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Foreword

by Jennie Jarvis and Leslie Salas
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He took her into his arms. “Darling,” he crooned. “I can’t live without you.”

She tried to push him away. “We can’t,” she cried. “Not until we’ve proclaimed our vows.” 

Her delicate fingers slipped down the glistening rounds of his perfectly chiseled chest. She couldn’t help but notice his washboard abs flexing and those delicious biceps bulging as he gripped her waist. She felt her cheeks warm to red. Her soft pinkness moistened.

He pulled her closer. 

Against her leg, she felt his thick, quivering member pressing through the fabric of his slacks. 

“I must have you,” he said, and pressed his Cupid’s bow lips firmly against hers. 

“No,” she mumbled, but her body betrayed her words.

He gently threw her onto the soft, feather bed. Her generous bosom heaved with each anticipatory breath.

As he lowered himself on top of her, his manpurse swayed gently, as his passion—
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Stop. What the hell is that?

What? It’s a sex scene. 

“His manpurse swayed gently”?

Would you rather I called them his balls? 

It’s better than “manpurse”.

I was being poetic. 

But you aren’t being real. Real consensual sex isn’t overly coercive and falsely romantic like that. 

Yeah, but they say you can’t write about sex like it really is. 

Why not?

Sex in real life is awkward and messy. 

And weird and silly and cringeworthy. 

Sex is trying out the Kama Sutra and failing miserably. 

Sex is having a lover go down on you, and then having your pubic hair ripped out when it gets stuck in their braces.

Sex is spending your whole childhood thinking a guy’s genitals look like a fig leaf, only to have a rude awakening when you become sexually active. 

Sex is trying out a vibrator and having your parents walk in. 

Sex is discovering you have a latex allergy the same day you lose your virginity.

Oh, God. That happened to you?

Yeah.

I’m so sorry. 

Can we not talk about it anymore? My lady bits hurt just remembering it. 

Where were we? Sex is messy and awkward and sloppy and real. It’s not all quivering members and moist ladybits and swaying manpurses. 

Yeah, and you don’t really see that kind of honest sex scene a lot in books. 

We’re doing our part to help change that. 

Let’s normalize awkward, realistic sex. 

Let’s make it literary and poetic.

And raise money for a great cause in the process. 

Yes, because who knows the consequences of awkward sex better than Planned Parenthood? 

We put the call for submissions out there.

And oh, did our contributors deliver.

Condoms & Hot Tubs is an anthology of stories, essays, and poems that revolve around the awkwardness of sex. Sometimes, it’s funny. Sometimes, it’s heart-crushing. 

But all the times, it’s real. 

We hope you enjoy.

Jennie Jarvis & Leslie Salas, Co-Editors
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Why I Hate the Title of This Book

by Matt Peters
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Jennie Jarvis left me a voicemail asking if I’d be willing to, and interested in, publishing an anthology of “awkward sex stories” she and Leslie Salas were plotting. 

Interested? Sure, I enjoy reading and learning about sex (as sexually themed fiction, full-blown erotica, sex-work memoir, or an anthropological and sociological subject). Willing to publish it? Not so much. I don’t have a problem publishing sexual or sexually explicit content; it wasn’t the “sex” part that made me hesitate. It was the “anthology” part that made the publisher in me flinch. 

“So, a collection of stories about trying to have sex in awkward places or positions?” I asked when we met up for lunch at the campus sports bar & grill. “Like in elevators and canoes and such?”

“No, no, no,” Leslie said. “Real sex. Not the perfect, romantic sex people have in books. Or the sweat drenched passionate sex in movies. Actual sex - when the orgasms don’t sync up or you’re doing something just because your partner enjoys it. Trying out a sex toy for the first time or finally hooking up with someone you’ve lusted after, but then not being able to get it up or get wet.”

“And sex gone wrong,” Jennie added. “When the awkwardness of what could be destroys what could have been. When people get in the way of their own happy ending.”

Not the usual conversation for a Wednesday lunch at the campus sports bar, but I’d known them for a few years and neither were prudes. And for some reason, I’ve always been one-of-the-girls when it comes to frank discussions about sex.

“Oh, I get it,” I said. “Like how condoms and hot tubs don’t mix, right?” 

They didn’t respond and I figured I’d somehow put my foot in my mouth.

They glanced at each other, and then looked back at me. “Explain,” they demanded. 

