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This book belongs to the
women whose letters fill it. Many
wrote to question their own
sexuality, others to confirm it.
From them al, | have learned
about my own.

-N.F.
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“Aren't women entitled to alittle lust too?”
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AN INTRODUCTION

Dear Nancy:

| finished your book this morning, and al | can say is Thank
God someone opened my eyes to this aspect of human sexuality
while | am still young enough to be just a the beginning of my
sexual life. Your book has totally changed my way of thinking.
| am seventeen and untii a few months ago, had had
intercourse with only one person — my boyfriend for two years.
Perhaps that is why | have fantasized so much during our
sessions. But whatever the reason, it aways made me feedl
guilty, unfaithful, and perverted — and | suppose this negative
feeling about myself was another factor that kept me from
enjoying sex with him.

Reading My Secret Garden has shown me in the clearest
terms that sex and fantasies are not something to be endured,
but to be enjoyed. Y our book has chopped years off the time it
would have taken me to make these discoveries myself. Thank
you for allowing me to be reborn sexualy before it was too late
to change my beliefs, and before | got clogged down forever in
sexua guilt.

Sincerely,

Mary

O Sexua mores and practices have shown an age-old
resistance to change. Today, there is hardly any part of human
behavior we are more willing to question and alter. The accep-
tance of new ideas of what is sexualy okay is now so immedi-
ate you'd think entire generations had been holding their breath
— people being born, living, and dying, yet never daring to ex-
plore their own sexudity, afraid that only shefhe ever felt cer-
tain erotic desires, only he/she was aberrant and everyone else
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was “normal.” Then, suddenly, The Word is out; without
seeming to pause for even a sigh of relief, everybody knows
without further discussion that it is not only okay, but that it
has always been okay.

To suggest you ever questioned it is to show what a hopeless
sgquare you were to begin with. It took years for Kinsey's find-
ings in the '40s to make their full cultural impact, but the revo-
lution Masters and Johnson introduced in the '60s was imme-
diately accepted as not revolutionary at al. Right away, their
findings became part of everyone's workaday bedroom knowl-
edge. “ Sure, what elseis new?’

Ord sex, for example. In the '50s, | amost fainted when a
man suggested it. Yet | amost fainted with pleasure when he
did it. Today, who would dare suggest that oral sex was bad,
dirty, perverted — or even unusua ?

During the five years | was compiling material for My Secret
Garden, | could not find a doctor or psychiatrist who would
intelligently discuss women's sexua fantasies. It was still a
taboo subject. In 1968, before | decided to write the book, | did
some research in the giant New York Public Library and the
even larger British Museum library in London. In the millions
upon millions of cards on file in these two vast repositories of
practically everything ever written in the English language, |
did not find a single book or magazine article that dealt with
the subject, even though, by definition, women's sexua fanta-
sies were of more than intellectual interest to one-half of the
human race.

| spoke to at least a dozen psychiatrists in both the United
States and Great Britain. The most any of these learned men
would concede was that perhaps some women did have sexual
fantasies when they masturbated; otherwise, they said, the
phenomenon was limited to the sexualy frustrated and/or to
the pathological. They took the initial fact that a woman had
sexual fantasies as a sign of sickness. The idea that a happily
married woman, sexualy satisfied by a beloved husband,
might still have erotic pictures in mind — perhaps of another
man, perhaps of ten other men — was totally foreign to their
idess of feminine “mental health.” Too often in these discus-
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sions, the medical mask would dip, and | would find myself
facing not the calm professiona but the outraged man. The
disgusted son, husband, and father would look a me —surely a
hoax cleverly disguised as a“ nice woman” — with ill-concealed
anxiety and didike. “You are entitled to your subjective opin-
ions, Miss Friday. But have you any medical qudifications to
back up your ideas?’

As late as February 1973, the noted “permissive” Dr. Allen
Fromme would take a similar position in daring Cosmopolitan
magazine. “Women do not have sexual fantasies,” Dr. Fromme
wrote, and went on with patronizing kindness. “How do we
know? Ask a woman, and she will usualy reply, No. The rea-
son for this is obvious: women haven't been brought up to en-
joy sex ... women are by and large destitute of sexual fantasy.”

Needless to say, this reinforced the need to deny the practice
of sexual fantasy among the millions of Cosmo Girls who read
these words, not only when talking to eminent medicos like Dr.
Fromme but even to themselves. Of course, most women told
Dr. Fromme that they did not have sexual fantasies, no woman
wanted to be thought sexually “weird” when faced with what
seemed to be expert medical opinion, that if she did, she was
totally outside the “normal” experience of her sisters. Dr.
Fromme may have thought he was being merely descriptive. In
fact, he was being normative. A self-fulfilling prophet.

Yet an example of the almost frightening speed with which
the experts can revise their ideas on contemporary sexua dos
and don'ts was recently printed in the same magazine in Febru-
ary 1975. When a practicing New York psychoanalyst and
Cosmo's own monthly psychiatric-advice columnist could say
this:

“... dl women have sexua fantasies, though sometimes
they won't admit it, even to themselves. Fantasies are make-
believe states used to enhance reality. A woman making love to
one man may imagine that several other men are watching....
Her fantasy provides a safe way to explore the erotic possibili-
ties of a dtuation that might be very threatening or guilt-
producing if she acted it out.”



The psychoanalyst goes on to say: “A fantasy can give a
woman an added sense of life and all its possibilities. It is the
unexamined corners of the mind that breed neurosis and fear —
not the portions of ourselves we know, recognize and accept.”

When My Secret Garden was published, | was happy to
find other doctors coming forward to support my feelings that
sexual fantasies were not necessarily a sign of neurosis, but
were, instead, a sign of a woman's sexua exuberance and life.
Dr. Leonard Cammer, chairman, Section on Psychiatry, Medi-
ca Society of the State of New York, endorsed my views, as
did the noted founder and executive director of SIECUS, (Sex
Information and Education Council of the U.S.), Dr. Mary Cal-
derone. And yet the anxiety that the subject aroused in many
medical men would not abate: the validity of my statistical
methods was attacked. “But all the women you talked to volun-
teered to do so,” was the way this objection usudly ran. “ They
are a self-selected sample. How can you extrapolate from what
these exhibitionistic volunteers tell you? How can you say that
their experiences are also shared by their sisters in the silent
majority?’

This same argument was used against Kinsey and Masters
and Johnson when their research was published, but time has
proven that their studies not only voiced the views of the peo-
ple who volunteered but also spoke for the broad spectrum of
Americans in general. In addition, | note no reluctance in the
works of psychoanalysts themselves, beginning with Freud, to
base their theories of human nature on that tiny fraction of the
human race that has laid itself bare on the analytic couch. The
vast mgjority of the human race has never figured in any psy-
choanalytic survey or clinical documentation of human behav-
ior —and still any psychoanalyst you talk to will unhesitatingly
tell you “all” people pass through certain stages of the Oedipus
complex. It is my fedling that if over two thousand women
from al parts of the country, of al ages, marital status, and
economic classes write that they have these or those sexua
fantasies that make them fedl this way or that, their feelings
and experiences are going to be shared by the great mgjority of
al women. “In my practice,” says Dr. Sonya Friedman, a De-
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troit clinical psychologist and marriage counselor, “I am con-
tinualy struck by how much more we are aike than we are
different.”

In the end, | must leave the validity of what | am saying to
you, the reader, to judge. If this book awakens no resonance in
you, if you feel no recognition or empathy between yourself and
the women who speak in these pages, it is not that you are odd
—itisonly that I am wrong about you. But for the rest of my
readers, | offer the message that is contained in almost every
letter | have received. “Thank God you opened the discussion
about women's sexua fantasies. | thought | was the only one
who had these ideas. | was afraid to tell my husband [priest,
doctor, or whoever], because | was afraid he would think | was
some kind of weird freak. | felt like a pervert, so guilty and
aone....” My message is, Welcome. Y ou are not alone.

| believe it isindividua anxiety that makes so many people
unable to accept the idea of sexual fantasy in others. The por-
trait of women it evokesistoo new, too frightening — above all,
too much at war with al our past stereotypes of women as
maidens, mothers, “ladies.”

People laugh nervously when the subject of My Secret Gar-
den and sexua fantasies comes up. Some people turn red and
tell me they never read pornography or else they nervoudly light
a cigarette and dismiss the whole subject as “boring.” When
Garden was published, | became depressed by the anxi-
ety/dismissal/north the book aroused in many women and men,
friends and strangers. My husband helped me. “Freud was
dismissed as a scandal and a dirty old man,” Bill said, “be-
cause he talked about masturbation and the sexuality of chil-
dren. Up till then, people thought children were “pure as an-
gels. When Freud talked about sex and incestuous desires, he
was called a pornographer too.” Of course, | am in no way
comparing my work or myself to Freud; but | do think we are
living through atime in sexual history as emotionally loaded as
Freud's own. By trying to understand the secret thoughts of
women — the emerging sex —we may succeed in unscrambling
the sexual bigotry of the past. Only in this way will we be able
to understand the distorted man-woman relationship that has
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led to the frightening anger between the sexes today. | hope
this book will help.

Our rea world ... from the morning paper to the late late
television movie ... is saturated with commercial sex, romantic
sex, and, yes, violent sex. These emotions and images stay in
our minds — along with &l the other desires and drives we are
born with. What is a woman to do with all these ideas? One
thing she does is shape them closer to her heart's desire, using
the sexual stimuli she likes, softening or discarding the images
that turned her off, inventing her own sexual fantasies. If these
reveries stimulate her sexually while she goes about her daily
routine, I'm al for it. If afew lustful and erotic reveries make
the housework go by “asif in adream,” why not?

Probably the most important thing to remember about fanta-
sies is that they are not facts, not deeds; they are not “acting
out.” Summoning up an erotic image in the imagination does
not necessarily mean we want to bring it into redlity. In fact,
very often the fantasy itself discharges the forbidden energy
and entirely eschews the need for acting out. In the same way
that dreams at night can be said to be psychotic discharges of
the mind that allow us to be sane during the day, fantasies of
even the most primitive, regressive nature help us to be adult
and responsible in our real behavior.

If anyone, man or woman, lives out Freud's dictum that a
fulfilled life contains both love and work, | don't care what
fantasies that person has. If awoman has daydreams of making
it with Napoleon's horse, but says she is satisfied with her life,
who am |, or who is any doctor, to tell her that sheis strange?

Today, for the first, time in history, women are encouraging
each other to be more sexually free and accepting. Aswe do, is
it surprising that men are now becoming the first line of de-
fense againgt the breakup of the old morality? It is men who
have become wary and critical of women's new role as sexua
initiator and free agent. “Love” itself is suddenly raised as the
banner under which many men march. “Don't you love me
anymore?’ suddenly asks the husband who aways claimed
that his own casua philanderings “have nothing to do with my
wife,” when he learns that she has been having a little after-
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noon peccadillo of her own ... or, yes, a sexua fantasy starring
his best friend.

I find men's sexua anxiety today understandable. | am sym-
pathetic to it; women have changed so much in recent years.
And men have not. In fact, if you are a woman who is not
sympathetic to men today, and you call yourself a “liberated”
woman, you should question your insensitivity. Are you hap-
pier in your new freedom because it gives you a chance to “get
back at men” ... or because you see it as an opportunity at last
to make things better for both of you? Sex never wasthe smple
piece of cake Hugh Hefner sells to men; women's questioning
of asexual status quo that was questionable to begin with must
be disquieting if not threatening to men. I'm not saying that a
lot of men — the machos, for instance — don't deserve their dis-
comfort. But a lot don't. | suppose what it comes down to is
that if you're a woman who wants men in your life, you've got
to take your responsibility along with your liberation.

The asyet-unplotted possibilities of women's sexuality,
given amost surredisticaly vivid form and image in fantasy,
not only frightens men but women too. Think of al that desire
unleashed, desire he may not be interested in or able to satisfy,
appetites mother would never have approved of, sexual-power
she doesn't know what to do with. (How many women know
how to make the first move? Should she pick up the telephone,
reach for his hand, his cock? Should she say, “Please, | want
you to go down on me?” And how many men would reject her
if she did? Oral sex may be “intellectually” accepted today, but
as you will see from the women in this book — if you have not
already discovered it for yourself — there are a great number of
men who are unskilled, unpracticed, or unwilling to do what
they say.)

We are not yet ready to accept the ssmple proposition that
female sexua power added to male sexua power equals better
sex for both. And yet the truth is that the foundation of our
myth of male sexua superiority is riddled with deception and
fakeroo. Worsg, it gives the poor man who believes it an awful
superman’s burden to carry. Dominance and superiority are
words you use when you go to war, not to bed.
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Henry Miller wrote me a letter about My Secret Garden:
“I've always suspected that women had richer, wilder, fantasies
than men. From my limited experience with women | must also
add that | have found them more capable of abandoning them-
selves completely in intercourse than men. In a good healthy
sense | would say, to use an old-fashioned word, that they are
more “shameless than men ... . Men are only beginning to
perceive the true nature of women's being. They have created a
false image of her. Sheis neither an angel nor abitch in heat. If
she is no longer an enigma, she is certainly an everlasting
source of wonder and rich in unexplored possibilities in every
domain of life.”

If | prefer Henry Miller's approach to women's fantasies to
that of many psychiatrists, it is because his view of lifeislarge
enough to see fantasy as enriching human experience, and not
the mark of pathology.

Far from being a perversion of our deepest and most inti-
mate moments together, sexua fantasies answer the need for
variety that exists in the best of relationships. To those who
think it is a crime to conscioudly retreat into the secret garden
of your mind while in the arms of your beloved, let me quote
Dr. Ray Birdwhistle of the University of Pennsylvania. An
overly closed idea of marriage, he says, leads to pathology.
“Privacy is disallowed as being disloyal. But if the couple
wants intimacy, both partners need to refresh themselves with
privacy. That implies also being allowed to withdraw without
guilt. It isonly in the private kingdom of the mind that one can
enjoy fantasies. And what held together romantic love in the
first place? A rich, lusty, sweet and sad, vengeful and even
violent fantasy life” [New York magazine, February 1973].

On the last page of My Secret Garden, | asked readers to
contribute their own sexual fantasies and comments for the
book you now hold. It is from the shape these letters took that |
have devised the form of this book. Part One deals with the
very frequent question of readers, “Where Do Sexual Fantasies
Come From?’ Part Two, “The Uses of Sexual Fantasy” con-
cerns the role these imaginary, erotic scenarios play in the lives
of many women.



As you will see, | have not so much tried to theorize on my
own; | have tried instead to organize the material my readers
sent in to illustrate the answers to these questions they have
raised in their own lives. | believe we live in atime when it is
of paramount importance that women learn to speak unasham-
edly, so that we may learn from each other. | did not ask my
readers for all the information they sent me, but | am very
grateful that they felt it “right” to try to trace for themselves,
and me, the origin of their fantasies and the context in which
they appear in their lives.

It is, of course, impossble to analyze any particular
woman's fantasy without knowing her, and understanding the
full meaning of why she has chosen any particular event or
symbol to express her erotic excitement. But that was never my
purpose. | began research for My Secret Garden in 1968 ... |
began to work on this book in 1973. | wanted to see if the in-
tervening five years had made any significant difference in the
atitudes of women toward sexual fantasies. | am pleased to
say that while | would characterize the mgjority of fantasiesin
Garden as various strategies women had devised to handle or
disarm sexual guilt, the fantasies | have collected for this book
are much more characterized by pleasure and guiltless exuber-
ance. Poets are often called the conscience of anation; | believe
our sexua fantasies are mirrors of the women we would like to
become.

| don't think anyone can read the letters in the pages that fol-
low and not be as touched as | was, not only by the feelings
expressed but by the outpouring of honesty and the unglossy
portrait they give of their lives. What impresses me most is
that, although | guaranteed that all contributions would be
anonymous, over half the women who wrote signed their full
names and gave their addresses — as contrasted to one woman
in ten who signed her real name to the letters | collected for
Garden five years ago.

While | have kept my haf of the agreement — all names,
professions, geographical, and other too revealing biographical
data have been changed — | am moved by the courage of my
readers in wanting to speak to me without disguise. As one
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twenty-five-year-old woman wrote, “l believe that self-
acceptance is the first step toward maturity. So that | can be-
lieve in mysalf, | want you to believe in me and what | wrote.
And so | am signing my full name.” O
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PART ONE

Where Do
Sexual Fantasies
Come From?
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CHAPTER ONE

CHILDHOOD

It is evident that fantasies have value in and of themselvesto the fan-
tasizers ... . From the time they were little girls, women have been
told “not to think about such things.” By bringing women's sexua
thoughts into the open the book gives them permission to fantasize
and, in so doing, increases the possibility that women thereby aso
derive permission to experience redl life sex more fully, more easily,
more rewardingly.

—Dr. Mary Caderone
Review of My Secret Garden
SIECUS Report, May 1974

O In My Secret Garden, there was a chapter called, “Where
Did a Nice Girl Like You Get an Idea Like That?’ It put forth
my feeling that many of our fantasies spring from a time long
before the world is ready to acknowledge our sexuality — child-
hood itself. No great pioneering idea on my part, Freud's work
on infantile sexudity dates from the turn of the century. More
recently, the eminent authority on childhood psychology, Dr.
Arnold Gesell, conducted a study on infant behavior. He placed
a fifty-six-week-old boy in front of a mirror, naked. What the
child saw of his own body excited him so much that Dr. Gesell
was able to photograph him with an erect penis. If aboy barely
one year old can have an erotic experience, is it surprising that
little girls — usually more precocious than boys can also be said
to be sexual beings almost from birth?

And yet the ideais till unacceptable to most people. Child-
hood is pictured as atime of ribbons, fairy tales, and lemonade.
Adults notorioudly forget that they were once children too; they
close off their minds to early sexua memories — those embar-
rassing or shameful events connected perhaps with anxieties
about masturbation. | am not suggesting that the sugar and
spice of little girls' childhoods are only a fase facade. That
aspect isreal. But so is our sexuality.

So far, | have received over two thousand letters from
women who sent me ' their sexual fantasies in response to the
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invitation on the last page of My Secret Garden. Many were
from highly educated women; an equally great number were
from people who probably never read Freud. It didn't matter.
The cumulative truth of their personal experience confirmed my
view that sexua fantasies are often born out of remembered
childhood events. These |etters cheered me in a very significant
way: | loved the sdlf-acceptance they showed, the refusal to
continue to carry the age-old feminine burden of shame and
guilt. “Let me tell you a bit about myself first,” these open-
hearted |etters often begin. The writers want me to see them as
they are; they want some recognition for the courage with
which so many of them lead their lives, even if they ask me not
to print their names. “My first sexual experience was when |
was about four years old. The little boy who lived next door
came over and he ... etc.” No apologies are given, no anatomi-
cal details are glossed over or prettified. There is an intuitive
understanding that ladylike language would be counterproduc-
tive to the purpose we are both striving for ... that facts are
facts and moral judgments are irrelevant. While names, geo-
graphical locations, and occupations in these letters have been
changed, | have preserved all other biographical details. | feel
only out of the richness and density of facts about someone's
life can we come to see that sheisawoman just like ourselves.

| believe this is important work that women must do to-
gether, and | am glad that there are so many willing to lay their
lives on the line to help tear down the curtain of silence behind
which we have had to hide our erotic selves. It left each woman
feeling isolated, an all-too-easy victim to the assumption that
only men knew “all about” sex and what “areal woman” was.
Behind this barrier, which was marked Innocence, but should
more rightly have been named Ignorance, the sexual exploita-
tion of women went on during practicaly all of recorded his-
tory — a time that, thanks to women's new openness and hon-
esty with one another, is coming to an end.

Another significant difference between the letters of 1968
and these new ones is that in Garden the average age of the
women who contributed was about thirty; they were of the gen-
eration born around the time of World War 1I. The world they
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grew up in was very different than today's. In that book, the
greatest number of fantasies| collected centered around themes
of imaginary force and rape, abduction, domination, the
anonymous man whom the woman never sees again — all of
which are psychological strategies for allowing the woman to
have the most thrilling sexual experiences in her fantasies, but
al under the dogan, “It wasn't my fault; he made me doit.” In
other words, sexual guilt and its avoidance was the great emo-
tion shared by most women who contributed to Garden.

The average age of women who sent in their fantasies for in-
clusion in this book is about twenty-two. They grew up in the
age in which Elvis Presley was bringing a new kind of blatant
sexuality to pop music, they entered their own sexual years to
the songs of the Bestles. | am not saying that the music of their
time directly influenced their approach to life (although often it
did), as much as it reflected a whole new era of freedom of
sexua expression. The fantasies in this book fill me with admi-
ration for these young women. | am struck by their pride in
their sexuality and their pleasure in its exercise —if not in their
lives, at least in their fantasies. They are not at all frightened by
the sexuality of their earliest years. They aren't into guilt at all.

In memory, there is security. One of the first signs that in-
fants are maturing is the ability to allow mother out of their
sight without tears of fear or rage. The baby has begun to be-
lieve in the redity of memory — to recognize there is a corre-
spondence between her inner world and the reality “out there.”
Remembered figures do not vanish into avoid, but come back.
In time, the baby is freed by this inner certainty and reliance
upon memory; she comes to enjoy her periods of solitude. Se-
cure in a base of remembered happiness, the little child can
turn her attention forward to learning new things. how to crawl
around her crib, perform experiments with her toys and/or
body, the pleasures of watching patterns of light cross the cell-
ing.

So it is in our sexual years. Whenever periods of sexual
boredom, anxiety, or frustration come along, we tend to return
to childhood scenes of remembered erotic happiness. These
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will be images or events that happen to the baby that are of an
erotic nature. Something is imagined or felt by the little girl,
something comes into view that stimulates her. The child does
not yet know, nor does she need to know, that these are specifi-
caly sexud feelings. She only knows that they make her feel
good ... excited, stimulated, flushed with life. Nobody has yet
told her she is not to touch herself “down there” ... that sheis
not supposed to look at this or think that or do any of the other
999 things that “nice little girls” do not do. She goes over the
stimulating incident again and again in memory, amost as a
form of sympathetic magic to make the experience recur; it is
the same form of primitive logic that made the cavemen draw
pictures of deer when they wanted to meet them on the hunt.
This is truly our Age of Innocence. The knowledge of good
and evil (conventionally viewed) had not yet been forced upon
us. Is it any wonder that we withdraw to these happy memo-
ries, these simple joys, during our grown-up times of stress,
frustration, or boredom? We were safe and felt aive then;
memory alows us again to draw upon these emotions in fan-
tasy.
Unfortunately, it is a period of childhood that does not last
long. Very soon the little girl begins to notice that when she
says this or does that her parents frown or quickly change the
subject. The long series of don’ts are laid on her; the very lack
of explanation behind these illogical commands make them
more frightening and ominous. She becomes aware that vari-
ous aspects of her thought or behavior are not to be mentioned.
She learns concealment and evasion — but in her mind, at least,
she does not stop having these ideas that make her feel good.
They are too exciting to give up. Guilt and silence turn her
memories into fantasies. Again and again, | receive the wild-
est, most ravenoudly erotic fantasies from women who begin by
writing, “1 was very strictly brought up by puritanical parents

But while guilt is a heavy load to carry, it is not without in-
nate benefits too; it adds a terrific charge of daring and defi-
ance to sex, of forbidden thrills and excitement to heretofore
innocent memories. In the last fantasy that closes this chapter,
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Joyce writes, “1 think 'that what makes al my sexua activity
S0 enjoyable to me is that my parents were so strict with me
when | was growing up.” Behind the silence with which she
faces the world, the child begins to play over and over again
with her taboo ideas, elaborating, adding elements that
heighten their erotic charge, changing details with infinite care
to ever — increase the orgasmic effect. In our outlawed memo-
ries, our first fantasies begin.

Like Joyce, Dorothy too begins her letter by discussing her
“strict upbringing.” She can remember lying in bed as a child
and thinking about her fantasies. “I was never able to banish
these delicioudly nasty thoughts from my mind,” she writes.
What heightened her pleasure in these erotic scenarios was to
imagine them while she could hear her mother moving around
in another part of the house. Right under her mother's nose, so
to speak, she could play with these forbidden thoughts. In the
secrecy of her mind, she could be sexually defiant.

Carlas letter is not so much the work of an imagination like
Dorothy's as it is a collection of resummoned actualities. This
loving evocation of the past can be defined as sexua fantasy
too: it is the substitution of a remembered scene for present
reality. “I like to go over my memories when | have nothing
else to do,” writes Carla. “It gives me a warm feeling to re-
member all the people in my life, because | liked so many of
them.”

| have found that this kind of fantasy, which sticks very
close to actual events of the past, is amost aways the mark of
someone with low levels of sexual anxiety and/or guilt. When
memories carry too heavy a charge of psychic pain, the fanta-
sizer usually drops or disguises them, putting an emotional
distance between herself and the ideas that excite her. She
makes up imaginary events, uses imaginary people to express
her eroticism; she can amost be said to see hersdlf in the third
person in heal fantasy scenes — al this incredible sex is not
happening me it is happening to her.

| hasten to add here that this does not mean that imaginary
fantasies are the work of puritanical or guilt ridden minds. |
would say instead that they are the work of creative minds that
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need strategies other than memory over a distance of time to
overcome inhibitions. Dorothy's fantasies may be more the
works of imagination than Carlas, but nobody reading Doro-
thy's six scenarios could feel they were invented by an inhibited
woman.

What is most interesting about Carlds letter to me is that
while her memories of past (and present) sexual experiences
would shock or horrify most, people, Carla herself speaks of
them dl very fondly, with total acceptance of every man, every
sexual encounter — with less guilt about breaking even the in-
cest barrier than most women would feel about kissing a
stranger at a party. She speaks of her memories with no bra-
vado, no shouts of defiance that might make us feel she was
protesting too much. “This is how | am,” her letter seems to
say, “thisis what | do, neither more nor less.” It is her life of
which she always speaks, and it does not occur to her for one
second that she does not have every right in the world to do
with it what shewill. O

Dorothy

I have just finished reading your book, My Secret Garden,
and | can truly state that it has changed my life for the better. It
took my husband and | four evenings to read it, and those four
nights produced the most fantastic sex of our entire married
life. I had no idea that knowing about other women's sexual
fantasies would turn him on so, and now | think | have the
courage to describe some of my own to him, which I've never
done before. You see, | had avery strict upbringing. Actually, |
suppose it was no more strict than most women's, certainly no
worse than that of the other girls | grew up with. But looking
back now, | can seeit's a miracle that | grew up with any feel-
ings of sexuality whatsoever, given the fact that the atmosphere
around our home was that sex just wasn't nice.

Let me say that I'm twenty-six, have been married for a year
to a wonderful man | lived with for a year before we married,
have no children, and | have a good job as an executive secre-
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tary. My husband and | are middle class, both with college
educations.

I know now that | have always engaged in sexual fantasy,
but up until this point, | felt very guilty and ashamed of my
fantasies, and even tried very hard to keep from having them. |
can remember how guilty | felt as a little girl when | went to
church with my parents, and knew what aterrible little sinner |
was for having had those wicked thoughts during the week. |
used to pray for salvation (although no one in my family was
terribly religious ... it's just that | was terribly sexud, | sup-
pose). However, | was never able to banish these deliciously
nasty thoughts from my mind; lying in bed as a child and
thinking about them, even as | heard my mother moving about
the house, made them all the more thrilling. Many of my fanta-
sies stem from these early childhood daydreams, and have
never lost their impact. Now, your delightful book has finally
enabled me to relax with a guilt-free conscience and enjoy
them. As | have jotted down the basic themes before starting
this letter, | see that | have at least six basic fantasies — each
one involves a different position, and | adapt the appropriate
fantasy to coincide with the particular position I'm actualy in
bed. Below are a couple of my favorites:

1. (I use this one while being manipulated by hand before
intercourse.) It's in the 1800s, and | am a beautiful, homeless,
penniless young maiden on a voyage by ship to America. The
ship's captain (handsome, rugged, much older) has agreed to
take me, even though | have no money for my passage. After
we are underway, though, | soon redize that there will be a
payment demanded of me, and | am helpless to resist. (Do |
want to be thrown overboard in the middle of the Atlantic?) |
am the only woman aboard a ship of rugged, lusty, men, and
they al stare at me with desire and longing for my exquisite
body. The captain, however, saves me for himself. Since he
knows | am avirgin and doesn't want to actually deflower me
(I'justify this dubious mordity of his by making the setting in a
very non permissive time in history), my requirement is to a-
ways be by his side, where he can lift my long skirt with on
hand and enter me slowly and passionately with his fingers
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while he is otherwise engaged in commanding his ship. I, of
course, am embarrassed and mortified and | wriggle around as
if to get away from his hand but he only continues with more
force and stronger manipulation of my clitoris, until finaly |
am so excited and turned on (against my will) that | scream
out, “Oh fuck me, FUCK ME!" and the whole crew of the ship
gathers around to look and comment in amazement at this de-
mure little maiden panting and screaming, with their captain's
hand up her dress. At this point, I've usually had an excellent
orgasm, and do indeed speak those words, to which my hubby
happily accommodates, as that iswhat he has been waiting for.
He has no idea what has been going on in my head to bring me
to such afrenzy — he only knows his fingers drive me wild!

2. (This is for the male-superior position.) I am a school-
teacher in a rural school, and several young, lusty farm boys
have cornered me in the one-room schoolhouse after school.
Their purpose is a bet: one of the boys (a huge, fair-haired
brute with an enormous cock) has bet the others that he can
fuck me until | beg for more. They throw me down across my
own desk on my back, pull up my dress, pull off my panties,
and while the other boys are holding my arms and legs, this big
stud goes to work, ramming it in, accompanied by the taunts
and encouragements of his friends. (Such as “Shove it inl”
“Giveit to her!” “Make her scream!”) All the time he's saying,
“Come, baby, come cream on me!” while he massages my
body with his huge hands. The boys holding my legs spread
them wider apart so that he can get deeper into my struggling,
writhing body, and he keeps on thrusting away, al the time
using his filthiest words, imploring me in a strong but gentle
voice to come al over him. | prolong this part as long as it
takes me to reach my climax, and it's always a blockbuster. In
fact, writing this down seems to bring the whole image flowing
back to mind so strongly, I'm realy getting turned on. These
images had never entered my mind before except during sex.

