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It was late 2003, I was sharing a ride with Laszlo, a plump Maltese man, large moustache, dark eyes and a smile that ran all the way to his ears. I was then coaching at an inner city gym, while Laszlo ran a mobile massage service. Twice a week he would operate from a back room at that gym. We were discussing training and injuries, he offered to give me a massage at some stage, which I turned down. He asked, “why?”
“I would feel weird having another man touch me like that, no offence its just that I find it all very intimate.”
“I wish some of my regulars were a little more like you.”
I asked him what he meant, he smiled, “lots of blokes are fags even if they act like they are not.”
“You get men hitting on you?”
“All the time bro, I get paid to wank them off. At one place I work from, a little Asian bloke does all sorts with the blokes he massages.”
“These are gay dudes?”
“Nah, just horny. Most of them are married.”
Laszlo went on to describe his experiences, at first he said he was disgusted by the requests though they were more common than he would have first expected.  I reasoned it was the locations he was visiting, a rare anomaly, if his colleague was already offering similar services then maybe Laszlo had become associated with such a ‘massage’. He did not know. He admitted that he started charging extra for “wristies” or hand jobs. They had to wear a condom at first but in time that changed.  The men mostly would place a towel over their faces or close their eyes and then he would apply the lubricant until they felt release.  The massage had a happy ending, for them. A messy one for him. 
I was shocked. I wanted to make light of the revelation but I noticed that Laszlo was no longer smiling. I asked, “what happens after?”
“They leave fast, wipe themselves clean and act like nothing happened.”
It had me thinking about deviancy and sexual urges that can intoxicate the mind. It can cause a person to delve into a compulsion they may either keep secret or feel shame about in the after.  Our sexual preferences are a complicated thing. I had learned this from early on while writing erotic fiction. The many requests I had received, even for sheer fantasy sake, was varied and could be particular down to the specific phrasing and language used. 
“Make sure she eats the strawberry after he fucks her in the ass,” one lady had once insisted. 
Laszlo had essentially prostituted himself, he rationalised that it was “still just a massage at the end of the day.” While it very much may have been, it was a sexual release and experience shared, an ejaculation he had made possible. Though he was paid extra for it, he himself was well aware of what he had done. I wanted to ask him more questions, though the ride had ended and we parted ways.  Needless to say, I never got a massage from him.  I was curious to know who had.
Initially I had the intention of writing a novel, cramming into it numerous characters who each lived in the one building, going about their rather vanilla lives in plain sight. Behind closed doors however, lurked the many variations of deviancy or what some may call degenerate behaviour. I took it upon myself to explore, and kick over the stones of polite society in an attempt at finding the people who have particular kinks and fetishes. I wanted to depict the fictional characters with an honesty, rather than write those actions and desires with a virginal perception. While I was conducting the research, it occurred to me,  I should instead write a non-fiction about real people. Hence the book that you are now reading. 
I asked the questions and found myself walking down corridors, I at times regretted visiting, exploring the many realms of lust and desire. Navigating my own personal bias or preferences while  trying to remain open minded, even in a few occasions, when revulsion and disgust did infect me.  In the pages following there will be anecdotes and stories, events and experiences that have been recorded over the years. The majority of the interviews and interactions occurred from 2020 to 2024.  In some instances peoples names and locations have been mixed, changed or omitted. Much of the stories were told in confidence or under the promise their true identity would not be revealed. 
I was often taking notes, recording all for the sake of this book, a form of sexual journalism. Those who I met and encountered are human beings. For those who requested discretion, I have ensured to the best of my ability to blur their true identity. While others, I have kept them very much true to who they are. All names have been changed however.  For the purpose of information and entertainment, the extreme examples have been selected over the more mundane, what exactly is bland and normal when it comes to sex really can depend on each of our preferences and sensibilities. 
The mind of others is never known, what thoughts may permeate through a lovers brain as they moan in climax can be a mystery. That is why trust dangles close to deception. The often common need to deceive ourselves and our partners is vital in the interplay of sexual pursuits, maybe love itself. The deception may be the imaginary, recollections and fantasies that are too outlandish or so fascinating, they become an integral part of the “spank bank” or the trigger needed to reach climax. Others prefer the mechanical, less cerebral for their release, a touch, a key stroke or the right pressure in strategic locations on, or in the body.  It can vary for us all, takes experience and familiarity with ourselves and those we are intimate with to understand what is needed to “get off” or ensure pleasure.
This book is in many ways a spiritual creature to Nancy Friday’s, My Secret Garden which I did not come across until the end of writing this book. It is however in a similar vibe in many regards, in that people are communicating their true sexual self, despite knowing there is a social risk in doing so. In that regard the book is also in someway like Shere Hite’s, The Hite Report like My Secret Garden it focuses on females and their thoughts and fantasies related to sex. Both books came from the late 1960s and early 1970s during the ascending liberation of sexuality and women’s rights. My book is vastly different to them both, in that I did not provide surveys or request secret replies to a classified advert. I wanted to engage, chat and if possible meet the people. In many instances, watch them in action, see the graphic imagery of their sexual fantasies. The real inspiration for the book is less obvious, John Pilger’s Distant Voices, The Road to Wigan Pier by George Orwell and Hunter S Thompson’s Hell’s Angels: A Strange and Terrible Saga, were what guided by approach to this book.
Since my chat with Laszlo, other male masseuses have shared incidents and interactions with married, straight men who sought a release. Their wives never allowing them to visit a female masseuse, trusting that their straight husbands would be in good hands with a man massaging them.  Good hands indeed.