***
[image: ]


I hit puberty during the United States’ AIDS/HIV epidemic of the 1980s. The topic of sexually transmitted diseases and safe sex saturated my teen life. The news reported the spread and rising death count. The gossip papers proclaimed who had HIV or who had secretly died from AIDS. Commercials advertised condoms or raised awareness of sexually transmitted diseases and safe sex. Comedians built routines around AIDS, musicians wrote songs about safe sex, and the radio aired them. People took to the street protesting for and against the rights of infected victims. People also protested for and against sex education and condoms in public schools. 

Beginning in middle school, gym teachers educated us each about safe sex, and I am proud to say I could put a condom on a banana in 4.2 seconds. After all, Ryan White, the AIDS “poster child” was only a year and a half older than me. By the time I finally had sex, my girlfriend and I sure as hell knew we needed protection. 

Despite all this, the ever-present anxiety of catching AIDS never ruined the romance or passion of sex. Putting on a condom was just another step in the sex-process. Instead of kiss, grind, take clothes off, kiss, have sex, it was kiss, grind, take clothes off, put condom on, kiss, have sex, throw condom away.

So when my girlfriend’s parents went out of town, and we headed for their hot tub, I put on a condom. Safe sex above all. It was only the third time we’d had sex, but doing it in a hot tub was one of those exotic, passionate things we’d seen in movies and TV shows. We were sure it would be sexy and romantic and exciting and adventurous and somehow make the sex better. Maybe she would even enjoy it this time. 

The first problem we encountered was that hot tubs are not designed for fucking. They are meant to be sat or reclined in. They aren’t deep with smooth sides like pools, or even bathtubs. Three sides and each corner of this hot tub had individual, contoured, bucket seats and the fourth side had a wave-shaped lounger. 

This drastically limited our sexual positions. The bucket seats were so deep they didn’t allow for a reclined missionary position; my back couldn’t bend far enough backwards to get my penis inside her. And switching to more of a lap-dance position was ruined by the hard plastic of the seats next to us smacking her knees and cracking her shins. 

We tried the lounger, but again missionary was out, and the only way the lap-dance and cowgirl positions would work was if she was missing a leg. The only flat surface was the floor - two or three square feet in the center where everyone’s feet were supposed to go - but that was too deep for us to sit without drowning. A standing doggy style was out because she felt it was too impersonal and disrespectful. (Remember, we were teenagers...)

The solution we found was to ignore the way we were supposed to sit in the hot tub. So we ended up lying across the lounger’s lowest part in the missionary position with her head resting (banging) on the edge of the hot tub. 

Finally, we could have exotic, passionate, romantic, exciting and adventurous movie sex. 

But alas, the laws of hydrodynamics weren’t on our side.

Although we got slick and slippery when wet, human skin actually contracts and puckers to give us traction. Well, no, not all the skin. Just the skin we use to grip stuff, which is why fingers and toes wrinkle in the bath.

Water may be slippery, but water is a very poor lubricant. Water’s viscosity is low compared to most fluids considered lubricants. So when it fails, there is contact between the moving parts. And this causes friction.

Not to mention the fact that water is a solvent that actually washes away the vagina’s natural lubrication. And this causes more friction.

To top it all off, hot water, along with the chemicals used to keep hot tubs crystal clear, ruin a condom’s durability. As the condom breaks down, its surface cracks and frays before breaking, making the smooth, slick surface rough. Yup, more friction.

So by the time we’d figured out the fuck-shui for hot tubs and worked into a rhythm, she was complaining, “It hurts.”

I slowed down, but didn’t stop completely or anything. “It’ll be OK,” I told her, disappointed that it was happening again. 

I took her virginity two weeks earlier. So, while it was our third time having sex together, it was also only the third time she’d had sex ever. The first two times had been painful and uncomfortable for her. I’d hoped the super-awesome-specialness of Hot Tub Sex, and the relaxing properties of hot tubs in general, would help her enjoy it this time. But no. 

“It really hurts.”

“It’ll be OK,” I told her again. “I’ll make it quick,” I added, thinking I’d be as slow and gentle as I could until I came. (Because I still thought sex ended when the man [boy?] ejaculated.)

“No. Stop,” she said pushing my chest. “It burns.”

I backed away so she could sit up. “Burns?”

She nodded and cupped her hands over her vagina and held it like she’d been kicked there. “Oh, god yes. It really fucking hurts.”

Concern and empathy flushed the lust out of my brain, and I considered the problem for a second. “Not like before?” 

She shook her head and said, “It stings. Burns. Like a strawberry or road-rash.”

A different pain. And we weren’t in a bed this time. Maybe it wasn’t my chaotic thrusting and gyrating this time. 