As| said before, | have a different fantasy. for everything in-
cluding cunnilingus and fellatio, but I'm not going to write
them all down or I'd end up writing a book myself. | will say
they include such participants as a horse, a dog, Indians, a
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doctor, and a headmaster in a girl's school. | change roles in
each one, and sometimes I'm beautiful and sophisticated, while
in others | am childish or simpleminded. Each oneis elaborate;
but so familiar and dear to me that the right one just pops into
my mind without my even consciously willing it. I've truly
always thought of these fantasies as my “private little world,”
and | use them aso while masturbating. They make sex more
vivid and meaningful for me, and | don't think | could bear to
be without them.

As | sad before, thanks to your wonderful book, I'm no
longer going to try.

| absolutely promise that these fantasies are legitimate, and
I'd be glad to write them al down for you if you should want
me to, so the name and address are legit aso. | look eagerly
forward to your next book, and | do hope | may have been of
some small help — you've helped me more than | can tell you.

Carlaand Tom

Since my brother and | read your book, My Secret Garden,
we have felt great relief to know we were not the only brother
and sister who fuck. May we add our bit to your next book? |
hope it will help others like us. Tom and | don't consider what
we're doing “unnatural” at al. Being in bed with him seems
like the most natural thing of all.

I like to go over my memories when | have nothing else to
do. It gives me a warm feeling to remember all the peoplein
my life, because | liked so many of them. | remember when |
was six that my mother used to scold me when she caught me
playing with my cunt, but | aways had the desire to expose
myself to the little boys who came over to play in our yard. |
would take off my panties, and | remember several times the
older boys would take me into a corner and play with my cunt.
Some boys took all their clothes off one day and laid me down
on their shirts and pants and worked their fingers up me. |
liked it, but it made me sore. | didn't say anything to my
mother, because she would stop the boys from coming over to
play a our house. The first time a bigger boy took me into the
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back seat of a car in a garage, he removed al my clothes and
spread my legs so far apart | thought he would split me apart.
He kept getting closer and closer, and | thought he was exam-
ining me. | like the idea that he wanted to see my cunt so
closely, but he suddenly proved my reading of what he was up
to wrong: he got his mouth into my cunt and was darting his
tongue in and out like a snake. | loved it so much that when he
wanted to stop | begged him to do it some more. He promised
to come over often and do this to me. We found places like our
atic, garage, or sheds in the woods. | was very sad the day his
family moved to another part of the state, but before he left, he
taught me a nice game. He used a weiner to jack me off with
and then told me to eat the weiner so that nobody would ever
discover | had aweiner in my bedroom. When he moved away,
| used to do this and think of him.

When | was old enough to go to school, the boys soon found
out that they could get to play with my cunt any time at al. My
uncle found the same to be true one summer we spent July and
August on his ranch in New Mexico. | have very happy memo-
ries of the way my uncle loved to play with my cunt and took
me with him when he was making trips around the place. Un-
cle was very kind to me, and when he suckers my cunt, he did
it very gently. | remember one time we were a long way from
home, and he found a spot where it was really quiet. He had
me undress completely, and he spread out a large quilt, laid me
down, and put his tongue in my cunt. At thistime, | was nine
years old. We had fun, and then he undressed and showed me
his cock. | had never seen agrown man's cock before, and | did
not understand how it could be so big. He got on top of me and
told me to be easy in my mind; he was just going to put the
head of his cock up to my cunt. | asked him what would hap-
pen then, and he said that he would just do with his cock the
way he had always done with his finger, so | wasn't frightened.
Instead, did that ever start my desire to have that cock in my
cunt. He spread my cunt lips open and gently shoved his cock
part way in. His actions just drove me to want that big cock all
the way in, just as | had gotten used to shoving a big, rubber,
imitation weiner all the way in when | wanted to jack off. (The
rubber one was bigger and better than the real ones | had
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started with.) When my uncle shoved his whole cock in, he
found it was easier to do than he had thought. He asked me if |
had ever fucked before. | told him about the big rubber weiner.
He asked if | had brought it aong. | had, and told him how |
used it when | was by myself. That made him so excited that
after our first fuck he spent two more hours just sucking my
cunt. Then he asked me to take his cock in my mouth. | was so
afraid that if | said no he would never fuck me anymore that |
took his cock and sucked him. He kept telling me to suck
harder, and after | had sucked awhile my tongue got sore, so
we stopped. When we returned to the house everyone had gone
to see a movie, so that left us done. | was <o tired that | just
fell asleep. When | woke up, my uncle was sucking my cunt.

The next day my uncle and aunty had to go into town for a
meeting, leaving my brother and | aone. We spent the time
looking around because being on aranch was so new to us. We
came across two dogs who were trying to fuck. We watched
and it got me so passionate that | stepped backward, up against
the front of my brother's pants. He was feeling the same way,
because without a word, he put his hands up under my halter,
exposing my little breasts and cupping my tits in his hands.
We soon were kissing, and he had me walk around to the back
of the milk house. When we were there, he pulled my bikinis
off and the halter of my sunsuit. We played a bit there that
way, and then we made a dash for the house — me running
naked al the way — and went to his bedroom. It started that
way, just as easy as that, and from then on we have been fuck-
ing each other al along very happily and that was twelve years
ago. Do you know any other marriages that have continued
happily for twelve years? | don't. | wish people who read this
letter and feel bad about us would remember that before they
criticize. We now live together, and every one of our friends
think we are husband and wife. He is very considerate. Unlike
most husbands, he shaves every day so that he will not irritate
my skin, etc.

One of the letters in My Secret Garden spoke about dogs.
When Tom and | read this, we decided to see what it was like.
My brother and | started to fuck to get the dog excited. It sure
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did — he got in between our legs and licked both Tom and me
while we were fucking. What a pleasure! When we finished,
Tom let his cock go off in me. (I'm on the pill) Tanzy licked my
cunt, and Tom just lay back and watched. We let Tanzy lick as
long as he wanted, and then he began to get up on his hind legs
and hug my leg. That told us he wanted to fuck. Tom had me
get up on my knees and he helped Tanzy get his cock in my
cunt. We did not know how much cock a dog has, but | soon
found out. When he got that knob in my cunt, he had over eight
inches of cock shoved, up me. Fuck, you never know what it
can do to a girl until she gets fucked by her dog. That pink
fleshy cock isin my cunt whenever Tanzy has a desire to fuck
me. Tom likes to watch his cock plunge in and out of my cunt.
One day Tom asked me how it made me feel, and when | told
him, we tried to get Tanzy to shove it up Tom's asshole so he
could feel what | was feeling. But the hole was too small for
Tanzy to get in. Sometimes | get up on top of Tom, and we
both lay that way, both our legs apart, bellies up, and Tom lets
Tanzy fuck me when we are in this position. Tom's cock rides
in the crack of my ass below, and Tanzy isgiving it to me from
straight above. If | am aone and Tanzy wants to fuck, | place
the davenport cushions on the floor and lay on my back. Tanzy
isvery smart and knows how to fuck me both from the rear and
front. | love to fuck him from the front, because | can look
down and see his cock entering my cunt, that pink shaft just
going in and out. He aways licks my cunt clean after we get
through fucking.

It was Tom's idea that | write this letter to you, but when |
got started typing, | got so excited that he had to help me finish
it. My last thought is that anything you fuck that makes you
feel good is okay.

O Jennie is only seventeen, and her childhood isn't that dis-
tant. She remembersit very clearly: “Where | was brought up,”
she says, “sex was pretty much taboo.” She is enough a child
of our time to say in one breath, “I always consder myself a
girl of high morals and always thought |1 would be a virgin
until 1 was married” ... and then she goes on to describe her
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sexual experiences with her boyfriend, whom she plans to
marry “in three years.”

What | like about Jennie is that she does not feel these con-
tradictions are important enough to comment upon; no apolo-
gies or explanations are felt necessary. She is a girl who ac-
cepts her own sexuality in her own time; she believes more in
her own feelings than the amorphous “rules’ in the air. When
she says she has no guilt about her sexuality or her fantasies, |
believe her.

Jennie's mother clearly grew up in a totally different sexua
atmosphere, and although her daughter was aware of this dif-
ference between' herself and her mother, even as a child of
nine, she did not blindly accept her mother's sexual authority:
shefelt and believed in her own sexuality even more.

Jennie may not be typical of her generation, but there are
countless young women like her; the very fact that she wrote
me — and with such eagerness — indicated her interest in sex.
What | find more significant is the ease, acceptance, and utter
naturalness with which she treats that interest. 0

Jennie

I have just finished reading your book, My Secret Garden.
Throughout the book, | kept thinking what it would be like to
actualy write to you. When | saw your address in the back, |
knew | had to write.

First, I'll give you some background information about my-
self. | am seventeen, and my boyfriend is sixteen. We are both
seniors in high school, and plan to get married in three years. |
always considered myself a girl of high morals and always
thought | would be avirgin until | was married.

Where | was brought up, sex was pretty much taboo. No one
ever spoke about it, so | never knew anything about sex. |
know that when | was about nine years old | used to get sen-
sua feelings, although at the time | didn't know what they
were. | used to take my clothes off and rub my small breasts
and my cunt against the cold washing machine, and this made
me feel very good. At other times, | would take all my clothes
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off and run around in the woods across the street. Sometimes
my girl friend would come with me, and we would sit and
masturbate ourselves or each other. Just thinking about doing
these things when | was a kid would get me excited, and the
next thing | knew | was doing them or thinking up something
new that would make me feel good. Given the puritanical
background where | grew up, it's amazing | didn't feel realy
guilty as akid, but | didn't. | just knew it couldn't be bad if it
felt that good.

Nowadays, | fantasize whenever | have time on my hands ...
or my hands on mysdlf. | don't think | masturbate any more
than the average girl, but | don't know much about the average
girl. It's a sexy world, so | have sexy thoughts quite a bit. |
don't usudly fantasize when | have sex with my boyfriend. All
I need to hear is his heavy breathing and | get horny. My boy-
friend loves to experiment with sex. Sometimes we fuck with
him coming in from the back, sometimes sitting up; we even
tried it in the shower once.

He likes it when | use my mouth on him. Often, in public, |
can't refrain from touching him up. Up until recently, 1 would
never allow him to perform cunnilingus on me, but now | love
to feel him sucking my clitoris and dipping his tongue in and
out of me.

When I'm by myself masturbating or daydreaming, my fan-
tasies change al the time. My favorite fantasies include being
fucked by alion, a black man, or a cousin of mine. I've always
dreamed about trying incest, but | have no brothers. The closest
| can get ismy cousin. He is ten years older than me. Recently,
my grandfather died, and my cousin came up from Georgia for
the funeral. We have always been attracted to one another, and
during the middle of the night, he came down to where | was
deeping on the sofa. We smoked a jay, and he kissed me. Then
we got into some petting. After awhile, | told him to go away.
Since then, how many times I've wished | hadn't! My chance
will come again, but | know | won't let anything happen, be-
cause | am very faithful to my boyfriend, and | know he would
never have an affair with another girl. But | love to use this
story of what happened that night with my cousin as my fan-
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tasy; | try al sorts of different endings to it, thinking about al
the things that could have gone on between us.

I have no guilt feelings about fantasizing. | love to hear my
boyfriend tell me he's going to “fuck me” during intercourse. It
really turns me on. Some of my fantasies | share with him.
There is one we plan to carry out soon. | told him | wanted him
to force himself upon me, to rape me when | said “No” to him.
He wants me to fight him off while he tells me he's going to
fuck me.

We have not got into “the group thing.” It doesn't appeal to
either of us. My boyfriend says he doesn't fantasize. Maybe
someday he will. | have found that when | do fantasize during
sex, it adds to both of our excitement.

Thank you for letting me get this off my chest. | hopeit is of
some vaue to you in your studies. Good luck.

0 One of the pleasures in reading novels or going to the
movies is the fedling they give us of how other people live.
They seem to enlarge the possibilities of our own lives. Sexual
fantasy, too, will often serve the same function, but instead of
reading about other people, by an act of emotional imagination,
we put ourselves in their shoes and bodies, feel what they fed,
experience their sexua joys as if they were our own. In Sarah's
fantasies, which follow, | find the one about the male guardian
the most interesting. It is evidently born out of childhood ex-
periences — the emotions seem to be of such an early stage of
development that even the sexual lines are blurred: Sarah tells
us that she plays al roles, both male and female. This is not
uncommon in fantasy. We al wonder how other people are
sexualy; in our erctic reveries, we can rehearse their emotions
within ourselves. Another signal, | fed, that this fantasy is an
imaginative recreation of very early scenes is that Sarah does
not really put herself into any of the roles, not even that of “the
girl.” 1t al speaks of a time when she was so young that she
could not choose to act, but was acted upon. It is not, “I did
this or that ...” but “The girl is told to take a bath...” and so
on. [
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Sarah

My fantasies have some points in common with those in
your book, which | loved, and others somewhat different. One
of them is recalling some good times with my ex-husband. He
would get me pretty excited with foreplay, and then he would
put it in, he would make just two or three thrusts, and then he'd
sort of back off with just the tip of it in and tease me—"“Do you
want it, baby? Then you'll have to come and get it! Bring it up
to me, baby, climb my pole!” and | would have to raise my hips
up and down, and sometimes he would move around a little
and pretend he was going to take it out and quit, and | would
twist and. turn and raise and lower my hips frantically to keep
it in and keep the motion going — and of course I'd get hotter
and sweatier — doing al the work. And | had really great or-
gasms that way. | could get on top, but it never worked with
me that way — only when | was underneath, and really working
at it. (I know some men don't like that at al.)

One other fantasy | have is about a lover | had who used to
have me sit on top of his refrigerator and sort of slide down one
rounded corner of it till his tongue was even with my cunt, and
he'd stand there with his hands sort of cupping my buttocks to
keep me from falling quite helplessly onto the floor, and lap it
up like an ice cream cone. Then he'd have me dide down off
the refrigerator right onto his big cock — nothing | could do
about that either — and waltz me into the bedroom with my toes
just off the floor. Our favorite joke was, “Do you want to come
over and defrost my refrigerator tonight?’

So much for recalling reality —now for fantasies that are just
fantasies. There's one about the little girl who has a mae
guardian — father or uncle, | never redly figured it out. One
day, the girl has a little boyfriend come over to play after
school and invites him to stay for dinner, The guardian agrees,
and the boy telephones home for permission, but is told his
parents are going out for dinner, and he has to stay where heis
till nine-thirty, if that's not too late. (I play al three roles in
this, alternating.) The guardian again says okay. But after din-
ner, he tells the girl she must go and take her bath, which she
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does, Then he calls to her and says just to come out in her bath-
robe. She does, and then he says to her, “Did you wash your
roses good?’ She says she did, and he says, “Come lie down
over here on the sofa, and let's see if you did.” She says no, she
doesn't want to show Toby (her little boyfriend) her roses. At
this, the guardian gets angry and takes down a little paddle off
the mantel piece and says, “ So you don't want to show him your
roses, do you? Well, well just show him your little bare bottom
then,” and he takes her over his knee, pulls up her Bathrobe,
and proceeds to give her a good paddling, turning both of her
cheeks pink. Then he stops and says, “Do you want to show
Toby your roses?” And she says, “Yes, yes, yes!” So he puts
her on the sofa on her back and brings the lamp over, so it can
shine very bright, and pushes up a stool for Toby. “Sit there,”
he commands Toby. Then he opens the girl's legs and exam-
ines her minutely, opening the labia around the vagina and the
clitoris. Then he scolds the girl, who has stopped crying by
now. “You didn't wash very good. Well have to do better than
that.” He tells Toby to put his finger in her vagina and hold her
open with his other hand while he goes and gets the washrag
from the bathroom. Toby is afraid not to do as he is told and
gets more and more interested in the process and asks the girl
if hisfinger hurts her, and she says no, it feels good, but will he
move his other hand a little, which he does. The guardian
comes back with awashrag that he has surreptitiously wet with
the raspberry-tasting mouthwash, and telling Toby to keep his
finger where it is, he sponges the clitoris and labia — which
turn pink from the mouthwash color and the heat its sight an-
tiseptic content generate. The girl tries to twist and turn and
says the water's too hot, “It's hot, it hurts! Oh, Toby, kissit and
make it stop hurting.” And Toby bends his head and kisses
her. By now in this fantasy, | would have come about twice.
Sometimes the guardian spanks Toby after this.

By now, | haven't got enough energy left to tell you many
details about my daughter's ssumber party she had when she
was in junior high. The buzzing would kind of quiet down, and
I'd think finally | could get to dleep. Then I'd hear a “Whap!”
and little moans and giggles. Since then I've imagined planting
a tape recorder at one of those parties. Wouldn't it be fun to
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hear what games they really play and who gets whapped and
why?

O In the letters that follow, very early experiences are
brought to mind. While Claudia is clearly a very healthy and
erotic young woman, | like the way she gives herself permis-
sion not to hurry into sexua experience before she is emotion-
aly ready for it. “I'm only fourteen years old, so | haven't
screwed yet,” she says, adding, “but | do enjoy some sex with
my boyfriends.” Reading her letter, we get the feeling that
when she is ready for a full sexual experience, she will do it
confidently, easily, and well. She will probably be the one who
decides exactly when, where, and with whom it will take place.

The progress of Claudiads life toward full womanly eroticism
seems clear; the four next letters help us chart some of the pit-
fals that seem to have lain in the way for other women. The
difficult terrain is very clearly mapped in Janice's letter. “I
deeply love my husband,” she writes “(we have been married
sixteen years), but |1 have always been profoundly thrilled by
my fantasies, which go back to an episode in my adolescence
... . To me, now that | dare think about it after reading your
book, it seems only natural that women should be aroused by
incidents involving urination, given the fact that our sexual
parts are so close to our urinary parts.”

While the incident that Janice refers to in her fantasy hap-
pened during her adolescence, her erotic interest in, and confu-
sion of, urinary and sexual processes most likely began far
earlier in her life. By the time “Aunt Bessie’ came aong,
Janice had long since been unconscioudly prepared to find the
older woman's invitation enough to “drive me out of my mind.”
Denise's |etter, too, reminds us that about the time mother be-
gan our toilet-training, she also began telling us not to play
with ourselves “down there.” It is often a time of tension be-
tween mother and daughter — perhaps the first of their lifelong
battles. All interest is focused on this one part of the body dur-
ing this period, the mysteries of sex and urination become in-
tertwined — because both seem to be forbidden. Eroticism and
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excretion become emotionally combined — the vagina is experi-
enced as the seat of a double kind of excitement.

The woman Frank writes about is fascinated by ana play —
she cdls herself an “anal-erotic.” | include his letter not so
much for what he tells us about himself, but because his lover
is such a clear example of Freud's dictum that the anal stage of
development precedes the genital. Frank's lover choosesto live
out with him those fantasies that are the outgrowth and expres-
sion of early toilet-training experiences ... as aso seemstrue of
Lana, whose fantasy follows Frank's letter. Robyn daydreams
happily about the guiltless pleasure of her fiancé giving her an
enema. In these letters, | am struck by the marvels of human
nature, its recuperative power and above al, its overriding
drive for health and self-acceptance. Janice, Denise, Frank's
lover, Lana, and Robyn have all taken what might seem at first
glance to be behavioral hang-ups, but | have found in them
sources of erotic pleasureinstead. | applaud them al. O

Claudia

| have just finished reading your book. Thank you, for it
realy opened my eyes to the way many women think. Some
parts shocked me, other parts disgusted me, but most of it ex-
cited me. And I truly believe there are women who feel excited
even by the things that turn me off ... and that's okay for them.
| find it exciting that we women are al so different.

| have never been ashamed of my fantasies, but | just didn't
know that's what they were. I'm only fourteen years old, so |
haven't screwed yet, but | do enjoy some sex with my boy-
friends. | have had fantasies ever since | can remember. As a
little kid, | imagined | was a harem girl, or a slave girl on sale
a a public marketplace. | was always well-developed in the
fantasy, athough | was actualy flat as a board then and didn't
have a single pubic hair. In my fantasy, men would walk by me
and examine me, but only with their eyes. It wasn't until. | was
eleven years old that | even began to think and fantasize of
guys putting their fingers up me. When | was ten, | stopped
being the submissive one in my thoughts, and became the se-
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ducer. At night, | would (and till do) think of a foxy guy |
know or a handsome teacher and imagine me telling him to
suck my tits, while | softly play with his cock.

| “cock watch,” naturaly. | can't help it. To me, it'sjust like
guys looking at boabs. | sometimes wear sexy clothes, and it
excites me to know that | have caused a guy to get a boner. |
then imagine what his cock looks like, how large his balls are,
how erect it (the dick) is, if he's circumcised or not, etc. You
know, al the things girls who like guys enjoy thinking about.

| hope you can use thisin your next book. It has excited me
just to write about it, because | have never told anyone about
these things, except when | was a kid. Thank you again for
your book | think I got my first orgasm while reading it and
masturbating myself, but I'm not sure. Thanks anyhow, be-
cause it felt good!

Janice

| am so pleased your book opened up an area of dis-
cussion which so directly affects my sexua life. Until reading
other women's fantasies of urination — the sexua pleasure de-
rived from such ideas — | had felt myself to be “unusual” or
worse. | deeply love my husband (we have been married six-
teen years), but | have always been profoundly thrilled by my
fantasies, which go back to an episode in my adolescence. |
have thought about this incident so often, and embroidered on
it, that I am no longer quite sure what actually did happen and
just what | have added to increase the pleasure thinking about
it gives me.

To me, now that | dare think about it after reading your
book, it seems only natural that women should be aroused by
incidents involving urination, given the fact that our sexua
parts are so close to our urinary parts. | sometimes think that if
| dared think about many of the things that frighten me, the
fear would be replaced so easily by sdlf-acceptance; al that
keeps me, and others, from thinking of these fearsome thingsis
the thought that it is sinful to consider them; and yet what can
be sinful in just thinking about something?
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Hereis my fantasy:

| am visiting at the home of an older friend, someone | call
Aunt Bessie, although we are not related. One rainy day, dur-
ing the visit, as luncheon time approaches, Aunt Bessie and |
have two large martinis. Afterward, we sit down at the dining
table to eat. Lunch starts with a delicious thin soup, of which |
have two servings. Soup is followed by cold cuts, accompanied
by steins of cold, foaming beer. For dessert, there are crackers
and cheese, with refills of the steins to wash it down. About
half an hour after lunch, | get up from my chair and start to
leave the room. Aunt Bessie asks where | am going, and | re-
ply: “Sorry, but | have to pee” To this, Aunt Bessie says,
“Nonsense, you just think you have to go. Come back here and
sit down, and we will split a bottle of champagne.” Although |
have some doubts as to my ability to retain any longer, al the
liquid | have imbibed nevertheless | comply. At this point, |
begin to suspect that Aunt Bessie has something “up her
deeve” but just what, | cannot imagine. We sit for a while,
drinking the champagne and smoking two or three cigarettes,
me feeling more and more uncomfortable by the minute. As |
finish the last drop in my glass, | say to Aunt Bessie: “| redly
must go now, | can't hold it any longer.” Aunt Bessie replies:
“Well, if you must, you must, but | hope you don't mind if | go
with you.” Upon arriving in the bathroom, Aunt Bessie asks
me to remove my dress and panties and then sit on the toilet
seat, but without dropping even atear for afew moments. Aunt
Bessie then kneels down on a cushion placed conveniently to
one side of the toilet seat, reaches across my nearest thigh, and
proceeds to manipulate my clitoris. As soon as | fee my
friend's fingers playing with my clitoris, the desire to void my
urine recedes. Aunt Bessie tells me: “Wait until the exact mo-
ment of the climax | am going to bring you to, and then let the
freshet flow. | guarantee you will have the most ecstatic or-
gasm any woman can have in this world — or the next, for that
matter.”

Sure enough, just as Aunt Bessie's skillful fingers bring me
up to and push me over the edge, | let my piss come in arush.
It islike coming in two places at once, and the hot piss flowing
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down my dlit and over the pulsating mouth of my vagina nearly
drives me out of my mind.

Denise

Thanks for doing My Secret Garden — one of the fantasies
electrified me, naturaly: | saw mysdlf init. On p. 179, “Faith”
cals herself a “urologenic.” Obvioudly, there must be a lot of
us if someone put such a fancy label on usl What | want to
know is where | can find out more about us — aso, I'd surely
like to trade fantasies with another like-minded gal — if at all
possible, I'd like you to forward my letter to Faith; if you can't
do that, it's okay, and | understand. Now maybe you'd like a
fantasy along these lines for your next book. I'm gay, by the by,
and ecstatically happy about it. Before | understood my fasci-
nation with urination, | used to try to turn my fantasies toward
intercourse and gaculation — | thought | had urination mixed
up with gaculation, but | realize it's just not true. It's the acci-
dents people have, especialy men or boys, that fascinate me.

My favorite fantasy takes place in a grammar school class-
room. Billy, a cute fifteen-year-old, raises his hand to be ex-
cused to the bathroom. The teacher carelessly ignores him, then
puts him off with repeated “in-a-minutes.” At this point in the
fantasy, many variations work. A typical version now isthat he
feels such pressure that he jams his knees together and scoots
forward at his desk, trying to “hold it.” It doesn't help, and
with his face burning, he findsit necessary to let go just alittle,
every few minutes, to ease the pressure. Soon, the other kids
notice, pointing and whispering at the growing puddle under
his desk. Billy always wears tight Levi's and has a very cute
behind. Sometimes he is made to stand in the corner at the
front of the room, where he wets himself in front of everybody.

I only wish | had a notion of how to look for information on
this“aberration.” Thanks alot!



Frank

I'm a heterosexual male, and it would seem absurd for me to
comment on the sexual fantasies of women. In fact, I'm not
even interested in them to any extent; a | ran across your My
Secret Garden by accident and only thumbed through it idly.
However, | see you are collecting material, and | have a sort of
case history to give to you for what it's worth. Thisis a lived-
out fantasy in which | participated, and frankly, I'm a bit trou-
bled about it in retrospect. It's rather extreme, or so it seemsto
me, and | wonder if | have encouraged the woman in what may
become a harmful sexual aberration.

First, et me set the stage and describe the characters briefly.
I'm a middle-aged business executive and quite an ordinary
fellow, nothing specia about me at all. The woman is nearing
forty, a rather intense emotional type but distinctly attractive,
married to a man she likes but who is totally impotent due to
illness. She is torn between resolve to remain at least techni-
caly faithful to her husband and an urgent need for sexua re-
lease. | like her, and am sympathetic to her in her problem. The
two of us compromised in a pretend affair limited to cunnilin-
gus and fellatio.

But this wasn't wholly satisfactory to either of us. For my
part, | enjoy this with an attractive woman, but mostly as only
apart of loveplay rather than as an end in itself. She felt guilt-
ridden and had difficulty achieving orgasm that way. It just
wasn't very good. Until we discovered something else, by a
quite accidental move on my part. | was caressing her vulva
with my hand preparatory to cunnilingus, when | inadvertently
let a finger stray into the crevice of her buttocks, and its tip
pressed into her anus. She stiffened and cried out, and amost
instantly went into orgasm.

Here at last we come to the fantasy itself. She was, in fan-
tasy, an ana erotic. Later, she confessed this to me. She
dreamed of having a man thrust his finger through the sphinc-
ter of her anus and on up into her rectum. Going further, she
imagined his mouth on her there. And, in return, of putting her
mouth on him.
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Later, we actualy did this. | was personaly a bit doubtful,
to tell the truth. There have been other women in my experi-
ence who liked anal loveplay, and | am not particularly averse
to it. When I'm in the proper mood, an attractive woman's anus
can be exciting as a part of the whole of her. | like everything
about women, and athough | have never done actua and in-
tercourse, | often do caress a woman there during loveplay or
cunnilingus if she seems to want it. But it turned out that, once
released from inhibition, this woman was really avid about
this. It was not only the best but amost the only way she could
achieve complete orgasm. And for the ultimate experience, she
wanted it to be shared. So it became our regular custom to do it
to one another. Lying head to toe, | would fasten my mouth
over her anus while stroking her vulva and clitoris with the
fingers of a hand. She would tuck my penis down between her
breasts, hold my testicles aside with one hand, and suck with
lips and tongue at my anus.

The actua living out of thisfantasy of hers seemsto give her
a supreme experience. She goes quite mad in her ecstasy. Her
anus works in and out against my lips, her vulva positively
gushes fluid, she bites and sucks at my anus and crushes my
penis between her breasts, her climax when it comes is violent
and interminable.

All this is most enjoyable for me too, I'll admit. I'm some-
thing of a voyeur, | like to look at an attractive woman in al
her intimate places, to see her vulva open pink and wet, her
clitoris swell, her little peeplace gape open at the touch of my
tongue, her vaginareveal its inner flesh to me, her anus stretch
and pulsate as | touch her there. | like to feel her, and smell
her, and taste her. And God knows it's a fantastic titillating
sensation to have a woman's lips and tongue sucking and prob-
ing a me, to have her breasts caress my penis until it spurts
over them and her belly.

But al this, good though it is, somehow pales in comparison
to the real thing for me. | like giving her pleasure in this way; |
enjoy it myself. But it'sal only play to me; | remain unaffected
in the ultimate sense. But for her, it seems to be rapidly assum-
ing the proportions of an obsession. She doesn't want it any
other way now. I'm worried — she's really a very nice person,
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and | do like her — lest | may be encouraging her in a sexual
aberration that may eventually do her harm.

Oh, well, you've listened long enough. | don't expect you to
reply, and perhaps this report may be of no use to you at al.
But if you're interested in the sexua fantasies of women, here's
one that came to life. You're welcome to use al or any part of
this account as you like, no obligation. In any case, good luck
to you in writing more about this interesting subject of women
and their fantasies.

Lana

Congratulations on a sensitive piece which rightfully credits
women with a high degree of creativity.

After reading your book, it sounded like fun to write down a
fantasy | have been having — it seems a little more difficult to
share it. Actuadly, my fantasy does not materialize during sex,
but rather acts as kind of a “deeping pill” when | have had a
particularly tiring day at work.