Again, these incidents are few, many more massages occurred where arousal and climaxes did not happen. Sometimes a cigar is just a cigar after all.  And a massage, a massage. For those few men who did pay another man to massage their bits one can only speculate on their situation or even orientation. Another masseuse Fray, a petite framed man from Luzon City, shared with me his foray into the sexual requirements of clients over a coffee. Fray told me, the ‘release service’ developed over time because his clients continued to request it from him. Fray is bisexual, though married he keeps his other side secret from his catholic wife.  She trusts,  he is a good remedial masseuse and by doing only men she feels safe in knowing that he will not cheat on her. Much like the men’s wives who visit him, they trust that their husband is not gay. It’s just a massage after all. 
Fray provides more than Laszlo ever did. Mostly with regular clients, even close family friends in one instance he claimed, he would place a pillow between him and his client, then use his mouth until they finished. Something he said that he enjoys doing, they get their release, while watching porn on their phone or by closing their eyes. Imagining anything other than Fray as his hands and mouth service them. 
“One man watches video of him and his wife on the phone, three times now he has done it, I know because I can hear her voice,” Fray laughed.
“You know his wife?”
“I was at their wedding.”
Over twenty years ago, when Laszlo told me about his incidents I was shocked. Now as Fray recalled his experiences I was indifferent. I am not disgusted by the sexuality and intimacy between men, even those who deny their preferences or cling to the handle, “straight.”  Rather I am more saddened by the inability to communicate with ones partner, it is not the first time I had reflected on such and as you shall see, should you read on, it won’t be the only. It’s a truth, I have had to come to terms with myself over the years. It would be wrong for me to criticise or judge others, when I have in the past expressed shame and disgust when hearing the truth from a lover. Or, felt an inability to express myself for fear of the very thing, I had been guilty of doing. 
“Men understand it, they get it. They know that sometimes a man just needs to cum,” Fray reasoned. He was at ease with his massage service. In Laszlo’s case it seemed to be a mix of people pleasing and the mercenary need for money. Sex work he had unwittingly delved into. I doubt he would even dare call it that, instead it was just a massage. For Fray it was because he enjoys giving massages like that.  
“Do you ever make yourself cum while doing it?”
“Only after, only after.”
“Why?”
His demeanour changed a little, “straight men can be violent after they orgasm.”
The post orgasm switch, or post nut clarity or whatever you wish to call it, can be common. Many trans and gay men have told me of the dangerous nature of a “straight” once they orgasm. Just as plenty of women after a one night stand may note the change in a male partner once he has had his fill.  Fray assured me, he is mindful of how a man may act once they orgasm, “So far all of them are good now”, clients eager to return to him and his mouth.
It is not only men who may develop ‘clarity’ once they have experienced pleasure. Women in the moments after may develop regret or a realisation once the intimacy and ‘desperation’ for sex has eroded. The compulsion of Mr Hyde, replaced by the rationality of Dr Jerkyl.  Perhaps the shame attached to sexuality and the status one may place on certain acts can demean the situation or complicate the moments. Regret, guilt and shame are terrible things to experience, especially if they are misplaced or imposed by others. Not all sexual interactions fit in any type of ‘after care’ or foreplay for that matter.  One can only wonder if the men who orgasmed from their massages with Fray and Laszlo experienced any of the above, or rationalised it as simply being a massage. Tension  was removed.  
In this book, I have attempted not to judge. To be honest and to give those involved a human face. To make them a person, rather than an ambassador of a particular kink or a caricature of fetish. It has been hard at times. As a human being, I am not above reaction, repulsion, irritation and my own anger in some situations. In other cases, empathy, sadness and arousal may arise. I try to present the moments with truth. In writing this, it will become apparent where my tolerances extend, and where they struggle. I hope, you as a reader look at this book not as entertainment or as a means to taint or despise a particular kink or fetish. I hope, you are able to read with an open mind, which is harder than we all wish it to be. 
Above all coercion is wrong, real coercion. That being rape, violence, extortion, blackmail and so on. No matter how it’s framed. Betrayal of the trust of a partner is also wrong. There are many reasons why one may feel the need to lie, betray in order to act out their sexual desires. Communication with sexual and romantic partners should be crucial and is viewed as important inside most kink communities. It’s something that should be important inside of a relationship as well. Communication goes both ways, when ones sexuality is beaten down as perverse or deviant it may remain hidden inside the mind along with other secrets for fear of sharing anything more.  Getting horny and having fantasies are not wrong, to be kinky and have a fetish is not either. As you shall see in the following pages, often it’s those who hold rigid views and certain values who may also delve into the darkest of lusts. 
I am not going to agree or disagree but here is a piece from the notes on sexology that Wilhelm Reich took while he attended the University of Vienna in 1919, “Perhaps it is the moralism with which this subject is approached that disturbs me. From my own experience, from observations made myself and others, I have reached the conclusion that sexuality is the centre around which the life of society as a whole as well as the inner intellectual world of the individual...revolves.”
This is a book that will delve into many acts of sexuality, not all of them. There may be some themes and genres that are missing or under represented. Despite this introduction it is not bias to men, the ladies most certainly do get their share of representation.  Conversations with trans and non-binary also, a balanced spread is hopefully maintained. Unfortunately, I was unable to get the perspective from any canines or horses, though if you dare you may read about them ahead. If that plus more does not shock you, then please read on otherwise this may not be a book for you.  That’s fine because we all have our hard limits but maybe, just maybe,  you may learn a little bit about yourself and come to realise that sex is not bad, kinks are healthy. When not coerced and with respect, it’s sacred. Then again the opposite to that is a fetish as well.

