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 Introduction

Do rough sex fantasies
compromise your sex-positive ethics?

I firmly believe that
there is nothing wrong with my personal rough sex fantasies, nor is
there anything wrong with your dirtiest fantasies. I believe that
because I trust that you and I are adults who understand that
fantasy is different from reality, and while we may think one thing
to get ourselves off, we probably conduct our sex lives slightly
differently.

Erotic stories are
fantasies, yes, but they can be more than just that—they can show
us a piece of the path, and encourage our erotic selves to blossom.
So what’s my responsibility as an erotica writer to make the
stories that I write down ethical and responsible?

I am both a sex educator and a smut writer,
and sometimes those worlds seem to conflict. For example, in the
BDSM and sex education worlds, educators and advanced practitioners
stress consent in play scenes. And not just consent—we stress
enthusiastic
consent, not just an absence of “no” but a
ready joyous abundance of informed and eager “yes.” We also stress
safer sex practices, barriers, knowing your status, and sexual
health and wellness. We stress responsible scenes, and warn about
playing while intoxicated.

In some of my erotic
fiction stories, these practices that are deeply held values in my
personal life aren’t readily apparent. That’s because my stories
are fantasies—you know, the things you
close your eyes and think about when you’re getting off all by
yourself, not necessarily (though perhaps sometimes!) the things
you do with lovers. The characters
in my stories sometimes don’t negotiate or have a conversation
about safer sex, not because things like safer sex or negotiation
are unimportant, but because the main purpose of the story is to
turn you, the reader, on.

Frequently, in the
sexuality education communities and conversations, we talk about
how porn and erotica are different from sex education. I discourage
people from learning how to give or receive a blow job from porn
videos, for example, where deep throating and playing with
ejaculate are overly common. (See Cindy Gallop’s online
project Make Love, Not Porn for a
variety of other examples of the difference.) Similarly, I
discourage people from learning about power dynamics from Laura
Antoniou’s book The Marketplace (though I happen to love the whole series), and would never
suggest recreating a scene from 50 Shades of Grey
(don’t even get me started). Both of these books
are worlds away from the people who pursue and practice power
dynamics, ownership, dominance, and submission in their personal
relationships.

But the fantasies? We, as
readers, love devouring them. We love the fantasies even more than
we love the reality. The reality is messy, with STI scares and
condoms breaking. The fantasies are escapist, sensual, and by
definition not real.

I think when we start
coming into our own sexually, when we start realizing that there’s
more to sex than what our completely antiquated and puritanical sex
education system taught us as kids, we start familiarizing
ourselves with some of the most basic topics in sex positive
communities. We learn about consent, agency, negotiations,
communication, and safer sex. When we don’t see that reflected in
the erotica or porn that we are consuming, sometimes it can seem
like the erotica or porn fantasy is discouraging
that kind of sex positive
responsibility.

I am explaining all of
this to you because I don’t want my erotic fantasies to discourage
you from being responsible in reality.

I know that the
educational workshops I teach encourage sex positive
responsibility. But in my erotica? That issue becomes a little more
nuanced and complicated, because of the aspects of art and fantasy.
For example, I am aware that there are some points in the
Sweet & Rough collection of stories
where characters protest or resist or drink a lot of whiskey. I
think there is nothing wrong with playing with resistance and
force, consensually and carefully, but I also think that requires a
lot of negotiation, a lot of trust, and safewords, in order to be
done responsibly in the real world. That part of the story often
isn’t revealed. Like the porn scene that cuts out the part where
the fluffer comes on stage and someone else adds more lube, the
erotic story often excludes the getting-to-know-you, the subtle
body language communication, the character’s histories with each
other, and what they have negotiated “off screen.”

I deeply believe that the
personal is political and that being transparent about one’s life
is a spiritual path. Since writing Sweet & Rough,
I have shifted some of my erotica writing to be
much more consciously inclusive of things like negotiations and
safer sex. Most definitely because that stuff is hot, but also
because I want to show more of the reality and less of the
fantasy.

However, those things are
frequently excluded from Sweet &
Rough. And here’s why: These stories
are collaborations. Most of the stories in this collection were
written and published on Sugarbutch between 2007-2009. Many of them
came out of the “Sugarbutch Star Contest” where readers sent in
some basics about a scene (who, where, what the characters did) and
I wrote up the story.