It beginsas | am sitting in awaiting room which is painfully
antiseptic and severe. | feel very uncomfortable being there, for
it seems it is somewhat against my will. Other girls are seated
around me also nervously shifting in their chairs.

Finaly, my name is caled by a woman who resembles an
old grade-school librarian. Very unchic and clinical. She shows
me into a huge office painted white, with a cold metal exami-
nation table in the middle. She asks that | remove my clothes
and carry them to the corner of the room. When | bend down to
put them there, she tells me to stay in that position while she
prepares an injection to tranquilize me. She finally returns and
feels al over me for the correct site — usualy on my rear. As
she is giving me the shot, three men enter the room. One is
deadly serious, and the others are his students. They are al
surprised at the position | am in. The teacher appears cross
with the woman for not doing a better job of relaxing me.

| am told to mount the examination table. | do and lie on my
back. But one of the students laughs and asks me to turn over,
saying he needs the relaxed end up. It is at that point, out of the
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corner of my eye, with my head resting on my hands, that | see
a large machine being wheeled in with a tubular device at-
tached to a long rubber hose. One of the students asks me to
relax and spread my legs as far as they will go, while the other
student, amid sideways winks and donning rubber gloves, lu-
bricates my rectum with his fingers. The teacher then dowly
and with some difficulty (because | keep tightening my mus-
cles) inserts the tube into my rear and announces that thisis an
enema designed with both an outflow and inflow suction.

Water swishes, legs are held apart, and | am constantly told
to relax. After awhile, it is all over, and the tube is removed.
By then | am usually asleep.

Should I need to fantasize further, | am prepared.

The teacher tellsme | am to be the model for amold or cast-
ing of a dildo to better fit all women. Another injection, and
then | am turned over. My legs are spread on a trapeze affair
suspended from the ceiling. The students busy themselves with
a thorough douching of my vagina, while the teacher feels my
breasts and asks me if it hurts.

Then another machine is wheeled in with a larger tube in-
serted into that clean vagina. The plaster oozes out of the tube
and seems to fill my whole body. It's warm and keeps expand-
ing. One of the students pushes his hand on my stomach, while
the other closes the dlit with his fingers. Meanwhile, the doctor
inserts a lubricated thermometer in my rectum.

Others are caled to help remove the casting — usualy men
that | have never had affairs with, but have thought about it.
They enter the room dightly surprised to see me, but don rub-
ber gloves and aid in taking out the form.

The final bliss comes when it is tried out on the librarian-
type.

| am amazed that | wrote this, but really did have fun doing
it. It isagenuine fantasy.

Robyn

I just finished reading your book, My Secret Garden, and |
must admit | enjoyed it very much.
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To give you a bit of my background, I'm female, eighteen,
and am presently engaged to be married in one and a half
years. Please, no comments! I've had enough objections from
my parents and relatives already! John and | are very much in
love, athough weve known each other only eight short
months!

I've had sex with two other guys before John, but | never
realy enjoyed it. With John, every minute we are making love
is heaven. | am the first girl John has ever fucked, and John is
the only guy who's made me reach a climax. We fuck about
three or four times a week (I'm on the pill), usudly in his car,
occasionally we rent a motel room, athough | have to be home
by 1:30 A.M. | guess | should tell you our favorite ways of
fucking before | tell you my fantasies. First of all, we both get
greatest satisfaction with me on top. He can touch my clitoris
when I'm thisway, and | can fondle his balls. When in the car,
| kneel over him while he's sitting, and this way he can use one
finger on my clitoris, and another finger up my anus. | adore
the feeling | get when his finger is in my asshole. | come the
best this way. We use every possible word, while fucking. |
love to hear him say what he's doing, and really letting the
words flow. However, we never use these words any other
time. | also enjoy a good sound spanking on my bare bottom
before making love. (He can't stand me spanking him, though.)
It feels great when he puts a lotion on my fiery bottom after-
ward.

We both enjoy the sixty-nine position, with me on top. This
way he can aso use his hand. | can't come when he's not using
afinger on my clitoris. Often, helll go down on me before we
make love; | usually come while he's doing this.

Now, for fantasies. | guess mine are basic, not too unusual. |
often daydream of having sex with another woman, but | never
think of this while we're fucking. I'd really like to try it with a
girl, but truthfully, 1 don't know anyone | could do it with. By
the way, none of my girl friends, except one, know that John
and | fuck. If the opportunity ever arose, I'd definitely try it.
(And I'd never tell John.)
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I'd also like to pretend that John was a doctor, and he'd have
to give me an enema. | can see him wearing the kind of white
gauze mask that doctors wear and leaning over me. | am on a
special gynecological table, with my feet in the stirrups, but
because he is going to carefully examine my anus before giving
rime an enema, | am lying facedown, so | am all spread open
for him, my cunt and my anus. First, he pokes his finger in my
asshole and tries to look in. But he can't see enough. So he
takes out akind of surgical pliers and warms the cold metal in
a bowl of warm water. Then he inserts the pliers in my anus,
and when they are in good and deep, he slowly opens them so
he can have a good look in. For some reason of anatomy | don't
understand, he has to put his fingers in my vagina while he is
examining my asshole. Perhaps this helps open it up more.
Then when he has it figured out, he says to me, “Well, | will
have to give you an enema. That will fix you up.” But instead
of having me sit on a toilet, he puts me in a kind of swing, so
that | am supported under the shoulders, and from the knees
down, but my bottom is hanging naked down below. John
brings in an enormous enema bottle and hangs it up high over
my head. “This will really fix you up,” he says, and begins to
insert the rubber pipe into me. He is down below the canvas
swing, so | can't realy see him, but he's shoving in inches and
feet of rubber piping, realy shoving it in. And then as he turns
on the warm water, he leans over to kiss me. As he does so, he
puts his fingers on my clitoris and lovingly plays with it. | can
feel the water gently running up through me; John is holding
my cunt lips tenderly in his hands and telling me I'll be all
right soon. The feeling is very peaceful, but even as| write this,
| can feel myself amost beginning to come.

That fantasy may seem a bit gross, but 1'd redly like it to
happen. (Wherever could | get stirrups and the canvas swing
and such?) | don't know if I'll ever get enough nerve to ask
John to do this, but maybe if | get drunk enough ... I'm sure he
would agree — he never refused to try anything. I'd also like to
shave al my pubic hair off, but he is repulsed by the idea.

We aso masturbate together (I seldom do it aone), and
we've seen each other pee. It's most romantic in the dark deep
woods!
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I hope I've helped you in some way. Please hurry and pub-
lish your next book. | can hardly wait to read it.

Maybe, I'll invite you to our wedding! Remember — SEX IS
BEAUTIFUL!

P.S. He also loves to suck on my large tits. He can't wait till
I'm pregnant.

P.P.S. | also get turned on by hard porno. (He doesn't.)

O In al the fantasies that follow in this chapter, the writers
themselves describe their fantasies as growing out of childhood
experiences — or else their early beginnings are evident in the
emotions they express. | always feel grateful to women like Ivy
and Sophie who write to confirm the value of sexual fantasies
in their lives; just as their own therapists have told them that
sexua fantasies do not mean they are freaks, so have severa
other psychoanalysts written to me of the usefulness to human
health and happiness of sexual fantasy. As part of their thera-
peutic approach, these doctors have begun to encourage their
more inhibited patients to invent their own fantasies, often
beginning by having them read My Secret Garden first.

| especially appreciate the generosity of Dr. Harrison's |etter,
not just toward me but clearly toward al his women patients.
The fact that he would aso enclose his own fantasy makes him
even more dimensional to me, not just a doctor but a man too.
We may not al be able to afford, or want, psychotherapy, but
the experiences these women have shared with us — acknowl-
edging how difficult it was for them to accept and enjoy the
guilt-ridden early sexual pleasures of childhood — can help us
al. You were sexua as a child; the thrills and sensations you
felt then are still with you. You may have felt guilty about it
when you were six or ten, but you are grown-up now and can
understand how unnecessary this guilt is. More important, you
can put those early sexual experiences and emotions to work
for you. When we were children, many of us were made to
memorize a passage from the Bible: “When | was a child, |
spake as achild ... . When | became a man, | put away child-
ish things.” | submit that this is not entirely correct. We may
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put away childish words and games, but our earliest sexuality
is the foundation on which our sexual maturity grows. These
women recognize this. Maybe you can learn from them. O

vy

I've just finished reading My Secret Garden. For me, it was
one of many approaches | am currently taking to work through
numerous sexua hang-ups. Mostly it helps by confirming my
therapist's statements that my fantasies and sexual desires are
normal, shared by many others.

| am thirty-one, married nine years, two children, returned to
graduate school ayear ago. Both my husband and | are in ther-
apy; hopefully this counseling, plus attending a clinic for sex-
ual disfunctions will enable us to remain married. But if not, |
think we will both be at the point that we can survive divorce,
and come through the whole experience with some positive
gains.

Fantasy 1. My therapist (who is female) has arranged for
me to be sexually counseled by amale friend, also atherapist. |
meet regularly with him, once a week, in his apartment. He is
very perceptive and sensitive; in the beginning, we only talk.
He is very slow to introduce sexual activities. The second time
| am there, he merely has me lie fully clothed next to him. It's
as though he always sensed at what point the fears | have re-
garding sex negate the excitement, and always takes me on one
step beyond where | think it's okay, but one step short of what
would scare me away. This is my sweetest, gentlest fantasy,
and | haven't yet gotten us to the point of actually making love,
and orgasm (which | am only able to achieve while masturbat-
inginred life).

Fantasy 2: (This is wild.) The beginning part of this bor-
rows and adapts part of a science-fiction novel | once read.
There is some group of people who have instituted a colony of
“superpeople” ... beautiful, strong, intelligent, etc. (Naturdly,
they want me. Such egotism.) Anyway, they get their popula-
tion by kidnapping desirable persons.
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I'm Kkidnapped, and awaken in a sparsely furnished bed-
room. For the next two weeks, someone comes each day and
takes me for different types of tests — a thorough physica
which | redly enjoy, especialy the rectal examination for can-
cer (I never had this, but someone once described it to me), 1.Q.
tests, physical stamina tests, tests for pain threshold, sexual
desire thresholds (i.e., they studied my physiological responses
to sexua stimulus a la Masters and Jomson). What is turning
me on, aside from the discreet experiences of pain, sexua
stimuli, etc., is the feeling of someone or something knowing
all of mein such intimate detail.

In the meantime, they are also carrying on at this place so-
cia-psychology-type experiments. After afew days of testing, |
return to the room and see drapes parted so that | can see a
man in a similarly furnished adjacent room — apparently he
can't see me. Later (on a different day), we see one another and
try to talk through the glass; all we are able to communicate is
that neither of us understand where we are or what's going on.

Finally, usualy the day | endure the pain threshold experi-
ments, | return quite shaken to the room, and see that now
there is a doorway in the wall, and | cross over to his room,
where he comforts me and holds me. Sometimes we screw,
sometimes not, but it is always a gentle act.

Sometime later, he returns from a similar experience, and |
comfort him. The sexual turn-on for me liesin the various tests
performed, but this man is still an essential part of the fantasy;
it occurs to me that maybe he is the safe place | can return to
when sexual feelings have become too strong and, therefore,
frightening to me (it is the loss of control | fear).

| have a couple of other remarks:

1: | think for me it's true that certain fantasies stem from
childhood. | can remember having feelings reading the parts of
Tom Sawyer where the schoolmaster switched children. | was
raised a very strict Catholic and would never alow my “sex-
ual” thoughts in my head. But thoughts of spankings and pain,
which turned me on, didn't fal into that category, because |
was too young to recognize those pleasurable feelings as sex-
ual, or at least sensual. Likewise, a movie scene in which a
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group of rough men were ordering awoman in a bar to undress
of they'd kill her male friend (knife at his throat) turned me on
a amost age twelve, and my rape-type fantasies have this
theme. The force is never raw strength, but psychologica
domination, threat of what they might do to someone e se who
isthere (amale friend of mine) if | don't go along.

2: 1 would like to believe that the domination desire stems
from the freedom from guilt which that situation provides. |
very much identified with the woman in your book who said
that the domination thing grew as her involvement in women's
lib grew ... the same thing happened to me, and it seemed like
such a contradiction: the more liberated | felt in my day-to-day
life, the more | fell back on and needed my domination fanta-
sies during sex. Perhaps women's lib helped me to believe in
my right to sexual feelings and experiences, but it's too difficult
to forget dl that guilt a once ... so domination lets me have
the pleasure without the guilt.

3: | liked the distinction you suggested between pain for
pain's sake and pain as an instrument of domination. As you
noted of other people, real pain turns me off; in fact, torture
scenes in movies, etc., have made me upset to the point of nau-
sea. | can't stand to hear people screaming, etc. But the thought
of my bare ass being spanked as a preliminary to sex redly
turns me on, especialy as the means by which a male forces
me to suck him (which | have ambivalent feelings about, but
am redlly turned off at the thought of doing it till he comes ...
something I've never done).

4: | found that fantasies of faceless people and unknown en-
vironments never made me feel guilty. But thinking of some-
one else | know while screwing with my husband still does,
possibly because our marriage is not all that secure right now.
However, | don't feel as cheap and shitty as | used to, having
read in your book how many women do think of other men.

Thanks. | don't have the nerve to sign this with my real
name. If any of the comments are helpful to you, let them be
my way of contributing something in return for what | gained
reading My Secret Garden.



Bonnie

Thank you for the first book. I couldn't believe how turned
on | could get. by reading, and ever since, | use your book to
arouse myself before masturbating. Sure, I've got fantasies, lots
of them! I'm twenty-one, lost my virginity at nineteen to some-
one who fell in love with me, have had sex with maybe seven
or eight guys, no serious relationships, and over one hundred
forty “dates’ and casua affairs. | discuss sex and fantasies
with my Mom and turned her on to your book (as well as
EVERY woman | know). | love sex, anytime, anywhere, and
am in the beginning of a beautiful relationship with an incredi-
ble guy who is a fabulous lover and who is very open about
everything.

The one fantasy which started when | was about ten, has be-
come a well-developed, detailed, and (excruciatingly) arousing
little plot that | embellish whenever | want to. However, the
theme is always domination, and | always get spanked. One
important detail is that the guy is smoking cigarettes — | guess
this adds to his macho appearance. | only go out with very
sensitive men who are in the creative field, but they've al been
fairly dominating (but in a gentle, considerate way). | won't
take shit from any guy and refuse to be told what to do. How-
ever, enough autobiography, hereitis:

| am reading a book in his bed, wearing a fly-front skirt,
button-down shirt, and only underpants. He comes in wearing
jeans, a denim shirt, open very low down, and with a fitted
leather jacket (collar up, of course). He comes over to the bed,
sits down next to me, and tells me to put the book away. | re-
fuse. He puts out his cigarette and takes the book out of my
hand. Everything is done dowly, especially the stamping out of
his many cigarettes, which elongates the fantasy and arouses
me even more. | play innocent and do nothing except yawn or
consistently refuse. He lights up another cigarette and makes a
telephone call to his agent (he's an illustrator), and while on the
phone unbuttons my shirt and takes it off. He rolls me over on
my stomach and very slowly lifts up my skirt and pulls down
my underpants and leaves me like that while he leaves the
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room to get a number for his agent. (As he puts the phone
down, he whispers, “If you move, | feel sorry for you, and you
can forget about sitting down for tonight.”) When he comes
back, | have sat up, pulled up my underwear, and pulled down
my skirt. He hangs up and makes me stand in front of him
while he sits at the edge of the bed and takes off my skirt. As|
stand in front of him in just my underpants, he makes another
phone call. While on the phone, he grabs me and puts me over
his knee (by this time | probably have come about twenty
times) and slowly pulls down my underpants. After the call, he
spanks me very hard, but | refuse to cry. Then he fingers me
while he makes another call, which lasts for maybe twenty
minutes. After that one, he spanks me again, always in be-
tween each dap saying what a spoiled brat | am and how I've
had this coming to me for along time He continues until | cry.
Then he tells me to lay down and wait for him. He goes into
the kitchen and comes back with rope and ties me up. He takes
off his leather jacket, and rolls up his sleeves (this turns me on
even more) and teases me for along time (I love to be teased),
then he unties me, and we make love al night, but he NEVER
apologizes.

My thighs are locked together as | write this, and I'm trying
to figure out how to get my boyfriend to do it He has spanked
me, but not long enough and not slowly; he also said he would
act out my fantasies.

Hope this has helped, although | don't see how it could, it's
too typical! Thanks again.

P.S. I'm an art student.

Sophie

Just wanted to let you know how much | enjoyed your book,
My Secret Garden. | am twenty-five, single, and have had nu-
merous lovers, all male. | have a master's degree in French and
am ateacher by profession.

| have been fantasizing sexualy since | was about five or
six, when | began to masturbate. | was always ashamed of my
fantasies — they were my private secret — up until about two or
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three years ago, when | underwent therapy with a psychiatrist.
He practically had to drag these fantasies out of me — | didn't
feel comfortable enough to tell him about them until 1 had been
in therapy for close to two years. When | finally did tell him, |1
felt great relief that he accepted them and didn't recoil in horror
and disgust when he heard them. Since that time, | have be-
come much more relaxed about masturbating itself, enjoying it
much more than before (now | can honestly admit that it is
pleasurable), and | now also redlize that sexual fantasies aren't
dirty and disgusting, that indeed practically all women have
them. | ill masturbate regularly and enjoy that sort of
“naughty” or even “dirty” feeling that used to repulse me. |
also like to feel naughty and dirty when I'm screwing.

| redlize that if | had not undergone therapy, | might never
have discovered how pleasant and natural such fantasies can
be, and that guilt feelings are not a necessary psychological
“payment” for such pleasurable, but forbidden, thoughts. |
hope that by reading your book, other women will draw the
same conclusions about their fantasies, without the aid of a
psychiatrist.

Thank you for your outstanding contribution to the liberation
of the female sexua psyche.

I think | may attach some of my own fantasies to this letter.
Y ou may use them as you wish.

P.S. | read your book while a work (I'm doing temporary
secretarial work during the summer) and beat off three times
yesterday during the day, right a my desk!! Once | amost got
caught, and it was ever so exciting!!

Fantasy 1: This one's an oldtimer — | used to use it exclu-
sively, but now | usualy use variations on the same theme, two
of which aso follow.

I am walking in the woods, enjoying the green scenery (I'll
bet the shrink would say this is like walking through pubic
hair), when all of a sudden | fall through a hole in the ground
into a sort of laboratory. Inside the laboratory are lots of men in
white coats (I guess they're doctors or something). | am un-
dressed, weighed, and then put on some sort of cart which
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wheels me around to the various departments in the laboratory.
First, I am examined and proclaimed healthy (internaly, that
is), and then the doctors determine that | am orgasmic and
suitable for experimentation. The last stop is a big room with a
kind of observation balcony. There are lots of men up there
watching me, al extremely interested in so lovely a specimen
as myself. The head doctor, or whatever he is, comes on the
loudspeaker and announces that the gentlemen will soon wit-
ness a female orgasm. Then a large man comes in — he's usu-
aly very strong-looking, and athough he's not physically dirty,
he is perspiring and has a gleam in his eye that tells me he's
going to do ajob on me. This man has been trained by the lab,
so that he knows precisely how to drive a woman into crazed
ecstasy. | am strapped onto a table, my legs wide apart. The
big man approaches me, explores me with his finger, smiles
wickedly, nods in approva to the head doctor and the men
observing the scene, then comes down on me, flicking my clit
with his tongue. The whole time this is going on, the doctor is
giving a blow-by-blow account of how I'm feeling and how
turned on I'm getting over the loudspeaker. He tells the men
that I'm getting very close to coming. Finaly, the big man
sucking my cunt can't stand it anymore himself, and so he
drops his trousers, revealing a large, erect dick, and he fucks
me for al he's worth, while at the same time flicking my clit
with his finger, until | come, come, come, all over the fucking
table.

Fantasy 2: This one has the same setting (sometimes | skip
the beginning part and just find myself in the large room | de-
scribed above). Now the men who were observing before are
taking turns trying to turn me on, al this happening under the
head doctor's watchful and approving eye. Each man tries his
own specia technique for exciting me, and the al-knowing
doctor can tell who does the best job on me. The men try hard,
because they know what the prize of doing the best job is—me
(who else?). At some point, the doctor tells one of the men he
has won me. This man then wheels the table I'm strapped to
into another room, where he uses his technique to bring me to
explosive orgasm by sucking, feeling, and fucking me.
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Fantasy 3: Again the same background, except that now I've
been at this |aboratory for some time and know what to expect.
| have come to enjoy this experimentation so much that, this
time, the doctor announces over the loudspeaker, | have begged
him to let someone work me over again. Same scene, same
ending, except that thistime | asked for it.

| just want to add that these are all fantasies that | use while
masturbating. |1 don't normally fantasize too much while fuck-
ing, except that if someone's eating me out, I'll usualy use one
of these old standbys. | love to be fucked from behind while
having my clit manipulated, either by me or my partner, and
lots of times | can't come unless someone's playing with my
clit. At any rate, | have my best orgasms when someone's fuck-
ing me and playing with my clit at the same time.

Dr. John Harrison

As you can see by the letterhead above (which | must ask
you not to reprint, for obvious reasons), | am a psychoanalyst.
This letter is to tell you that your book, My Secret Garden, is
already having highly beneficia spinoffs in my therapeutic
practice. For example, a young mother says, “I can't reveal my
sexual fantasies to you directly, but if you will look on page xx
in Nancy Friday's book, you will read one that is something
like mine!” Asyou might guess, by the conclusion of therapy, |
hope she will be able to talk to me directly about all her sexual
fantasies in complete detail. That would denote self-
acceptance, maturity, responsibility, and a giant step toward a
more fulfilling life.

Your book provides a most welcome generalizing example
that encourages people to come to terms with themselves and
perhaps seek some of the excitement of which they dream. It is
known, for example, that people with true psychosomatic ill-
nesses, such as ulcers, hypertension, etc., are sadly lacking in
the capacity to fantasize. If they can learn to fantasize, their
nervous stress, strain, anxiety, and frustration may be given an
outlet in that manner, and not have to be expressed as destruc-
tive forces within their own poor bodies.
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One other comment: many neurotics are entirely uncon-
scious of their most important sexua fantasies. Psychoanalysis
helps them make these conscious and acceptable. Most people
are genuinely unaware of what realy excites them, but from
your “catalog” (if 1 may use such a shorthand term), they can
find one very smilar to their own previously unrecognized
fantasies. In psychoanalysis, we find again and again that this
basic fantasy had once been known and treasured, but then
repressed out of shame, etc. | would compare your book to a
jukebox with old, forgotten favorite tunes which, when played,
bring back all the feelings of yesteryear.

Please continue with your good work. | know it must be
pleasurable; | hope it is profitable. Now that you know that in
the experience of a least one psychoanalyst, it is therapeutic as
well, you must feel you have found the best of al occupations.

Your photo on the dust jacket does invite me to tell you a
sexua fantasy of my own. You have an intimate, sexual, and
candid look about you. Perhaps your appearance invites people
to be candid with you in return. To tell such afantasy isamild
sexual experiencein itself — but you asked for it.

It is this: On any given day in my office, when a woman
comes in with a brief miniskirt and no panties, she is rewarded
with a gentle, moist, caressing of her cunt with my tongue. It
would be important for her to sense that this would happen
only if she gave a sign of acquiescence by the way she dressed
and sat.

Freud talked about the sexual fantasies that patients had
about their doctors, and went on to posit and discuss the coun-
ter-transference this developed in their therapists. Which is a
stuffy, polysyllabic word for what amounts to a little cunt-
licking in my case.

| am sure you understand why | request that while you let
the fact that | am a psychoanalyst stand, | ask that you assign
me afictitious name.
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Deedee

I'm writing this because | think | may be a lesbian — I'm not
sure. | think it all started when | was six or seven years old. My
playmate and | used to take off al our clothes. Then | would
climb on top of her (I'm very aggressive), open her pussy lips,
and grind the hell out of her. Then | met her older sister, Tish.
One day, Tish was aone in the house, and asked me to come
over. She had on a nightgown, but with nothing underneath.
She raised the gown and told me to rub her pussy. | did it, and
in my fantasies even today, | am often till seven years old. |
like to remember how | opened her lips and tickled her clitoris.
Even as | write this, | can imagine how she looked when she
reached climax. The reason | think | may be a lesbian is that
she didn't tell me to open her pussy lips and tickle her. | did
thisall on my own.

When | became eight years old, | gave up my playmate for a
boyfriend named Teddy. Teddy and | used to go down into the
basement and take off al our clothes and fuck all day. (I know
that isn't the way it could have been, but that's how it seemsin
my memories.) But he soon told his pals, and they joined us.
One day, seven boys pulled atrain on me. | didn't tell my mom
or dad, because | enjoyed it so much. But | think that incident
iswhat made me dislike boys and want to go back to women.

When | say “Go back to women,” | mean, thinking about
them, fantasizing about them. | often find myself wanting to
have an affair with a woman rather than a man. As I've said
earlier, | am very aggressive. When | go out with a nice man, |
find myself being bossy. | like to make up fantasies about girls
with blonde hair and blue eyes. (I am black.) In my fantasies, |
always see myself going up to them on the street and proposi-
tioning them. But in redl life, | never do. | also want to rape my
best friend. | think I'm waiting for the right moment. She does-
n't know the real me. I've never told her how | feel about her,
and the part she plays in my fantasies. Perhaps | will grow out
of this phase. Maybe | don't know very much about life since
I'm only seventeen, and want to shock my parents. Am | realy
mixed up, or isthis a super, superfantasy?
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P.S. To show you what thinking can do, even though | have
not described my fantasies in any complete way, | have been
thinking about them while writing this, and my cunt is drip-
ping wet!

Loretta

The idea of “innocence” being initiated into sexua pleasure
and orgasm is something | love to use in fantasies, my favorite
having to do with a “religious’” experience. (Oddly enough, |
had no religious upbringing, and no religious experiences of
any kind.)

In the fantasy, | am a young girl who has been raised with-
out any sexua knowledge. My family are churchgoers; | am
meant to be pure and virginal. When | reach the right age (late
puberty), my parents take me to church for some specia reli-
gious instruction from the “priest.” He takes me alone into the
room for initiates. There are candles burning around a cush-
ioned table that is covered with purple velvet. The priest wears
long robes. He isaman in his thirties or forties, with a quality
of masculine virility, despite presumed celibacy. He has a deep
voice. He explains that | am now to undergo a very holy condi-
tion — the supreme ecstasy of God's greatest power. | will ex-
perience extraordinary sensations, quite beyond anything I've
ever known, but | must freely open my will, and my body, to
the Holy Spirit. I must allow myself to react without fear to
whatever frenzied state the Holy Spirit ordains when it takes
possession of me. And | must be in the pure state of complete
nudity. “Don't be embarrassed now; thisis a holy thing that is
about to happen to you....” He helps me remove my clothing
and instructs me to lie down on the cushioned table so that he
may prepare both my soul and body. While | lie naked on the
table, he anoints my breasts, belly, thighs, with perfumed ail,
and intones prayers and chants. “Let this young woman be
filled with the Holy Spirit. Enter her body and soul and encom-
pass her in the greatest ecstasy. Fulfill her in joyous holi-
ness....” Histouch is pleasant, strangely provocative, and mys-
terious. His voice is hypnotic. | lie in an entranced stupor. He
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waves a scepter over me. It is made of gold, with a rounded,
bulblike tip. “Let the holy scepter find the entrance to her soul
through her body...” he murmurs. He lays the round gold top
on my throat, my shoulders.... Every place he touches produces
a magic tingling — probing my breasts, nipples, stroking my
belly. 1t moves toward my loins. Cool metal stroking between
my labia. The sensation produces a soft moan from me, an
uncontrolled lift of my torso. “Ah,” says the priest. “This must
be where we will find the magic orifice ... the pathway of the
Holy Spirit.” He opens my body with the metal scepter. It
didesinto me, filling an orifice of my body that | never knew |
had until now.... “Yes, it is here!” he cries. “Do you fed it ...
the beginnings of your experience of ecstasy? Isthe Holy Spirit
beginning to work in you?’

“Yes... yes. | think so...’

“You must give in to it, my dear. You must give in com-
pletely to whatever feelings the holy spirit creates as it takes
possession of you.... You will givein?’

I nod, and groan. The scepter slides in and out; as it slides
in, it fills me with unexplainable excitement. My body moves
in reaction, out of my control.

“Do you think it is coming? Do you feel the Holy Spirit,
coming to you?’

“Yes... yes!”

“Letit come ... however it wishes....”

The priest is doing something unexpected, but 1 am too
overcome to be concerned at the moment. The table has a drop
leaf at the end, which he lowers so that he can move himself up
closer to me, between my legs. With a quick movement, he
opens the lower front of his robes, and brings out another scep-
ter. As the meta scepter pulls out of me, he pushes the other
one in, leaning over me, his face contorted with ecstasy, too, it
would seem. Perhaps we are both meant to be fulfilled with the
Holy Spirit together. He presses his other magic scepter deep
inside me. It feels smooth and warm, and extraordinarily tanta-
lizing. “Isit coming?’ hecries.

“Yes... something is happening to me!”

“Let it come! Do what it wants you to do!”
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It is making my body writhe and undulate. My orifice swal-
lows and sgueezes his scepter with a sensation that is driving
me into awild, ddlicious frenzy. Never have | felt anything like
this.... The Holy Spirit is about to overcome me. | can fed it!
He acknowledges my groans and thrashings with, “Yes ... yes!
That isit! Hereit comes! Itis herel”

(Amen and hallelujah! Y ou bet your sweet scepter, your ho-
liness ... you have made it come, and it has come to you, too,
you devil you....)

| return to the priest and the room of initiation time and
time again. | receive more instruction and more experience in
the ways of being entered and fulfilled by the Holy Spirit. I am
a devout young woman.... With the candles burning and the
scepter diding into me, | experience, time and time again, the
greatest of al religious ecstasies. The priest and my parents
rejoice in my religious gifts. Sometimes the priest shows me
paintings of the saints having religious experiences — naked
bodies in the midst of ecstasy — arched backs, contorted faces. |
may wonder how these physical experiences can actualy relate
to the soul. Secretly, | begin to doubt the authenticity of the
priest and the validity of this “church.” | think he is a bit of a
fraud. Even the most innocent have some concept of sexuality.
But | never let on; never mention my suspicions. | am having
far too much fun to give it up; and everyone (except perhaps
the priest himself) believes me a thoroughly pure, devout, in-
nocent, and religious young woman.... We pretend, and fool
each other, and continue to have glorious orgasms on the pur-
pletable.