She was in pain, and I had a puzzle to solve. The sex was over. 

We were in the hot tub, in water, so there shouldn’t have been any friction to cause a stinging burning strawberry type abrasion. The condom. Condoms are made out of rubber. Tires are also made out of rubber to grip the road, especially wet roads. 

“The condom,” I said, taking hold of my penis. I tried to slide my hand along the condom, but the condom stuck to my hand. I wasn’t gripping it tightly; the condom itself was sticky- almost gummy. “Oh, my god. I’m so sorry,” I told her. “I didn’t know.”

Her labia were red and raw and sore to the touch. She told me later that her vagina had little blisters and abrasions in it. We stuck to foreplay for the next few weeks to work our way back up to actual intercourse. 

After a year or so, we had sex in water again, a pool this time, but decided it was safer to avoid practicing safe sex. We’d been together for a long time. She was on the pill. And pools have much better fuck-shui.

*** 
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Jennie and Leslie smiles were broad and sinister. 

“Exactly like that,” Leslie said, laughing. 

“You know,” Jennie agreed, adding, “I think we found a title.”

“Condoms and Hot Tubs Don’t’ Mix?” Leslie asked. 

“Yes.”

“No,” I said.

“Totally.”

Sigh...

***
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So, I understood the type of Awkward Sex stories they wanted to publish, but I still didn’t want to publish another anthology. 

The first anthology of stories Beating Windward Press published was The Snuff Syndicate, a collection of serial killer stories that was complete and ready to go to press when another publisher called it quits. It came to me through an editor friend on a silver platter wrapped with a bow. The writers were to be paid $0.05 a word for their stories and then 100% of the royalties would go to the press. All I had to do was layout the interior of the book and have a cover designed. It was a fun book and a great project, but The Snuff Syndicate had come out four years before this lunch with Jennie and Leslie, and I still hadn’t made back the money I’d paid out for the stories. Because the writers had been paid upfront, there was no financial incentive for them to promote the book after the initial release.

The second anthology Beating Windward Press tried to publish was never finished. A pair of editors wanted to do a collection about the strange unique jobs writers/artists have taken on to pay their bills while they work on their art. I didn’t have time to edit the anthology because I had a day job to pay the bills, but the editors promised to do all the work and hand me a complete and finished manuscript. They wrote up a call for submissions and I posted it on the submission page of Beating Windward’s website. I set up an e-mail account for submissions and we all spread the word. We received a lot of great stories and sent out contracts to the writers of the stories we accepted. But then the project fell apart. One had gotten a promotion at her day job and was going through a divorce. The other received a number of better paying writing projects that always came first. No hard feelings. I totally understood. But I was too busy with my full-time job and own personal drama to take over for them. 

For the next year or so, the writers selected to be in the anthology checked in on the status of it. Most still believed in the concept and wanted to see it come to life. Some wanted to publish their pieces elsewhere. I didn’t want to cancel the anthology, but hated keeping them on the hook and knew I was never going to get to it myself. So, feeling like a failure who couldn’t follow through on my grand ideas, I cancelled the anthology.

Those were my reasons for not wanting to publish the anthology suggested by Jennie and Leslie. It wasn’t that the concept was a bad one, or that I had any objection to sexual content. The press couldn’t afford to lose that kind of money again. And I didn’t want to feel like a failure again. I had enough to do on my own for the next year or so and it was easier to say no than try and figure out how to make it happen. 

But Jennie Jarvis does not accept no for an answer. (Have you seen this woman run a writing conference?) And the condom and hot tub story had convinced her I was the publisher for this book. 

“What if you didn’t have to actually pay the writers?” she asked. 

“Writers need to be paid,” I said. “If we don’t pay, we won’t get good work.” 

“What if instead of paying them,” she asked, “we donated the royalties to charity?”

I’d donated a portion of profits from another book to charity; Beating Windward gives $1 to the New Orleans Area Habitat for Humanity for each copy of The Parish: An AmeriCorps Story we sell. 

So this idea, I could get behind. “Like what?”

“Something like AIDS United, Advocates for Youth, or Planned Parenthood.” Leslie suggested.

“Planned Parenthood,” Jennie asserted. “Absolutely.” 

This was a time when the political atmosphere bubbled with labeling Planned Parenthood as a “baby killing” institution – ignoring the amazing work they do to provide quality healthcare to over two million people across the country and the incredible job they do to promote sexual education and safe sex practices. 

