks away. I was never told how I got there. When I came to, no one was home. I distinctly recall thinking I’d died, and that my body had somehow been brought back to life, possibly by an Angel.

Third Grade. Two situations that have haunted me for decades:

During recess, a buddy and I wanted to “catch the girls” – a running game. A pair of identical twins, Wendy and Robyn, were willing to play, so I selected Wendy and began my chase. I was an extremely fast runner as a child, so I zoomed after her, sure I could tag her quickly. Wendy managed to stay ahead of me the entire time—I was never able to touch her. After a few minutes, Wendy sprinted away, turned her head over her left shoulder, and mocked, “You’ll never get me, Danny,” not noticing the fencepost railing dead ahead.

Wendy slammed her mouth, hard, into the railing, and came to a screeching halt. I stopped running when I heard that awful sound. Clearly in a daze, Wendy spat blood into her hand, then slowly lifted her face toward mine. Holding half of an adult front tooth in her open palm, her expression read, “Look what YOU did to me!” As she ran off to the school nurse, crying, I stood alone in stunned silence. Once again, for whatever inexplicable reason, I’d “hurt” a little girl—this time, one I never even touched. And once again, I experienced the same terrible feelings of guilt I’d become accustomed to from my earliest days of childhood.

Another third-grade trauma involved square dancing, of all things. In gym class, we had an unprecedented, “boy/girl” session taught by our male coach, a real hard-ass, former Marine, and our lovely young teacher, who paired the boys off with the girls. My partner was a blonde cutie.

The coach had a record player at the front of the gym, and as the singer sang, “Swing your partners, Docie Doh, round and round and round you go,” I did exactly as instructed, exuberantly swinging my gal pal. I distinctly recall her laughing – I’d never been happier in my life. Suddenly, the coach stopped the record player, blew his whistle, grabbed me by the shirt collar, and screamed: “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Do you know what we do to boys who are too rough with little girls?” he admonished, inches from my face. “We take them to the woodshed and BEAT THE CRAP out of them!” His rage was overwhelming. His face, bright red, had steam shooting out from the ears. I glanced to my teacher for help, but she simply turned away. Stunned and speechless, I worked up the courage to look at little blondie, but she’d begun to cry. The coach had me sit on the floor in front of the class. “Stay there, you little ass. Do not move.”

I recall telling my mother about this event that same afternoon. I was particularly upset by two things: First, I had no idea what I’d done wrong – and still don’t, to this day. Second, I was startled to hear the words “crap” and “ass” – the first “dirty words” I’d ever heard in my life. Unfortunately, my mother didn’t believe my story, and I was forced, once again, to subjugate my abject humiliation.

---

For the rest of my childhood, I did my best to steer clear of girls. As my father began to make more money working as an electronics engineer for Uncle Sam in the ‘60s (“I helped the United States win the Cold War,” he’d later say,) we moved to a much larger house in West Deal, N.J., and my two younger brothers, Bobby and Michael, joined the fold. During this period, JFK had been shot, The Beatles played The Ed Sullivan Show, my father taught me how to mow the lawn, and my new (predominately Jewish and Italian) neighborhood provided me with a bunch of young boys to play with.

When I was eight, I became best friends with a “pre-maturely mature” kid I’ll call Dustin, who lived a bit down the street. He and I would become in-separable for the next six years. Dustin and I built go-carts from scratch, rode bikes to watch Little League games, became obsessed with tropical fish tanks, snuck into “mature” movies, and, together, discovered the music of The Beatles and The Lovin’ Spoonful, and the comedy LPs of Bill Cosby and Alan Sherman.

When Dustin and I were 10 – and The Monkees TV show premiered on NBC – we became obsessed with rock and roll. We’d ride our bikes to the local music store, and stare into the window, imagining the day he’d have his own bass guitar, and I’d have a drum set like my hero, Micky Dolenz. After two years of begging and pleading, our parents gave in, and bought us our requested instruments. Along with a friend from Hebrew school, Doug, who’d just gotten a Telecaster guitar, we formed our first rock band, “The Living Dead,” rehearsing in my garage.

As unaccomplished as we were musically, playing drums in this band provided me with one of the happiest experiences of my youth. Of course, this brief era occurred just a hair before puberty kicked in and ruined my life forever.