Sharon

Having read your book, | decided to write to you and tell you
my fantasies.

First, let me tell you alittle about myself. | am a thirty-five-
year-old virgin (also Virgo!) and relatively happy under the
circumstances.

My divorced mother and twice-divorced grandmother live
with me — my mother is sixty-four (today!); and my grand-
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mother, who cannot walk, is eighty-six. Both are in poor
health, and | don't expect them to live long.

My mother hates sex, and her attitude caused her twenty-
year marriage to come to an end when | was ten years old. |
was “word blind,” but overcame this and finally graduated
from the University of Ohio.

Presently, 1 work in a library where through reading have
“liberated” my own attitude toward sex. Actudly, | realized
how sick my mother's attitude was long ago.

As a child, | enjoyed sex-play with several boys who lived
close by me, and recovered from my guilt while studying Freud
in high school.

| am a Methodist and a Republican, and | do believe more
and more in the new morality.

| attend church for socia reasons, but disregard the Pauline
letters and believe in the occult sciences (I love to cast horo-
scopes!).

Starting with my present fantasies — | found in my student
teaching that | was VERY attracted to young boys. One of
them, a bisexual, used to come to my house (before my grand-
mother's iliness) while my mother worked. We spent the day in
bed “necking.” | gave him photos of nude people from Playboy
on which | glued male sex organs — aimed at the females. | got
these pictures from Sexology magazine.

We would look at the photos — he was seventeen and | was
twenty-eight — and become aroused. We would kiss and
breathe. Then he would masturbate under the covers or go to
the bathroom. Finaly, he would leave — go to the bus station
and “make it” with a boy. We played this game day after day.
Our pleasure was to hold out. He wouldn't even bring a rubber
so | would be afraid to “let him” in case he would get me preg-
nant. He and | both loved to know how much we wanted each
other — but neither would give over to the passion.

Many times when | was breathing hard, he would lie on me
and watch me struggle to not give in. Sometimes, | was on him
watching his face while he tried to get his handsto his penisin
order to jerk off.
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Finally, we both got tired of our game and just drifted apart
with No hard feglings.

| believe we BOTH enjoyed being wanted by another and
JUST leaving it that way.

My fantasies stem from this experience.

Fantasy 1: We do live together, as my “family” have al
died. He discovers | need more sex, and | want it from boysin
their early teens and inexperienced. He loves money so he
gathers heterosexua boys once a week to come to “our” house
(they pay him).

I am now completely nude with my legs wide and far apart —
there are about six boys partly dressed (pants on) standing
around the bed.

George (my lover and former student) helps a boy about
twelve “mount” me.

| can feel his young penis move into me — then he starts to
move faster and faster. The room is silent.

One at atime, these boys “learn to be men” using my body.
But only until George entersme do | have aclimax.

Fantasy 2: A short fantasy — | set up a movie camera, and
we have home movies of ourselves having intercourse.

Fantasy 3: | bathe George in the tub and then rub him down
with powder and oils. We then have intercourse.

Fantasy 4. George has a date with a young girl — she won't
let him sleep with her — he comes home to my front door —itis
dark and his penis (very large) is out of his pants —we make
love on the sofain the living room. He never leaves me again.

Fantasy 5: We decide to have a child, so | hire a real good
prostitute to live with us to take care of his sex drive. After he
has had intercourse with her, he comes to bed with me, and |
examine him to see if he is relaxed and soft. Then we go to
deep.

Fantasy 6: Sometimes he has to have a boy for sexual re-
lease, so | give him money to go to the bus station to get what
he wants.

Fantasy 7. Most of my fantasies are just having relations
with him.
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Fantasy 8: Sometimes | think it would be fun to go to the
basement of the library and have ora sex with him — while
everyoneis having a coffee break in the next room.

Fantasy 9: Sometimes | dream (awake) of having oral sex (I
don't care for it performed on myself) with him lying on his
back. | watch hisface as he feels great pleasure.

Whenever | am interested in someone or date them, | have
fantasies about them — | do NOT masturbate with my fantasies
— (much) maybe twice a year! | aways wonder about the size
of a man's penis — amost EVERY man | meet. Yet | have
NEVER seen a man's penis except in photos (to me they are
beautiful!).

My fantasies take place normally in the morning!

Sometimes at night (I usually go right to sleep!) and many
times at the library.

My sex drive is stronger a day or so before my period. Just
being around young men (in their twenties) will “turn me on.”

| almost aways respond to my fantasies and photos of nude
men by getting very wet.

If I am around “George” — a few days before my period,
have been looking a photos (nudes), the wetness goes down
my legs, and | pull and tug.

People would be surprised to know that while | speak to
them on the street — | am “opening up” and ready to have ra
tions.

As a young teenager, | dreamed of having relations with
black men and animals. Just recently have tired of the thought
of having relations with monkeys.

| have tried fantasies with women, but it seems too silly to
continue.

Ms. Friday, | don't believe in marriage — | think it is rotten
for al concerned. | plan to live with men, whom | really want,
at the death of both mother and grandmother.

| get along very well with men and am popular!! So don't let
Helen Gurley Brown tell you that virgins are not attractive nor
popular. Nuts.

| alow men to discuss sex with me. But | refuse to be in-
sulted with dirty jokes.
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Because | redlly like men AS PEOPLE and accept their sex
drive—1 am a popular virgin.

Many of the non-virgins have made fun of me at work (I
never say | am avirgin to anyone, but they seem to know it)
only to have the new men and boys employed at the library go
AFTER me. It servesthem right! Ha.

Also, | accept my own sexua drive —enjoy it —BUT | refuse
to let it destroy my life.

| am enclosing my photo so you can SEE a thirty-five year-
old virgin! And aFAIRLY happy one at that.

Good luck with your research — because of people like you —
I know I am not a one with my “dreams.”

O In Brenda's fantasy, which follows, she uses words in a
very special way: to heighten her erotic moments. While the
sexua act is going on, Brenda verbally describes it to herself,
making a running commentary on events that one would think
are so vivid they would leave nothing to be described at all.
This internal monologue is, | feel, another layer of sexuality:
while her lover is exciting her body, Brendas verbal descrip-
tion to herself becomes a fantasy that excites her mind, making
sex itself more real to her ... one more example of the idea that
the mind is the most powerful sexua organ of al. O

Brenda

| am twenty-one, amusician, and gay.

I loved your book, My Secret Garden, and congratulate you
on your bravery.

The first sexua fantasy | can remember is vague, but it had
something to do with bugs (the little black pill bugs that roll up
when you poke them) crawling on my clit. (I was only about
two or three). When | was sixteen, and was in love, | used to
dream of sucking his cock all day at school! And | would suck
it every chance | got in reality. After about a year, he was gone,
and | began to fantasize about my best girl friend who was
twenty-two and was a “bad girl.” (She had a couple illegit ba-
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bies, abortions, etc.) When | dept with her, | couldn't sleep at
all, thinking of how beautiful she was, and how any guy would
love to be in bed there next to her. (My red sex life was limited
to hetero.)

We went our separate ways, and when | was nineteen, my
new best girl friend would come to see me, and we'd talk about
sex and get ourselves al worked up, and then we'd have a hard
time sleeping. |1 would think of how I'd like to run the tips of
my fingers lightly over her vaginawalls and clit! And touch her
clit lightly again and again with my finger.

Eventualy, we acted out our fantasies, and she swears it
was the best orgasms she ever had; however, she is now back
with men (for socia reasons, strict upbringing, etc.).

| have had five affairs with women (from fifteen to twenty-
three) that have lasted longer than my heterosexual affairs
lasted. (I have had about thirty men before discovering my
preference.)

| found my hetero experiences sexually unsatisfying. While
my girl friends get me off every time. Though once when this
girl I dug was going down on me, | had to envision the one girl
| wanted more eating me before | could come.

| like young girls (not really young, about sixteen), and
when they go down on me, | think “That beautiful long hair,
and lovely graceful body; she's sucking me. Now she's insert-
ing her fingers in and out of me, and it feels better than the
biggest cock.” When | am the aggressor, | think of what will
make her feel good; what | like, or if shell tell me and show
me what she likes, | concentrate on this.

Gena

I wish first to compliment you on My Secret Garden. It is
truly what | believe to be the first book to take the giant step
toward really understanding female sexuality. It deals candidly,
openly, and honestly with women.

| should acquaint you with myself before | make my own
contribution to your next book. I am nineteen, married two-
and-a-half years, and soon to be a mother for the second time. |
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consider myself oversexed — if there is such a thing! — and bi-
sexud. | hope | have gained a wider-than-average acquaint-
ance over the past few years with life, love, sex, and the self-
improvement arts.

I can remember that my fantasies began at an early age; five
or six. At this age, | would often think how very nice it would
feel to have someone older do these “naughty, but oh so nice,”
thingsto me ... as | lay in my bed, night after night, riding a
tightly stretched piece of sheet with my tiny “cunny.” In par-
ticular, | hoped it would happen with a seventeen-year-old boy
who was a neighbor. | also couldn't wait to know what a boy's
“thingy” looked and felt like. Then one day, in the spring fol-
lowing my seventh birthday, all my fantasies were answered.
Terry (I remember him well) asked me to join himin “listening
to some music.” The stereo was in his room, which was actu-
aly a bunkhouse well away from his parent's house and the
rest of their farm. When we began talking, 1 soon felt we had
become close, and so | thought it would be “proper” for me to
ask him some pretty personal questions. He seemed to get a
strange gleam in his eyes and said, “Shoot!” | remember the
first and only question | had a chance to ask that day was,
“What do boys look like down there?” He made me promise
not to tell a soul, and then asked if | really would like to see for
myself — that would be easier than trying to explain, he said. |
very anxiously said yes. He took down his clothes and stood
before me. | remember staring at his penis and wanting so
badly to touch it. He sensed it. “You want to touch me, don't
you?’ he said. “Take off your jeans, and I'll show you how nice
we can fedl.” Again, | anxioudy did so. He then “felt me up”
until | almost died because it only kept feeling better and bet-
ter. Then he showed me how to “bring him off.” How delight-
ful that first experience was, and | doubt it will ever be forgot-
ten.

Through age ten, | continued having more and more sexua
adventures, but about that age, | began to have fantasies about
what it would be like to hold and be held by another of my own
sex. At age eleven, | found out.

My parents were good friends with another local dairy fam-
ily, and the children of both families got on well.
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In fact, they were the favorite playmates of my brother, sis-
ter, and myself, and we would often spend entire weekends
together. They were our ages exactly. Marie and mysdlf were
the eldest at eleven, R. (my brother) and Ted were nine, and C.
(my sister) and Rosalie were eight.

Both Marie and | felt funny in the world of children by then,
as we were both wearing size 34B bras, and each had a healthy
bush. We had often told one another about out sexual encoun-
ters and curiosities on the subject. So one evening when we
were in bed in her room (during one of our stays), | initiated
our mutual “female body” curiosities. But | did it only after |
thought she was asleep. | reached around to her breasts (she
was lying with her backside to my tummy) and began touching
them ever so gently so as not to awaken her. But soon she was
breathing heavily and moaning softly. | froze, knowing these as
a sign of sexua excitement. Softly, | called out her name. She
answered with “What?’ in the same soft voice. All | could say
were what turned out to be the two most beautiful words |
would say for yearsto come: “Touch me!”

She did it, and we then proceeded and spent the rest of the
night caressing one another's bodies with both hands and
mouths, although we did not know about cunnilingus; that was
the only act we did not perform on one another.

| grew to puberty with fantasies of lesbian affairs, but also
what it would fed like to have aman. Then in 1969, | met the
men who is now my husband. We lost our virginity to one an-
other.

When | got married, my fantasies stopped until September
or October of 1972, after six months of marriage and the birth
of our daughter. Our marriage began to fall apart, and we sepa-
rated a year later. He left me with our daughter and went back
to Washington State where he was born, and where we had
made our first home. | remained in Arizona, which had been
our second home.

The fantasy that | began having in October of 1972 would
be to think of meeting one of two types of fellows. One was
Indian, easy-going, very considerate. He would be willing to
learn and experiment in sex. Above dl, he would have great
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control, so our sex could go on for hours. We would have no
problems, no jealousy or embarrassments.

The other fellow would aso be an Indian, but very rich,
huge in structure, and very carefree in a kind of crazy way. |
would be satisfied with him sexually because of his willing-
ness to give wholly of himself, and his size; also because he
would introduce me to sexual trios.

Asfantastic asit may sound, in the two months that my hus-
band and | were separated, | did meet these two types. | formed
avery loving relationship with them both; yet it was definitely
not the kind of love | had for my husband.

When my husband and | reunited after our separation, | felt
better, because | had lived out my fantasies, fulfilling them. |
had my shit together, and we both felt our relationship would
be better than it had ever been. We have become much more
open and honest with one another and are now expecting the
result — our second child.

I now see my husband in a new light sexualy, physicaly,
and mentally. | bring myself to a mind-blowing climax in mas-
turbating or sex with him by thinking about his beautiful body
and how good he isto me. | can honestly say that with him life
couldn't be better!

Although | am satisfied with him as I've just said, honesty
does make me admit that | often fantasize till about other
women (and truly wish it would happen on a more adult basis).
| have a friend who might share these wishes for a sexua en-
counter, and | often wish she would, but | never talked to her
about it at any length. | think of giving her as much pleasure as
| possibly could with both my hands and mouth. The idea of
going down on her excites me tremendoudy! Then after | have
fulfilled her completely, she would in turn give me the same
beautiful pleasures. It would be so good for both her and me,
because who could possibly please a woman better than an-
other? Who knows better what it feels like? | would definitely
doitif the opportunity arose.

Much good luck to you on your second book.
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Joyce

I've just completed reading your book, My Secret Garden.
When | saw your address in the back of the book and the re-
quest for comments, | felt compelled to write. I'm now a col-
lege grad, age twenty-two, and was first turned on to the won-
der of having sex only one year ago. My first and till current
lover is a sexual dynamo. He can keep it up and going strong
for aslong as one hour, in which | have so many orgasms that |
lose count. | don't fantasize while we're fucking, because | have
such a tremendous time enjoying the good fuck. Basicaly, |
read your book for more ideas to vary my sex life, and to bring
more enjoyment to my lover and myself. Whatever | think of, |
make a point of putting into reality, but tonight, my lover is out
of town on business, so | must resort to fantasizing in memory
that we are doing some of the things together we have done in
the past.

These are the fantasies | had tonight. My middle name to my
boyfriend is Linda Lovelace. Needless to say, | am now con-
sidered a pro at this technique, and | imagined that | am eating
his whole cock by getting it down my whole throat as far as |
can to overcome the gagging reflex. | have a beautiful mouthful
of saivawhich | use to further wet his lovely cock, balls, and
inner thighs. | also thought of a scene in which he was fucking
me from behind. While in this doggy position | bend my head
S0 as to watch him fuck me. He is doing various things too,
like, “Look, ma—no hands.” Heis aso fondling my breasts as
| massage his massive balls, and | can see and touch his beau-
tiful cock asit movesin and out of my cunt.

My boyfriend is also the greatest lover for me (I have had
three other men, by the way). For example, he will lick and
kiss my cunt and suck my clitoris. Then he sticks his tongue up
my wet, juicy cunt (that's what he cals it, “juicy”) and makes
like he's fucking me with histongue. | just love this.

Writing al this down has resulted in my cunt becoming
soaking wet and ready for action. But alas, | must hold tight
until I'm with my lover again, and we can make up for lost
time.
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So to al of you out there — Get Fucked (and have a Ball do-
ing it!).

P.S. | think that what makes all my sexua activity so enjoy-
able to me is that my parents were so strict with me when |
was growing up. | was the last virgin in my crowd of friends,
and was aways very fearful of what people would say if they
“found out.” So you can imagine what great pleasure | felt
when | came to sex, late as | did, and found it was so marvel-
ous, instead of being the frightening thing my parents wanted
meto fed.



CHAPTER TWO

ADOLESCENCE

O With the advent of menstruation, childhood ends, adoles-
cence begins. We are suddenly thrown into a larger world than
we feel prepared for, given more choices than childhood ever
offered. Much as we longed to be thought mature and adult,
now that it has begun at last, we suffer role and identity confu-
sions. “What are you going to be when you grow up?’ — the
guestion throws us into despair. We wanted to do one thing
yesterday, but that's no longer true today, and we suspect we
will change our minds again tomorrow. Above al, we want to
say, “l don't know. I'm too young to make up my mind.” But
that's not allowed. Only kids can say that. Instead, we lapse
into sulky silence or give top-of-the-head answers. The pres-
sures of family and society, the mandates of an educational
system that rushes us on express rails into the future seem to
give us no pause to rest and think about who we are.

It is at this age that we begin to fall in love — over and over
again. While this is obviously an expression of our growing
sexual maturation, it is aso an expression of our search for
identity: one of the great wonders of first love is how each new
man seems to help us find a new person within ourselves.

For this reason, | think it is unfortunate that contemporary
mores demand that love be certified by sex. It may not really be
what the young girl wants yet. Sex itself can become one more
force pushing her ahead too far, too fast, in a direction she is
not yet sure she wants to take. “I love you,” she wants to say to
him, but is afraid: it may be the final signal he needs to open
the door to the bedroom. Put up or shut up. She may or may
not want sex right now, but what, she does want, desperately,
is for him to speak. She wants him to say he loves her too so
that she can ask him to describe this woman he loves. Who is
she? What is so wonderful about her? Is she really me? She has
a sense of unredlity about herself; she needs to find herself
reflected in someone else's affectionate eye, shaped and formed

65



there into an image of herself she can see and understand. She
has been looking into mirrors too long. “Tell me the kind of
girls you like,” we ask the young men we know. Tell me how
to be. A little shiver runs through me every time | hear that
request in a young woman's voice, no matter what the actual
words are. It is the ontological question, a search for a base
upon which to build our being. We look to each other for clues,
but it is a question we all must answer in our own time, in our
own way. What makes “plastic people” not ring true is that
they have not listened within for an answer; they have built
their conforming, counterfeit selves out of the meretricious junk
that society has handed them. Dr. R. D. Laing (The Divided
Salf) finds this question at the very heart of schizophrenia— or
perhaps, the lack of an answer to it. The job of creating our
authentic identity is one of the great tasks of adolescence.

It is why teenagers spend so much of their emotional energy
and time in talk: it is al work toward definition. In their end-
less speculations about eternity, truth, beauty, good, and evil —
just as in their giggly bits of gossip — they are uncovering lay-
ers of personality, assaying for the gold of their true selves.
One of the most hopeful developments of our time, | fedl, is
that young women no longer listen only to young men for clues
of who they are. We ask that question today of other women
too, each one of us strengthening every other in our determina
tion to define our sex for ourselves — and not merely in terms of
what it is supposed men want. The Great Male Buyer's Market
isover; wewill no longer sell ourselves out.

Fantasies that arise out of the crises of adolescence are char-
acterized by trying on different personalities, testing various
likes and didikes, rehearsing our sexuality for events that are
yet to come. Sis proudly tells us in her letter that she is an A-
student in school. But immediately she feels she must fight the
goody-goody definition this seems to bestow upon her by tell-
ing us she has “a very strong sex drive and wants to make
love.” Does she? Or is this merely one of the okay things girls
of her age feel they must say? (Just as their mothers, a genera-
tion earlier, felt they had to say the opposite)) When the oppor-
tunity for sex is actualy presented to Sis by a boy she knows
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well and who promises to be “very gentle” with her, she liter-
aly jumps up in alarm and cries, “1 won't!”

| am very sympathetic to young women like Sis. Despite all
their brave talk, something deep within them knows they aren't
ready for sex. Sis doesn't know why thisistrue. Sheis not rein-
forced by her peers — everyone around her seems to take sex for
granted. She is alone with only her feelings to guide her — but
they are enough. She doesn't have to know why she is not yet
ready for sex; she only has to be in touch with her feelings: her
body informs her mind, and her answer is no. | applaud her for
going along with her gut reaction, particularly so becauseitisa
self-determined response a odds with what seem to be the
accepted dogans and ideas of her friends. Our lifelong struggle
is to teach our reason and emotions to move in tandem on the
same tides. Just as | believe every woman has the right to say
yesif she fedlslike it — and is willing to take the responsibility
for her actions — so has she the perfect right to refuse, if the
mysterious ebb and flow of desireis not yet upon her.

In the fantasies that Sis sends us, we see that she is getting
ready for the truly sexual time she knows lies ahead. But that
timeis not yet.

For Beth Anne, too, fantasies are exciting strategies for get-
ting used to an idea about which she is till ambivalent. She
tellsus sheisavirgin, and too shy to buy My Secret Garden at
the bookshop where she works, even though she could get it
there at a discount. In her fantasies, we see her other side: she
is a woman who would like to have sex with “a customer, a
stranger in the street, someone | don't know too well.” And
then she adds a sentence that reminds us how much sheislike
Sis. “Boy,” writes Beth Anne, “when it does happen, I'll be
readly ready after al these rehearsalsin my head.”

Penelope's letter shows us another exploration of sexua
identity through fantasy. The child of intelligent, permissive
parents, she felt free enough with her mother to ask to be
taught how to masturbate, after reading Masters and Johnson
brought the idea to mind. In her letter, we see that she has
grown into the kind of young woman we would expect from
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such afamily: sheis sexually knowing, sophisticated, one who
feels free and secure enough to ask men out herself “occasion-
aly,” instead of aways waiting passively to be asked. But in
her fantasies, she explores a totally opposite identity, “the
woman | can't let myself be (dumb, naive, unaware of my
sexuality) ... .”

Even if we had parents like Penelope's, something in us still
wants to establish ourselves as people in our own right by re-
belling against them. But when the parents are decent, reason-
able, and intelligent people, rebellion itself becomes unreason-
able; their very permissiveness is frustrating, giving us no firm
base to push off against. But our negative emotions want to be
expressed anyway. In fantasies like Penelope's, the problem is
solved. Sheisthe woman she “can't et myself be.” That is, she
is the dumb broad that her parents' training has made it impos-
sible for her to be. She has circumvented them in her imagina
tion: rebellion at last. O

Sis

I am young (fifteen) and a virgin. | have met many boys |
like, but have never had sexua relations with any as far as
making out. | think the reason for thisis | am very shy, and |
worry that boys are going to tell my friends what we do. | am
an A-student in school and popular, and | don't want to spoil
that, but | have avery strong drive and want to make love.

The latest turn down | made was while visiting some friends
that live a long distance from my house (we have known them
since they were small). One of their brothers friends was my
age and came over to see us. The brother's friend has a swim-
ming pool, and they go there often. He invited us to go swim-
ming that afternoon. So we did. When we were fixing to leave,
they said they |eft atowel at the pool and for me to run and get
it. The boy my age was there and no one else, while getting the
towel. He said he liked me and to ask my friends that | was
staying with to let me stay awhile to swim some more. They
said yes. We swam awhile, and then we got out to get some-
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thing to eat. His mother was on a trip, and he was staying by
himself.

As we walked through the door, he put his arms around me
from behind and began kissing my neck; | turned and kissed
him and we made out on the sofa about fifteen minutes, but he
was not satisfied. He escorted me upstairs to his bedroom and
pulled off his swimming trunks while I was laying on the bed.
| jJumped and said, “I won't,” and he said that he knew how |
felt and would be very gentle with me. He said that al he
wanted to do was show how much he liked me and only
wanted to explore my body with his fingers and mouth and for
me to do the same to him, that he didn't want to fuck unless |
wanted to. | ran out of the room and called my friends to come
and get me.

| often fantasize what would have happened if | hadn't run
out. Here is the best one;

After long persuasion, | would not let him touch me. He
says, “What if we go to the pool, get in up to our neck, then
you take off your swimming suit, and | fed you, that way |
won't beableto seeyou ... .” | say okay.

We get in up to our neck, and he unfastens my top and dlips
it off, the same with the bottoms. He kisses me once and then
dips his hand between my legs. He watches the expression on
my face as he does. He clutches one of my breasts. He then
separates the lips of my pussy and rubs his finger back and
forth over my clitoris, stimulating me out of control. Then he
takes his cock and dips it in between the lips rubbing it
quickly as with his finger. | can't stand it any longer and beg
him to suck me; till in the water, he lifts me up onto a raft
with my legs hanging over in the water and my pussy at the
edge, he sucks me vigorousdly and then slides his tongue as far
as possible in my vagina. | then change places with him, this
time he is on the raft. | take his cock in my mouth and suck
hard. THE END.

When | was little, my cousin, a male, lived beside me. One
day, he said he would check me himself so | wouldn't have to
go to the doctor. | agreed because | hated to go to the doctor.
He took off my clothes and did everything possible he could.
He opened the lips of my pussy and felt, sucked, and licked
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them, then he made me do the same to him. He put an ice cube
between my pussy, which drove me crazy. Then | told him |
had to use the bathroom, so he stood me up, placed his mouth
over my pussy, and | used the bathroom in his mouth. This
delighted me more than ever. We did this many times up until |
was eight. Thefirst time hedid it, | was four and he was seven.

Now the way | meet my sexual urgesis to vibrate myself. |
lay on the bed, pants off, vibrator between my legs for two to
three minutes, and | stimulate myself to orgasm. It's a wonder-
ful feeling; | think when | get up the courage to let a man do it,
I will loveit.

Beth Anne

Hello. | was aready in bed (alone) and almost asleep when |
got this urge to write to you!

| have just finished My Secret Garden, and | would like you
to know that the book was one of the most informative and
interesting ones I've ever read, and believe me, | read alot.

I work in a bookstore here in Philadelphia. Your book ar-
rived last week. Our manager, who was very staunchly and
religiously brought up, was on vacation, so we all took turns
leafing through the book. Our assistant manager (who inciden-
tally is homosexual) told me the book was filthy. I'm seven-
teen; he's thirty-three. 1 picked the book up occasiondly, half-
way on the gy for a few, days, and then last week, | bought it
from a“rival” store, because | was too embarrassed to ask if it
could be “stripped,” or to write up the sae in the employee
discount tablet.

What follows now is a conversation that took place between
myself and the other salesperson, Tina, who is twenty-three,
married, no kiddies. It took place when we were sort of dow
and didn't have anything better to do than stand around and
B.S.

Tina: Have we sold any M.S.G. yet?

Me: Y eah, afew, considering we just put them out.

Tina: Hmmm....
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Me: | bought a copy today downtown, ‘cause | was a little
nervous about buying it here.

Tina: Redly? I'd love to read it when you're through. | said
it was filthy because Jim [Asst. Mgr.] was there; and | figured
he might get upset if | showed an interest.... | was also afraid
Mary [Mgr.] might walk in, and I'd REALLY be embarrassed.

S0 you seg, it's something that just about every woman isin-
terested in, athough it's probably considered more socialy
acceptable not to be.

The sexual fantasies | have now occur usually at night when
it's quiet, and | have time to elaborate without being inter-
rupted. I'm still avirgin, athough I'm not so sure | want to be
one that much longer. Just reading your book and thinking
about the guy I'm in love with have made me think twice about
resisting his advances. He's twenty-five, and really supernice,
athough I'm not sure if hell be around much longer, and I'd
kind of like my first sexual encounter to be with someone |
truly love.

The funny thing is, when I'm dating someone | redlly care
for, | never fantasize about them. It seems rather unfair to fan-
tasize about them when | don't even know if they could live up
to my fantasiesinred life. | think I'd like to be surprised.

Usually, my thoughts center around a man | find fantastic-
aly attractive and very nice, i.e., a customer, a stranger on the
street, someone | don't know too well. | can imagine him doing
all sorts of things to me, al the things I've ever read about.
And | can respond to him wholeheartedly, because there's no
problem about what will happen afterward (he'll probably go
away and just leave me totally satisfied). But, of course, what |
really want is that these fantasies happen with a man | love.
Boy, when it does happen, I'll be redly ready after all these
rehearsals in my head! When | meet that man, | can be drunk,
stoned, angry, or happy, and so can he but as long as we love
each other it will be all right. | suppose thisis al because | am
abasically insecure person and need to be assured of my attrac-
tiveness frequently.

All luck in your next book. We need it! Take care. Peace.
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Penelope

At the end of your book, My Secret Garden, you ask for
suggestions, comments, or more fantasies. I'd like to share
some of my garden with you.

My earliest memory is when | was probably ten, or eleven.

A friend and | had somehow discovered that her family's elec-
tric toothbrush when placed on a certain area, caused mysteri-
ous sensations. | didn't know what | was feeling, but | remem-
ber always taking the device off me when the extreme tense-
ness began. | never continued to what | know now as an or-
gasm.
Aside from the few weeks my friend and | escaped into the
bathroom, | remember nothing sexua until 1 was fifteen. | was
attempting to read Masters and Johnson's Human Sexual Re-
sponse and asked my mother how to masturbate. She told me,
and ever since then, I've enjoyed myself almost every night.
That was seven years ago.

My early fantasies often started with me dancing around the
bedroom, performing for a hidden audience of aroused men.
Once in awhile, afew were alowed to participate, and I'd rub
my breasts against the cold mirror and manipulate my clitoris
and eventually get back to the bed to come and collapse. Some-
times, especialy when | first began masturbating, 1'd time the
“session” and see how quickly I could come.

Up until just a few months ago, | aways stimulated my
clitoris only. | never enjoyed simulating intercourse, because
until recently, | never enjoyed it in redlity. Even now my clito-
risis the focus of my masturbating.