This book was all written, edited, proof read, researched, paid for and compiled by myself. It’s hard to pitch such a book, let alone afford or find any who would edit, or do so in a timely fashion. This book is raw in that sense. 
Don’t make it about you and your relationship/s. 
––––––––
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Swapping Spit
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At the age of eleven I was dating a very lovely and pretty girl. We were both very shy, seeing one another on and off until we were fourteen. We barely held hands. I would write her poems and walk over five kilometres to school, so I could pick various flowers to give to her. We never kissed.  I wanted to. I was just too shy and scared to initiate. In movies and the books I read, it was depicted as a magical event. A monumental moment for a relationship. Because of this pressure and expectation, I just let the moment constantly slip by. 
Around that age, my older cousin asked me, “so you swappin’ spit with anyone yet?” As an eleven year old, I really wanted to know what it was like to, ‘swap spit’. Not just to kiss but to kiss that intensely, saliva would exchange. It was a rather intense concept to comprehend. 
A few weeks after my cousin asked me that question, I was at school, sitting alongside my sweet lovely girlfriend. We were working on an art project together. She borrowed my pen, while using it she had innocently pushed it into her mouth, sucking for a bit. Once she handed it back to me, I did some writing of my own and out of habit I put the pen into my mouth. It was in that moment, I could taste her saliva. I felt a rush, she looked at me and we both blushed in a most innocent way. For a few years, I held onto that romantic instant as though it was our first kiss, even if it was indirect and via the proxy of the pen. Yes Cuz, turns out I was ‘swappin’ spit’ of sorts. 
Kissing is an intimate exchange, a real bond. It can be beautiful and an amazing act that heightens sex and secures a relationship. The act is an exchange of more than just ‘spit’.  You can know if you really like some one by the kiss, how they feel, taste, what they do or don’t do and how the rest of their body responds. We may encounter the teeth mashers, the tongue invaders, the talkers, the head shakers, the stand still-do nothing, lickers and the permanently pursed set of lips. I am sure there are many more. Paul Reiser in his book, Couplehood, wrote that you know if she is the one when you hold hands. I think kissing is a much better indicator. 
One friend told me about his first kiss, when he was in love with a girl, both then in their early teens. He leaned in and as they kissed, he passed wind. She laughed so intensely, blasting snot from her nose across his face.  They both found it funny.  That girl ended up being the woman he would go on to marry, and as far as I know still loves.  It may have not been the perfect kiss, it was perfectly them. 
And one does not need to swap spit. I was working security one evening and as the night waned into morning I passed a man and woman who had just began to get familiar with each other. In between  drunken kisses, he would open his mouth, so she could spit and pour beer in. They kissed with beer running down their chests, soaking clothing and skin. I had to ask them to leave. Each to their own, they had fun. If they remember. 
There is the stigma around sex workers, they won’t kiss their clients, it being too personal and all that. But people will certainly kiss random strangers. From kissing booths to random dance partners on a night club floor, the kiss can be an exciting act with someone we find attractive or, think attractive while our minds polluted by drugs, drink or lust. We don’t even need any of that to make us want to kiss someone we have never met or spoken to. It can be a cultural greeting to be kissed on the kips or cheek, wet and otherwise. No sexual desire or intent needed.  
It’s not only spit that may be swapped, chewing gum to food itself.  I’m sure many reading this are not so innocent to be ignorant of such expanded kissing.  Then again. A lady once mentioned her former lover craved a deep kiss with her after he had just cum in her mouth, his cum becoming the lubricant between their tongues.  I never did ask who swallowed. 
I was interested in the subject of ‘beardlock’ when I noticed two gay men kiss, they both had a mighty clump of hair on their faces. As they kissed, their beards mashed and twisted together. Like wet thick pelted Velcro to the point, one had to untie the mess of hair from the other. Which reminded me of a lady friend who said her boyfriends beard would often become drenched after he used his mouth on her, so much so that she insisted he wash up after.
While other ladies are eager to “taste” themselves on the lips of one who has been between their legs with an eager mouth, for her it was less appealing. The beard had made it a wet mess, rather than a hot dampness which she may prefer. From sucking the tongue that has just been buried deep inside of ones ass to the deliberate and deep kiss after orgasm thanks to that same very mouth. Preference is a fascinating thing. As is the perfect timing and circumstances of each and every given kiss. 
One lady who I spoke with for this book told me that she would never kiss her partner, his bad breath and stained teeth turning her off. She developed a phobia of him using his mouth on her, sex was performed with her facing the mattress while his spit and mouth fumes blasted against her back.  Love is a special thing. “I would shower after, looking at the mouthwash he never cared to use.”
Spit in itself is a fetish, it seems everything is a fetish.  Spit on the other hand is far more understandable when it comes to horny preferences. Having a lover dribble or spit into an open mouth during sex or even when out and about in public, is intimate and deviant. It is the transfer of hormones, essence and the liquid of their mouth. A taste, feeling and sense of sharing their being. To quote one lady who mentioned she could only cum from being spat into her open mouth, “it’s fucking wild!”
A sex worker who features later in this book told me that she had been paid to spit down numerous men’s throats. They would lay down, masturbating while she would run an endless stream of spit down the throat. Thirsty work. Other ladies and men had mentioned they had often been asked to give ‘wet’ blowjobs where a maximum amount of spit was required, it being a low toxic, natural and cheap lubricant. Parching.
I am starting of with kissing and saliva to ease into the following pages, it is after all a rather simple and relatable experience. You likely have kissed or been kissed. Whether an additional penis is inserted between the two kissing mouths or both parties drain a used condom as a unified bond to seal the passion of the kiss may be a little more nuanced to most tastes. In both cases, swapping spit is only a side dish of what is occurring.
Despite the many varied ways to kiss well, unwell, sexily and not, it’s also nice to just kiss the right person, often.  It seems that kissing is also one of the first things to stop in a relationship, usually a sign of an eroding love and clearly lust. The ability to touch, feel and to have that desire to experience a love in every way possible is tragically only for the early stages of courting in some relationships.
I have close friends and family who mention their continued sexual desire for their wives, but often they are told to ‘behave’ or ‘not now’. So they assume there never will be a now. Thus giving up on their attempts to kiss or express physical affection.  Perhaps it has something to do with the many seasons of our lives, some men and women age and lose their desire for sex or intimacy. Then again, it could also be the scar tissue of years of resentment, infidelity, lies, abuse and so on that one party will never forget while the other has forgotten. A kiss, in a long term relationship is a symbol of trust. It is also a bridge that keeps two people together. Bridges can be burned easier than they are built or maintained. 