CHAPTER TWO

First Girlfriend, First Kiss and Discovering Playboy Magazines

At 12, I was quite popular in school. During these “glory days,” I was elected president of my 6th grade class, even though our teacher was a major bitch on wheels. She once asked me to deliver a report about Nasa’s Gemini Space program in front of the class, criticizing me the entire time, and causing me to develop a fear of public speaking that would last for decades.

One night I got a phone call:


Me: “Yes?”

Caller: “Do you know who this is?”

Me: “No...”

Caller: “Stephanie” (a fellow sixth grader)

Me: “Why are you calling?”

Steph: “Who do you like?”

Me: “What?”

Steph: “Who do you like from school?”

Me: “What are you talking about?”

Steph: “What girl do you like?”

Me: “Girl? I don’t like any girl...”

Steph: “You must like one girl in our class...Who is it?”

Me: “Nobody.”

Steph: “We know you like somebody. What’s her name?”

Me: Not wanting to sound like a total loser.... “Joanne, I guess.”

Steph: (Giggling voices in the background) “Joanne, I knew it...OK, bye.”



Like a deer in the headlights, I had no idea what had just happened. I shrugged off the call, then went to watch Tiny Tim sing “Tiptoe Through the Tulips” on NBC’s Laugh-In. The next day, a gaggle of girls from my class cornered me on the playground during recess. They included Stephanie, and Joanne, a cute, round-faced blonde I’d only even noticed for the first time a few days earlier. Clearly the ringleader, Stephanie confronted me: “When are you going to ask Joanne to go steady?”

Poor Joanne was now the deer in the headlights. “What does that even mean?” I asked. Stephanie explained: “You get an ID bracelet with your name on it and give it to Joanne. Then she’s your girlfriend. It’s easy.” As the geese gaggle fluttered away, Joanne looked over her shoulder, shooting me a seductive, parting glance. I instantly felt an electric twitch – I’d like to say it came from my heart, but, to be honest, I believe it came from my pre-pubescent testes.

I asked my father for some cash, something I dreaded, due to his lifelong insecurities about money. (My dad and his family once lived for a week on a sidewalk in Brooklyn during the Great Depression, when his parents couldn’t pay their rent or utility bills.) I told him there was a girl involved, and he reluctantly handed me five bucks. Dustin and I rode our bikes to a stationery store that always smelled like pencil erasers, and I bought an ID bracelet engraved with my first name. It was much too big for my wrist, and during the ride home, fell off me several times.

End of school the next day: Before we could be dismissed by her majesty, our teacher, we had to stand in two lines – one for boys, one for girls – and wait for the bell to ring. All eyes were now laserhoned onto my face. Stephanie whispered: “Do it, Danny, come on!” My heart racing, I removed the bracelet, turned to Joanne, and, in my best Don Juan impression, said, “Here, you want this stupid thing?” Tossing it, Joanne caught the bracelet, put it on, and gave me an enormous smile. The other kids were psyched. I was a pioneer—not just the 6th grade class president and the leader of my peers, but also the first kid in our class to be going steady. The bell rang, we all dispersed, and I realized I wasn’t in Kansas anymore.

A few days later, our shithead teacher called on Joanne to answer a very hard question. Joanne choked and had no response. The woman, devoid of one ounce of humanity, kept hounding her: “Why don’t you know this material, Joanne? What’s wrong with you? Didn’t you study? Why are you in my class?” Joanne turned beet red and started to cry. Teacher: “Are you a cry baby now?” The eyes of every single student then shot over to ME, as if to say, “Your girlfriend is embarrassing YOU! What are YOU going to do about this?”

A very pretty brunette who sat just in front of me (and with whom I credit my first sexual fantasy based on a person I knew in real life,) turned and said, “Some girlfriend you picked! Good luck with HER!” For whatever reason, I didn’t call Joanne that night, simply because I’m an inconsiderate putz.

That weekend, Stephanie threw a boy/girl party. I arrived with Dustin and was instantly confronted by several guys from class. “Danny, Joanne really embarrassed you the other day. She can’t be your girlfriend anymore, she’s a cry baby. You need a different girlfriend. She’s a loser.” I was besieged by these brilliant words of wisdom. Feeling cocky, and egged on by Dustin, I thought, “They’re right. I don’t want a cry baby for a girlfriend. She really DID embarrass me.” Marching up to a smiling Joanne, I demanded my bracelet back.