My present fantasies are very varied. (My Secret Garden
helped me expand my nightly choices!) Sometimes the woman
is aggressive, but mostly she is what | refer to as “the dumb
broad.” She is busty and naive. She wears low-cut tops, but is
unaware of the lustful glances she gets. Usually, sheis conned
into drinking more than she should or smoking some powerful
pot. She bends over and more boob comes out or a strap dips
down, and the man continues to move in, dyly. Eventualy,
things get too hot for her to want to stop him. | never see my
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face in these fantasies. | either make up unknown people or use
scenes from movies and the stars from those scenes. When the
fantasy begins, the woman is not thinking SEX. The man is.
And what first begins me getting high, my climb toward or-
gasm, is seeing the woman's chest; | am the man at this point
in the fantasy. During the man's approach, | am both feeling
the sensations of the woman's body and, also getting excited as
the man because of the progress toward and anticipation of
getting this woman. When the actual fucking is about to begin,
| and solely the woman, raising my hips, desperately anxious
for that cock to enter and satisfy me.

Y ou spoke often in your book of how fantasies are often ex-
pressions of what one would like to experience in redlity. In
analyzing my fantasies, | found it redly interesting that the
woman | can't let myself be (dumb, naive, unaware of my
sexuality) is exactly the woman who dominates my daydreams.
In redlity, | am never passive. | ask men out occasionally. make
love when | want to (if the opportunity is present), and present
myself as awhole person rather than a game-playing female. In
some ways, | hate the fact that | get most excited when fanta-
sizing the “dumb broad” role. I'm hoping someday to be close
enough with aman to feel free and act out some of these fanta-
sies. I'd like to see if they get me more excited, quicker than |
actualy get in redity. I'm usually too conscious and aware to
let go and enjoy myself. Actualy, in three years of fucking (not
regularly al that time), | have come a few times from oral sex
and once during intercourse, only when my clitoris was stimu-
lated at the same time. I've rarely fantasized when with a man.
(I plan to start though.) | aways come when | masturbate.

I'd dso just like to support your comments regarding the
sharing of fantasies. Because of my family's openness, | never
felt strange or bad or guilty about my fantasies or masturbat-
ing, But I've talked to many friends who had never shared their
experiences of masturbation or fantasies. And what a great
experience to be talking to a friend about fantasies and find
that we use the exact same scene from a book!

I thank you for your first book and hope your next is suc-
cessful. Please fedl free to use any of what I've written. I've
enjoyed sharing it with you, and if there's anything else | might
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be able to write about to give you more material, please send
me a note, and I'll get something to you. | enjoy thinking about
sex and talking about myself.

Good luck.

O During the turmoil of our adolescent years, we try to find
our own identity and often over-identify with pop heroes or
movie stars. We become rabid Mick Jagger fans, we collect
photos of David Bowie, we join fan clubs for this or that televi-
sionidol. Thisis a particularly feminine attempt at the solution
of the problem of identity: young boys do not have our capacity
for loving identification, and so there are no female equivalents
to — let's say — David Cassidy. This was true of our mothers
too: there never was a female Frank Sinatra. Collecting photo-
graphs, concert programs, and LP records, we lose ourselvesin
being in love with someone whom everyone el se loves too. For
the moment, we find our identity by losing it; if nobody else
screamed at a Sly concert, we would not scream ourselves. We
do not want to be uniquely in love with him; it is our joy to
submerge ourselves and our flickering sense of identity in that
powerful mass that adores him, but whose sheer numbers give
us power over him: he must please us.

In our fantasies, we go one step farther: the beloved idal,
whose fate and fortune are made of enormous numbers, sees
only one: us. Erral Flynn picks out

Katherine to dance with, among all the other beauties at the
ball. Elvis “picks me out of the whole crowd to come to his
hotel room,” writes eighteen-year-old Jenny (who is a virgin),
“and | end up going off to live with him ... .” The star picks us
out to love; he seats us beside him at his table, takes only us to
his bed. Not only must we exist, but we must be beautiful,
exciting, lovable over al other women. In these fantasies, the
star gives us part of his magic and charisma. He shares the
plentitude of love he gets from his fans with us. We grow rich
on other women's envy; we are excited in ourselves by his
fame. He is the sun, and we are the moon, shining beautifully
in hisreflected light.
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All of which is enough — plenty — when we are in our teens.
When we are women, these fantasies come to an end. We want
to be seenin our own light. O

Jenny

| enjoyed your book, My Secret Garden. It's for, by, and
about the female sex, and we need more books like that. | must
admit that | was shocked at first by some of the fantasies —
mine are never that explicit or far out. But perhaps they will
become more so as | grow older. They've given me some great
ideas, and | must admit that the pieces on animals fascinated
me.

| am eighteen years old, and a virgin. Perhaps this is why
my fantasies are so “mild” compared to the ones told in your
first book. | fantasize going to a Hollywood party, and there
meeting someone like Roddy McDowall or Gene Kelly (older
men really turn me on). They immediately fall for me, and end
up marrying me, or living together.

Sometimes | fantasize that | am at an Elvis concert, and he
picks me out of the whole crowd to come up to his hotel room,
and | end up going off to live with him at his home in Grace-
land.

Another fantasy | have concerns Mr. Spock from “Star
Trek.” Heis very unemotional and calm, but | could be the one
to arouse him, and we'd end up making love, in a very digni-
fied manner, however.

| adso have the “classic” fantasies — being a kidnapped
maiden, tied up in scanty rags, and just as the evil henchmen
are about to attack me, the hero comes and whisks me off, but |
assist him in fighting off the bad guys, with karate, etc .... No
“weak damsel” for mel

I never plan on marrying, that's not the life for me — | want
to be someone, go places, and see things. But | am also a
Cathalic, and that puts pressure on my moral beliefs. | would
like to feel freeto go to bed with anyone | like, but my religion
forbids this. | don't want to be forever damned, but | don't wish
to become a hermit, either. It's a bad scene.
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Once again, thank you for the work you are doing. | hope it
serves to show women that they're not alone in their dreams,
and to encourage them to fantasize more. | truly believe that no
man can ever have as great fantasies as we women have!

Veevee

| have read and reread your book, My Secret Garden, about
a hundred times now, and | would like to make a contribution.
Before | start, | want to tell you, that book is the greatest. What
arelief when | learned that other girls fantasize too.

Now, about me. My name is Veevee. | am eighteen, | want
to be a rock singer-costume designer, and | am very horny. |
lost my virginity only last year to my boyfriend, who | am till
dating. We have sex regularly, every weekend, even during my
period. It's kind of messy, but he likes it, because he doesn't
have to use a safe.

The men in my fantasies are neither black nor white, but
Oriental. | find them extremely sexy, and | simply cannot warm
up to any other kind of man (I'm not Oriental, though, myself).
| detest hairy chests and faces ... pae hair, eyes, and skin are
too milky to be erotic. | adore slim bodies, smooth golden skin,
and cute asses, and Orientals have it al. Japanese are my fa-
vorites, and my boyfriend is a Japanese. | have aso dept with
a delicious Korean boy whom | met in another city recently. |
haven't had a chance to lay out a Chinese yet, but I'm working
onit.

The star of my fantasies is in fact a star, a Japanese rock
singer superstar. He is incredibly gorgeous, with a mane of
dark hair, great big black eyes, a complexion that a girl would
envy, and a sensuous mouth just right for long deep kisses.
And, wow, what a body! Not skinny at all, but smooth and
well-muscled. | have some pictures of him wearing only shorts
and track shoes, and | don't know how many times | have mas-
turbated while looking at these photos. Anyway, | can fantasize
him onstage, wearing a white leather outfit, with high boots
and gloves, al studded with rhinestones. The pants and vest
are really tight, and the vest is low cut. He is sleeveless, and
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his golden skin is gleaming with sweat under the lights. His
hair iswild, and his eyes are flashing as he writhes and gyrates
to the heavy throb of the music. Thousands of girls are scream-
ing around him, but | watch him triumphantly, knowing that |
am the woman who will possess that beautiful body, straining
against the leather. Of all the women in the audience, only |
can close my eyes acid remember the exact shape of his cock —
something no one else in the audience has ever seen, except
tantalizingly when the excitement of his singing makes his
erection show to the audience of screaming women through his
tight trousers. Now he is taking his final bows, and | move off,
out of the crowd, to grab a taxi to his apartment. As | walk
through the crowd, nobody turns to look at me. They are al
straining for a glimpse of him, but | have the secret power of
knowing that if only they knew where | was going, and who |
was soon going to be with, they would be clutching after me
too.

Oncein his apartment, | relax on his huge double bed.

It has satin sheets and a canopy with embroidered quilts. |
sip adrink, until | hear the door open. He strides in and regards
me for a moment through narrowed eyes. | can see that all that
heavy music and dancing has had its effect, and | quiver with
anticipation. | can feel the moisture begin between my legs.
Without bothering to take anything off, he seizes me in his
arms and kisses me firmly and urgently, meanwhile stripping
off my clothes. My panties get snagged, and there is a satisfy-
ing sound of tearing, as he rips the cloth off my hips.

Now he removes his gloves and begins to caress my body,
his golden hands moving from my breasts down to my belly, to
my cunt (which | keep clean-shaven). He stands right in front
of me, one arm around my neck, pulling me closer to him, the
other hand down between my legs, his middle finger inside me,
stirring up the juices as his tongue inside my mouth licks mine.
I can hear myself sigh as| take a step with one foot to open my
legs wider for him to put in two fingers.

His kisses become more insistent as they now begin to fall
on my naked flesh lower and lower down, down, down, and his
tongue in my hot cunt is just too much, and | heave and writhe
in the most wonderful climax | have ever had — the cunt juices
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just flowing out of me and making a river down the crack of
my ass.

This drives him wild, and he leaps on me and drives his
long hard cock in so deep | moan with ecstasy. He is still wear-
ing the leather vest, and | can see him thrusting and my legs
wrapped around his ass in amirror. He sees that | like looking
a us in the mirror, and with a strong lunge of his cock, while
he is till inside me, he pushes my ass around so that now we
are parald to the mirror, and | can actualy see his long cock
dliding in and out. | put my hand around it, as if to make my
cunt longer and more firmly gripping. It excites him even more
to be held by my hand and my cunt at the same time, and just
as | dip my hand between his legs and shove a finger in his
asshole, he shrieks asif he's being murdered, and he comes!

He is thoroughly exhausted by now, and | roll him on his
back and gently undress him. | go to the washroom and clean
myself up and fetch a cool towel to wipe him off with. | rub
him with the towel on his back and chest, while he lies there
watching me through half-closed eyes and smiling. Then |
massage his legs and back, and he sighs contentedly. | crawl
back into bed with him, and we snuggle together and go to
deep in each other'sarms.

This is one fantasy which | hope to make come true, but |
don't know .... | intend to go to Japan this year. Well see then.
| get ared thrill out of pampering a guy and being pampered
by him too. | like to be dominated somewhat. Because | am a
big girl, I do most of the dominating in real life, but I'd like to
take the passive role — in sex, anyway,

It was also great to find out other girls like to look at guys
too. | enjoy supertight hiphugging pants with button flies on a
guy with a pert, round ass and tapered thighs. | also like the
curve between the shoulder and hip to be well-defined, and
shirts to be unbuttoned at the neck. Tight high-waisted pants
are great. | find boots very sexy, while shoes for some reason
really make me cream my jeans. When my boyfriend wears his
white shoes, it takes all my willpower not to take him then and
there. White boots are superdynamite! | met a Chinese singer
in a rock group who wore them, along with a tight jumpsuit
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unzipped amost to his navel. Zowie! | would have given my
eyeteeth for just one round between the sheets with him.

Well, enough of what makes me horny. | hope you can use
my fantasy. | know it is nothing fantastic, but when | am feel-
ing low or nonsexy, al | haveto do isimagineit, and | feel full
of zip again. It is especially good to imagine it on nights when
| am with my real boyfriend — it brings me to orgasm in ten
seconds flat.

Katherine

My fantasies are nearly always about public figures —movie
stars, baseball players, etc. | am twenty-two, pretty, single, in
love twice, both times disasters, now cautious about men.

| have one fantasy wherein | am a fifteen-year-old girl
named Marjorie, and Christopher Lee (the English actor) is my
godfather. He is visiting my parents, and | somehow spirit him
into the wooded area of our estate. | tell him | have a surprise
for him, and he should turn his back to me. Soon | tell him to
turn around, and he sees | am standing nude, smiling mischie-
voudly a him. He tries to think of a gentle let-down, but |
throw myself a him, and he takes me there, in the middle of
the woods.

Another fantasy is one where | seduce Basil Rathbone as
Sherlock Holmes at 22B Baker St. In it, | am his twenty-year-
old niece. Dr. Watson (Nigel Bruce) is amazed his aloof pa
Holmesfindly fell for someone.

| have another fantasy in which | am dancing at a ball; all
the women are in flowing gowns and everyone is waltzing. My
gown is so low-cut that my partner can look down and see my
rosy nipples. Since it is Victorian times, | am a real virgina
prude. My partner (let's call him Errol Flynn) takes me to a
dark stairway outside the ballroom and pulls the top of my
dress down. | object feebly as he massages my breasts. | get so
aroused | can't fight it, and he lifts my long dress up and puts
his fingers into me. The fear of being seen by the other guests
adds to the excitement.
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| have fantasies wherein a man fingers me under the table-
cloth in a crowded restaurant.

Another one is that | am really drunk, too drunk to know
what's going on, and I'm parked in a car with, oh, let's say
Robert Taylor. He lays me across the front seat, lifts my dress,
and pulls my panties down. Then he puts an empty wine bottle,
thin neck first, of course, into me and movesit in and out really
fast. | writhe in drunken ecstasy!

Well, those are a few of my most popular ones. | just LOVE
those public figures! | often wonder how I'd react if | ever met
one in the flesh; oh, | know some are already dead, but Chris-
topher Lee, David Carradine (“Kung Fu”), Leonard Nimoy and
William Shatner (“Star Trek”), and many of the N.Y. Mets,
Nets, Jets, and Sets are still around. Sigh! | wonder what their
wives fantasize about — or if they have to fantasize at al!

Muffie

I know the will sound stupid, ‘cause I'm not a silly teenage
groupie, but rock singer Cat Stevens turns me on something
fierce. | once stayed up until 3 A.M. watching a concert of his
on television and masturbating myself senseless.

| fantasize that he and | are on a deserted beach laughing
and running, naked. | trip and fall, and he rushes over to see if
I'm al right. His hand on my naked back makes me burn, and
with a moan, | roll over and pull him onto me, holding him
gently, kissing his face and his eyes, his lips, and then burying
my head in the soft hollow of his shoulder.

His caresses are gentle, like a thought, and his eyes are lov-
ing. Then without speaking, my legs open, and he enters me,
pushing his cock against me easily, as if asking permission.
Then we are fucking, and it seems like we are one with the
sand, the sea, and the moon. When we finally come, it's grace-
ful, unhurried. We fall asleep still entwined; when | awaken at
dawn, he's gone, and | find a beautiful seashell in my hand,
and it seems to be smiling a me.

| have redly enjoyed being able to put the private me into
words, so thank you. | am trying to get my friends to write you,
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but most are wrapped up in their garden clubs and dinners.
Telling a fantasy to me and writing to you are worlds apart.
Maybe one day they can beredly free.

God bless you, Nancy. I'm glad someone cares enough to
undertake understanding the whole woman.

Carina

| read your book and enjoyed it very much. Thank you for
bringing out into the open that women think about sex more
than some people redlize. Here is a fantasy of mine for your
new book.

First off, my name is Carina. I'm eighteen and live with my
mother and two young brothers. My fantasy aways takes place
in the shower when | stand in a certain was so that the water
hits me in the right spot of desire. In the fantasy, I'm washing
in the shower and don't hear the doorbell ring. James Caan, the
movie dtar, is at the door, and he walks right in (because he
finds the door is accidentally unlocked). He's there because he's
met a friend of mine who told him al about me. Well, he
comes (I mean he pokes his head through the shower curtain)
right into the shower, shedding his clothes and says: “Your
friend was right. You are as marvelous as she said you were!”
We make love while the water trickles over, around, and under
our bodies. By this time, | have an orgasm and the fantasy
ends.

| hopeit is one that you can use.

0 Though June is nineteen and married, she fantasizes
about a girl friend she has known since she was thirteen. “In
real life, asfar as we got was to hold and kiss each other,” she
writes in lament about the children's sexual games they used to
play in early adolescence. It seemed so easy then, so comfort-
ing to our loneliness, to see our friends as our other selves. We
clung to each other for reassurance in young fear and bewil-
derment of our burgeoning sexuality. In exploring our friend's
body, we explored our own.
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This element of narcissistic identification seems clear in
June's fantasy: she does not see her friend as arival in the tri-
angle she wants to set up with her own husband; she is not
“the other woman” — she is an accomplice. Her fantasy re-
minds us of those days when doing anything was much more
fun when we shared it with a girl friend ... those early days
when the true excitement of a date was not so much when we
were with him but when we could describe it afterward to our
friends.

One important point remains to be made about fantasies like
June's; it is as common for women to have sexual fantasies
about other women asit is rare for men to have fantasies about
other men. The bugaboo of homosexua fear does not haunt our
sex the way it does the other, but this does not mean that every
woman who has a sexual fantasy about another woman is a
leshian. (The phrase “latent lesbian” has no meaning. We are
al “latent” — it isimaginable for any human being to do some-
thing sexual with any other human being in the right time and
circumstances.)

Some women who have fantasies about other women de-
scribe themselves as lesbians. Many women who have similar
fantasies do not. Y ou know yourself better than | do. Having a
fantasy in your mind is a very far cry from meaning you have
done something in actuality ... or that you “really” want to do
it. June has sexual fantasies about other women, but does not
for one moment mention the idea that she might be a homosex-
ual. Tina writes about her attraction to Barbara in terms that
may well mean that in time she will enter a homosexual rela-
tionship. Scattered throughout this book are fantasies by other
women who have erotic reveries about sex with other females
... some letters are from women who have put this idea into
practice. None of these sexua paths is better than any other,
none is right or wrong. All that matters is how your sex life
makes you fedl. If you feel whole and happy, released and vital,
it is nobody's business how you reach that goal. Some of the
women concerned call themselves lesbians, others do not.
What you call yourself isyour business too.
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In general, it can be said that sexual fantasies of other
women can usually be traced back to feelings and emotions of
babyhood, when our mother was our first love object. In time,
as we grew up, we made the crossover to men — starting with
father, who we took to be our first modd for all men. But some
leftover emotion about mother, some unconscious image of
how she smelled, touched us, and gave us our first idea of love,
is often still buried somewhere within us, just asthereisalittle
bit of the child left over in every adult. O

June

| have just finished reading your book. | have really enjoyed
it, and am glad someone has finally written about women's
fantasies.

| have afew, but this is my favorite. This fantasy is aways
about agirl friend I've known since | was thirteen years old.

I've dways wanted to make it with her. In red life, asfar as
we got was to hold and kiss each other. | have had women
make love to me, but it's always turned me off. | know that (I'll
call her Sue) Sue would be the only one that could turn me on.

| am nineteen years old and am married. | have told my hus-
band before about my fantasy, but after | read your book, | got
realy excited and decided to really describe to him my fantasy
and how I'd like him to be making it with the both of us. It
realy turned him on. We had the best time in bed than we've
had in along time.

We both hope someday our fantasy will come true. | think
then | would be the happiest. We live far from her now, but
plan on moving back soon.

Wéll, thank you for the book you've written. I'm looking for-
ward to your next book. | hope this can help you in some way.
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Tina

| am thirty-seven years old and have been with my husband
for fifteen years, the last ten of which | have known Barbara.
My husband is sexually okay, but not passionate — his value as
a husband is based on other qualities. My strongest emotional
need has been to be able to be open, to share all my thoughts
and fedlings (including sexual fantasies). | have done this not
with my husband but with Barbara. She has also shared more
deeply with me than with anyone else until recently, when
someone new entered her life,

I have had sexua fantasies about her and other women for
as long as | can remember having sexual feelings at all. The
reason | am writing to you now is because of “the change” in
me — none of the fantasies in your book seem to cover that part
of me.

As time has gone by, the outward sexuality between Barb
and me has grown from no touching at al to spontaneous
kisses and embraces and back rubs that take me close to or-
gasm. (I think the next time | will ask if she minds for me to
masturbate in her presence. | will have to think about this for a
while since we live in separate cities, and our direct contact is
only once or twice ayear.)

Until last year, Barbara said that she wasn't sexualy at-
tracted to women. Now she is living in a leshian relationship.
You can imagine the mixture of joy for her and pain | felt for
myself when that happened. Until the beginning of that rela-
tionship, my fantasies about women had aways been about
Barbara. 1 would imagine her saying “Yes, | do have sexua
feelings for you,” and going down on me, hugging, kissing,
etc. Once | imagined Barb walking in while | was masturbat-
ing and sitting down beside me and holding my left hand. Last
winter, | visited with her and her lover and had the deepest
back rub yet. The whole time she was much more open and
affectionate than ever before, but still clear that 1 wasn't to be
her bedmate. The next night, we three women did pot together
(my first time). Eventually, they went to the bedroom, and | lay
down on the couch. | felt like | was with them, part of their sex.
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And then suddenly switching from explicit masturbatory im-
ages, | wastalking to Barb, sharing with her words of love and
deep feelings, some of it even admissions of jealousy. But even
though what | was telling her was not al positive feelings, |
could sense Barb's understanding and love. Her nonsexua but
deep love for me wanting me to feel good and enhancing my
sexual intensity. Since then | have often incorporated this sense
of feeling close with a woman, fegling her love with my mas-
turbation. | told Barbara the next day, and she felt it was a
beautiful thing. | shared all the feelings too that | had verbal-
ized in the fantasy when | had imagined the two of them mak-
ing love in the other room, and she understood all of that too. |
suppose you might not call this a sexual fantasy, but it turns
me on deepest of al when | masturbate to imagine how deeply
awoman (Barb) understands me, accepts and loves me. Some-
times | try to incorporate this fegling into my time with my
husband (but 1 do feel guilty thinking of someone else when |
am with him). | have since last winter slept with three women.
One of them touched my deepest feelings along with my body.
| fantasize about her both ways at once — the feelings that we
share, plus the memories of our sex. Love and sex together can
be avery powerful stimulant.

| see myself as bisexual, by the way, and have been working
within my religious denomination to spread understanding of
homosexuality and bisexudity. | initiated a consideration of
these issuesin Barb's state last summer, before it was an active
concern to her. This summer, she stood where | had stood with
the others and carried it through, while | stayed in my own
territory. | am more than pleased by the feelings of togetherness
and sisterhood | get from these activities.

| told one of my lovers about this kind of fantasy, and she
tried it and redly liked it. 1 hope | have explained it well
enough so that you understand. It's the strength of emotional
intensity and general closeness that heightens sexual feelings.
Also, one of my explicit fantasies wasn't mentioned until now.
I'll say it quickly before | lose my nerve. | am drinking breast
milk and eventualy floating in it, and as | approach climax, |
feel myself drowning.
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O Toby'sfirst fantasy, like most in this chapter, stems from
atime in her life when she was not yet ready for sex. She was
fifteen, she writes, when she began to fantasize about the man
who lived next door. He was “a&bout forty-five, with sexy gray
hair (sophisticated-looking).”

Ah, these sophisticated-looking, gray-haired older devils!
How often they populate the erotic reveries of women young
enough to be their daughters. The ambiguous mystery they
bring with them, of having slept in many beds, surrounds them
with an amost mystic, golden haze of romance. Sexua but
fatherly at the same time, the older man promises to guide us
safely into our sexua life, initiating us with his great skill,
forgiving us in his wisdom by joining us in the forbidden act.

Toby

I'm eighteen, white, single, and reasonably sexualy liber-
ated, surrounded by people who frown upon sex. Right now,
I'm having an affair with a guy called Lou, who is twenty-six.
His divorce comes through in about one month. He's redly
fantastic!

My first fantasy was of a man who lived next door to us. At
our summer cottage. | was fifteen at the time. He's about forty-
five, with sexy gray hair (sophisticated-looking).

My parents have one cottage while | have my own.

At about one in the morning, a knock would come at the
door and V., the man next door, who had kids older than I,
would come in and immediately we'd be locked in a mad em-
brace. He was the best married man around.

Whispering gentle words, we'd fall on the bed and make
love. He's gentle and | get horny thinking about him. Well
screw and talk until five A.M., when he returns home and
leaves me with memories.

Another fantasy | have is having a huge dog (German shep-
herd) make love to me (doggie-style, of course). | would be
held down, and the dog would be forced to sniff between my
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legs and lick me out. Then he'd put his hard, moist penisinside
me, and we'd rock on to heaven.

Just the thought of his big nose probing between my legs
excitesme.

Nothing really excites me as the thought of making love to
two men. Both of whom are familiar to me.

One to perform cunnilingus on me while the other (after the
first) can screw me.

While on a train, Lou and | made love on the seats of our
car. It was dark, at night, so no one really saw us (I hope). The
seats across from me were vacant, but there were people ahead
and behind me. We played with each other until that crucia
moment came. He pulled down his pants and put a blanket
over him. | had on a dress with no pants, so | just hopped on
his knee, and when he put his huge prick inside me, along with
the movement of thetrain, it was heaven. It was good! | experi-
enced my first real orgasm with him.

We fucked for about two hours, al the way to Boston, where
we had an engagement to play the next day.

I'll often fantasize that again he's home, and | can screw
him again and again and again.

Everytime | seeaguy in tight pants ... look out! | could just
grab him and wow!!

You seem like a fantastic lady, and | hope we could meet
sometime.

Penny

When | first became aware of my sexual fantasies, | was in
my early teens. They used to threaten me sometimes, particu-
larly the ones involving other women. | have not gotten to the
point even today where | can, or want to discuss them with my
husband, even though my best friend and | swap fantasies. Our
latest mutual fantasy is telling our men that we're going to
Memphis for a weekend shopping spree, but actually going
there to get fucked. As you can see, | have come a long way
with my fantasies, and can now enjoy them. In fact, | don't like
to read My Secret Garden while I'm at work, because it gets
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me too turned on, and that's not a state | want to be in at the
office.

One of my favorite fantasies when | was a kid was walking
along the superhighway near the school | went to. The people
weren't in cars — | would imagine them moving together in
small clumps or groups, but walking. As | moved into the left
lane to pass a slow-moving family, | had to turn sideways. |
passed close by a man with a hard-on. | smiled and said mm-
mm-mm ... as in mm-mm-good. He took my arm and tried to
get me to go with him. | smiled sheepishly and answered that |
really couldn't, because | was too young and inexperienced. He
tried to convince me again, and | said, why not. We got out at
the next exit. | had no pants on. We were sitting near the
school. Someone (I think the hard-on man) was twiddling my
clit. It felt good. Then | was in aroom. | decided | had to get
out. So | sheepishly asked him if | could please have my pants
back. He gave them to me, and | hurriedly left the room. There
was snow on the ground; then the man was after me. All of a
sudden, | saw atrain arriving. | yelled out, “Thank God for the
Southern Pacific!”

That was the end of that particular one. One of the first fan-
tasies | can remember in my whole life was a man lying down.
| opened his zipper — | thrust my hand inside his pants, but into
pitch blackness. At that time, | had never seen a cock.

A couple of years ago, when | went through the phase | de-
scribed of having fantasies about' other women, my sexua
images were very exotic. | would imagine myself grabbing
Miss Americas tit, watching a pregnant lady undress. Many
times, | have had dreams about being bare-chested in public, in
which | usualy tried to cover myself. Recently, | had celebrity
week. One night, | was part of the M.A.SH. unit, and Alan
Aldawas after me. The next night, Frank Langella (Diary of a
Mad Housewife, Twelve Chairs) was fucking me and said,
“The only problem isthat | have a small dick. So you will have
to flex your muscle.” | remember in my dream feeling my va
ginatighten and loosen, tighten and loosen.

If you like, | can ask the friend | swap fantasies with to send
you hers. | hope | have been of some help.
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Cecillia

I loveyou, | loveyou, | love youl!!!

Your book was sensational and quite a turn on at times —a
turn off at others, but always devilishly good fun. I'd love very
much to submit a fantasy or two of my own. I'm seventeen, and
have fantasized (in one form or another) as long as | can re-
member.

My favorite (current favorite, that is) concerns this boy |
went out with severa times (but unfortunately never dept
with). This was while | was till a virgin — but should I run
into him again, am sure | could get things to happen!! The fan-
tasy starts that we're in his bedroom, alone together, and | walk
over to him and just start to kiss him quite passionately while |
unzip hisfly. | take his huge throbbing cock into my hands and
start caressing, fondling it, etc. He dlips his trembling hands up
my sweater and starts to massage my breasts. He has to unzip
my fly and dlips his hand right on my dripping pussy and sticks
afew fingers up my cunt.

We both undress each other (I stop while pulling off his
pants to fellate him). He lays me on his bed, props my legs up
and open, and his full red lips unite with my red cunt and
Zowie! | pull his head into me, and that tongue of his licks the
hell out of me. We have intercourse and both end up quite sat-
isfied.

My next one concerns a girl friend of mine. | decide to Seep
over her house, so we smoke some grass and are feeling rather
free with one another. We decide to take a shower together,
and that's when the fun begins. We offer to wash one another's
backs and naturally that's not al we wash of one another. We
get into her bedroom and first | towel her off, then she does me;
she has me sit on the edge of her bed so that she can dry my
feet and legs. She starts feeling my thighs and starts to kiss and
lick them. She opens my legs wide and starts to lick, suck, and
kiss my cunt. She works her way al over me, and we end up
69ing it al night.

I've told my lover these, and he enjoys them also.
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| too am an avid crotch- and fanny-watcher. | always enjoy
visualy undressing men and imagining screwing with them.
Can't wait for your next book. Much love to you.