Maybe that’s why it easier to kiss or fuck a stranger. There is no prior history, no resentment or built up animosity. They are a promising horizon or simply a vessel for release, an act for, ‘now.’  While those we are supposed to love, in a marriage or inside the permanency of a relationship, the kiss goes away, fades. Many years ago when I was working in the meat industry, a lady in her late fifties who worked in the office told a sad story about the waning years of her marriage. After having been married to a man for most of her adult life. They both slept in separate rooms, argued most days and expressed “a cold hatred for one another”, despite this, each morning before he left for work he would come into her room, kiss her softly on the forehead while she slept, whisper her name with a soft, “I love you.”  
When I asked her how it made her feel, she said for the first few years she would cry once he left. She would lay there pretending to be asleep. She told me she never kissed him back or tell him, she loved him. I wonder if for him it was a habit, an instinct to express affection to the mother of his children and the woman who had once said to him, “I do.”  Maybe he did love her, holding on to that love even long after she had mourned their relationship. The kiss, though one sided was the last vestige of that love, like a dying candle, flickering until the final flame. Then the darkness of divorce.  In this instance, she was Kathleen Turner to his Michael Douglas, from The War of the Roses, his outstretched hand to be denied hers even as they lay there close to death. 
A lady who told me about her most memorable kiss said, “At the end of a date we both went in for a hug that seemed to turn into a kiss, that then merged back into a hug. Awkward to the point that it ended with both of us butting heads. In between the embarrassed laugh we then met in a soft and fond kiss that washed away any previous shambles. It was a nice kiss. The end to a pleasant evening.” A kiss in itself can be the happy climax, or a meal in itself. Spit and other fluids optional. 
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Going Down
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WHEN I WAS TWELVE AN older girl told me her vagina tasted like celery. After that revelation I ate celery with renewed interest, devouring it raw without peanut butter and sultanas, making sure to saviour it. A couple of years later, there was a lovely girl in my school who had earned the name “Mars Bar.” It was alleged, by the guy she had been dating, he had slid a frozen chocolate bar inside of her, then ate it from her ‘hot pussy’. She was a nice girl, pretty with a sweet demeanour. I nearly slapped a guy who yelled “mars bar’ in her direction. “Easy, she is a slut,” he bargained. As if, the claims made by some guy was enough to justify his very public slur. From then on he was known forever to me as fuckwit.
It was around that time young men would speculate on how to use their mouth on a girl, those who had claimed to have done it, provided cryptic keys. Other times there was detailed description, with precision, like explaining how to defeat a level boss in a video game, “You make a big circle on the button and work your way smaller,” or “Do a series of ‘A’s followed by a zig-zag motion”.
I recall another claim, “you never go down on a girl once, your dick had been in there, that’s gay.” Or, that in going down on a girl in general was, ‘disgusting’. Oral illiteracy being a thing to be proud about. In ancient Rome if a man were to perform cunnilingus it was an act to be shunned,  seen as disgusting. Perhaps for some men, little has changed.
“Who cares if she cums, women don’t need to achieve an orgasm to get pregnant, so why bother trying to get them off,” one young man preached to a group of others in a pre-incel era gathering of minds.  Versions of this statement have become a mantra online. A slur against women’s sexuality meandering into a political stance, rather than one of ignorance or an inability to consider others wants or needs. 
The 1976 book, The Hite Report, a comprehensive compilation from a US-wide survey on female sexuality.  Three thousand females from the age of 14 to 78 were surveyed on their experiences and desires. A woman quoted in that book said on cunnilingus, “A tongue offers gentleness and precision and wetness and is the perfect organ for contact. And, besides, produces sensational orgasms.”
While another dismayed, “I’ve gotten to dislike cunnilingus because I’ve gotten so aroused without coming. Men seem to think that once they’ve done that for a while that’s all, they can just climb back on and come, having done their best for the good of the cause. I guess it’s this feeling I have
that they are doing it in a mechanical way because they read that it’s a nice thing to do to women and that all women really like it, and they are good guys to do it.”
It’s that last comment that reminds me of the mathematics some men tell one another on the how to do it, “Just use your finger like this,” or “bite, then nibble, then suck and then kiss, repeat. They ALL, love it. Trust me bro!”  The assumption there is only one way to eat pussy, or to make a lady orgasm, is as daft as claiming that there is only one way to suck a dick. Then again, I am sure some men are more likely to finish from that, than ladies when it comes to the oral application applied to the genitals.
I once worked with a guy who had a tendency of both worshipping a woman from a far while also  demeaning her, for example the more attractive a lady was then the more vile the things he would eat from her pussy, or ass. There was one young lady who worked at a local butcher, she would wear tight Lycra blue pants in a time before active wear was accepted as every day fashion. The tight pants, and her attractive body frequently had him commenting about her bottom, he once, stated that he would “chew a dead man’s cock from her asshole, just to lick her pussy.” Or on another occasion he garbled, “I would suck her tampon dry, just to sniff the pussy juices from the knickers she wore last summer.” He boasted he would go so far as to, “crawl through a trench of shit, naked across barbed wire, just to tongue punch her pussy.” The tongue punch, usually being reserved for the penetration of the anus by the tongue, in this case it was to be the deliberate act of ‘fucking’ the pussy with the tongue. 
Another lad frequently told anyone who would listen that he loved to, “eat pussy so much” he would often wake his wife early in the morning with his tongue, “if she is on her rags, then I wipe the blood from my lips, and get busy.”   It seems some men do have a genuine passion for it. For those unfamiliar or who could not get the implications, ‘rags’ referring to a woman’s period and the pad or tampon used during. 
Again from, The Hite Report, the authors claim from 1075 women asked, 42% of them answered that they achieved orgasm from cunnilingus. I asked a bi-sexual woman about the differences between a man and a woman using their mouth on her, down there, she told me that she was about fifty-fifty with orgasms when a man did it. When a lady went there, it was guaranteed she would climax and she insisted it was ‘always better from a lady’.
Oftentimes people are a little blasé with their expectations on how they perceive the architectural design on the respective genitalia of the sexes, or genders. “Don’t they all look the same?” a woman asked me back in the 1990s while we were performing an act of cyber sex with each other. Or is it on each other?  No, no they don’t all look the same. Just as the penis can vary in shapes, sizes and colours, even in geographical striations. The same cock can even look different in it’s various stages of readiness, the vagina is no different.
There are some that look magnificent, almost as though an artist of human appreciation sculptured it, a tropical fruit to devour. Not that a lady can help how it looks, just as we cock carriers are unable to do much about the penis we are blessed or not blessed with. In the comedy show, Two and a Half Men, Charlie Sheen’s womanising character was fond of mentioning a woman’s ‘ear lobes.’  how some sag, especially with age. He was not talking about the ears, rather the vaginal lips. And sometimes, they are are quite large.  
“She had a pussy that looked like a Ferengi,” a man once declared. For those who are Star Trek fans, you will understand this statement. When he asked, what he did, “I kissed her Quark and boldly went where no man would go before, I did it for all mankind,” I’m unsure as to whether she orgasmed or not, or if his administration was mechanical or devoted. Or if he was able to massage her lobes adequately. Oo-max, being a skill in itself. Star Trek fans will understand. 