Stunned, heartbroken, and crying once more, Joanne reluctantly handed the silver jangler back to me. My friends started laughing. My first relationship, which had lasted maybe two weeks, was now over. I walked away thinking, “Why on Earth did I just do that? I really liked this girl.”

---

Half-way through seventh grade, my parents drove my brothers and I to Washington, D.C., for a family vacation. My mother turned around: “Which little girls do you want to invite to your Bar Mitzvah, Danny?” Girls? The thought of GIRLS suddenly scared me to death. I didn’t know why, but at twelve and a half, the thought of “girls” terrified me. In the backseat of the car, I literally began shaking...my entire body trembled. Instinctively, I knew something was wrong, but I couldn’t name it, nor describe it to my parents.

“Girls are stupid,” I replied, masking my terror. “I don’t want any stupid girls at my Bar Mitzvah.” “Your other friends will probably have little girls at their parties,” my dad chimed in. “Nah,” I said, “I don’t like girls...who needs ‘em?” My parents laughed, and I realized I’d entered a new era with them.

My Bar Mitzvah was fairly uneventful. A trained monkey, I recited my Hebrew in a trance, having studied the same prayers four days a week for a million years in advance. I could have sung them blindfolded, in an upside-down chair, while being chain whipped. Looking out over the crowd in temple that morning, I recognized only a few of the 100 people assembled. Dustin, was there, of course, trying to make me laugh. I was too terrified to do so.

After the ceremony, my parents and I stood in a reception line, greeting a bunch of alter-cocker Jewish relatives from Brooklyn, most of whom I’d never heard of. Toward the end of the line, Jamie, a classmate from Hebrew school, came up and said, “I am so proud of you!” She quickly pecked me on the lips and smiled into my eyes. A girl kissed me! My very first kiss. A highly memorable experience – by far the day’s highlight. (We’ve remained friends to this day!)

Shortly after our Bar Mitzvahs, Dustin and I hit puberty—hard, which coincided with our discovery of his father’s Playboy Magazine collection. Since the only naked girl I’d ever seen in my life up to that poin had been wearing a diaper, the fact that I was now exposed to voluptuous women showing me their humungous boobs, shapely asses, long legs, and mysterious “down there” stuff, was more than just a little overwhelming. I was mesmerized. Dustin would grab a few of his dad’s mags, and, together, we would sneak off into my attic. Meticulously studying each page, we wondered what those weird looking “vaginas” were all about.

One afternoon following a particularly inspiring Playboy review session, life threw me a curve ball. Dustin and I stood in my driveway, where my mother’s car was parked and unlocked. “I want to try something,” he said. “You be the ‘girl’ and I’ll be the ‘boy.’” I had no idea what he was talking about. “Lay down on the back seat,” he ordered. Curious and naïve, I did as I was told. (We were both fully dressed.) He then positioned himself on top of me, held me in his arms, and started sucking my shirt, pretending I had “tits.”

Dustin then began grinding his crotch against mine, and humped me, thrusting his hips up and down. Although I was frozen, I concurrently got my very first hard on. After a few minutes, he and I both climaxed in our pants at about the same time. He got off me, and we exited the car.

“Thanks for the sex, see ya later,” he said, nonchalantly walking back home. I stood speechless in the driveway, watching him leave.

My first boner. My first orgasm. My first sexual experience. What was this sticky stuff in my underwear? And this big stain on the front of my jeans? “Thanks for the sex,” Dustin had said to me. “What is “sex?” What the fuck???

It took me well over 30 years to remember that this event had ever happened.


CHAPTER THREE

The Call of the Wild, the Obscene Phone Call and “20 Seconds in Heaven”

After Dustin deflowered me in the backseat of my mother’s car, I invented masturbation.

I had absolutely no idea what this private paradise was all about, what it was called, nor why I wanted to do it so often. I just knew that at some point during the night, I was going to wake up with a hard weenie, take off my pajamas, and slowly and methodically pull on myself. I imagined the body on the pretty brunette from sixth grade and would experience an all-embracing comfort that was indescribably wonderful and completely overwhelming.