Isabel

I just finished reading your book called My Secret Garden,
and | liked it very much. | especialy liked it because it made
me feel better about myself. | think about sex alot, and | fanta-
size about sex so much that | was beginning to think that | was
perverted. It makes me fedl better to know that other women
fantasize about sex just as | do. | am going to be a sophomore
in college this next school year, but | am home for the summer
right now. | want to tell you about my fantasies, but | must
keep this letter anonymous, because | livein avery small town,
and | do not want anyone here to find out about me. As| said, |
have alot of sexua fantasies, and | would like to tell you about
some of them. Although | have sexual fantasies amost any-
time, | have my most developed sexua fantasies when | mas-
turbate. 1 think 1 masturbate more than most girls. Almost
every night before | go to sleep, | masturbate, and | often mas-
turbate at other times during the day when | am aroused and
can be alone for a while. Masturbation is the only kind of sex-
ual activity | have ever had. Although people say | have a
pretty face, | am overweight. Being overweight makes it diffi-
cult for me to get dates with boys, so | have had only a few
dates with boys in my whole life. To be honest, | am a little
afraid of boys. | am afraid | might be frigid if | ever did have
sex with a boy. That's enough about me though. | had better
tell you about my fantasies.

| think | am the female equivalent of a “peeping Tom.” In
my sexua fantasies, | amost always imagine myself secretly
watching other persons engaged in sexua activities. One of my
favorites is to imagine an attractive boy undressing while | am
secretly watching him. | have never seen a boy undressed, so |
am not sure if what | imagine is completely accurate. | am
aroused by the thought of seeing a boy's sexual organs, but the
thought of actually touching them kind of scares me. They kind
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of attract and repulse me at the same time. When | have this
fantasy, | also like to imagine this boy masturbating himself
after he undresses. | am not sure how boys really do masturbate
themselves, but in my fantasies they do it severa ways. My
favorite right now is to imagine a boy lying facedown on ,his
bed and moving his hips up and down so that his penis rubs
against the sheets. | like to imagine that when he gaculates he
calls out my name as though he has been fantasizing about me.

Another of my fantasies is to imagine a couple having sex
while | secretly watch. The couples are usually persons | know
personaly; when one of my girl friends gets married, | like to
liein my bed on her wedding night and try to imagine what she
and her new husband may be doing. | imagine that | am there
secretly watching when she sees her husband undress for the
first time and when she undresses while her husband watches.
The thought of undressing in front of a boy scares me, but it
arouses me too. After fantasizing about one of my girl friends
and her new husband undressing, | imagine that | am secretly
watching them when they have sex for the first time. Unless |
know otherwise for sure, | imagine that she is a virgin. Her
husband's penisis very large, and she cries out with pain when
he pushesit into her for the first time. It hurts so much that she
starts crying, but in a few minutes, it starts to feel good to her.
This, too, isapart of sex that scares me, but also arouses me.

Besides newlyweds, | fantasize about other couples | know
too, both married and unmarried. | think about what they
probably do when they have sex. | like to try and imagine al
the things they might do when they are having sex together. In
my mind, | try to picture them having sex. One of my favorite
things is to imagine them having oral sex. Mostly, | try to pic-
ture whatever girl | am fantasizing about sucking on her part-
ner's penis. The idea of doing that to a boy repulses me, and yet
it fascinates me too. | sometimes imagine that he gjaculates in
her mouth and that she swallows it. Thinking about that
arouses me very much, but | do not think that | would ever
really do that myself. | also like to picture in my mind couples
masturbating each other, and | get very aroused when | try to
picture the boy sucking on the girl's nipples.
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Most of my sexual fantasies are of the types | have aready
described, but | do have a few other kinds of sexual fantasies
sometimes. Almost everytime | see a good-looking boy, | try to
imagine what he looks like with his clothes off. When | do this,
| kind of play agame.

| try to guess the size and shape of his sexua organs, a-
though having never seen a boy with his clothes off, | am not
too sure what his sexual organs ought to look like. Once | saw
a boy whose pants were bulging as though his penis were
erect, and it arouses me when | think about how he looked. |
really wish that there were a magazine for women that showed
photographs of good-looking men with al their clothes off.
Another fantasy that | have had a few times concerns two girls
I know at college. They have an apartment together, and |
found out from some of my friends that they are leshians.
Sometimes when | masturbate, | try to imagine that | am se-
cretly watching when these two girls are having sex together. It
worries me, but | do get very aroused when | think about them
having sex. Sometimes | get, aroused thinking about some very
feminine and dlim girl with al her clothes off, and occasionally
| fantasize about secretly watching a girl like that undress and
then masturbate. Sometimes | think that | would be less afraid
of having sex with another girl than I would of having sex with
aboy.

In amost all my sexual fantasies, | am just a secret’ observer
of other persons sexua activities, but in a very' small number
of fantasies, | do play other parts. Most of these fantasies have
asimilar format. | imagine that | am trapped and am forced to
have sex with a good-looking boy. | will give you an example
of one of these fantasies. | imagine that | and a good-looking
boy, who otherwise would pay no attention to me, are snow-
bound aone together in a mountain cabin together or some
other place like that. We have food and logs for the fire in the
fireplace, so we are comfortable. When night comes, we pre-
pare to sleep in separate rooms, but when | begin' undressing,
he bursts into my room. He aready has all his clothes off, and
he forcibly removes the rest of my clothing. When he sees me
with my clothes off, he gets even more excited, and his penis
becomes erect. It is very firm and very large, and | am scared
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by the sight of it. He forces me down on my back on the bed
and gets on top of me. Right away he starts trying to push his
penis into me. It hurts so much that | start crying, but he just
keeps pushing his penis into me. After several minutes of that,
it begins to feel good. He keeps moving his penisin and out of
me for about ten or fifteen minutes, and then he gaculates.
While he is gaculating, he tells me how good it feels to have
sex with me. Afterward, we lie in bed together, and he is very
affectionate to me. In fantasies like this one, | imagine that
having sex feels very good, but | do not have an orgasm in
them. | do not have this kind of fantasy very often though. |
probably only have it about once or twice a month. | have to be
in just the right mood for this kind or else they make me feel
bad instead of good.

The first specificaly sexual fantasy that | ever had occurred
when | was thirteen, and my oldest sister got married (I only
have sisters and no brothers). At that time, | asked my mother
about marriage and having babies, and she told me about sex.
Soon after that, | began to masturbate, and when | did, | would
fantasize about being able to secretly watch while my sister
and her new husband were having sex together. Maybe be-
cause it was the first kind of sexua fantasy | had, this kind of
fantasy is just about my favorite of al. | get extremely aroused
when | try to picture what a newly married couple | know are
doing on their wedding night or on their honeymoon. Second to
this kind of fantasy are those in which | imagine that | am se-
cretly watching while a good-looking boy takes off al his
clothes and then masturbates. | would MUCH RATHER imag-
ine watching this than to actually have sex with aboy.

| hope that what | have told you about my sexual fantasies
will help your continuing research. | can hardly wait to read the
results of this additional research. | lent my copy of your book
to afriend of mine, and she, too, likes it very much. Maybe she
will write to you too. | might even write to you again if | think
of moreto tell you about.
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CHAPTER THREE

LOOKING

O Until very recently, it was a cliché even in the medical
profession that women were not turned on by reading pornog-
raphy. When | began researching My Secret Garden, one doc-
tor after another told me that women are unable to become
aroused through the same kind of visua stimuli that moved
men. “A woman does not look at sex as a kind of simple,
physical proposition the way men can,” went the usual expla-
nation. “Pornographic books or photos leave all emotion out of
sex, but unless a woman can see sex in an emational context,
shejust isn't interested.”

This may have sounded reasonable enough; on the whole, it
is fairly true of the way women lead their lives. The only prob-
lem with the explanation is that it does not account for, or even
acknowledge, female lust.

It did not help explain to me why | would aways find my
eyes riveted to attention when | passed a man on the street who
had a noticeable bulge in his trousers ... why, when | went to
see The Changing Room, a play in which at least a dozen na
ked men come on stage at one time, it was al | could do to
keep my head from swiveling from side to side. | had never
seen so many naked cocks presented for my inspection at one
time, and athough | felt no emotion for any of the actors in-
volved, it was one of the most exciting evenings | had ever
spent in atheater.

Was | some kind of freak? | wondered. | had nothing to
compare myself to, no role-models whose footsteps | could
safely walk in. | had no cultura okay to give sanction to my
prurient interest, the way men have for theirs. If a man likes to
go to burlesque shows and pins photos of naked women on his
wall, it shows he is one hell of a lusty guy. There is even a
society based in San Diego — made up of young studs who
proudly label themselves “International Girl Watchers.” But
we are only supposed to collect photos of couples walking
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hand in hand in the moonlight. The whole business seemed
unfair to me —worsg, it offended my sense of logic and symme-
try. There must be a reverse to the coin, even if | had never
heard it discussed, even if no doctor would agree with me. |
remember talking to a friend's young daughter not too long ago
about her experiences a the beach. “Men have these funny
bulges in the front of their bathing suits,” the girl said, “but
you're not supposed to notice them. How do you do that?’

How indeed? | get furious when | hear men and women
alike say that the naked male isn't as interesting or beautiful as
the naked female. Why? Why should tits be any more beautiful
than a man's buttocks or cock? | believe it is men themselves
who've set up the idea that their naked bodies are ugly — or at
least, too trivial or unimportant to look at, unless they have an
erection! If I am right, then it is also men themselves who will
have to help both sexes get over this absurd prejudice. Men are
going to have to accept their own naked bodies as aesthetically
satisfying, and not merely sexualy useful; they will have to
learn to lie back and enjoy allowing a woman to look at them.
Once men can get away from the idea that they are not worth
looking at if they don't have a giant, erect cock, they will be
liberated from an enormous amount of their castration anxie-
ties. They will be freed from the notion that they are either a
giant penis or they are “nothing.” They can be men, instead of
perpetua fucking machines.

To see a naked man from the rear is a sight that takes my
breath away the awesome shape of power as the shoulders drop
away into narrow hips, the hard, muscle-bunched look of an
athletes ass.... There arelinesin the male body that have never
been mentioned, aesthetics of masculine anatomy women will
soon be writing poetry about ... if we can give ourselves per-
mission to look.

Unlike men, women have been trained from birth to be ex-
hibitionists. Fashion is busily revealing one aspect of our anat-
omy this year, hiding it the next. Who more than a woman
feels more deeply in her bones the erotic power of what the eye
can see? It is obvious to me that both sexes must be equally
stimulated by reading and seeing sexual sights, but that women
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—“ladies” — have been culturally conditioned to deny it, even to
themselves. Both sexes respond to natural things like sunshine,
furry animals, the feeling of speed, the sound of music —why
should there be this great divide in what turns on the individual
sexes? If both women and men like sex, both must likeit in all
its manifestations, even the most fleeting. After | had written in
My Secret Garden that | was “an inveterate crotch-watcher,”
woman after woman has taken me aside to tell me, with are-
lieved laugh, that she was too. (You will aso find mention of
the pleasures of fantasizing what goes on under a man's tight-
fitting pantsin many of the lettersin this book.)

Roxanne too sends evidence that I'm not alone in getting an
erotic charge out of things | see. Her letter contains eleven dif-
ferent fantasies, all of which involve looking and being looked
at.

But her letter ends on a sad note, | feel — one that does much
to explain why women are so afraid to confess their excitement
a seeing something sexual. “... | must stop now,” Roxanne
concludes, “as my husband is coming home. He's great but
rather traditional, so | don't want him to see all this.” Instead of
seeing women's sexua response to things they see or read as
one more erotic avenue to explore together, too many men see
it asathreat, asign of raging sexudity that they are afraid they
may not be able to satisfy. “My ex-husband would rather think
of me as frigid,” a friend recently said to me, “than think
maybe | wasn't getting enough.” O

Roxanne

I have a number of favorite fantasies— | say favorite because
if | described al of my fantasies I'd be able to write a book
myself. So anyway, as my vagina juices start proliferating,
here goes:

Fantasy 1: Thereis a pornographic book and magazine store
fairly near where | live. The magazines are especidly gredt,
with all types of pictures and advice, including how guys can
best fuck guys, and so forth. Anyway, | see myself going in
there with some type of revealing clothing on and definitely No

96



underwear of any kind. Whatever the top material is, my nip-
ples will be clearly visible, and the bottom part will be some
sort of skirt-dress. | go in and start paging through some maga-
zines when | accidentally on purpose drop one. | bend over to
pick it up, thus revealing my ass and cunt in al their glory. The
young male proprietor naturally is watching me all along, and
he has al he can do to contain himself. Sometimes hell rush
over and before | even get a chance to get up, he sticks his
enormous prick in me —in my asshole, in my cunt — no matter
—and pumps to our hearts delight.

Sometimes he won't approach me, so I'll take a few maga-
zines to him to purchase and say, “Boy, I'll bet you get horny
working in aplace like this,” or “You should have a back room
where horny females like me can get some fucking when they
need it — like right now.” He looks at me with lust and tells me
they do have such a room! He directs me and in | go with my
throbbing body. What should be in there but three gorgeous
guys, and | direct the show. Wow — have you ever had al three
holes fucked simultaneoudly?

Another great feeling is to be held by two guys and raised
up and down on athird guy's prick —first slowly and then with
progressive speed.

After dl this, | still want more variety. | take one guy into
the adjoining shower with me and ask him to pee on me — yes
— pee on my boobs and tummy and cunt. That's exciting! After
that, | bend over on al fours and tell him to “stick it up my
ass,” which he obligingly does.

This particular fantasy usually ends about here. This very
morning, | went to the bookstore to act this out (at least in the
initial stages) only to find out they had gone out of business.
Would you believe that? And | was ready! All | had on was a
white peasant blouse off-the-shoulders and a short peasant type
skirt —no undies! If | had bent over or if agood wind had come
along, | either would've been arrested or raped — maybe both. |
sure was disappointed and frustrated! 1 went home and mas-
turbated with an artificial banana, which, believe me, was no
substitute for a cock (or cocks).
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Fantasy 2: | have tremendous exhibitionist urges — like the
bending over previoudy described. | get a lot of these ideas
from looking at magazine photos. 1'd LOVE to perform a strip
act which culminated in fucking the whole damn male audi-
ence. I'd like to masturbate manualy or with cucumbers or
whatever on stage and drive men to distraction.

Fantasy 3: I'd like to be casually dressed in some public
place as a department store with my button-down-the-front
blouse open just far enough to let a boob show from the side
for the benefit of male passersby. Occasionally, someone grabs
it and starts tearing my clothes off from lust.

Fantasy 4: Here's something | actually did a few weeks ago.
| again had on no underwear, and | parked my car in a parking
lot next to atall building where construction was being carried
out. There were workmen a few floors above me, so | decided
to give them a treat.... | pulled my skirt up (in the car) and
began to masturbate with my finger. After afew minutes, | had
quite an appreciative audience. | would've liked screwing one
or more of them, but time pressures didn't allow. Alas!

Fantasy 5: 1'd love to be seeing a porno film in a theater — |
can fedl and see myself getting hot and wet because the film is
really turning me on. All of a sudden, | feel a strange hand on
my thigh dowly heading for my black tiny bikini panties. The
hand reaches its mark and finds me wet and ready. To avoid
creating too much of a disturbance, | remove the panties, and
he opens his fly. | move over and sit on his lap thereby causing
his twelve-inch-long sex tool to go easily and smoothly into my
burning sex hole-up and down | go till we exhaust ourselvesin
climax. Then we part and he moves to a different location in
the darkened theater. I've never seen his face — it wasn't neces-
sary.

I just now stuck my finger up my twat as I'm writing this —
my god — | don't even feel human — just one whole sex ma-
chine.

Fantasy 6: At other times, | see myself as a teacher of mid-
die-to-late teen years boys. They don't especialy turn me on,
but I'd like to sit on the desk with my legs apart and turn
THEM on by letting them see my sex organs “accidentally.”
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Sometimes, a cooperative fellow teacher (male) comes into the
room, and we demonstrate to them “proper” oral lovemaking.
He undresses me slowly and completely, and | again sit on the
desk — now completely naked. He asks me to sit with my legs
apart so the whole class can see my cunt and asshole. He
spreads my labia part and describes my female anatomy to the
class. While he's touching and describing, 1'm going crazy and
am moving my body about in wild abandon. The boys at their
desks are one-by-one opening their flies to let their cocks es-
cape. Here and there, | see a fountain of semen exploding. My
fellow teacher now goes down on me by titillating my clitoris
with his tongue. He goes down slowly until his tongue slips
into my vagina, and his finger is up my ass. I'm still on the
desk. By now, boys are fucking boys and several are clawing at
me — sucking my nipples and trying to move the teacher out of
the way so they can get at me. Thisgoeson and on....

Fantasy 7: | really get turned on by looking at naked menin
Playgirl. While looking, | sometimes imagine myself at home
with minima revealing clothing on — maybe a see-through
shortie nightgown. I've been looking at myself in the full-
length mirror in the bedroom and admiring my body. In front of
the mirror, I've been executing some bumps and grinds in vari-
ous stages of partia disrobing. 1've aso been watching myself
masturbate, but this never really satisfies me, so I'min one hell
of abad way when there's a knock on the front door. | go to the
living room, peek through the blinds, and see a deliveryman
with a package for me. By this time, he's really banging on the
door, so | figure, “Oh, shit, if he'sin such a hurry, I'll just open
up.” And open up | do — both the door and myself. When |
open the door, he asks me to sign for the package; as | am
signing, he is looking. When | finish signing, it is my turn to
look at his crotch. Needless to say, it is realy bulging! He is
standing slightly inside the door, so as | reach to close it be-
hind him, my nipples brush his bare arm. That's al he needs.
He grabs me, lifts me up, and carries me over to aliving room
chair, where he places me on the chair with one of my legs over
each arm of the chair, thus leaving me dightly suspended and
with my genitals completely exposed. He pulls up my night-
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gown over my head and leaves me with nothing on. | am so
excited | can fedl the juices coming out of me. He whips out of
his pocket an artificia cock and sticks it in me — up and down
it goes till I come and come and come. Then he picks me up
and puts me on the floor and fucks me till I'm delirious. While
thisis going on, my dog enters the living room and starts sniff-
ing and whining, and his prick starts popping out. He doesn't
have a chance, though, because my deliveryman is delivering
too good for me to pay any attention to my dog ... maybe some
other time,

Fantasy 8: I'd dso like to find a guy who would like to lie
down in the bathtub with me straddling him and let me pee all
over him.

Fantasy 9: | occasionally visuaize myself walking into a
college fraternity and announcing my availability for ANY-
ONE who's there and ready.

Fantasy 10: I'm a patron in a strip-bar. The girl on stage is
doing her thing and has nothing on but a G-string. I'm there
alone, and the room is filled with men who are all excited from
watching the stripper. Strippers excite me too — but | want a
MAN to satisfy me. One approaches me, sits next to me, and
puts his hand under my skirt. In avery short time, he's got four
fingers in my hole, and | don't give a damn who's watching.
Pretty soon, al eyes are on us. I'm laid out in the booth, and
he's undressing. He gets on top of me, and then me on him;
when I'm on top of him, my boobs are bouncing like crazy, and
pretty soon | feel another prick going up my ass. We're all
keeping time to the music. The stripper is still dancing, and she
takes her G-string off and starts masturbating herself with a
candle from one of the tables. People are applauding, yelling,
and cussing, and the music gets louder and louder. It feels so
good — it just never ends.

Fantasy 11: | love to pose for porno pictures in red life ...
not professionally — just for my lovers. God, that's exciting. I'll
pose in ANY way regardless. You nameit —I'll doiit. | love to
later look at the pictures and get excited all over again. Once, a
guy and myself took a picture in a mirror of me sucking his

100



cock — to look at that later was absolutely fascinating and
thrilling.

I walk around most of the time in a horny condition. Some-
times | can't even concentrate, and that's bad because I'm a
college-educated professiona person.... | won't say what pro-
fession, because | can't risk identification in any way.

Well, there are more, but | must stop now as my husband is
coming home. He's great but rather traditional, so | don't want
him to see dl this.

I'm anxious to read your second book — hope you can use
some of thisinit.

O A few years ago, | used to write frequently for Cosmo-
politan magazine. | remember talking one day to Helen Gurley
Brown. She was thinking of doing something very daring: she
wanted to run a nude male centerfold. She wanted my help in
finding the right man. | happily fell to thinking of who this Mr.
Right could be, summoning up at least a dozen from my own
fantasies. Helen was very anxious about the project: she was
worried that it might turn off many women unless it was done
in good taste. She had cause for her concern: it had never been
done before in any woman's magazine published in America
What Helen didn't realize was that the women in her audience
were more than ready for her experiment.

| had earlier discovered in my own research for My Secret
Garden that the best way to relax women's anxiety about talk-
ing honestly about their erotic ideas was to tell them about my
own behavior first. This gave them arole-model, someone they
could identify with, and the feeling they were not aone in dis-
cussing any sexua area. Therefore, in the hundreds of ques-
tionnaires | circulated for Garden, | described myself as an
“avid crotch-watcher,” and asked if the reader was one too.
That question never failed to get a response. Most women
wrote that they were crotch-watchers too, others said they loved
seeing “men's bottoms,” “examining their pants to see which
leg it hung down in,” or just plain “looking.” Sharon says, “I
find myself many times looking at the crotches of men's pants,
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just as | sometimes find men gazing at my breasts!” “I've a-
ways been an inveterate crotch-watcher,” Molly writes. “I love
it when | see some guy with a partial erection. | am delighted
to find I'm not alone.”

The response | was getting (in a small way) to my question-
naire was multiplied a thousand times by the reaction to that
first photo of the naked Burt Reynolds in Cosmo. If, for her
own reasons, Helen Brown decided not to continue nude male
photos as aregular feature, she nevertheless did found an entire
industry. There are now several women's magazines that fea-
ture pages of naked men with ever-increasing variety and size
of genitalia for the leisurely inspection of the women of Amer-
ica — many of whom had never before seen these mysterious
parts of male anatomy up close and in living color.

If much of this photographic effort is till in bad taste — or
more to the point, not to your taste — here are several reasonsto
explain it. One is that | don't think that these new magazines
have figured out how to photograph the naked male in the way
women would like to see a man. Perhaps the big clue to thisis
that the magazines in question are owned and published by
men, or have male art directors. Therefore, the naked men are
depicted in the way these men feel women would respond: the
naked football player, hairy actor, or model is shown in al his
muscular beauty alongside a stallion with flaring nostrils and a
sexua organ rivaled only by the size of the model's ... or else
there is the inevitable Maserati or Ferrari vroom-vrooming
alongside. The art director could not believe those poor women
out there would “get it” unless the photo were power-packed
with male phallic symbols. The man aone wasn't enough ...
these other men thought.

These new magazines have been grinding out male pinups
now for a couple of years. Because | am dl in favor of it, and
only regret that they don't do it better, | am pleased to see that
they are learning to drop the horses, cars, and other barbed-
wire masculinity props. They must have begun to listen to the
women “out there” instead of to the anxious noises in their
own heads: a woman does not need any symbols to help her
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recognize that the naked penis she is looking at belongs to a
man.

Another and <till on-going misconception about what
women enjoy in looking at naked men is the belief that if the
penis isn't a foot long, no woman could be bothered. Once
again, the question must be asked: Are the men who hold these
fixed ideas getting them from their audience, or isit aresponse
to their own, inner anxiety?

The idea that size is everything is the very turning point in
the new Mel Brooks film, The Young Frankenstein. In this
movie, the frigid, manipulative young woman has no qualms
about brushing off her curly-haired lover, but is brought to
orgasm and “womanhood” by the immensity of the monster's
monstrous cock. At the point in the film where her eyes rivet
on the gigantic tool approaching her maidenhead, her face reg-
isters fear and horror, but in the ensuing moment of penetration
her voice reaches a relieved, resounding high C of song and
exuberance. The audience breaks up with laughter; everybody
getsthe joke. But it'sno jokeinred life.

One of men's greatest sexual hang-ups concerns the size of
their cock. They really believe that size is everything; psychia
trists do a lot of business treating patients with terrible com-
plexes about the sexua inadequacy of their penis size. (“It's
only seven inches, Doctor.”) What hasn't come across to the
people who create these films and centerfolds is that while
women in this book, or in jokes among themselves, may go on
about this or that “huge,” “gigantic,” or “monster” cock, the
entire idea must be taken as a metaphor for the pleasure they
desire ... sizeisthe purely symbolic measure of their exuberant
approach to the joys of sex. What woman wants to be ripped
openinred life by an enormous penis, jammed and made sore
by some tremendous cock?

Women'sinsistence on sizein their conversation or fantasies
is merely the “handle€” on which to hang their dreams. It is
their cry for more sexua pleasure, for a larger, more intense
experience not a larger tool. | have heard very few women de-
plore the small size of their lover. As any doctor or experienced
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woman can tell you, it's not the quantity but the quality of the
cock, the expertise of the lover.

This male preoccupation with, and fear about, his own in-
adequacy has so far bred (for me) a disappointing overindul-
gence in centerfold photos of men with penises so big and
swollen there is no room for imagination. While Jackie writes
that she is turned on by the intensely masochistic, but very
well-written novel, The Sory of O, and by other things she
reads and sees, she finds no stimulation in “dirty movies,”
because they are “unimaginative and tasteless.” To any man
who says, “But what woman wants to see a limp cock?’ | can
only answer — “Who better than a woman knows what can be
made of alimp cock?’

Give us something real to work with. | am al for photos of
naked men being made available to us in women's magazines.
| wish I'd had them when | was growing up. Why should men's
genitalia be a mystery? But these magazines success in the
long run, is going to depend upon the development of an audi-
ence of women who have learned how to respond to the sight
of naked men in films, photos, and all media. When women
relax enough, and alow their own genuine emotions and reac-
tions to enter their consciousness ... when they feel free
enough to play with the emotions aroused within themselves at
the sight of these beautiful naked men ... when they have
learned “to look” and be honestly receptive ... the message
will get back to the industry, and the industry will learn so-
phistication from its audience: women enjoying looking; this
iswhat they liketo look at.

Any new industry takes time for supply and demand to get
together, especially in an area so sensitive and taboo as women
unashamedly looking and enjoying the sight of naked men. |
hope we get enough time, that the art of photographing mae
nudes progresses so that it can command a genuine mass audi-
ence, month after month, year after year. | hope the opportunity
for women to see and enjoy the male nude is not just a passing
fad. It answers a very real sexua need among women ... and
anything that does can only reflect beneficially on men.
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| believe it will happen. If nothing else, we are atyrannicaly
commercial country. Industry has long known it could use
feminine sex appeal to sell men anything from convertibles to
mutual funds. Once it becomes clear that male sex appeal can
work the same salesmanship wonders with women, the state of
the art will move ahead with the speed of a cash register ring-
ing up a dollar sign. | am not applauding mindless material-
ism. | am merely saying that one of the serendipitous by-
products of the inevitable growth in the use of male sex apped
by the advertising industry is that it will at last give women
social sanction to enjoy being the looker — at last — and not
always and only the looked-at. [

Sharon

| have just finished reading your book, My Secret Garden. |
would like to say thanks for writing such a book. | felt | should
write and tell you my fantasies (sexual). But first, | think it is
necessary for you to know alittle about me. | an asingle, nine-
teen-year-old sophomore in college. | attend a small junior
college here in my hometown. Because the town is so smal,
everybody, especially the young people, know practicaly eve-
ryone else. My parents are pretty uptight about sex. My mother
only told me the basics about menstruation and all that, which
| aready knew when she finadlly told me. My father never told
me anything! | have two brothers whom | have helped bathe,
and | used to baby-sit for four boys a lot, so I've known for a
long time what a penis looked like. The penis has aways in-
trigued me, so when | became able to read such advanced ma-
terial, | did just that. Reading books and magazines is the way
I've learned about sex and the male and female bodies. | mas-
turbate occasionaly, when | have the privacy, but I've never
been able to have an orgasm. | have had intercourse with only
two guys. One is my brother who is seventeen years old. The
other is afriend of my brother's who is eighteen years old. But
I've never been able to have an orgasm with either of them.
There is a guy that | date sometimes whom | feel | could have
an orgasm with if | could get him to go all the way with me! |
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come very close to having an orgasm when | fantasize about
him. I'll call him D. In my fantasies, D. and | start out doing
stuff like eating at a nice restaurant or something. Then we go
to one of our houses and start drinking. We usually drink rum
and coke. After about the third drink, D. starts kissing me and
playing with my breasts and stuff like that. This is where the
fantasy begins, because in redlity, that's where we leave off.
We're lying on the sofa, and | become very horny and so does
he. We undress and go into a bedroom where we make love,
usually with at least the bedside lamp on. | dream that | have at
least three orgasms and that we make love again the next
morning.

Then | have afantasy in which atotal stranger comes to my
door and | seduce him. Although | have adequate breasts
(36C), in my fantasies | usually have very large, round breasts.
My hair isusually very long and has lots of body.

I have one fantasy in which | am a stripteaser in a burlesque
show. In my fantasy, | come out on the stage in along red low-
cut dress with a dit up the side to the base of my hip. My hair
isjet black and nearly to my hips. | start doing a very seductive
dance, al the men begin to whistle and applaud, and there are
afew in the front row that have erections! | begin by taking off
my long red gloves, next | take off my large loop earrings.
Then | take off my shoes. | then open the dlit to revea the end
of a garter and the top of my hose. (The garter belt isred aso.)
| open the dlit just wide enough for the men to see that | have
on NO panties. Then | close the dlit, do a few more seductive
moves; then | undo one strap, which really gets the men going.
| undo the other strap, and then | begin to unzip the dress (it
zZips on the side of the dit). | very dowly unzip it. But even
then I'm not nude. | have on the garter, stockings, and red stra-
pless bral | dowly continue to undress, teasing the men a lot!
Finally, when I am nude, a man from the audience (front row)
can no longer control himself. He runs up and throws me down
on the stage and begins fucking me! All the other men in the
audience masturbate themselves or each other. There are varia-
tionsto thisand all my other fantasies.

Another onethat | have is onein which I'm raped! I've never
fantasized about strangers or dogs though. Most of the time,
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the men in my fantasies are men | happen to be attracted to at
that time! | find myself many times looking at the crotches of
men's pants, just as | find men gazing at my breasts!

| feel that | have certain lesbian tendencies, because my first
fantasies were of other girls, and sometimes I'll till have a
fantasy of agirl or woman. | also find that | get excited when |
see pictures of nude women! If | ever had the opportunity for a
leshian experience, | doubt that | would pass it up. But | could
never be totally leshian.

Right now, I'm looking for a nice, somewhat older man who
will teach me all | need to know about sex, for | am very inex-
perienced and dumb. If you know anyone like this, send him
my way!