“Planned Parenthood,” I agreed. “If you can get the writers to agree to that instead of payment, and get a quality collection, I’ll publish what you put together.”

***
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I didn’t agree to support Planned Parenthood for good publicity or bad publicity or because of political allegiances. And not because I’m pro-abortion or I hate children. Abortion had nothing to do with my decision. Planned Parenthood had helped me out once, and I wanted to give back. (Just because I’m male doesn’t mean Planned Parenthood doesn’t offer any services for me.) 

A year or so after the Hot Tub Incident, that girlfriend found out I’d cheated on her, and the only way she would stay with me, and even consider ever having sex with me again, was if I was tested for STDs. 

I didn’t mind getting tested. I was straight and usually had safe-sex, so I wasn’t worried I had an STD. But I was 19, had no medical insurance or even a regular doctor. I was a dishwasher at T.G.I. Fridays making $4.25 an hour and living paycheck to paycheck. Alienated from my parents, I didn’t live at home and rented a room from a stranger. I was one of those people who went to the Emergency Room if I had a cold for longer than a week, or, Zarquon forbid, I got in a bicycle wreck. I wasn’t even in college, so there was no campus clinic I could go to for an STD test. 

I tried to get an STD test at the county health clinic, but without any symptoms I was last on the waiting list for the once-a-month testing they offered. However, at the time, the local Planned Parenthood offered STD testing on a sliding price scale based on income for those without health insurance. Because I was a dishwasher making minimum wage, I got the test for $10. 

Planned Parenthood offered services such as birth control, cancer screenings, sex education, fertility testing and treatment, HIV testing and medication, pelvic exams, assistance with sexual dysfunction, STD testing and treatment, pregnancy testing, and other pregnancy-related services. And it offered a non-judgmental facility for the LGBT community to obtain high-quality health care, including hormone therapy for transgender patients.

This was 1993. The internet existed, but I didn’t know anyone who used it or had access to it. It didn’t even cross my mind to research what was involved with STD tests. The only preparation I did was to shower before my appointment. My girlfriend drove me to the Planned Parenthood clinic and waited until my test was done - to make sure I really did it. 

Before the physical testing, a nurse took me to an interview room to assess my STD Risk Factors. I hadn’t expected that, but I was straight, so I wasn’t too worried about my risk factors. 

I was ready for the first few questions because of all the AIDS-Ed I’d had...

"Have you ever had sex (vaginal, oral, or anal)?

“Yes.”

"Have you had more than one sex partner within the past six months?"

“Yes.” That’s why I’m here... 

"When with new or non-steady partners, do you use a condom or barrier?"

“Yes.” ...usually. 

But then the questions got specific, detailed, and uncensored...

"Does your sexual partner have other sexual partners?" 

“Uhm, not my regular one.” But the girl I cheated 

on my girlfriend with does.

"Have you had unprotected vaginal sex with more than one partner in the last year?"

“No.” 

"Have you had unprotected oral sex with more than one partner in the last year?"

“...yes.” 

"Have you ever engaged in sexual behavior with anyone who has many sexual partners?"

“...yes.”

"Have you been forced to have oral, vaginal or anal sex (against your will)?"

“No.” 

"Have you ever had sex with someone who has been forced to have oral, vaginal or anal sex?"

“Oh, uhm, yes.” Two of my sexual partners had been molested as children. And the girl I lost my virginity to had been raped before.

"Are you bisexual?"

“No.”

"Have you ever had sex with someone who is bisexual?"

“...yes.” One of my sexual partners was bisexual and had been in a relationship with a bisexual guy before me.

"Have you ever had oral-genital or anal sexual contact with a male?"

“No.”

"Have you ever had your penis in a male’s mouth (receptive oral sex)?"

“No.”

"Have you ever had a male’s penis in your mouth (performed oral sex on a male)?"

“No.” 

"Have you ever used recreational drugs?"

What the Fuck... “Yes.” 

"In the past six months, have you had sex with anyone who ever used recreational drugs?"

“Yes.” 

"Have you ever used a needle to inject drugs (not prescribed by a healthcare provider)?"

Oh, I see where she is going now... “No.” 

"Have you had sex with someone who ever injected recreational drugs? "

“...yes.” That bisexual side chick had also done 

heroin a few times. 

"Have you ever exchanged drugs or money for sex?"

“No.” 

"Have you ever engaged in sexual behavior with anyone who has traded sex for drugs?"

Damn... “...yes.” Again, my bisexual, drug-shooting side chick. 

"Have you experienced any form of blood-to-blood or blood-to-body fluid contact?"