I honestly thought I’d discovered something no one else on Earth even knew existed! Clearly, I was a genius!

I also became a thief. Once a month, I’d ride my bike to the local drugstore after school, steal the new issue of Playboy, and frantically ride away, shaking and sweating. After several years, I built up quite a collection, which I carefully hid in the crawlspace, underneath my bedroom closet. Several times a week, in the middle of the night, I’d take out my “girlfriends,” and methodically lay their photos on my floor in collage-like fashion. I would then walk over them, naked, studying every inch of their bodies, and in the process, make sweet passionate love to my left hand in their honor.

---

One night while sound asleep during this era, I heard a noise that would have startled Boris Karloff. A deep, loud, mournful, “Call of the Wild” seemed to be emanating from outside the house. I lay in bed frozen, convinced that a wild animal had become injured, and was now trapped on our front lawn.

Sitting up, I placed my ear against my bedroom wall, and came to realize that this painful sound was not coming from outside, but rather from inside the house—from my parents’ bedroom! Could it be that the sound of a bull moose bleeding to death was actually erupting from my FATHER??

“What on Earth could they possibly be doing in there?” I wondered. “Is my mother killing him?” I fully expected that, in the morning, I’d find my father’s corpse, and a blood-stained butcher’s knife on my mother’s dresser.

After hearing “The Call” on many nights during the ensuing months, I realized that my parents must be doing “sex stuff ” with each other. I still had no idea about intercourse, or about sex acts of any kind—no one ever bothered to teach me. I only knew that sticky white stuff comes out of a penis when you play with it for a few minutes. My parents must be doing something “penis-related,” I presumed, but was too horrified to ask them.

---

When I was 13, and home alone one day with my brother Bobby (9,) we decided to explore our parents’ bedroom, a no man’s land throughout most of our childhoods. I found a shoebox at the top of my father’s closet, hidden by a towel. I took down the box, Bobby and I sat on the carpet, and together we inspected our contraband treasure.

My father’s porn stash contained perhaps the most confusing imagery I’ve ever seen, to this day. Inside were French nudist colony magazines, and a deck of black and white playing cards of naked people doing things to each other that defy description. These photographs were so grainy and disgusting, it was remarkable that anyone in their right mind would actually have paid money for them.

As Bobby said, “What are those people doing?” I realized that I’d gotten a boner. “Hey, wanna see something?” I pulled down my pants, spread out my father’s playing cards, got onto my knees, and jerked off in a matter of seconds. My brother: “Wow! That was really cool. Do that again!” I told him it was a “secret magic trick,” and I could only do it once. Without another word, we repackaged the porn stash back to its original state and replaced the forbidden shoebox to its proper place atop my dad’s closet. (The incident was never again discussed.)

---

My mother (now an over-achiever) had become a noted teacher, actress, singer, musician, and playwright in the community. Hormones flying, I began to notice that she also had some very physically attractive girlfriends. My parents entertained in our house quite often, throwing cocktail parties for other married couples on a regular basis. Bobby and I loved these parties, because our father let us be the bartenders, and taught us how to mix whiskey sours, martinis, and Tom Collins cocktails. The couples would dance to “Cha-Cha” and Chubby Checker “Twist” records, while my brother and I would sneak sips of J&B Scotch (or “Jewish Booze,” as one of the adults called it.)

Several of my mother’s girlfriends were voluptuous blondes, with long hair, blue eyes, and rather large breasts. (Legend has it that, during more than one of these parties, my mother caught my dad, drunk, making out with some of these women, under the trees on our front yard.) I would surreptitiously “drink in” –visually – the bodies of my mother’s friends during these shindigs. I’d then sneak off to the bathroom, fantasizing that these women were unsnapping their bras and watching, as I showed them the “secret magic trick” I could do with my penis.

---

For my 14th birthday, my parents gave me the greatest gift any budding, young masturbator could ever have asked for in the early ‘70s—a TV set in my bedroom! As ever male baby boomer well knows, a plethora of “babes-to-beat-off-to” starred on the tube then: Barbara Eden from I Dream of Jeannie, Tina Louise from Gilligan’s Island, Goldie Hawn in her bikini on Laugh In, and the “Gold Diggers” who would shake their white-leather, mini-skirted asses right into the camera lens on The Dean Martin Show. I honed an ability to “time” my orgasms to the sexiest moments of any TV show – I instinctively knew when “Jeannie” would be leaning forward so I could best see her cleavage, or when “Ginger” would be wearing a coconut bikini. But my career best “cum timing” was always in conjunction with the Raquel Welch movie Fathom, in which that timeless sex symbol would strut her stuff in a lime green bikini.