I've dways had sexual fantasies, and for a long time, |
thought they were abnormal and weird, and | tried to suppress
them. But | don't anymore.

I hope | have helped your research just alittle bit. | am look-
ing forward to your next book. Thanks again for My Secret
Garden.

Molly

I love you! Having just read My Secret Garden, | fee com-
pelled to write to you.

| just this moment finished the book, and | have so many
jumbled thoughts that I'll try to relate my feelings to you in
some orderly fashion.

First, I'm still turned on. Y our book had an enormous erotic
effect on me. Need | say that | had to stop numerous times to
masturbate? But, oddly enough, my OWN erotic fantasies are
still much more exciting to me than simply reading others.

| have never felt guilty about fantasizing during masturba-
tion — | always considered that quite natural and have been
doing so ever since | started masturbating regularly at age five.
But | got the greatest relief in reading that other women regu-
larly fantasize while fucking. | aways felt terribly guilty about
fucking one man and thinking about another. Now | redlize it's
not abnormal or unfair or a put-down of the guy I'm with — it
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just makes everything more enjoyable. What a great discovery
and a great release. Thank you!

The other delightful result is that | feel closer to other
women. Wouldn't it be great if we could all discuss these
things with each other, rather than reading it in a book? Maybe
now | will. It redly alows me to feedd more open to other
women.

Two other minor points. I've always been an inveterate
crotch-watcher, and | love it when | see some guy with a par-
tial erection. | am delighted to find that I'm not alone. Also,
sometimes | fantasize fondling and sucking another woman's
breasts, and | aways look at breasts. I'm glad this is also
common, as | aways feared | was harboring some deeply hid-
den lesbian tendencies. Now | know this isn't so and that my
fantasy is quite common and natural.

I have only one objection. On the back of the paperback edi-
tion there is a quote from Dr. Leonard Cammer saying that
fantasy “allows a needed escape from unfulfilled reality.” Bull-
shit! He completely missed the whole point of your book — it
ENHANCES redlity and is NOT an escape. Typica sexist
comment from a male who really does not understand women.

Thank you, Nancy, for alowing me to feel better about my-
self. Everyone should read your book.

P.S. | am college-educated, thirty, single.

Jackie

I've just finished My Secret Garden. Thank you very much
for collecting these fantasies. Reading the book has made me
feel much more at ease about the normalcy of my own fanta-
sies.

(Incidentally, | am twenty-six years old, white, middle-class
background, with three and a half years of college, and in train-
ing as amedical assistant at the moment.)

Although | am an imaginative person, | often take my fanta-
sies whole from other sources, such as movies (not dirty mov-
ies, curiously enough, because | find them unimaginative and
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tasteless), novels (The Sory of O, etc.), and other popular me-
dia

But much more commonly, | make them up from experi-
ences that | have had, embellished and elaborated to fantasy
proportions. One of my favorites, incidentally, is about prosti-
tution, an empty room in My Secret Garden.

Some years ago, | met a man who, | discovered shortly, was
a bounding cad, but he was so egotistical, with very little rea-
son for being o, incidentally, that | was fascinated by his con-
ceit and was intimate with him for some months before my
fascination turned to boredom at his boorish predictability, and
| subsequently dropped him.

My prostitution fantasy about this man, whom I'll cal
Roger, goes more or less like this: I'm in the city on some im-
portant errand when | see Roger and, worse, he sees me. From
his smile as he approaches, | know he means no good. Rather
then create a scene, | alow him to take me into a deazy-
looking cafe. There he tells me he has discovered some awful
thing about me, something that could ruin my persona and
professional life, as well as those of my family. | think, in my
fantasy, that he wants to blackmail me for money, but discover
instead he intends to prostitute me for his own profit. | am
helpless and must obey.

He has apparently had all this planned out, because when |
follow him to his apartment, he gives me a see-through blouse,
micro-miniskirt, black net stockings, and a black garter belt to
exchange for my street clothes. But before | do this, he makes
me shave my entire body, including pubic hair.

When I'm ready and dressed, we walk through downtown
on our way to a party, where he has sold my services. We stop
before a store with a facade that reads Novelties, but | can see
by the equipment in the window that it's really a sex shop, one
that sells pornographic books, and has the trappings of fetish-
oriented sex. We go inside. Behind the counter is a handsome
young Orienta (in redl life severa of my lovers have been Ori-
entals, and | admit a preference for them over Caucasian men).
He smiles at us and can tell a once by my costume and
makeup what | am.
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Roger ignores me and begins talking to the storekeeper
about various of his goods, while | wander about and look at
al the stuff hanging on the walls, such as leather harnesses,
dildos, chains, whips, vibrators, etc., which makes me very hot
and excited, as well as a big sdlection of dirty books. (This
excitement, incidentaly, is very odd, because I've tried some of
the equipment mentioned above and was totally turned off by
it, but in my fantasy, I'm so excited | bite my lips to keep from
caressing myself while both men watch me.) Roger sees this
and calls me over. There's a bunch of equipment on the counter
that Roger wants to buy, but he doesn't have enough money.
He suggests to the storekeeper that he can use me as he likesin
exchange for the equipment. The storekeeper smiles again and
pulls the shades to the store windows.

Roger lifts my skirt and opens my blouse, playing with me
and showing me off to the storekeeper, who suggests we go
upstairs. In a room upstairs, we find an enormous Newfound-
land dog, and both men lay me back on the table and let the
dog lick my naked mound, burrowing his big nose in as deep
as he can. While the dog is doing this, Roger begins to dildo
me anally. The mixture of pleasure and pain is so great | cry
out noisily, which excites Roger even more and makes him go
at it even more fiercely.

Quite suddenly, the Oriental pushes both the dog and Roger
away from me and, taking his clothes off quickly, begins to
make love to me. Roger becomes very angry and would inter-
fere, but the storekeeper speaks in Chinese to the dog, who
turns to Roger and keeps him at bay. Roger becomes furious as
he helplesdy watches me responding to the shopkeeper with
my whole being, and not grudgingly as | did to him. | take
great joy in fellating this gentle man and let him have ana
intercourse, which in this case doesn't hurt as it usually does. |
am aching with desire by the time he switches to plain, straight
intercourse. During al this, my lover turns to Roger and says
that if he (Roger) bothers or threatens me anymore, helll suffer
for it. Roger, coward that heis, believes it and dinks from the
room with the growling dog at his heels. And it is this man's
lovemaking and not Roger's cold-hearted fucking that swiftly
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brings me to one intolerably delicious orgasm on the heels of
another.

And there's the basic form of one of my favorite fantasies,
with true lust triumphant and the villain foiled again.

Again, with gratitude and wishes of success.

O I believe sex is all pervasive in the human mind and body.
While we are buying groceries, we notice how handsome the
clerk in the supermarket may be; women write to me of sexua
fantasies they have had about their dentist while he was drill-
ing their teeth. But we need a focus, a concrete symbol, picture,
or book to make us aware and comfortable about our free-
flowing sexuality. “Since | read your book, and aso while
reading it,” writes Sally, “1 began to think about my own fanta-
sies. | aways had these thoughts, since | was around twelve,
but never told anyone.... “

Marylou tells us that she herself denied ever having sexual
fantasies until she read Garden. “No,” she told her friends
when the subject came up; she never had fantasies. “I just
think about my lover.” But little flashbacks were registering in
her head, she says, even while she denied that erotic images
danced in her imagination. “When | read [My Secret Garden],
it dawned on me just like it did on Paula in the book — oh, “a
fantasy is something that makes you feel good.' In fact, most
every scene in the book has run through my fantasies but with
adifferent script.”

Marylou is an illustration of the fact that we all know more
than we conscioudly want to know. A great deal of sexual im-
agery, daydreaming, reveries, and fantasy are suspended
somewhere in the back of our mind. It is al like some data
bank, where specific bits of information can be quickly brought
forward into consciousness when the right lever is pushed, and
then so quickly wheeled back after use that it is difficult to
remember the thought was ever there to begin with. In this
way, we live with our mental fires banked, our sexuality turned
down low. Perhaps thisis necessary to get through the ordinary
business of the ordinary day, a necessary sacrifice of our erotic
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selves on the atar of an industrial society. Still — aren't these
days haf-unlived? | believe any stimulation is a positive good;
anything that makes us feel more aive is an absolute benefit. If
an occasional glance at a photo in a magazine, an image on the
television screen or a page in a book makes us feel more in-
tensely, isn't that lifeitself? O

Sally

At a suggestion from my sister, | have just finished reading
your book. I truly thought it was fantastic. | just couldn't put it
down.

First, let me tell you about myself. I am nineteen, just mar-
ried last December, and | love sex. My husband is twenty-four
and very healthy.

Since | read your book, and also while | was reading it, |
began to think about my own fantasies. | aways had these
thoughts, since | was around twelve, but never told anyone or
acted them out. | guess | never really thought about them until
| read that other women had the same sort of thoughts.

My husband says the kind of sex we have now is fine for
him, and he won't discuss his fantasies. | would like to discuss
mine and severd of the others | read about in your book — just
talk about them, that's all — but he doesn't seem to get into it.

| don't masturbate, but often think about it. Perhaps if | read
a really good book on masturbation, or someone discussed it
openly with me, | would try it. When | think of another woman
fingering me and eating me, it excites me intensely. It has
never happened, but it sure sounds good. | also think about big
masculine men, like the kind you see in Playgirl and Viva; |
like to think of them stepping right out of the pages, forcefully
tearing my clothes off and tying me, spread-eagle, arms apart,
to the bedposts. As | look at those photos, | imagine him teas-
ing me, fingering me to get me going, and then teasing me
with just the head of his cock. | don't know where | get these
ideas, as these are not things my husband does to me — 1 mean,
teasing me with his cock. | am sure | have read about it some-
where. In my fantasy, this man from the pages of Playgirl then
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licks my tits and belly button until | plead with him to fuck me,
and at last he does. | don't think of these things when my hus-
band and | are making love, or doing sixty-nine, but when | am
alone reading porno books. Then it realy turns me on. | can
realy throw myself into the pages of a good book. It sets my
imagination going and alows me to imagine myself involved
in asexual world | am sure | will never know. All the men and
women in my fantasies are faceless. They are always strangers.
And even | am not recognizable; the things | alow mysdlf to
do are so unlike me. But how | would love to enjoy the thrills
of the things | have read and seen on the printed page!

It's great to read how other women think, and it's stupid of
me to think we aren't entitled to al the sexua excitement we
can fedl in our imaginations." The men that think we aren't ca-
pable of this kind of excitement must know some pretty dumb
chicks.

Thanks so much.

Marylou

| just finished your book, and | wanted to tell you that | en-
joyed it, and it helped me out.

My girl friend brought the book to me at a picnic. The
women who were there — average mid-twenties, early thirties,
public schoolteachers like myself — denied having fantasies. |
denied it too —“No, | just think about my lover —I've never had
fantasies,” but little flashbacks were registering in my head
that | just couldn't put my finger on. When | read My Secret
Garden, it dawned on mejust like it did on Paulain the book —
oh, “afantasy is something that makes you feel good.” In fact,
most every scene in the book has run through my fantasies but
with a different script. It amused me to even read in the
Quickie section that two different women get their kicks from
Tarzan. He was my earliest fantasy man. Every time | read
Tarzan comics, I'd get a tingle; then I'd make up my own sto-
ries before | fell aseep at night. | guess | was about twelve. |
later changed to some fantasy boys — Spin and Marty. | sup-
pose because | could then be included in the story. | day-
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dreamed a lot a school too, but | can't remember if they were
sexua types of things. | would imagine, because this pattern
continued — nighttime stories and daydreaming — until | got
married. | remember riding the bus to work, in my early twen-
ties, fantasizing. My scripts were not very spicy, | don't believe.
They were repressed, and | was sexually frustrated. | had en-
gaged in every form of foreplay with boyfriends since | was
fifteen, but didn't actually have intercourse till 1 was twenty-
three. It al made me fedl guilty, but the fantasies didn't.

| thought my fantasies stopped when | got married seven
years ago, until | read your book. But | have them more than
ever. For aimost three years, I've had areal lover, and heis my
fantasy husband. When | go to parties at his house, | aways
feel and act as the hostess. And when | go home with my red
husband, | go to bed with my fantasy husband. When he
dances with his wife at these parties, we look at each other in
the mirror over the bar, and we are really in each other's arms.
He is a great fantasizer himself. On our once-a-week sessions
in bed together, my lover and | sometimes fantasize together.
Sometimes our motel room has two double beds in it, and we
talk about the other couple making love in the other bed. Some-
times we pretend we're making a porno film. | realy don't
know why | said | don't have sexual fantasies.

When | masturbate, | sometimes dress in sexy clothes and
watch mysdlf in the mirror. Sometimes | use different garden
vegetables. | go outside and pick a nicely proportioned zuc-
chini squash.

I'm going to make more use of my fantasies now, instead of
repressing them. It seems to me that without fantasies sex is
mechanical and less fun. My husband and | rarely make love
since I've started my affair. | don't want to leave him. We have
alot in common, but we can't talk like my lover and | do. |
think it's unrealistic to expect one man to be Mr. Right. It takes
many people to fulfill one person's needs. That sounds so ex-
ploitive. | like to think of myself as fulfilling my own needs,
but | need love, someone to understand, and | need money so |
can have my beautiful house in the country and my stable of
horses. I'd haveto live in an apartment on my teaching salary.
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Best wishes on writing your new book. I'm sorry | couldn't
write specific details of fantasies. They are too repressed at this
point, and besides | am an artist. Words have never been my
thing.

My lover should be calling soon. We have a great adventure
ahead with my new viewpoint on fantasies.
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CHAPTER FOUR

FRUSTRATION

O When | began writing My Secret Garden, | said, “Let's
get frustration out of the way first.” It is one of the great mis-
conceptions many people have that sexual fantasies are the
lonely dreamings of withered-prune old maids. This s just not
true.

While the women in this section are here because in one
form or another they al fed frustration in their lives, only
Laura can be caled a virgin — but from her description of her
activities, it is clear that she remains one only technicaly, only
by centimeters. Biba too comes close to the conventional idea
of frustration. She is very close to term in her third pregnancy
and writes that when fucking becomes uncomfortable, she uses
masturbation and fantasy to take its place.

More often, however, it is my feeling that it is not so much
the lack of sex that leads to the frustration of the women who
write me as it is that the quality of their sexual experience is
not al it might be. Until recently, this unhappiness was unspo-
ken. In our culture, it was silently agreed that any woman
lucky enough to have aman had no right to complain.

Contrary to popular belief, | think that as women gain more
sexua freedom, we will find greater sexual frustration. Until
recently, young women were so preoccupied with hanging onto
their virginity that their consequent frustration was practically
a badge of virtue. If you turned and tossed in your little single
bed at night, at least you had the dream of keeping that sym-
bolic rosebud that mother assured you would make you al the
more cherished “when the right man comes along.”

Frustration was something a “good girl” suffered silently
with a Doris Day smile. Nice women just didn't talk about or,
until recently, didn't even admit to themselves the genuine
emationa loneliness and physical pain that can be felt by a
woman who is ready and eager for sex, but is deprived of it.
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(Even before she has had it, she already knows she misses it.
Her fantasies have told her so.)

The pill hasn't changed “everything.” Throughout this book,
you will find letters from women in their twenties who tell me
they are till virgins. So were their mothers. But what is differ-
ent today is that an enormous amount of information on the
pleasures of sex is not only available to women but is practi-
caly inescapable: films and television do not let us forget that
othersarein sexual ecstasy.

Another little-discussed aspect of liberation that leads to the
sexual frustration of many young women is, ironically enough,
our greater freedom of selection. The most enterprising of the
new generation of women no longer feel pushed or rushed into
marriage. Perhaps they want a career; perhaps they simply
don't want to settle for the first man who comes along. Women
value themselves more, and as we do so, we are becoming
more selective about men. A job you like, work you find satis-
fying — something to do that you fedl is important — is, | be-
lieve, essential to agood life. Not only isit fulfilling in its own
right but it also helps you resist the demands of our culture to
marry just because you're approaching twenty-five or thirty.

But becoming your own woman, becoming highly educated
and choosy in your sexual tastes, leaves you vulnerable to lone-
liness. You can be a virgin and be sexually frustrated. But
every experienced woman knows that to have had sex, good
sex, and then to have to do without it, leaves even more room
for real pain.

In our culture, the pain a woman suffers from sexua depri-
vation isn't considered seriously. Not so with men.

The myth says, “Men are different.” Men must have sex. His
wife is frigid, or away in the country — almost any excuse suf-
fices to “drive” aman to this or that sexual peccadillo. Society
condones a frustrated man getting sex any way he can. Prosti-
tution was created for him.

But a woman? The idea of a woman being driven to adul-
tery, homosexuality, male prostitution (if she can find it) —
these notions make us shudder. It is thought demeaning of a
woman to express such strong sexual desires. “She needs it
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bad” is not a sexual compliment; it is a put-down. And yet why
should it be thought that women suffer any less than men from
going without sex? We may not wake up in the morning with
an erection or out of a wet dream, but we dream, and we fanta-
size out of lack of sex. We suffer as much from it as any man.

As for married women and sexual frustration, | think we are
just beginning to comprehend the toll that sexless, or sexually
unimaginative, marriages have taken on women. Women like
Lyle are just beginning to cry out against the unfairness or sex-
ual immaturity of a husband who prefers masturbation to her.
She is contemporary enough to say she doesn't have anything
against him jerking off, except in the way that it cheats her. But
her acceptance of her husband's habits does her no good. Sheis
left with very imaginative, but lonely, fantasies. [

Laura

First | ought to explain that I'm a seventeen-year-old virgin.
| masturbate amost every day, frequently go out petting with
guys, and love to suck guys off.

Some of my sexual fantasies are of specific things that lave
happened. | lay there and try to recreate in my imagination
some of the sensations | have felt. | love to think of dlipping my
hand down a guy's unzipped pants and feeling his hair, reach-
ing the obstacle of the top of his cock, and feeling his cock
grow. | remember the feeling of his skin diding as | move my
hand up and down. | like the familiar feeling of a guy rolling
over on top of me (both of us nude), his erect cock pressed
against my stomach — it's probably the temptation (so near, yet
so far) that makes it so exciting. | remember individual ges
tures, bedroom jokes, and the smells | enjoyed —wine or pot on
his breath, slight sweatiness, and aftershaves. Each of these
thoughtsis asmall glimpse rather than atotal experience.

My masturbatory fantasies are pieced together out of these
thoughts, and assigned to some particular person. One of my
fantasies is of sucking off Bjorn Borg, the Swedish tennis
player. | think of the dippery rubberiness of his cock, the soft
wetness of the tip, the fedl of the pulsations at the base of his
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cock as he comes, and the taste of semen. After | developed
this fantasy, | read in Playgirl that most Scandinavians are
uncircumcised. That made the fantasy even more exciting.

It excites me to see aguy get a hard-on in public. | start fan-
tasizing about sex with him, even if | would never previoudy
have considered it.

Two guys once wanted to have sex with me. | turned them
down, and took them one at a time. Now | think about group
sex, but | wouldn't consider it if another girl wasthere.

| have a fetish about guys who have weird hair. Kinky,
wavy, or curly hair isabig turn-on.

| also fantasize about screwing, with details being guessed —
| just assume that most of the feelings are nearly identical to
those of being petted, except the penis is larger and harder to
control (putting pressure in certain areas, the degree of pres-
sure, speed, etc.).

| keep fantasizing, but since most of my sex is with guys
that | don't know well (I like them, but | don't want their kids
or their v.d.), I'm not ready yet to take responsibility for screw-
ing.

I'm looking for a guy who enjoys pleasing me as much as |
enjoy pleasing him (and if Bjorn wants my address...).

Thanks for letting me express myself. | didn't think | was
abnorma for having fantasies, only that | was abnormal for
admitting it.

P.S. If there's nothing far out about my fantasies, maybe |
represent the young and inexperienced

Biba

You have no mention of pregnant women in your book of
fantasies.

My third baby is due in two weeks. | am masturbating and
fantasizing a lot. It started in the fourth month. | think it is
because actual fucking is uncomfortable about then and be-
came more so as | progressed.

During my first and second pregnancy my masturbating and
fantasizing increased too. | was married to someone else then.
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He was big and hurt me. | gave up normal sex willingly in the
last six weeks. | would jerk him off though. | liked his bigness
when | wasn't pregnant. He couldn't satisfy me emotionally
though.

My husband now | love dearly. He is not so big and more
flexible, so I am till willing to have sex, even now. He holds
off as long as he can, because the baby does react violently.
Also, because of the positions we have to take. He enters from
behind, or I will throw one leg over his hips while heis on his
side; 1 on my back. This does not allow much penetration, so
he has to be redlly horny to climax. | can't climax no matter
how horny he makes me feel or how much | wish | could. So |
will tell how | get relieved. | am aways alone and my children
asleep.

| start out playing with my nipples, in front of the mirror.
My hands become some girl's hand, pinching, tweaking,
kneading, cupping. Soon it istwo girls, one for each breast. My
breasts are really big now, so | can actually get a nipple in my
mouth and suck, imagining the girls are the ones sucking me.
A third girl comes in from behind, she grabs my ass, massag-
ing around and around. She kisses my butt and puts her tongue
to my anus, slurping. A fourth girl kneels down in front of me
and starts kissing the inside of my legs, up, up, coming ever
closer to my vagina. | spread my legs even further apart for her.
She dowly sucks my cunt, moving just right on my lips, my
clitoris. A fifth girl appears sitting on the vanity. Her legs
spread apart. | move to suck her tits. The girl between my legs
is sucking oh so good. | go down on the girl sitting in front of
me, sucking her cunt. The girls sucking my tits reach their
hands to caress the tits of the girl I'm sucking, aso to the tits of
the girl at my ass. | reach out my arms and finger their pussies.
The girl between my legs is about to make me climax. | then
move to the bed, put a pillow between my legs, and masturbate
to a climax within seconds, till imagining | have a girl be-
tween my legs, at my ass, sucking my tits, around my fingers,
and in my mouth.

Sometimes | look at pictures of nude girls to start this fan-
tasy, and look at her when | get to masturbating.
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| have never had a girl eat me out nor have | eaten someone.
This type of fantasy entered my mind during my first preg-
nancy.

Men have eaten me out; some were really good.

| would like to be able to have normal sex real bad. | can
hardly wait until the time | can climax right aong with my
husband.

Lyle

Nancy Friday, you are some kind of genius! Thank you for
putting together such an inspirational, interesting book.

I am twenty-five, of Scandinavian and American-Indian
stock, and have a large frame but not fat. | was married three
years ago, and am considering not staying married to him for a
number of reasons, the LEAST of which is this— heis alousy
lay. Heisthirty-two.

On the surface, | think he is a nice man, but to live with him
is very frustrating and seems an eighty-twenty balance instead
of fifty-fifty — or at least a bearable sixty-forty. What | mean is
I do too much of the giving, and no matter how | try to get him
to “give” in this relationship, he just won't put up with the re-
dlities of loving, sharing, talking, making plans, and all the
other things two married people are SUPPOSED to share as a
couple.

My man was introduced to sex in a whorehouse in Nevada,
and from now until then, he has had quite a few women and
hasn't learned a darned thing. Before we were married, he used
to tell me how horny he was. What a laugh. He might feel
horny, but he's horny for his own hand. | guess no woman's
pussy has ever been able to take the place of his own tech-
nique.

The first time | discovered he was masturbating on a more
or less regular basis was the first year we were married. His
aroused moments waned, and | just chalked it up to studying
too hard ... it never entered (and still doesn't) my mind that
there was anything wrong with me. | keep myself clean and
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fresh, attractive in a wholesome way, and have never turned
him away when he wanted me. Anyway, | was sorting laundry
and noticed some funny-looking hankies of his. The ironed
creases were still in them, but they were stuck together in the
middle. He had come into them. | was so shocked and hurt; it
was like adlap in the face, like saying | wasn't good enough to
make love to, but | was sure good enough to clean up after
him! Had he been in our place when | found those, | would
have crammed them (still makes me mad) down his throat. In
further inspection of the laundry, | found two undershirts and
some more hankies which pretty well explained his lack of
desire for me — the fool had worn himself out. | could have
thrown up. He was a student at this time. | work, he worked
part-time.

I confronted him with this little passion of his and told him
how hurt | was. He said he wouldn't do it anymore, but that
was a lie — evidence to the contrary shows he is still a careless
man only in love with his hand.

His lovemaking with me is stilted, inhibited, and very bor-
ing. He never wantsto try a different position, and | practically
have to beg him to let me go down on him. | have never forced
him to do anything, but have made some suggestions, all of
them met with no enthusiasm whatsoever. He has never
touched my vagina more than two minutes and doesn't bother
to search and caress my clitoris. By the way, when he does let
me fellate him, he won't come until he pushes me away, throws
me down, and then gets on top of me. Jesus, I'm dying for
some variation!

| have tried to deal with this patiently, never begged him to
do kinky things, and never forced myself on him. He is really
repulsed by women's advances. Older women who are making
tries at flirting with younger men really turn him off. Instead of
taking it as a compliment and giving the ladies a wink (that's
all I'd ever approve of!) he just gets hostile.

With this short summary of how | feel about him, I think
you will seethat | have reasons a-plenty for my fantasies.

After reading your first book about these fantasies, |
searched my mind for when | first awakened to that wondrous
warm feeling in my pelvis, and | think it happened when | was
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playing doctor and nurse with my brother and one of his
friends. | was totally fascinated with the wrinkled scrotum that
held their testicles. | till love to gently caress that precious
place with my tongue.

A few of my girlhood friends and | just loved to tell each
other what excited us and sometimes touch each other “where
it felt good.” We could really think up some whoppers of fanta-
sies, but we had never seen ANY THING in our fantasies such
as the large penises which so frequently dominated the stories.
We passed right on into dating without any qualms about our
little experiences. | guess we just figured it was “practice” for
the real thing. | never even thought about it in alesbian conno-
tation after | found out what |esbians were.

Since | ill find my husband's careless “reminders’ that
Portnoy, masturbator champion of the world, lives here, | have
realy let the fantasies help me out when he does (rare occa-
sions) want me.

A few years ago (before marriage), | had an affair with a
man who worked in my building. He was fantastic in bed. |
just wished we had been able to let ourselves get into a better
relationship, such as married! Anyway, this dark-haired man
would excite me into dynamite climaxes. | didn't know the
human body could stand such pleasure. | swear, the first time
he ate me | thought | had died and gone to heaven! | long for
someone to do it again, so | imagine when my husband is puff-
ing away that actually 1 am not suffocating under his lunging;
instead, a large-framed man with full lips and big black eyes
like my former lover is caressing my thighs and telling me how
much he loves my pale, creamy skin (which | work hard at in
reality to keep that way). He caresses closer to my pussy, gives
me a loving, tender, but devilish gaze, and with a rich mellow
laugh of glee proceeds tenderly to bring me to the heavenly
feeling of pure climax. | just love putting this down on paper.

As he goes on, | have a couple of wonderful orgasms,; he
turns me around and straddles my face, so we can be sixty-nine
together, and | can bring him joy also. That fantasy is about the
greatest one for me, but sometimes | vary and use these.

| am caressing myself alone one evening as the sun sets. A
girl friend of mine is due, and when she arrives, | let her in,
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and she sees | am naked. Immediately, she knows what | want,
and she says she wants me too, so we proceed to my large (fan-
tasy) canopy bed and dip: between silk sheets edged with
yards and yards of ruffles. We cover every inch of each other's
bodies with kisses and do cunnilingus on each other, arriving
at marvelous orgasms together.

| imagine | am aone in the high mountain cottage of the
Alps, or someplace where the air is perfectly pure, standing on
my balcony in a dress of white. My breasts are exposed, and
the crisp air makes my nipples stand out hard and makes me
feel aiveto breatheit in so deeply.

A very handsome, healthy man walks by and sees me on my
balcony. He says he is overwhelmed by the look of me, and
asks without embarrassment if he may come up to my room
and admire me closer. | gaze down on him, see the bulge grow-
ing in his pants, and with a toss of my thick head of hair say,
“Of course, I'll make us some tea,” and give him the warmest
smile | can manage. He enters my room, which is mirrored on
one wall and papered in purple and blue Jacobean floral design
on the others. Many pillows are used in the room, and purple,
blue, pink, and red are the dominant colors. He opens my white
dress to my navel and admires my lovely skin and healthy
body. Then he can stand it no longer, so he picks me up and
carries me to the bed, and we make love in many different posi-
tions, al possible because he has a beautiful long penis that is
surrounded by a mass of black hair, and that penis just won't
give up until we are both laughing and practically hysterical
with happiness and climaxes.

| don't want you to think | have anything against masturba-
tion, like | said about my husband earlier. | think it is great, but
not when it deprives someone else (like your mate) of the pas-
sion and lovemaking they need.

Thanks for letting me write this down. Hope it helps somein
your next edition.

P.S. Sorry for al the typos, but I'm a writer, and | knew |
would redo too much to keep the freshness of my thoughts. So
hereitis... in the rough.
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O If you think the kind of marital despair that Lyle suffersis
rare, speak to any experienced marriage counselor. In our cul-
ture, awoman is supposed to be complete when she has a hus-
band, a nice house, kids, station wagon, and so forth. How dare
she cry for more? If her husband is working himself to death
(his own, but also the death of sex between them) — it only
shows what a good husband and father he is. The fact that she
may have unappeased sexua desires of her own — and her a
mother! —is unacceptable.

“A lot of men are coming in completely bewildered by all
the new demands being made on them,” says Dr. Salvatore
Ambrosino, director of the Family Service Association serving
Nassau County, a plush suburb outside New York City.
“Women are getting a whole new picture of themselves,” he
said. “Through feminism and maybe even consciousness-
raising sessions, they are getting the idea that they are allowing
themselves to be willing victims, and they are protesting.”

Dr. Ambrosino continues: “Women used to put up with alot
as long as the man was a good provider, but no more. This
applies even to working-class women. We rarely used to hear
complaints about women not being sexually satisfied ... now
we do.” (New York Times, October 16, 1974.)

