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I broke up with my boyfriend the summer before my senior year of college. He was busy, toiling on his doctoral dissertation regarding some very niche aspect of Russian Literature that approximately fourteen people will ever care about or read, and that estimate is probably generous. I was busy, finishing my sports therapy degree but really focused much more heavily on the university swim team, where I was the phenom, the star, the officially-anointed One Who Was to Do Great Things in our particular era. If our school was to produce an Olympian this decade, it was going to be me, the great and powerful Macy Rodgers. 

How I and somebody like soon-to-be-Doctor Taylor Holden ever ended up together, I will never know. Maybe it’s as simple as that old cliche about opposites attracting, because I’ll be damned if it wasn’t true in this instance. I was pretty much a purely physical person—I liked books, I liked movies, I even liked some classical literature, but I wanted to analyze them like I wanted a hole in my head. My idea of a good day off is not sitting around in a coffee shop discussing Tolstoy; I’d rather go for a hike, get in the pool, play volleyball, something that involves using these God-given limbs. Taylor Holden, my former inexplicably long-term boyfriend, was basically the opposite of that. He lived in the world of the mind, and his idea of a good day off was sitting around in that coffee shop discussing geopolitics, economics, philosophy, you know, things in the world that we don’t control, things for which nobody important will ever ask our opinion. 

Am I letting my personal feelings shine through about my ex-boyfriend a bit too much? Does this narration come across biased? Apologies, if so. I suppose I can’t help it. More people enjoyed watching me swim than would ever enjoy Taylor’s dissertation about Tolstoy. I think maybe that bothered him. 

I don’t hate Taylor; far from it. He was an arrogant prick, but we were together for three years, so obviously there was something there. In the end, we were just too different, for all the aforementioned reasons and many more I needn’t elucidate here. It would be overly humble not to admit that I am far out of his league. Taylor was handsome, very much so in fact, but—and this will come across egotistical, please forgive me—I am in the upper echelon of human attractiveness. Certainly, if I did make it to the Olympics, I would make for some very photogenic closeups in the network television broadcast. I had a slender, poised frame—a perfectly graceful swimmer’s frame—expressive green eyes, and lovely soft features that drew double-takes in public. My light-olive skin complimented my shoulder-length black hair, and I’d been told my gaze was magnetic and alluring. I don’t know; make of that what you will. I was quite short, only five foot three, which was extremely unusual for an elite swimmer. My coach had told me before that if I had elite height, I might have been the greatest of all time. Thanks a lot, tiny Mediterranean parents!

Since we’re on the subject, I might as well tell you the real reason that Taylor and I broke up. Don’t take me wrong; there really were a host of reasons and they were all valid, but all the others paled in comparison to the one I am about to explain. 

You see, the thing is, I am one horny fucking slut. I don’t even mind the application of that ‘slut’ word, if you take it to mean very specifically a person, male or female, who requires a metric fuckton of orgasms to keep themselves on a mentally healthy even keel. I don’t have the slightest bit of shame about that, by the way, and I don’t think anyone should feel any shame about how often they need to orgasm to keep themselves sane, whether that’s fifteen times a day or zero times in a year. We just are who we are when it comes to that part of life, and I refuse to apologize for who I am. The simple fact of the matter is, I am an elite athlete with an extremely fit body in my prime physical years, and I like to fuck. I like to get off. I need it. I basically spend my life in heat. Given how fit I am, how physically perfect I am, and being prime breeding age from an evolutionary sense, it’s almost a wonder I’m not hornier.

I mentioned cumming fifteen times a day, in my example up there. You probably thought that was an exaggeration for effect. 

Taylor Holden, soon-to-be-Doctor Taylor Holden, he who lived his life in the cerebral world of philosophers and literature and ivory tower high-falootin’ academia, was basically the opposite of me. Even as blasted gorgeous as I am, sex with me was a chore for him to get through until he could get back to bending my ear about Proust. I know what you’re thinking, and I don’t think he is gay. I think he just gets off on feeling smarter than everyone else. You probably know the type.

So, yeah. Anyways. I need to get off a lot. That’s been true my entire adult life, and for the first time in the five years of my adult life, I was single. As you might expect, this has caused me some inconvenience. 

It took me one week of single life before I ordered my very first sex toy. 

It was a dildo, hot pink, ribbed, vibrating. I had it sent to a package drop box downtown, so I didn’t have to worry about the Resident Advisors at student housing knowing my business. Thankfully, and I’d have paid extra for this if they hadn’t just done it, the dildo came in an unmarked box. 

That started a trend for me. For a while there I was buying one a week, and then some weeks it became two a week. Dildos, buttplugs, rabbit ears, the whole works. Every new toy was like a new sexual partner, and I especially loved the dildos that were modeled after various porn stars’ real cocks. I wasn’t really a slut in the sense that I would easily sleep around and be promiscuous, but I could slut out all I wanted in the world of plastic and rubber and latex. In the artificial fantasy world that I had built up to keep myself stable and sane, I was the Queen Slut. I was Queen of the Gooners, and it would work for the time being.

There was one small, tiny, seemingly insignificant wrinkle in this plan, this getting-by-via-gooning. However unsatisfying a lover as Taylor Holden may have been, for one reason or another, he tended to keep me enough on the straight and narrow that I wouldn’t need to get off in the middle of the day. For logistical reasons that ought to be immediately obvious, gooning in the daylight hours is typically prohibitively inconvenient. Put simply, those are the hours when ya got shit to do. You don’t really have time to masturbate when you’re going to class, going to swim practice, going to work, seeing your family for lunch, whatever else. But, as relatively pathetic a lover as he was, having a boyfriend made me feel like I could mostly get through a day without thinking about cumming. Now, that was out the window.

I was making do. Waking up three or four times in the night to use one of my many dildos on myself, that had thus far enabled me to get through a day without ducking into a public bathroom for a quick tuggie. Things were changing on that front, though. I think the turning point was getting back to swim practice for the new year. Our university’s two full-size pools were right next to each other, and the men’s team practiced at the same time ours did. There were some beautiful hard bodies on our men’s university team, I suppose you will not be surprised to hear. So, yes, there were more opportunities for me to get horny throughout the day. Many more.

Worse yet, it was clearly starting to affect my performance in the pool. I mean, correlation and causation and all that, but I didn’t think it could really be a coincidence that the moment I was constantly spending all day bricked up, if you will, I started to lose hundreds and tenths of seconds on my times. In elite swimming, those tenths of seconds might as well be centuries. The coaches were noticing, I was noticing and getting in my head and my feelings about it, and things were starting to spiral. All because I couldn’t fucking cum in the middle of the day. If society could be mature enough to offer a ‘physical needs’ room in every adult public place, I’d have been just fine. But no, still even in the current day, we labored under the yoke of our puritan overlords. I hated it. But it was the society in which I must figure out not only how to exist, but to thrive. It was what it was.

So, anyways. All of that is prelude to the following, all just context to make it seem less humiliating. Everything I just explained to you, that is how I found myself masturbating in the locker room shower. 

I needed a mid-day release or I felt like I was going to die. It was a full hour after practice had ended. I had gotten to talking to Coach, and ended up staying way later than I’d intended. I was absolutely, one hundred percent, dead certain that I was alone in that locker room. It was silent as a graveyard, nobody scheduled to be in there for another three hours at least. I still had an evening class to get to and there was no realistic way that I could get home in between. So, I got to showering, starting soaping myself up, got to feeling a little handsy with myself, a little hot and bothered... and what can I say? I just said fuck it.

Believe it or
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