It was a huge period of growth for my
writing, and I pushed myself hard to write the fantasies that were
outlined for me. Sometimes, they were much more forceful than I’d
usually write, although they more closely resembled my own private
fantasies. I am aware of my access to privilege and unconscious
entitlement as a masculine person and as a dominant, and it is
important for me to stay conscious in my sex play, especially when
it comes to gender or power dynamics.

Often, my early drafts of these stories
included a lot of internal processing and negotiations, but the
fantasies of my collaborators challenged me. I remember when
writing “The Houseboy’s Rebellion” (which is a b-side story
included on the USB version of Sweet & Rough), when the
collaborator read the draft of it, she said, “No way. Make my
character more mean. Take out all this negotiation. Just
take me.”

Because of how strong the service top in me
is, and because I liked it, I followed her desire. And I believe
that story—and others, when I received similar feedback—are
stronger for it.

The stories in
Sweet & Rough are fantasies. I know
fantasy erotic writing still greatly influences our real
sexualities, and I don’t dismiss that connection. But these
fictions are not necessarily models of sexual responsibility. Some
of it is “problematic,” and I wouldn’t claim otherwise—but they
still have so much value, and can jump-start our erotic engines or
show us how much more can be incorporated into our erotic
lives.

I encourage you to continue practicing being
a responsible, ethical, sex-positive kinkster who operates from
integrity. And I encourage you to read erotica stories that are
edgy, full of force and lust, from authors whose ethics you trust,
and to believe that the responsibilities are filled in behind the
scenes, just off the page, stripped out so you can enjoy even more
of the sweet sex and rough play that gets you going and gets you
off.


 The Diner on
the Corner

As soon as we walk into the diner on the
corner, I visualize fucking Shanna on the counter. Or behind the
counter, or against to the counter, hell, I don’t care—but I am
certain the curve of the metal edge, the barstools, and that
old-fashioned silver milkshake machine would go perfectly with her
rockabilly-femme style.

This is our first date. She picked me up at
the dyke bar last weekend while letting me think I was picking her
up, and me being enamored with her immaculate femininity—the
tattoos on her shoulders, the shade of the pink her nails were
painted, the faint flowery scent I wanted to lean into her neck to
inhale, the low-cut dress and perfectly curved cleavage, the
vibrant hair with streaks of dark purple and red—I didn’t notice
until halfway through the evening that, though I thought I was
warming her up to ask for her number, she was secretly rolling her
eyes, thinking, “Get on with it already.” She had control of every
detail, but let me think I did.

Tonight, I’ve picked everything out
precisely. Black button-down shirt, my favorite sleek red tie,
black slacks, solid black freshly-polished shiny wingtips. Plain,
simple black fedora on top. Because it may rain tonight.

And because she likes them.

We meet at the movie theatre. She looks
incredible: four-inch heels with small straps over the arch of her
foot, a little buckle on the side; dark hair down over her
shoulders and touching her neck; wearing stockings and a fifties
dress that comes just above her knees, slightly flared and layered
skirt, low-cut, again, showing off the lovely curves of her
breasts. I don’t stare. Don’t stare, I tell myself.
You’re being an asshole. I try not to stare. Talk to her
face, not her tits.

“I like your ... hat,” she giggles, dark
eyes lowered, looking up at me through those lashes, slyly, shyly,
from the side, that glance of submission.

I don’t blush, but my cheeks get a little
warm. “Thanks.” I rarely wear hats. I love the way they look, love
the tough butchness they play into, but I get self-conscious about
what it’s doing to my perfectly messy hair—my singular vanity. As
soon as we get to our seats, I balance the fedora on my knee and
run my fingers through my hair to see how it’s holding up.(A little
smashed. I try not to care.)

I don’t remember the film. Something about
music, Dublin, and falling in love. I remember thinking that there
should be more sex in it. And that I forget how crowded and bright
movie theaters are here in New York City—I miss being able to mess
around in the darkest back row.

I do remember the way she laughed, the way
she got teary once or twice, the way she kept stealing glances at
me. Her hand on my thigh and the—oops—accidental brush against the
bulge in my pants. The way her lips circled and sucked the straw in
her soda slow.

After the film, we walk to the corner
twenty-four hour diner. I slide into the booth and she slides in
next to me, stockings on vinyl. Her left thigh touches my right and
I feel the brush of her leg against my slacks.