I “had” all of those TV goddesses, many, many times.

---

“Look what I’ve got,” said my friend Barry, who came flying into my house one day, waving a scrap of paper through the air. “What’s that?” I inquired. “Janet’s phone number.” Through some miracle, he’d gotten the number of one of the hottest girls in 8th grade. “What do we do now?” I asked. “We call her, you big pussy.” I led my buddy into my parents’ bedroom, where he secretly dialed. I picked up the extension phone in the kitchen, so I could voyeur-istically listen in.

“Hello?” Janet answered. In a “disguised” voice, Barry said: “What color are your cunt hairs?” I was stunned. What did he just say? What are “cunt hairs?” Janet: “Who is this?” Barry: “Listen up, bitch, you heard me...what color are your cunt hairs?” At least he was consistent.

Janet: “I know who this is...and you’re an asshole.” She hung up. My pal raced into the kitchen, and fell to the floor, laughing hysterically. Repulsed, I felt like I’d just been physically violated.

The next day at school, Janet approached ME, gently gliding a piece of paper onto my desk. “You should read this,” she said in disgust. It was a page from a police handbook, describing the criminal offense of making obscene phone calls. How did she know I was involved? I didn’t call Janet! There was no “Caller ID” back then! I never asked her, nor was I able to face her again for a very long time. Through my association with an imbecile, I’d betrayed a beautiful girl. And now, once more, I was the one feeling guilty.

---

Shortly after the Dustin backseat incident (which I locked inside a “mental strongbox” for decades,) I met a short kid named Steve, who had a cherry red Fender guitar and was an accomplished musician. Before we knew it, Dustin and I joined with Steve and another friend, Sammy, to form “Radiation,” a pop/rock band. Our repertoire consisted of an array of then current hits by the biggest bands.

Quite often while rehearsing in my attic, Radiation would attract a number of local girls from my neighborhood. They included: an adorable Jewish girl with very large breasts who lived down my block; two of the hottest blonde cheerleaders from school; and my backyard neighbor, who, for years, had tried in vain to rile my interest by wearing extra short cut-offs. Unfortunately, neither I nor any of my band mates ever had the balls to chat up these girls, much less the courage to ask one of them out for a date.

---

Allan from Hebrew school approached me one day: “Hey Danny, wanna have a boy/girl party at your house?” The idea stopped me in my tracks. I didn’t have that kind of courage. The basement in his house had flooded, and he needed a new venue for his 14th birthday party. “Mom, Dad, can I have a boy/girl party here Saturday night?” My parents were excited. “We’ve been waiting for you to show some interest in little girls.” The party was a go.

(Side Note: My request also triggered an unexpected parental response. A few days before this party, my father decided to have “The Talk” with me. The ONLY portion of this conversation I remember was: “Don’t let anyone ever tell you that when a woman orgasms, nothing squirts out. That’s simply not true.”

Huh? What the fuck was he talking about? When I was in my 30s, I asked my mother: “Why didn’t you or dad ever have the sex talk with me?” Her answer, “Your father told me he did.” I then asked my father the same question. “I did have the talk with you,” he recalled. “You turned bright red and ran out of the house.” That was some talk, Dad. Really cleared everything up. Very meticulous. Great job, thanks.)

Allan and I produced a joint venture at my house, comprised of six boys and six girls, among them a sultry little beauty named Bonnie, who I’d never seen before. Allan taught us how to play spin the bottle, and as we sat in a circle, I noticed Bonnie smiling at me. After a series of other party games, Allan told us about “Seven Minutes in Heaven.” He’d pair each boy with a girl, and, together, each couple would then enter my garage for seven minutes of bliss. Allan designated me the time-keeper, as I was the only kid there with a watch.

Allan and a pixie little blonde went first, and then one couple, after the next, after the next, each had a full, solid, seven minutes of making out behind my garage door. Since I was clocking these sessions, I’d inadvertently become the last boy to participate. Finally, Allan took Bonnie’s hand, placed it in mine, and said, “OK, Romeo, have fun out there.”