What the fuck... but that makes sense. “...yes.” 

I had a few Blood Brothers from when I was a kid. 

And in more recent years, had “played” vampire a few times, which basically involved bleeding ourselves or each other and drinking each other’s blood. 

Holy shit... I might not “pass” this test.

***
[image: ]


These straight forward, in-depth questions laid out exactly how at risk I actually was. And showed me that all the “education” I’d endured during school was an abbreviated, sanitized version of the actual info it would have been nice to have. I mean, I’d heard that I was basically sleeping with everyone that anyone I slept with had slept with before, but that concept didn’t really capture the actual scale of those connections. But the nurse at Planned Parenthood didn’t have to worry about overstepping any appropriate boundaries or pissing off parents or shocking and offending religious and community leaders. She was there to help me, not placate everyone.

Oh, she was also there to shove a six-inch long cotton swab up my penis. 

For the actual testing, the nurse drew my blood to test for HIV/AIDS, syphilis and hepatitis. Then asked me to take my pants off so she could examine my penis. Now, I’d mentally prepared myself to provide answers to personal, embarrassing questions about my sex life in front of a stranger, but didn’t have any idea that I was going to stand in front of said stranger with my pants down while she stared at my dick and balls. I assumed everything would be done with a blood or urine test. 

The nurse raked a tongue depressor through my pubic hair, checking for crab-lice. I hoped that was it, but then she lifted my penis to look at the underside and rolled my testicles around to examine my scrotum, checking for genital warts and herpes outbreaks. Still not done, she held up a six-inch wooden kabob with a puff of cotton at the end and explained she was going to test for gonorrhea and chlamydia. And to do that, she needed to insert the cotton swab into my penis to obtain a culture. She promised to be gentle. I took a deep breath and clinched my entire body. But then she only inserted the swab three-fourths of an inch into the tip of the penis. 

I’d gone in there for a free STD test, but ended up getting a valuable education. A week later I went back and learned I’d passed all the tests and didn’t have any sexually transmitted diseases. 

So, yes, I support Planned Parenthood. And if Jennie and Leslie could get their writers to donate their royalties, I’d publish their collection. 

But I’d have to talk them out of that Condoms and Hot Tubs title.

***
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It’s a shame I failed. 
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We Broke the Dictionary

by Stacey Balkun
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You lug

the old paperback

Webster



into the yellow kitchen light

to show me coriander.

The bouquet 



of cilantro pushed

across the kitchen table,

forks clattered to the floor



and the smell of bread

in the hollow of your neck,

our bodies’ weight pressed against



the solid oak, cookbooks

leaving hard angles 

in the soft arch of my back.





The plasticglass sound

as the cinnamon jar hits the tile,

the small puff of itself that joins the air



and the dictionary, somehow mixed up

with everything else 

on the kitchen table,



now cleaved somewhere between

microcosm and

Millay.



Our two skins, slicked 

like tomatoes

in rain.



Our two bellies 

now full.



First published in Los Angeles Review, 2013
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Dimanche Gras 2009

by Missy Wilkinson
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Sunday morning around eight a.m., perhaps one of the most penitent times that exist, Rose calls and wakes me up. I like Rose. She’s in her late twenties, like me, and she wears false eyelashes even when she’s not at work. She walks around with a perpetually surprised look, thanks in part to her eyebrows, which she tweezes bass-clef thin. I suspect she’s mostly an escort who dances on the side, rather than a dancer first and foremost. Not that it makes any difference, as long as I don’t have to be part of it.

“Did I wake you up?” The nasal tang of her West Bank accent oozes through the line. Rum for room. Aa-yuss for ass. “Listen, I’ve got a job for us. Two hundred dollars and all you have to do is rub your boobs in some guy’s face for a second before he catches a plane.”

“I’ll be there in less than an hour.”

As I frantically soap up and shave everything from my legs to my perineum, I contemplate my good luck. Less than an hour from now, I’ll be back in bed, crisp cash in my hand. There’s something talismanic about stripper money that regular direct deposit paychecks can’t touch. The way it rides against the flesh of my inner thigh, held there by a metallic silver garter, for hours and hours through the murky, slot-machine illuminated haze of the clubs. Shoes, bikini































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
and Hof Tubs -
Don’'t Mix
AWKWPX‘K{’;J(;‘::QZJ;{:VADEQ

= ‘\‘A;.‘::
\r\u“”v’} ‘\\ i

i

, JW MW w/

Bdited by Jewnie Jarvio and Leslie Salay





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