There are a few other diners scattered at
tables, but it’s late. One old man gumming through chicken fingers
and reading the newspaper, and one table of teenagers blowing straw
wrappers and eating fries off each other’s plates. The waitress
comes over and I order a vanilla milkshake and a slice of apple
pie, heated. “We’ll share,” I tell them both.

We chit-chat. I toy with the sugar packets
and crunch ice cubes from my water glass. She eases her leg over my
thigh, which catches my breath, stirs my cock. I gently put my hand
on her knee and let myself finger the thin, silky fabric of her
stockings. She’s still chatting as if nothing is happening. She
liked the film, she’s saying. The male lead was cute and sweet in a
butch sort of way. “Do you think men can be butch?” she asks
me.

My fingers are crushed against her thigh,
seeking her creamy skin. I try to pull my consciousness from
between her legs to say something intelligent.

“Well, I think that’s complicated,” I start.
“Because … while I think the gender identities of butch—and femme,
too—are inherently queer by definition, I also notice some men with
a particularly female flavor of masculinity that is closer to butch
than any other word or description …”

“Yeah!” She has an eager and excited edge to
her voice, and presses her leg further into my lap, twisting her
torso a little to look more directly at me, opening her thighs. “I
know what you mean—but if men begin to have a butch identity, does
that invalidate it for the women who have to fight so hard to claim
it?”

The layers of her dress are pushing up her
thighs and I can feel the edge of her stocking under my fingers,
lace and elastic, the line of ribbon up her thigh to her hip: a
garter belt. I brush my fingers against the rough edge and press
them into her inner thigh, just a little. I wonder how far she’ll
let me go.

I want to find out how far she’ll let me
go.

The teenagers clear out and the diner
quiets. She leaves her hands on the table, but parts her lips.
She’s looking at me, gazing at my mouth; I bite my tongue and feel
it swell.

Shanna leans in slightly, slowly, ever so
subtly, tilting her head without realizing it as my grip on her
thigh strengthens. Neither of us notices we do this, we only notice
the space between our bodies crackling electrically.

I find the crease of her hip with my
fingers, that line where her thighs meet her pelvis.

Her mouth gets closer to mine, inches away.
I can feel her breath. She doesn’t move any closer but is begging
me with her whole body to make a move. To kiss her. To keep moving
my fingers up her skirt. She lets me think it’s all my idea. She is
shifting, something is happening in her body and mind, an
intentional submission, an offering up of her mouth and cunt and
hungry body. We can both feel it, but it is nearly
imperceptible.

“You want … this okay?” I whisper, fingers
getting bolder, brushing against her cunt, the swollen outer labia.
I can feel the air between our mouths stirring. The movement of my
lips makes them touch hers, briefly, softly. I can nearly see the
swirls of her breath, hot and heavy.

She bites her lip at the touch, nods,
without moving her head. Submits a little deeper with explicit
permission.

“One vanilla milkshake—” the waitress clears
her throat and sets it down in front of Shanna, who jumps, but I
stay exactly where I am, smiling, amused, then turn my head slowly
without moving my hand.

“One apple pie,” the waitress sets the small
white plate in front of me.

“Thanks,” I say, taking a fork with my left
hand, my right still between her thighs.

The waitress raises her eyebrows. “You two
okay here?”

“Yep,” I say. Shanna’s cheeks are hot and
flushed. She examines the milkshake, stealing a glance at me. My
fingers are quiet but persistent, still on the soft of her
cunt.

The waitress raises her eyebrows at me again
and—I can’t quite tell, but—I think she winks. She’s cute, the
waitress. Dyed black hair, thick tattoo of a faery on her left
bicep, those chunky black glasses. She’s the only one working, but
it’s dead in here, so after a round she goes back to reading her
book at the counter. She’s not paying us any attention.

I twist and shift in the booth and adjust so
I can flatten the palm of my hand against her cunt, slowly, cupping
it. She’s not wearing panties. She knew she could have me. She’s
controlling every detail.

She inhales and can’t look at me, tongues
her lip gently. “Are you … will you …” she begins, but can’t
finish. She wants me to kiss her. I want to ravage her. Thrust her
up against the vinyl. Want her hands gripping at the sides of the
booth as she comes against my hand.