My heart pounding out of my chest, I was about to experience my “coming of age” – the moment when I would forever leave behind my childhood, and become “a man.” (Just as Bonnie and I were walking toward the garage door, I glanced at the mirror in our den. My VERY FIRST ZIT, right in the middle of my forehead, had magically appeared from nowhere.)

Bonnie stood before me at the foot of our attic stairs in the garage, trembling slightly. I stroked her hair and hugged her tight. Here was a real live girl, in my arms—a first. I slowly and deliberately closed my eyes, and gently placed my lips against hers. She smelled like fresh linen. We kissed. Her lips were nice and moist. I “saw stars” from behind my closed eyes. I could swear that I also heard music playing. The kiss was heaven... It was bliss...

And it only lasted about 20 seconds.

Bonnie’s father had arrived, far too early – and completely unexpectedly – to pick her up. Allan raced into the garage, panicked, and grabbed my arm. “Danny! Bonnie’s father’s here!” I thought he was playing a particularly cruel joke. Why was my new best friend busting my chops? Then, through the open garage door, we saw a man in an overcoat. Bonnie: “Oh my God, my Dad! I am so sorry, Danny.” Bonnie fled, hooked up with her father, and split the scene moments later.

After the party guests left, my parents entered the room. “So, did you meet any nice little girls?” my mother asked. How was I supposed to answer that question? I’d just experienced the most magical moment of my life. And then, in a flash, it was gone. In the blink of an eye. Just like that.

A few weeks later, Bonnie’s father was transferred to another city, and her family moved away. I never saw or heard from her again.


CHAPTER FOUR

Rock & Roll, A Guy Named Bruce and the Purple Bikini

For close to two years, Radiation had a solid run as one of the most popular grade-school rock bands in our community. We played at countless school dances and private parties. Steve and I became inseparable friends along the way, later splitting Radiation off into a new group, “Grain,” by dropping Dustin and Sammy, and adding a brilliant bassist/singer named Scott.

One night after a Grain rehearsal in Steve’s basement, and after Scott had gone home, we were walking his dog. Two attractive young girls appeared across the street. “Hey, you’re Steve, the guy with the band, right?” asked the taller one. “I’m Andrea. This is my friend, Ginger.” Steve turned to me and whispered, “Let’s get these chicks back to my house.”

This was really a bold move for either of us sixteen-year-old kids, but especially for Steve, who was remarkably shy, except when he was onstage. Steve (to the girls): “Hey, my parents are gone, and I’ve got some liquor...why don’t you come over?” Andrea conferred briefly with her friend. “Yeah, sure, OK.” They crossed the street, and we entered Steve’s place.

I was a nervous wreck. Steve and I were alone with two girls—an unheard of situation. With a sentence that came from nowhere, I said, “I need to get drunk.” My pal pointed out a brand new bottle of Manischewitz grape wine in his fridge. “Drink that,” he advised. I downed about a third of the bottle rather quickly, and, for the first time in my life, got bombed. Steve’s father had a cool little bar in their den, and Steve played bartender to these girls, mixing them each a drink. He, himself, hated liquor and drank nothing.

Clearly, Steve had his eye on Andrea, the far better built of the two. Making his move early, he put his arm around her, and said, “Let me show you my room.” Cute, in a “foreign” sort of way, Ginger, now alone with me, was perhaps Middle Eastern, and much more exotic looking than anyone else I’d ever previously known.

“What do you want to do?” she asked. Me: “Urgh, ahhh, we could watch some TV?” Steve’s den was one of my favorite places on Earth, because his family actually had color TV. (My family had only B&W television my entire childhood.) Sitting side by side on the couch, Ginger asked, “So, what’s your story?” The wine was hitting me hard, and I became uncharacteristically cocky. “I’m the drummer in Grain, the best band around. Maybe if you’re nice to me, I’ll invite you to watch us play next weekend at a dance.” “How can I be nice to you?” Ginger giggled. I glanced at her blouse, saw two buttons open, and noticed that her red bra was partially exposed.