After the death of Val Kilmer, Michael Douglas stated his fellow actor may have had what he is himself suffering from. A form of throat cancer that can be caused from ‘eating too much pussy’. In the 1980s, it is safe to say that Douglas would have done a lot of that. One could say, it was nearly his fatal attraction to romancing the stone. 
Which brings as to Hans who I spoke to about this very subject, he was a ‘Cunning cunt eater’, as he had repeatedly described himself. We chatted on a couple of occasions, him being in the Netherlands, it was difficult for us to meet up in person. 
“I love it so much that I once paid a street tramp for the honour of chewing on her pussy,” Hans had told me early into our first conversation.
“And how was it?”
“Rancid.”
“Did she at least enjoy it?”
“She did. I made her cum. I was doing my public duty. Better than donating money. You know the woman experiences many benefits from orgasm. I also believe the intimacy of the act made her day. She was all smiles. I think she liked the orgasm more than the Euros I gave her.”
“You are a true good Samaritan. When did you first discover that this was your fixation?”
“When I first had pussy. You must admit it’s pretty amazing!”
“It can be very nice, indeed. When was that?”
“Fourteen. My older cousin. We lived remote. I would eat her for hours.”
“Do you both keep in contact?”
“Yes. Not to eat her pussy. She is married. Shame because I know he would not worship it like I.”
Hans then sent a video through to me, it was of him licking a bald vagina. He circled his tongue around the clitoris, gently massaged his way throughout the labia with a degree of delicacy. It was a seven minute video, I did not need to watch much more than a minute, to get the gist.
“You see. This is the current one I am worshipping. She is great.”
“Well done. This is your partner?”
“No, just a friend. I prefer to remain single. I had a bad experience with long term dating.”
“I’m sorry to hear that. Was the experience related to your hunger to go down all the time?”
“Yes. She was sick of me doing it.”
“You did it too much?”
“Whenever I could. In the morning. At night. When she was napping. When she was doing the dishes.”
“You must have a strong jaw and tongue. I can see, how that may be too much for the lady.”
“It’s easier now. I can do it as often as I wish. More variety as well.”
“What’s the most you have done at one time?”
I did not hear from him for a week as he disappeared. 
“Sorry about the last chat. I had a prostitute coming over and ate her.”
“I hope you mean, cunnilingus and not cannibalism.”
“The way I made her scream, I doubt that she would have cared either way.”
“Charming. You were about to tell me about how many you have done at one time.”
“Six. This local brothel had a discount day. I hired six girls for fifteen minutes and went from one to the other.”
“How was it for you?”
“It went too fast. One was black, one a tall blonde, brunettes and a half Asian.”
“Money well spent?”
‘It was. I made them each cum. It was a sprint. They had a good time.”
“How often do you do this?”
“Eat pussy?”
“Yes.”
“I need to do it every second day. Ideally daily. I mostly catch up with friends or pick girls up. If not. I hire a prostitute. I just need to do it.”
I was going to add some of my own experiences. I have done it often and with more than many would care to know. I do enjoy doing it, not to the compulsive extent as Hans.  I think it is healthy for a person to desire and understand the motions, moans, tensions and rhythms of their partner while they are massaging them, bringing them a pleasure whether with mouth, tongue, hands, fingers or all or even none. There is a sensitivity in such an act, an interplay between two people which can determine future actions and connections. There is certainly not just one way of doing it, and every single one is different down there. It is a geography of unique distinction with it’s own seasons to consider, attached to a mind that is as important to stimulate as well.  
I also understand there are those who may not enjoy receiving or performing it. This can be from certain insecurities or hang ups. It takes trust and confidence to experience such a thing. Past partners can often intrude into present moments, not by choice. We are ruled by our experiences. Others may also have concerns born from cultural to hygienic conditioning, the mind just won’t let the body do, or relax and receive. Plus, some people just may not be attracted to one another in that way, as strange as it sounds to some, sometimes penetrative sex can be impersonal and less intimate than oral sex. 
Collectively, at least in the ‘West’, we have come a long way in so far as the relationship between tongue and vagina goes. Those hang ups and taboos found in the period when The Hitte Report was conducted do remain, I suspect they are less prevalent. 
When once revered ‘experts’ such as Freud claimed a mature woman is vaginally focused and should reject her ‘childish’ interest in the clitoris. Or Kinsey, Masters, Johnson and others once asserted, all orgasms for women involve the clitoris, thus it should be the singular focus on female sexual arousal. They are wrong and right, but wrong in that sexuality is particular to each of our own experiences, mindsets, physical geography and the rest. When using a mouth on a lady, we can come across those who are too sensitive or not sensitive at all in the clit, while others crave for it to be stimulated. One woman who had her clitoris pierced was unable to sustain prolonged licking there, and it was through her nipples she was able to orgasm. While other women with pierced clits, claim the addition of metal heightens the pleasure. 
One would be remiss if they did not mention the coveted G-Spot, a place of mystery and dedicated research among men. It has been discussed and written about, as though all women have the same sensitivity in this special place. A pressure point, that ensures delight, pleasure and an orgasm. The G spot is part of the greater clitoral network, and while the introduction of fingers while using the mouth can often elevate the ladies pleasure, this needs to be done with clean fingers, no sharp nails, or rings. All of which seem obvious recommendations but when witnessing the clumsy display that some men express when telling of their expeditions at reaching the G spot or making the lady, cum, one must wonder. The finger work looks more akin to an epileptic air guitar display or a puppet master controlling a mosh pit.
Sexual intercourse itself, or fucking may be the best way for some to have their G spot hit or to achieve orgasm. There are also those who enjoy the combination of mouth and fingers. And, should you play your cards right, in this case, play with their anatomy,  then you may even get water works.  For some ladies, light tapping with the fingers or hands on their clit after oral stimulation can heighten this pleasure. While others, it requires certain positions of objects deep inside. Fast and rapid tongue lashes, have been able to accomplish this result, make sure not to do near any electrical appliances. The curled finger, depending on the angle on it’s own or with a co-ordinated assault from the mouth may for some do the trick. Then again, some researchers claim women can’t orgasm or that because there is no need for them to do so, it’s an unimportant aspect to sex. I say fuck them and keep searching or, enjoying. 
I saw on a fetish site a meme that read, “Never trust a man who only wants to eat your pussy for the pure pleasure of it. He is a different kind of dangerous.”  Like much of the internet there are memes dedicated to everything, and often with the intent of circulating from within a very niche pool. I thought, I would share this one here, because it popped up as I was writing this chapter. As for dangerous, well that depends on the many meanings of the word. Then there is the adage, “the secret way to a woman’s heart is found via her clit, unlock with your tongue. Once you learn the right combination, then she is all yours.”  Despite his dedication and passion for tinkering with such a lock, I doubt the Dutch cunny master Hans has really found his way into many ladies hearts, their minds perhaps. Food for thought. 
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3.