I grin, that sly cocky grin that says I know
what she’s asking, I know what she wants, and I’m taking my own
damn time giving it to her. She knows she’ll get it from me, so my
only power here is how and when she’ll get it. She offers me her
neck and I take it, leaning in, kissing her shoulder, her
collarbone, exposed in her low-cut dress. “You have to be quiet,” I
say. “We’re not alone.”

“We almost are,” she breathes, closing her
eyes and tilting her head so I can get to her neck. My fingers run
lazy circles around her clit and inner lips, slick already. I dip
two fingers inside and feel her muscles pulsing. Slide them in
& out while she begins to pant. I circle her clit again, flick
it gently and feel her body contract and respond.

“Anybody could walk in,” I say. “Anybody
could see my hand under your skirt, if they looked for just a
second.” She shivers and presses her thighs open, presses her cunt
against my hand, grips my forearm in one hand. I’m working her clit
a little harder, a little faster, and her breathing is coming
heavier, her body is tense. She’s trying to keep her face
still.

“You haven’t even touched that shake,” I
say, nodding toward it. She shoots me a look like she wants to tear
me apart with her eyes and attempts to move the tall milkshake
glass toward her with one hand. She still wants me to kiss her and
I am not letting up with my fingers on her cunt, on her clit,
swirling, flicking against the hood, finding that sweet spot where
her pelvis tenses and her limbs go limp.

Shanna’s eyes don’t leave my face as she
opens her mouth for the straw and sucks the milkshake into her
mouth. Cold. I can see it hit her tongue and explode in creamy
sweetness, her eyes roll a little and her pussy responds, presses
harder into my hand. She takes another sip and I work two fingers
against her clit.

She bends her head back—just a little, just
the slightest bit, she wants to be able to throw it back and scream
but she can’t, she’s in a diner, my hand against her, fingers
circling, working, flicking, pressing, and her whole body shudders
and she grips my forearm in her fist, gasps a little, just a
little, and her thighs contract to grip my wrist and she comes,
with no sound at all, her body absorbing the noise she wants to
make and I don’t let up, don’t let up at all, until—she gasps,
inhales deeply, and pulls on my hand to back off.

I grin and watch her face. She’s trying to
keep her features together and make it not look like she’s just
come. Trying to regain her composure. She looks at me a little
shyly and embarrassed, unsure about how loud she was, how obvious,
and she glances around quickly but there’s no one in the diner
anymore, the few patrons have all left. It’s just us, and the
waitress at the counter.

“Holy. Shit,” Shanna says softly, still
breathing hard. I still have that stupid grin on my face, that
power top grin.

I lean in and kiss her, gently, soft, on the
lips. Her mouth is cold and creamy, tastes of vanilla. Sweet. She’s
a fantastic kisser, all supple and slow. We kiss for a moment and I
pull away, still smiling, and she tilts her chin down and looks up
at me through her lashes.

“Want some pie?” I ask. I gather a bite on
my fork and she nods, I slip it between her lips.

“Oh,” she says, chewing, warm apples and
cinnamon on her tongue. “It’s good. Want some shake?” I take a few
sips. It’s partly melted now.

The waitress comes over as we are giggling,
a little high. “Would you two mind ... ?” She starts. “I’m out of
smokes. I’m just gonna run to the corner, be right back.”

“Sure,” I say. The waitress nods, gives us
another quick once-over glance, and spins on her heel. The diner is
deserted. It’s just me and Shanna. I watch the waitress walk out,
the bell on the glass door ringing softly, and turn to look at this
gorgeous femme. She’s smoothing her hair, already watching me,
watching my face, and she slides out of the booth and holds out her
hand. I take it and slide out behind her.

“Your turn,” she says, crossing the diner
floor. Her heels click against the hard linoleum and I watch her
ankles as she walks. Her calves, her knees. She keeps her legs
tight together, criss-crossing like a model. My mouth waters.

She stops at the counter and raises her arm,
guiding me back behind the bar as if we’re on the dance floor. I
grin and nearly flush, a little embarrassed, flustered to be
somewhere I’m not supposed to be, seeing the clutter of dishes,
rags, coffee mugs, silverware, napkins, salt and pepper shakers,
ketchup and Tabasco bottles. And, of course, the gleaming, polished
silver milkshake machine.