“Well, I’d like to see more of those!” I said, disbelieving my own courage. “You like my girls? Yeah, most guys do.” Ginger removed her top and unhooked her bra. “Is this better?” Her breasts, although small, were now fully exposed. They were quite beautiful – the first breasts I’d ever seen in real life.

“Those are amazing! I wonder what they feel like?” Ginger: “You’ve never had a girlfriend, have you?” “Uhm, no,” I admitted. “Well, why don’t you touch them, and tell me what you think.” An invitation to handle some real breasts...I must be dreaming. I gently, but firmly, squeezed one, then the other. Ginger: “Not so hard, easy. Be nice.” Doing as I was told, I continued feeling Ginger up. It was great—a true highlight of my teenage life.

Suddenly imitating a drunken sailor, I began to scream at the top of my lungs: “Hey, Steve! I got tit! I got tit!” Like the village idiot, I was roaring my conquest to my buddy, half-a-house away at the time. Ginger didn’t take too kindly to my boasting. She quickly stood, re-dressed, and said, “Well, you’re a real Creep-O, aren’t you?”

Ginger decided to leave, and called for Andrea, who came down from Steve’s room, zipping up her pants. Ginger: “Let’s go. He’s drunk and obnoxious.” Andrea: “Yeah, OK. Bye guys.” She winked at Steve, and the girls split. Steve was grinning. “I touched her bush,” he proudly announced.

Bush? Really? I was so proud of myself for simply touching a girl’s tits, and here was Steve, miles ahead of me, establishing his sexual prowess.

My burgeoning sexuality smacked me hard after the night I felt up Ginger. In my horny little imagination, the girls and women in high school began to appear like pages of Playboy come to life. Suddenly, I could spot – from miles away – every girl wearing a mini-skirt, hot pants, or a low-cut top. Our English teacher, who instructed us while sitting atop her desk, notably never wore panties – I’d crane my neck for the best angle. And the most beautiful blonde in school once mocked me, after I’d accidentally walked face first into her breasts in the stairwell. “Enjoying the view?” she asked in disgust, before fleeing.

---

Eventually, Grain attracted three cute brunette groupies—Laura, Cheryl, and Lisa. I got my driver’s license before my friends and would borrow my parents’ cars. I played chauffer to Steve and these girls, driving them to parties, midnight showings of Marx Brothers movies, and rock shows at the concert hall where he and I worked after school.

For over two years, Steve and I were the stage managers of a local concert hall in Asbury Park called “The Sunshine Inn.” We worked stage crew and theatrical lighting for dozens of concerts, featuring a number of rock bands that were already quite famous at the time: Mott the Hoople, Edgar Winter, Procol Harum, and Deep Purple, as well as others that would become VERY famous just a few years later: Fleetwood Mac, KISS, and a local guitarist named “Bruce.”

Steve and I saw Bruce Springsteen perform—solo and with different bands—in various clubs and bars for years before he became a legend. At one of his shows (Feb. 1973) we ran his lights and set up his equipment—at the end of that performance, he looked at us and growled, “Hey, you cats were incredible!”

In early ’73, Bruce’s sax player, Clarence Clemons, asked Steve and I if we’d like to join their road crew. “Gee, Clarence, we don’t even drive yet,” Steve said, to which I added, “And I’m pretty sure our fathers want us to go to college.” (Was this the “big break” in my life that got away? Was I meant to schlep amplifiers for Bruce Springsteen and the E Street Band for decades, becoming a deaf hunchback with enormous biceps along the way? I suppose the world of rock and roll will simply never know.)

Up until now, Steve and I were never alone with just one of our groupie girl-friends. There was no hooking up—or pairing off— yet, just hanging out sessions “en mass.” But all that changed after a remarkable event in the school cafeteria. Laura and I were sitting together one day having lunch. “Can I talk to you?” Looking at her face, I saw the word “STEVE” prominently displayed on her forehead. It appeared to me like a neon sign for about five seconds. “If I wanted someone to ask me for a date, should I tell him?” Me: “You mean Steve, right?” Laura: “How did you know that?” Me: “I just read your mind.”

I relayed the message to my best friend, who was pretty taken aback. “Really? Laura wants to date me?” Up until that point, Steve and I lived for just one thing, Rock and Roll. Our bands, instruments, LP collections, long hair, light shows, and stage crew work at The Sunshine Inn had consumed our every waking moment for the past five years. Now, suddenly, the dynamics between us were about to change forever.