Deep Throat



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


THERE IS A FASCINATION with getting as much dick down ones throat as humanly possible. Not that it is a hot dog eating contest, rather some people take pride in their ability at, ‘swallowing’ the cock from tip to hilt. With some bravado many have boasted about their abilities at taking a dick all the way down, sword swallowing it. There are those who enjoy having it done on them. I am not one of them. The sight of a woman, wet eyed, barely able to breathe, choking, with spit falling from her nostrils barking out guttural grunts of near death never drove me into any peak of delight.

It is all preference, it never felt good for me either, despite the discomfort, at least so it appears, of the deep throater. I am not alone, Todd told me in conversation,”there are some you get who are dick maniacs. I figure it’s because they are on whatever drug helps them do it. You know, lowers inhibitions, takes away pain, opens up their coights. I’ve had both chicks and blokes groaning all kinds of sounds as they choke on my dick. Not for me.”

“I once had a girl bash her throat on my dick. I swear I could feel her tonsils, I was beating on them like a punch bag with the head of my knob. She looks at me, crying. Then, she vomits all over me. I’m not going to lie, I came immediately. But, I have no interest in getting deep throated again,” Kenny told me in a conversation over the phone. 

Just like eating pussy, or going down on a lady, those of us with the penis all have different preferences when it comes to how we like it. Not everyone wants to take a persons life with their meat. Just as we may not yearn to have it chewed on, scraped by teeth, or bashed by fist and throat. Then again, some may also prefer a little more than a soft kiss, the light contact of a lick, and tentative embrace of a mouth. It’s all chemistry and willingness, desire and common wants. 

As a contrast on the gay apps, there were plenty of men who expressed their delight at sucking a penis so deep, “that it hurt the next day.” Vincent had claimed he had sucked over one thousand cocks. He had been doing it since he was fourteen and told me he once sucked twelve in a day.

We sat down for a chat on a park bench, late into the evening, the wind soft and nearby lights gave us a gentle glow for me to write in and him to relax as he sat. In his late thirties, with thin hair, a bushy beard and indistinct tattoos on his forearm and neck, Vincent leaned forward with anxious interest.

“Would you say that one thousand is a conservative or exaggerated estimate?” I asked.

“Conservative. It is maybe way more. I factored in that I have sucked the same dicks often. I also have done a heap of strangers while travelling, in orgies, glory holes, or just random hook ups where I can do a heap in a day.”

“It would be safe to classify you as an expert then, what would you say is the most common method you gain the greatest amount of satisfaction?”

“For me or them?”

“Both.”

He leaned back into the bench, arms spread across it, “for me, I love to really swallow the dick. Then I can taste it and feel it. That’s where you need the Goldilocks of cocks. Can’t be a monster, that’s unreasonable to enjoy. And, sorry small dick guys, it’s not fun either. When it’s just right, you feel it swell, pulse and you know you can enjoy it as it goes into your throat.”

“I have been told a lot of men take chemicals, to help them deep throat, do you?”

He shook his head, “not now. I have. It’s not healthy. I think sucking dick is a talent. A skill you can train yourself to do. I know how to open my jaw, use my throat and neck. I have good stamina now. No complaints.”

“What would be the longest and quickest in your experience?”

“Longest was two hours. That was a marathon. The guy had stamina, he wanted to cum. I was determined to get him there. The shortest, seconds. In my teens, I made plenty blow really fast. More recently, a minute.”

“Two hours, you must have been exhausted after.”

He laughed, “I was fucked. He came a heap, I slurped it and then rolled onto my back in pain and delirious from cock.”

“I take it that he was thankful.”

“Yeah, he was super nice.”

“Do many guys like to be deep throated?”

“A lot do. I can do it. I’m fucking great at it. I just don’t like doing it to someone that I’m not turned on by.”

“Do you like to have your own penis, tended to?”

“Not really. That’s the funny thing. I’m not that interested in having it touched or sucked. I can fuck around, rub it on their dick. I would only ever top a lover. Otherwise, it’s all me making them squirt.”

I spoke to Lana about her experiences, a dark haired rocket in her twenties, she bounced as she spoke, “I am really good at it now. I was pretty shit in my early years. I would say that now I am hooked on sucking. My current boyfriend gets it twice a day, more if I had my way.”

“You almost only suck him, no other form of sex?”

“He doesn’t like to fuck me and is pretty shit at giving head. Lucky, that I love sucking dick.”

I agreed, “before dating him?”

“I got laid more. And had my girl tended to more as well. I always loved sucking,” she nodded in an animated manner.

“And this is why you have proclaimed yourself as the deep throat queen?”