I slide behind the counter and she spins on
a stool, crossing her legs at the ankle. She leans over, spilling
out of her dress. I lick my lips, run my thumb over them, position
myself behind the bar. I grip the handle of the milkshake machine
and run my hand over it, stroking.

“So,” I say. “Can I get you something?” I’m
having trouble keeping my face straight. It feels a little silly,
but it’s also hot. What will she do? Let me fuck her, here,
really?

Shanna purses her lips. “What do you have
back there?” She leans over the counter and shifts her hips, then
reaches for my belt.

I grab her wrist and hold it for a moment,
surprising her. I bring her hand to the package behind my fly and
make her feel my hard on. She oooohs a little, still in a
character, and lifts her ass onto the counter, swings her legs over
it, opening her knees. She grabs my tie and pulls me to her,
kissing me hard, running her fingers along the short hairs on the
back of my head, wrapping her legs around my waist.

“I want …” I say between kisses, “I want
you, I want you to ... suck me. Would you do that?”

She nods yes and closes her eyes, just for a
second, tips her chin down, and slides off the counter. She kisses
me again and, palm flat against my cock, fingers on my fly, she
unbuckles my belt, unzips, and pulls out my packing strap-on.
Swiftly. Expertly.

She kisses me while she does this, hard; she
kisses the corner of my mouth, my cheek, my jaw line, my neck, net
to my collar, and she sinks to her knees.

The tip of my cock touches her lips and it
feels tender, sensitive. As though I can feel her, sucking it into
her mouth, working her tongue down the shaft. This is the thrill of
the borrowed cock, the filling of it, the way it becomes mine. It
is hitting my clit perfectly and her mouth, oh god, her mouth feels
exquisite. I want to release into her—want to grab her hair and
work her against me, down her throat.

I hold onto the counter instead. The metal
edge cuts into my palm. She works her tongue on the underside of
the head of my cock and my hips buck, pelvis tightens. I tip my
head back, hips forward.

“God,” I groan, aware that it is what would
give this whole thing away, should someone walk in the door. My
expressions. I keep one eye toward the door but my eyelids keep
closing. God her mouth feels fantastic.

Shanna looks up at me, eyes wide and
shining, cheeks taut, hands on the thighs of my black slacks. I
want her, want to fuck her. I look around—where?—we can’t have much
time, but I already feel close to coming. She sees me glancing
around, my stance has changed.

I groan as she sucks me hard, particularly
deep, and pull my cock from her mouth. “Wait,” I say,“somewhere ...
else.” I offer my hand and she takes it, rises off her knees back
onto her feet.

I have a perfect sightline into the kitchen,
and notice the huge walk-in freezer right behind the doorway. There
may be people back there, a line cook, a busser, but they wouldn’t
notice us. We could sneak right in. Shanna sees where I’m looking
and waits for me to take a step.

Almost tiptoeing, once I move she follows
and we reach the door in a few quick strides. My cock bobs from my
fly. I pull on its industrial handle, somewhat thick in my hand and
satisfying to grip. I let her go in first.

She turns to face me and brings her
shoulders up. “Brrrr.” The air is cloudy and it burns my throat a
little to inhale.

I survey the situation. A few boxes, milk
crates, stacked up in the corner, filled with some heavy
containers, jars, lidded plastic. Some of the boxes have been
peeled open, others are still wrapped and sealed. Shanna’s face
reads skepticism.

I sit perched on the edge of the crates and
boxes and say,“Come here.”

She frowns a little. “What, here? I’m not
sure—”

“Oh, hell yes.” I stand, take a step toward
her, reach out and wrap my arm around her waist. She fits well
against me this way. Her arms go up around my neck somewhat
instinctively.

“But—” she says, a little too sweetly,
batting her lashes at me. She has control of every detail.

“Mmmhmm.” I lift her skirt and she gasps at
the cold air, it contracts her thighs a little. I take her left
knee to the crook of my elbow, and bend my legs to get underneath
her, gripping my cock in my fist, sliding inside her slowly but
easily. She moans and it is a lovely sound. She’s not holding back,
begins working her hips against mine, thrusting and circling in
s-curves, figure eights. She hooks her foot behind my back and I
lean, balancing the weight of our bodies, taking a few steps
backward again to lean against the boxes for support. Perfect.
Perfect—my shoulders lean and my hips thrust freely, deeper and a
little harder
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