Steve and Laura fell in love in about ten minutes. I helped him buy condoms at the local drug store, so that the lovers could quickly lose their virginities to each other. Lucky me, I was often asked to drive them to clandestine locations for their lovemaking sessions. Boy, did that suck! I’d be sitting in my father’s car, waiting for hours listening to the radio, while the two of them were going at it at a party or on the beach. I recall looking up at the moon, more than once, and asking God, “Why am I SO alone right now? Why Steve, and not me?” The psychic pain was overwhelming. Suddenly, I was the “third wheel” to my best friend. It was a role I simply dreaded being forced to play.

One night after a particularly strong band performance at our high school talent show, groupie Cheryl drove me home. Parked in front of my house, she said, “You are so talented and smart and funny. I really like you.” Not remotely realizing that Cheryl was making a move for me, I replied, “Thanks...I like you too. You’re cool.” We sat in the front seat of her car for at least an hour. Cheryl: “I love your long hair.” Me: “Yeah, it’s almost as long as yours, huh?” Not getting the hint. Simply NOT making the connection. This girl was MINE for the taking, and I was completely stuck in “friend” mode. Friend, Friend, Friend. A friend would never want to kiss me. A friend would never want to be my girlfriend. Sex is only for girls who pose naked in Playboy Magazines.

After an interminably long time, Cheryl said, “Well, I’m kinda tired. I guess I should go.” Me: “Sure, thanks for the ride. I’ll see you later.” I got out of the car and watched her make a slow u-turn before me. She rolled down the window, stared longingly into my eyes, and said, in a very sexy voice, “Goodnight Danny.” The SECOND she drove away, I had an epiphany. Did Cheryl “Like me, like me?” Was she coming on to me? No way, I thought. No girl with boobs that big could possibly want to be with me!!

The next day, I had lunch once again with Laura. “Poor you,” she said. “Cheryl got back together with her ex-boyfriend, Tom, last night. She told me she was so horny for you she couldn’t stand it, but you didn’t make a move...so she got back with him. She really likes you, you know, but she needs sex. I guess you’re too late now.” Laura walked away; I sat there stunned. I’d “lost” the one girl on the planet who actually desired me sexually.

A complete and total putz, I’ve never forgiven myself for this fiasco...nor will I ever be able to do so. If and when Aliens come to Earth to reveal themselves to mankind, and offer us a Time Machine, this is the first moment from my life that I’d truly like to “do-over.”

At that point, Cheryl left the gang, and just as thoughts of Lisa, our last little groupie, were about to enter my head, one of Steve’s buddies made his move, and beat me to the punch. He and Lisa hooked up in a flash. Now I was driving Steve & Laura AND Bob & Lisa around town. The couples referred to me as “Dan, Dan, the Taxi Man.” Ever the chauffer, I had to endure my buddies and their girlfriends getting lucky in the backseat of my father’s car, as I sat alone upfront, suffering in silence.

---

After high school graduation, all of the guys who’d played in our various bands went their separate ways. I worked as a stock boy for a summer goods retail store, located in a distant beach town. The owner, a friend of my parents, was the only employer I could find who would hire a teenage boy with hair as long as mine (more than halfway down my back.)

While stocking store shelves with Coppertone sun lotion, inflatable rafts, and floppy hats, I wallowed in a level of misery and self-loathing unprecedented in my life. I was consumed with regret—the whole “Cheryl thing” was killing me. What had I done to piss God off so deeply?

On the last day I worked there, a very pretty girl in a purple bikini about my age came into the store. She bought a soda, took it up the counter where I stood, and shot me an amazing smile. “Wow, you’re cute!” she said, “You live around here?” Overwhelmed by her beauty, and mired in my hellish sorrow, I simply said, “No. Fifty cents please.” She paid, laughed, and left, as I watched her unbelievably perfect ass walk through the front door. My ancient boss, standing just behind me, sighed: “Ah, to be young again.” Minutes later, he locked the place up, and drove me home.

The ride in his car was interminable. “Nervous about college?” he asked. I didn’t reply. Trapped in a hell of my own making, I began having thoughts of suicide for the very first time. And while I never saw my
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