She nodded, “I may be little. I can swallow a lot.”

“When did you learn you could deep throat well and often?”

She put her fingers to her lips, “when I used to let my brother face fuck me.”

“Excuse me, what?”

She nodded, “you won’t mention my real name will you?”

“No.”

“OK, I learned to suck dick because of my brother. When we were at home still, we talked about stuff. He wanked all day long. I wanted to try and suck a dick. You put the two needs together.”

“When did that stop?”

“Stop? I sucked him earlier this week.”

“Does your boyfriend know?”

“Nope, neither does his wife,” she laughed.

“You only suck on him?”

She looked around, as though someone may here us, even though we sat alone in her empty house, “we used to fuck all the time. Now, it’s just me sucking him. He is addicted to my deep throat. I can’t get enough of his dick.”

“And you suck him different to your boyfriend?”

She nodded, “wait here.”

She jumped from the couch to disappear. I looked around the room, it was surrounded by crystals and gemstones, lava lamps and ornate decorations that looked to delicate for me to even walk near. Lana returned with two sex toys, a rather average sized flesh coloured dildo, the other a large blue monster cock. By monster, I mean in size and the creature it would be attached to.

“I was unaware that there would be a demonstration.”

“I think it’s easier to show rather than tell,” she held the flesh coloured penis in her hands.

“This is how you do your boyfriend?” I asked as I watched her kiss the tip of the toy,

“Like this,” she went on to feed the toy into her mouth, when her eyes were not on mine they closed over with a delicious expression washing over her face. She licked and sucked the toy, Pushing it all the way down her throat, before she sucked the head tenderly,

“He usually blows pretty fast when it’s like that,” she smiled with wet lips.

“And your brother?”

“I usually do this with him,” she was soft and delicate. Kissing the sides of the shaft, swirling her tongue across the head of the fake penis. Ever so slowly, she slid it all the way down her throat, then fed it in, and out of her mouth, down her throat with a degree of grace and dare I say, elegance. She danced the cock down her throat.

“And when he finishes?”  I asked.

“I swallow. He hugs me. We go about our day.”

“And that would represent?” I pointed to the big blue toy.

“This,” she lifted it into her hands. It was huge in her grasp. She opened her mouth, the toy forced her jaw open. Steady she fed it, with practice it slowly filled her throat. I could see her mouth and neck expand. If I was not there to see it in person, I would never believe it possible. She pulled it from her throat slowly. The toy wet, strands of her spit attached to it. 

“Are you alright?” I asked noticing the floating gaze in her eyes.

“Yeah, I’m fucking turned on right now. I can taste my pussy on it still from this morning.”

After witnessing Lana and her exploits, I have no doubt that she is in fact, a Queen of the Deep Throats.
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4.
Playing


[image: ]


I had been messaging Janie for a few days, when we decided to catch up and chat in person. She smiled with her weathered face as she strolled alongside of me, the sun was up and she had repeatedly reminded me just how fortunate we were to be blessed by the world around us. She was correct. The waves crashed, the sand white, sky blue and in the distance pillows of white clouds rested without care. A delighted grin lingered while her eyes took in the surroundings. 
In her seventies, Janie told me that she was less active sexually than she once had been but, “did still enjoy a play most mornings,” her grin turned devious. 
“I love to slide into bed, clean cotton sheets, a good book, the rain on the roof and no where to be. I can read, sleep, eat and play. I once took the day from work, I laid in bed and pushed my toy in and out of my woman hole every time I grew frustrated from what I was reading.”
“What were you reading?” I asked.
“Kafka.”
“You played frequent then,” I smiled.
“I was all orgamsed out after a few pages,” she bumped me playfully before climbing onto a stone wall. Balancing with outstretched arms while she walked, only to stop and look to the sea, “I wonder how many people stop and admire it, we are here too brief. Things change, we get older but inside we don’t change much, least not me.”
“It’s only as we get older that we really appreciate things, especially the speed by which time passes,” I added.
“Why we should play more,” she pounced down from the wall. 
“You read Kafka and masturbated all day, when you were a kid as well?” I asked.
She huddled into me, “silence, you may arouse a passerby.”
“You may inspire them,” I nudged her back. 
“I love masturbating, I think it saved me. Made me happier and healthier. I hated my marriage, it was like a dungeon, my a season of sadness,” she said.
“Where is the most extreme of places you have done it?” I asked.
She giggled, pressing her hand across her glowing red face, “this was some years ago now. I was running errands and happened by the construction of a house. Men were lifting lumber, climbing over the frames of the house, very masculine. I could hear the hammers, the chatter of conversation and the men were in their singlets and shorts. It was a hot day. I parked my car to sit and watch. I was fascinated by their industrious ability to build a home with their hands and know how. I felt so turned on. I sat there watching, I lifted my skirt. Oh, was I wet.”
“And you?”
“I did. Twice.” she giggled.
“You like carpenters?” 
“I would have loved for one of them to hammer and nail me,” she laughed.
“It sounds like a reverse site jack,” I replied.
“What’s that?” she asked.
“According to some tradesmen, they or others at times, need to relieve themselves while on site. Usually, they use the toilet or find a quiet spot and, well go to work.”
“That happens?” she seized my arm.
“It does.”
“Oh, well I may need to start going near construction sites more often, why use your hands when I have a warm place for the working men,” she giggled.
“I know a few who may appreciate such a service.”
“To be younger, I would be there all the time. No need to play, when you can be the plaything.”
I once loved a woman who had Thoreau quotes on her wall. For some reason the quote on the wall made me angry, not at her but myself. She had broken free of a loveless marriage, overcame cultural expectations and defied a career of professional cynicism, “drink the feral waters.” She had and was. I wish I could have told her with better honesty, wiser words, that I admired the courage she had. It is strange how we can’t get out of the way of our own egos and insecurities at time, we not only sabotage but even challenge others for doing the very thing we are too cowardly to do for ourselves. Sexual liberation was important for her as well, she had a libido, an energy and a delicious mind for kink, fetish and the expeditionary adventures it involves. 
She once masturbated at work, a very corporate job, because of the stories I had written and teased her with. A bold, impulsive and delightful deviation from the drudgery of her profession. It was an act of defiance. To slither from ones desk, climb inside a bathroom stall and to pull down panties, widen the legs and run fingers and palm across a wet, in need of sex until climax. After, composure, the professional veneer of fake smiles and insincerity. The saccharine world we invented for ourselves. Despite that, my words had invaded her mind and drove her into a frenzy of erotic passion, to masturbate. To find a release. For me, there is no greater compliment other than to know words written could have such an impact, could manifest into an act that would give a person pleasure.
It’s said that women require mind mapping. They need to know details, the why, who, how and so forth as to reason the act of sex, it should and must occur, not that it simply does. It’s why romance and erotic fiction is an industry almost consumed by women. Generally speaking men, only need a slight inkling of a reason for the fuck to occur. Plot and character development not as important as the aesthetics and fundamentals of the action. It was with this knowledge I would write erotica from a young age and with the coming of the internet, I could produce stories that nearly only women the world over would read. Customised tales of debauchery, where the premise is theirs, fantasies put to life with my word play. Often, I would receive messages, and with the coming of technology videos and images of the result from such words. Words that had led to play.
In such circumstances, for some people to masturbate is the release but also defiance. An act that can unshackle them from the monstrosity of the mundane and absurdity of constrained restraint. To lay alongside a boring lover, to suffer their inability to keep up or to be told sexuality and sexual hunger is wrong, immoral. Fuck you, I will cum anyway! Is the ejaculation for punk rock liberty or libertines. The expression of self. That all being said, there is a time and place. 
A friend who was in the transit police during the 1990s, told me about a man would pull his cock out and masturbate while looking at random ladies as he rode the train. Most often they would leave or curse the man. But, according to the cops estimates, one in ten would move over to him and sit alongside and participate in some manner sexually. It was a form of public exhibition, a revolting and selfish act of gratification while, in some way attracting a willing partner with no bullshit lead up. 
“What were the women like who joined him?”I asked. 
“They varied, honestly, even though he was banned from the trains he kept doing it. I would escort him some days from a train and other times I might see a girl sucking his dick or wanking him. The women were anyone from old ladies, business women, school girls, fuck, I even saw a bird in a wheelchair trying to eat his dick.”
What should be a mostly intimate or discreet action can also be a form of assault. To assume others want to watch another ‘play’ in a public place is inconsiderate and arrogant. The balance is delicate, and can in some instances destroy a persons life. A woman was reported to be discreetly masturbating at a beach, when the police arrived the footage of her arrest went viral.  The then thirty-five year old woman thought that no other person was around or could see her, the beach had few people at it. She used a vibrator as discreetly as possible. A person claims to have heard her moan, then called the police. Her name, details and face was all over the news and wider world. 
Another man was alleged to have been masturbating as he went through a drive through. The footage used by the already filming employee claimed he was doing something sexual, when it seemed he was just wearing shorts. No penis was on display, no act of masturbation seemed apparent. The allegation was enough. He killed himself the following day. The social media realm had made him famous, and decided absolutely what he was doing. Whether he was or not, his suicide was mostly celebrated online. Not everyone is rewarded for public displays of masturbation, let alone the allegation of doing so, unlike the regular wanker on the train. 
In another incident a different police officer told me about a man who would masturbate near a school. He had done this on a couple of occasions. He was never punished. The man’s mental health status shielded him from any legal repercussions. Or, from the wider community, given the police escorted him away before anything could happen to him. The children and adults who had to suffer the indignity of his behaviour can satiate there displeasure by knowing, ‘it’s not his fault.’ The police officer involved and who had caught him said, “he knows full well what he is doing. It gets him off. All just a game for him now. But what can you do?”
The above are extreme examples where the masturbation in public, whether discreet, assumed or as an act of exhibition serves a purpose of kink and release for the wanker involved. I have mentioned them not to drag the chapter into a serious or depressing note, instead to provide balance and perspectives. 
Another friend told me a story from when he was working security at a live music gig. He noticed a woman was getting rather into the musical performance. She had positioned herself against a large speaker and was pressed against it. He said, “she was dancing but into the speaker, her face was ecstatic, not from drugs but sexually.”
He approached her to see if she needed help, or was having a seizure. It turns out, she just had an orgasm. A mighty one at that, “there was a wall banger type of dildo stuck to the speaker, she had her skirt hiked up and was just fucking herself onto the fake prick. The vibrations from the music humping deep into her. Just as I arrived, she was spraying like a sprinkler, squirting her juices, it was raining. She could have shorted the whole venue out.”
“Was she embarrassed when you approached?” I asked.
“Nah, she was maybe forty, well maintained. She tugged her skirt down, removed the dildo, stuffed it back into her bag, She wiped the speaker down with a handkerchief as though she had sneezed or had done a normal kinda thing. I escorted her out, but you know what. She had me charged up, it got me horny as a sailor in port.”
Some people really can feel the music.
Masturbation is healthy, some may need to do it more than others. Making such a statement has been marred in controversy, in 1994 Jocelyn Elders, the then United States Surgeon General, was fired by Bill Clinton after her controversial remarks, “masturbation is part of human sexuality, and it’s part of something that perhaps should be taught.” The outrage mob took to the talk back radio and papers, Elders had to explain that she was not advocating for explicit education on masturbation, rather to destigmatise it. Elders had also been controversial over her opinions on drug prohibition, condoms and abortion, she was for liberal policies, free choice on such matters. So, a President known for his sexual morality, not marred in any infidelities or claims of misconduct, not to mention his militarist foreign policies, made the moral choice to sack her. Years later, I am sure Bill Clinton would would have been wiser to have had a wank, rather than be a wanker with the placement of a cigar on an intern. 

Not every needs to masturbate, or use a cigar that way, let alone has the desire to do so. And not everyone needs lubricant, some have claimed to prefer the dry friction on their genitals. While others boast, ‘the more slippery, the better.’ However or whatever, it’s best to do it discreetly, unless off course the audience is willing. If not, you may be just another wanker.
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