The final, tough fact we must face is that even with the sexi-
est lover or husband in the world, a woman may still find her-
self frustrated. Dot tells us that she has had a very active and
satisfying sex life for ten years with a wide variety of lovers,
but her fantasies are al about sex with another woman. To
some degree, most of us, women and men, suffer some sense of
frustration. Buried deep, or not-so-deep, within us all, there are
tastes, desires, strange longings, and erotic images left over
from the polymorphous perverse period of infancy and child-
hood; these constantly seek and find expression in various
kinds of rich and varied foreplay, or in fantasies like Dot's.

In our adult years, frustration comes in many forms. We
may choose to let certain sexual opportunities pass, because we
essentially believe in monogamy ... because the proposition
was made in an unappealing manner or in terms we found
emationally sterile ... maybe simply because we did not have
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the time. But each opportunity is registered in your brain and
unconscious somewhere. Very often, we find fantasies are born
out of the very experiences we found the most degrading or
repellent in our everyday lives.

Even if you quit your job, obtained a divorce, had a million
dollars in the bank, and devoted the rest of your life to erotic
pursuits (a common fantasy), it would still be impossible for
anyone to handle all the sexua stimuli that surround us every
day. Who could make love to every attractive man she meets?
When you choose one, you are letting &l the rest go by. Even if
you tried, there is till the persistent knowledge that while you
may be systematically trying out the best lovers for fifty miles
around, there are till handsome, beautiful men walking the
streets of London, Paris, Rome — marvelous men, astonishing
lovers who you will never meet, never know. Desire is long;
life is short. We live with a residue of unspent desire — “some-
thing gone, something missed, a door closed forever.”

It is not the mere quantity of sex that can still the ache in our
heart. We long for a quaity of sex we have never known, will
never know in this life. In a world that has lost religion, or-
gasm is perhaps the last mystic experience we can believe in.
We look to it for akind of transcendence we no longer can find
in church on Sunday. It is too heavy aload of expectation for
even sex to besr.

Frustration is the result. Many of our fantasies are the result
of using our imagination to make up for experiences we may
never have. Rather than saying that these fantasies grow out of
sexual impoverishment, | would say they express a desire for
greater sexua richness, and are themselves a form of erotic
munificence. They do not express the lack of sex, but are sex in
themselves.

Gloria writes that “my new lover is my sexual ideal, shows
me positions I've never heard of. Nor is he inhibited about talk-
ing during or after sex, and asks me about what turns me on, or
how something feels.” He is so secure in his masculinity, she
says, that “Maybe one day I'll tell him about my fantasies....
He feels no need to prove anything to anyone, which is one of
the reasons | love him more than anyone.”
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| submit the proposition that Gloria is far from a conven-
tionally frustrated woman; but even in the midst of this sexual
paradise in which she lives, she still wants something more.
Although sheisin love with this “ideal” man, she can imagine
somebody else: a younger man. What | find particularly inter-
esting in Glorias letter is that it shows she would aso enjoy a
switch in roles. Her sexually knowing lover is always teaching
her new positions and ideas — which she loves; with her seven-
teen-year-old virgin fantasy lover, she is the one who is the
initiator, the skilled, expert partner who introduces the boy into
pleasures he never had before. O

Dot

| just finished reading My Secret Garden. | think it is one of
the best books on this topic. It iswritten very plain and simple,
without alot of confusion.

| fantasize twenty-four hours a day (awake and deeping),
and have since | was twelve years old (I am now twenty-eight).
| was starting to think | was abnormal until | read your book. |
am single and have had a very active sex life for about the last
ten years with various lovers, al married. The only thing |
think about when | am making love is how wonderful it feels,
there is nothing that can compare to it. I do masturbate almost
every day, sometimes a couple of times aday. | love to do this
when reading a sexy book or looking at pictures of naked,
women. So | guess most of my fantasies are leshian, although |
have never had an affair with another woman. 1 like to lay in
bed at night and think what it would be like to have a woman
make love to me. | love to feel my nipples get hard and think
about how it would feel to have a woman suck on them. | play
with myself until | reach a orgasm, and at the same time imag-
ine someone is eating me. | aso like to think about doing the
same things to someone else. As much as | love doing this and
thinking about it and maybe someday having an affair with a
woman, | never would want to replace a man. That is the best
fucking there is. | aso think about what it would be like to
have both a man and a woman making love to me at the same
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time. | have never told anyone about my fantasies before, and |
fed relieved that | can write it to someone (also very horny
right now).

Thank you again for a great book.

Gloria

| feel asif | can address you by your first name, since you
shared with me and your other readers such an intimate part of
yourself. Right now | am lying on a bed, with your book in
front of me. For some reason, none of my fantasies, except for
one shortly alluded to, isin your book.

| am one of those people who do not fantasize while making
love; | more or less lose consciousness instead, being aware
only of physical sensations. | do fantasize when | am bored, or
horny and alone. Although | consider myself very sophisticated
sexualy (nothing ever surprised me), I'm just finding out some
new things now. My new lover is my sexual ideal, shows me
positions I've never heard of. Nor is he inhibited about talking
during or after sex, and asks me about what turns me on, or
how something feels. Maybe one day I'll tell him about my
fantasies, since he's one of the few men who are really secure
about their masculinity. He feels no need to prove anything to
anyone, which is one of the reasons | love him more than any-
one.

But about my fantasies themselves. My favorite one is aso
the longest and most detailed.

I imagine myself driving a convertible sports car. (Speedisa
sexua turn-on, something racing drivers don't admit to as a
reason for liking fast driving.) Anyway, | am going about
ninety miles an hour down a freeway, and | pull up beside an-
other sports car with its top down, as mine is. Driving the car
is an attractive boy of about seventeen. He looks over a me,
grins, and speeds up his car, so that he isgoing asfast as| am.
Thiswillingnessto play along with me and his appearance turn
me on. (It only takes five minutes to arouse me to orgasm.) He
turns off the same exit | do, so | begin to follow him. Heis very
aware of me and drives to a secluded area and pulls over to the
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side of the road. | pull up behind him and get out of the car
immediately. | am wearing hot pants and a halter top (great
legs and shoulders). | decide to handle the situation as directly
as possible. When | reach his car window, | bend down close
to him and say, “Driving like that is really a turn-on.” He
smiles at me rather shyly and agrees. Before long, we are dis-
cussing cars enthusiastically, and one topic leads to another.
Soon | am sitting in his car with him, and we move closer and
closer together, until we are embracing and kissing instead of
talking. We become aroused quickly, and he tells me, reluc-
tantly, that he is a virgin. | tell him that we all have to start
somewhere, then invite him to come home with me; he agrees
eagerly.

The next two hours are so unique to me, for | have never
made love to a virgin before. | enjoy the look on his face as he
enters me for the first time, and thrill to the sound of his moan
and gasp when he comes. Altogether, we make love three
times, and | come at |least eight times. Finally, he says he must
go home. He writes down my phone number before he leaves,
and | know | will hear from him again.

I once came close to acting out this fantasy. | met the man
the way | met the boy in my fantasy, but he was by no means a
virgin, but arather lazy, selfish lover.

| have another fantasy involving a pool under a gentle water-
fall, and one in which I make love with another woman. It
would not be traumatic for me to enact my fantasiesin real life,
as | do not fantasize about rape or sadism or anything that |
wouldn't like to try sometime. | guess | don't feel even subcon-
scioudly guilty or hogtile, at least not where my sexudlity is
concerned. | do sometimes fantasi ze clobbering somebody over
the head with a baseball bat, but only when I'm mad at them.

| am going to read your book again, and | am looking for-
ward to reading your second one. It would be interesting to see
my fantasy printed in a book like yours, as | encourage people
to become more open about this aspect of their sexuality. Per-
haps, when, or if, men are able to accept this aspect of women,
we will be able to better understand each other on all levels.

| was impressed by your openness and philosophy of liking
yoursdlf. | believe self-acceptance is one of the true keys to

129



happiness with one's life, which is why | am not ashamed to
give my real name. Thanks and best wishes for success with
your next book.

Please excuse the odd handwriting, but | am stoned, which
allowed me to be honest.

0 One of the great needs that sexua fantasy fulfills for a
woman is that of foreplay. Fantasy helps us reach that level of
arousal heis at dready ... or he wouldn't have invited us into
the bedroom to begin with. In a more egdlitarian society, it will
not matter if the man or the woman is the sexual initiator; if
one is in the mood and the other is not, there will be no great
feeling of rejection, because the roles can as easily be switched
next time.

Right now, however, given the male-oriented rules under
which we live, it is usually the man who gets the action going
when he's ready. Almost conspiratorially, women go along
with this idea, perpetuating the myth of man as the lusty beast
who must half-coax, half-wrestle his powerless, shy maiden
into bed. In her heart, every woman knows how incomplete
this pictureis.

It doesn't take into account the times when she's lusty as
hell, and he's a hundred miles away, or times when he's pant-
ing like a bull, and she has a roast in the oven, the children to
pick up in an hour, or smply her mind on other things. But the
cold hand that grips the heart of America when we see a wife
in some television drama unwittingly reject a sexually aroused
husband grips our own hearts when our husband/lover reaches
for us and we start to push him away. “You just don't do that to
aman!” is the sampler mother silently stitched in our brains.
The “correct” thing is to let the roast burn, your own work go
undone, and, yes, fake pleasure and orgasm if you don't feel
like it. Satisfy his lust if you love him, because there is some-
thing mysteriously unexplained about what will happen to the
male ego if he is sexudly regected. It's not just that he'll get
warts on his scrotum, turn to some other (probably socialy
diseased) woman for an outlet; what is equally awful isthat we

130



ourselves will feel less of a woman for having rejected him.
Our womanliness rests on his desiring us. Our “selfishness’
(as we have been trained to call it) may risk our entire future
sexual happiness together. He may not try the next time; he
may lose interest; something terrible and bad may happen not
just to his cock as well as temporarily to his male ego but per-
haps permanently to our shaky status as “real women”

To befair, it is alovely feeling to be surprised in the middle
of a household chore, or while at the typewriter, to find that
your lover has this giant erection and is dying for you. He's
frantically working that damn jammed Zzipper, leading you
toward the bedroom while covering you with kisses and fon-
dling your breasts ... you are pleased, laughing with pleasure
and amusement and need no great urging at al. You're both
enjoying his spontaneous moment together, but you are run-
ning on different timetables. Specifically, he's aready had (or
is having) his fantasy of fucking you, and is fully aroused. You
are miles behind, because somewhere at the back of your mind,
you're till in the middle of that complicated recipe you were
following in the kitchen or unraveling that snarled paragraph in
the typewriter.

The problem is further complicated by the medically docu-
mented fact that physiologically men usualy reach climax
sooner than women. So not only is he mentally ready for sex
long before he's made you aware of his intentions but his
glands and nerve endings are physically geared to race ahead
of yourstoo. The result is that many of the most loving women
often finish their sexual experiences feeling a little rushed, un-
satisfied, even left out. Calie is lucky enough to have a hus-
band who is aware of these problems. He uses sexua fantasies
as a form of foreplay to ensure that his wife aways reaches
orgasm. In fact, he is the one who tells them to her. “The only
problem,” she writes about his practice of using sexua fanta-
sies as a form of foreplay, “is that usually your mind is racing
ahead of the logical progression of the story ... many times, my
husband or | are unable to reach the "good part’ ... because the
anticipation of what's to come is al that is required” ... to
reach orgasm:
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Unfortunately, not many women have husbands who are
prepared to go to these lengths to stimulate their wives before
penetration. Arlene writes unhappily that her husband “doesn't
believe in any type of foreplay at dl... Sex lastsatota of three
minutesif we are lucky.”

The thing to remember is that you have a form of foreplay
available to you a a moment's notice. You carry it in your
mind. Try to remember one of your favorite sexual fantasies —
one that you may have read in this book, or a new one you may
have invented yourself. It is a marvelous way to quickly rev
yourself up to his level of excitement ... to join or even beat
him in the headlong rush to climax.

One of the ironies of fantasy is that the hero of our erotic
reveries is rarely the man we love. Perhaps it is the very ful-
fillment and satisfaction we get from him that leaves nothing to
the imagination, and so we need these strangers in the night to
people our imaginary sexual worlds. They bring us the excite-
ment of the unknown.

Arlene is one of the rare exceptions to the rule. Perhapsiit is
because her husband does |eave her so unsatisfied that she says
it is he who is making love to her when she masturbates. “I
imagine us both climaxing together, and | almost go out of my
mind with pleasure.”

Her fantasies show us that Arlene is hardly a sexualy insa-
tiable or strange woman. All sheis asking for is something any
woman is entitled to; in one of the fantasies she has sent in,
perhaps she herself has found a way to get what she wants in
reality. When she masturbates, Arlene writes that she uses her
hairbrush, sausages, a cucumber ... “I think | would die if he
caught me, but 1 sometimes imagine him walking in, and it
excites me even more.”

Perhaps she might be very happily surprised if she let him
dojust that? O

Callie

Thank you so much for My Secret Garden. | haven't thought
that | was weird, but | have wondered if other women fantasize
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asmuch as | do. | am just forty years old and have been mar-
ried for twenty-two years. Since | didn't have any relations
prior to marriage and haven't had any with anyone except my
husband, | have fantasized as to what it would be like.

During foreplay, my husband always masturbates me to a
climax. | usualy climax very easily, but at times need mental
help — that's where the fantasies come in. My husband and |
share them — in fact, he usually relates them to me. We have
two favorites that we use at thistime in our foreplay.

Fantasy 1: The brush salesman arrives. He has so many
items to show, | tell him to spread them on the floor in front of
the couch. | excuse myself for a moment, go to the bedroom,
and remove my panties. | am wearing a miniskirt, so as| sit on
the edge of the couch to better see his display, | am quite ex-
posed. He is kneeling on the floor. As he shows me hisitems, |
show him mine. Whenever | reach down to pick up a brush, |
carelesdy open my thighs. | watch his eyes out of the corner of
mine, and he is practically staring at my exposed cunt. | in-
crease the exposure. He finally takes a chance and mentions
something appropriate. | act semi-shocked. He says he will be
gentle and logically adds that | must want him to otherwise |
would have been more careful. | weaken and finaly give in,
but | tell him that he cannot fuck me — only my husband can do
that. The best | can offer is to let him play with my cunt and
suck it. He eagerly accepts. | lay back, pull my skirt all the way
up, spread my legs, and he starts to move toward me. | reach
down and open the lipsand | usually come now, if not before.

Fantasy 2: A variation of the first. | promise a sales ap-
pointment to a salesperson at one of those lingerie parties, in
return for a hostess gift for my friend. The salesperson arrives
at my house, and heis avery good-looking man. | act flustered,
and he assures me that he helps women try on bras and under-
garments al of the time and thinks nothing of it. | go in the
bedroom and put on my robe over panties and bra. He gives me
abrato try on. | dip my robe to my waist, turn my back, and
try to change bras. My robe is too hard to try to hold, and with
his reassurances, | figure what the heck and let it drop. | com-
plain of the fit — rubs and pulls in the front. He says that |

133



probably did not lay my breasts in the cups properly. He has
me lean over after he has undone the bra. He reaches under and
cups my breasts while explaining how it should go and fedl.
While cupping my tits, he has very gently rubbed the nipples,
and they are erecting. The bra fits, and | decide to take it, but
after removing the demonstrator, | don't put my other one back
on. | am thrilled to stand there with my lovely tits completely
bare, the nipples now erected like pencil erasers, and see him
looking at them. He gets out the panty hose, and | try on a pair.
| again complain of the fit. He says my panties are wrinkling
up under the panty hose and suggests that, for the purpose of
fitting them, 1 should remove my panties. By now | quickly
agree. After putting the panty hose back on, | look in the full-
length mirror. The hose is so sheer that nothing is left to the
imagination. My cunt is really quite hairy and extends up to-
ward my belly quite aways. | see him looking at it in the mir-
ror over my shoulder. By now, both in and out of the fantasy, |
am very hot. | tell him that it is pulling in the crotch — knowing
full well what he will do. He dips his hand down the front,
over my bush, and places his fingers on the lips. He moves
them about and asks if that feels better. | say somewhat, but it
dtill isn't right. He sits in a chair nearby and asks me to come
over, so he can see what the problem is. As| stand inches from
him, he rolls the panty hose down over my hips and on down
off of one leg. He asks me to put one foot on the arm of his
chair, and he will see what was bothering me. As| do this, he
leans forward into my spread legs, using his fingers to open the
lips, and very gently lays his tongue between them — and |
come, both in the fantasy and for real.

The only problem with these fantasies is that usually your
mind is racing ahead of the logical progression of the story. In
that event, many times, my husband or | are unable to reach the
“good part” of the story, because the anticipation of what's to
comeisal that is required to accomplish the purpose.

One more favorite that | usually use when | masturbate. My
husband is a pilot. Of course, many layovers occur with vari-
ous stewardesses. Contrary to public opinion, there doesn't
seem to be much hanky-panky on these layovers. We have a
good sex life, so | am sure he is not fooling around with these
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girls, however, | do fantasize about it while masturbating. It is
very sexy to imagine him doing this. (I don't tell him this, of
course.)

Fantasy 3: | get on a plane and follow him to his layover
point. He has been in the hotel for a couple of hours. | get akey
from the room clerk and go upstairs. | know what | will find. |
open the door. He is naked and sitting in a chair, with an enor-
mous hard-on. In front of him, standing with her hips thrust
forward and one foot on the arm of the chair, is a gorgeous
stewardess whom | know. She is nude. She is a big girl — but
not fat. She has a beautiful body. Lovely, huge, but well-
formed, tits. She is very blonde except for her cunt, which is
very bushy with black hair. My husband is licking her cunt as
she looks at me and smiles and invites me in. On the bed is an
equaly stunning brunette, also nude. She invites me to remove
my clothes and tells me that, “He will be ready in a few min-
utes.” | sit in achair. By now, they have moved to the bed. The
blonde is sucking my husband's cock. She is being sucked by
the brunette, and, of course, my husband is eating the bru-
nette's cunt. | am so hot watching them that | am now playing
with my cunt and rubbing my nipples until I climax. The girls
also climax, but my husband does not. The blonde finally turns
to me and says, “He's ready now.” | go over to the bed and
dowly let myself down on that wonderful prick. The girls are
beside us, going down on each other. As| watch them and ride
that cock | climax.

| have rambled on far too much | fear, but as some, of your
other contributors have said, it's good to be able to tell some-
one. Detailed fantasies are still somewhat out of place a the
coffee klatch.

| believe in your sincerity, but feel more comfortable signing
only my first name.

Arlene

My Secret Garden was a great book. | bought it by accident,
and it turned out to be the best accident | ever had.
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I am married one and a half years, and | am happy now that
| read My Secret Garden. See, my husband has an unusual
problem that's driving me insane. He doesn't believe in any
type of foreplay at al, except for himself. | have to do every-
thing to him, but he won't excite me in any way. He just
mounts me and slides in and out maybe four times, and he
pulls out and comes. Sex lasts atotal of three minutes if we are
lucky. | asked numbers of times why he won't come inside of
me, but never get any answer. | am told to lay still on the bed,
and when | try to move aong with him, he seems to have the
idea only men are supposed to enjoy sex. | put up with this
every day. When he goes to work | am so overjoyed. | found
myself one day lying on the bathroom floor with my hairbrush,
just thinking how it would be making love to my husband. Itis
so beautiful 1 have to do it amost every day now. | imagine us
both climaxing together, and | amost go out of my mind with
pleasure. Then | go to the store and look for other goodies to
replace my hairbrush. So far I've had a hot dog, knockwurst,
sausage, cucumber. | think 1 would die if he caught me, but |
sometimes imagine him walking in, and it excites me even
more.

O Bunny writes that her lovemaking with her husband is
“always exciting and complete....” Although heis crippled and
unable to walk, they have a son, and, “baby,” she proudly de-
clares of her husband, “he has more energy than a young man
when it comes down to fucking. We have a lot of fire and be-
lieve me, we burn it al up. The days of Zip Zam Thank You
Maam are all over with.” Bunny's husband is as avid and ex-
perimental about sex as is Bunny herself, and yet in the very
heart of Bunny's full erotic life, she names a frustration: she
has always had a fantasy of making love to a woman. This is
an important theme that runs through letter after letter in this
book, from women in every sexua walk of life,

“Who knows better than a woman how to satisfy another
woman?’ | think that sentence haunts the bedroom of every
woman who knows the fireworks oral sex can hold for her, but
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whose lover is inexperienced, unskilled, or just downright re-
luctant about it. Even Bunny, who never implies any lack of
ardor or skill to her husband in any sexua area, found it a
thrilling experience. Describing what happened when, with her
husband's willing consent and participation, she put her fan-
tasy into practice, Bunny describes the feeling of having an-
other woman go down on her: “She had a tongue that knew
every spot thereis to know on awoman.”

Because Bunny does not call herself alesbian, | do not con-
sider her one. (The fact that she is married is not, of course,
evidence either way.) Some leshians are proud of the name.
Other women describe homosexual fantasies to me, but add the
proviso that while they enjoy thinking about it, they neverthe-
less consider themselves heterosexuas. Bunny herself, in her
enthusiasm and gusto for sex in al its forms, never seems to
give the matter any thought at all —and | think sheis probably
thewisest of al. O

Bunny

| have had fantasies for years, but never gave them a second
thought until my husband and | began sharing them. Now fan-
tasies are a part of our everyday life. It al began when my hus-
band, I, and my son took a trip to Houston, Texas, in 1972,
with two other couples. When we woke up the next morning,
the women decided to go shopping. We walked for about six
blocks, when a peep-show store caught my eyes. | aways
wanted to go into one of those shops, and being away from
home, | felt more at ease walking into the place. So | asked the
women would they go with me? One said okay, but the other
one grabbed my little boy, who was two years old, and said no,
I'm not going into that place (the poor woman should have
gone; she might have learned something). | was really amazed
at the books, dildos of all sizes, vibrators, and French ticklers
that they had on display. | went around the store trying to pick
out the best books, but naturally | only could look at the cover
and use my own judgment, for the books were covered in
transparent wrapping. So | picked out three books that |
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thought would be enjoyable. | could not wait to get back to the
room to open them. When | did, | could not believe my eyes.
Honey, those books had Me and my husband wondering what
in the world had we been missing. My husband and | would
look at them every chance we had. | really enjoyed the lesbian
shows. When we make love, | tell my husband my fantasy
about making love to a woman. Our lovemaking was always
exciting and complete, and the thought of me eating a woman
really aroused us more. So we made plans to get someone, to
see how enjoyable it would really be. One night, a friend of
ours came down. She is always talking about sex. | asked her if
she ever had awoman eat her; she said no, but was indeed very
curious about it. | told her about the plans me and my husband
had made, and to my surprise, she was very willing. She un-
dressed faster than we did. | had been curious for months about
eating a woman, so here we were, dl three of us lying there
naked, and | wondering would | do agood job on her. | aways
knew | did a hell of a blow job on my husband, but, damn,
eating a woman, shit what a difference, so | got to it. First |
fondled with her breast, then dowly worked my way down
with my tongue to her cunt. | opened it with a gentle touch, the
way my husband opens me, ease in my hot tongue, and
watched her face expression change to: Goddamn it's about
time you got there! | ate her till my husband could take no
more, and he began eating me. After we brought herd home,
we got back in bed and started where we left off. Here | had
eaten this chick and | enjoyed it, but there was a problem: |
wanted a woman to eat me. We have this other friend who is
just eighteen, but knows a lot about sex. She came down one
night. My husband had company, so she came to the bedroom.
| was lying there with just my robe on watching the “Untouch-
ables” when | felt her hand going under my robe. She is the
type of person who says if you want something go after it, so |
gathered she wanted my pussy, and baby she was welcome to
it. She had experience. | could tell by the way her hands moved
to my cunt, and she parted my lips so gently. She came closer
to reach my neck and kiss it softly; then she slowly lowered her
head to my pearl. Goddamn that bitch knew just what she was
doing. And | enjoyed every minute or it. Then my husband
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joined us. It was another threesome, but this time, the woman
was eating me. She had a tongue that knew every spot there is
to know on awoman.

I never believed that a woman could make me fed the ex-
citement that | felt that very minute. My husband made love to
me while she blew him. Then | made love to her, while my
husband fucked me from behind; then he made love to her
while | blew him; then we both made love to him, she blew
him while| sucked his chest. Then he fucked both of us.

Now this fantasy that | love having is about my husband's
old girl friend. From the minute | met her, | aways liked her.
After three years of knowing her, | just found out from my hus-
band that they were lovers before he met me. It has been ayear
since we saw her. She is in Europe now with her husband.
Ever since | had my husband tell me how he used to make love
to her, | fantasize that she comes over, and we are drinking
Vodka like we used to do. | ask her if she would like my hus-
band to eat her, and how willing sheis, so we al undress. My
husband is always teasing people, so he begins making love to
me first, knowing how excited she would get, blowing in my
ears, biting my neck, licking al over my body, then dowly
parting my lips and licking my cunt, then going to my pearl.
But never entering into my cunt. But then | feel atongue enter-
ing inside of me, along hot tongue licking every corner, catch-
ing every drop of juice that's dripping down. That chick really
has her shit together, a tongue till on my pearl and a hot
tongue dowly taking its time going around and around into my
cunt. She and my husband give me a hell of a working over
until | can't take anymore, now | need a fucking, so my hus-
band gives her the dildo to put on. She is now working with it
just at the tip of my cunt, every now and then she stabs me
with it. My husband is sucking my breast and playing with my
pearl. Now we begin to get more excited. She begins penetrat-
ing inside of me with the dildo. | begin shouting I'm coming
bitch, just keep on working inside of me. Then my husband
starts making love to her. She begins kissing me and | her.
While my husband is eating her, she gets between my legs and
dowly starts eating my cunt, and | start sucking my husband's
prick, and we al come to climax together.
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Sometime me and my husband fantasize about four men
holding us up and taking us into a shed, where they fuck me
while my husband is tied up and can do nothing but watch.
One guy is eating me while the other one shoves his big black
prick into my mouth. The other two lick al over my body. Af-
ter they all eat me and | suck their pricks, a woman is brought
in, and she beginsto eat me, then | eat her. Sheis then brought
over to my husband. He is untied and he begins to eat her. Now
a German shepherd is brought in and he begins to lick my cunt
and asshole. When his red penis begins to show, they insert it
into me, and we begin fucking. Now my husband and that
woman are doing sixty-nine. We al have reached our climax
now, and everyone is beat as hell.

My husband and | have been married for three years.

| am twenty-five, and heisforty-eight. Heisin awheelchair,
has been in one since 1949, and baby he has more energy than
ayoung man when it comes down to fucking. We have alot of
fire, and believe me, we burn it al up. The days of Zip Zam
Thank You Maam are all over with.

| redlly enjoyed your book.

(0 One of Sherri's great frustrations is that she cannot share
her fantasies with her husband: “... even after ten years of mar-
riage, he still does not fully love me or trust me.” So she is
silent about the waking dreams that might fill their bedroom
hours with life.

Sherri's letter strikes a sympathetic chord in me; she makes
me sigh a the barriers within us al. They cause so much
wasted happiness, so much time lost. | do not see her husband
as a cold-hearted villain as much as just one more person who
feels he cannot trust what he does not know. The irony is that
Sherri is ready — eager — to let him know her deepest thoughts;
she wishes to display herself to him in al her nakedness. It is
heartbreaking to realize that his distrust will make it highly
unlikely for him ever to find out what her sexual fantasies are,
and to enjoy them with her.

Ginger sounds more fortunate. She reports that she is learn-
ing to use her sexua fantasies to excite her husband. She se-
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lected two of the fantasies from My Secret Garden and read
them to him, “casualy.” The result delighted her — “he got a
hard-on.” Perhaps encouraged by this, Ginger's husband him-
self has begun making up fantasies. “Once,” she says happily,
“ my husband made-up a good airport fantasy.” Her underlined
words are al the evidence we need to tell us the great pleasure
shefelt in sharing one of hisinventions.

Ricky married the only man she had ever had intercourse
with, but while her husband brought home quite “afew tricks’
from his time with the Navy in the South Pacific and the Ori-
ent, she finds “After a while, even the most bizarre positions
become boring.” Having known only one man in her life, she
says she finds that “his feel, his mannerisms, are too famil-
iar.... | am terribly curious if there is a noticeable difference
between men.... | want to know so very much and plan to
know no matter if | am married or not.” Apparently, she has
not yet found out; in the meantime, she satisfies her desire for
variety in fantasies instead.

Early marriages are often disastrous; the truth is not that
many people cannot lead rich lives having known only one
other person sexualy. The truth is that too many people do not
know themselves before they marry. A woman who marries the
first man she ever goes to bed with is often plagued by lifelong
curiosities like Ricky's. Her letter ends on a wistful note: “I
guess some people would say | was a sexualy frustrated per-
son. | love sex and touching. | feel |1 need sex and affection to
remain emotionally and mentally healthy....”

Like the remaining women in this chapter, Ricky tells us the
fantasies she uses to explore as yet untasted sexual pleasures at
the feast of life. O

Sherri

Thank you for My Secret Garden. | only wish | could speak
my mind, and | wish | could share my fantasies with my hus-
band — but even after ten years of marriage, he till does not
fully love me or trust me. | enclose three of my favorite fanta-
sies for your new book. | hope it will help other women to bet-

141



ter understand themselves as My Secret Garden has helped
me. My very best wishes for you and your future books.

My fantasies right now dea mainly with a couple with
whom my husband and | spend a great deal of time. We are all
in our early thirties, white, middle class, college educated.

My girl friend's husband is aways kidding me about run-
ning off somewhere with him, or telling my husband that I'm
the “prettiest girl in town” and that any man around would
want to lay me if they had the chance. My husband thinks this
is al abig joke, and though I've never encouraged this fellow
in any way, I'm sure he'd screw me at the first opportunity if |
gave him the okay. He's usualy running his wife down in front
of other people anyway, so she thinks that his comments to me
arejust another way of giving her ahard time.

On to the fantasy part:

Fantasy 1: When | masturbate (daily at least!), | sometimes
imagine that my girl friend is away on business, and I've
agreed to take care of her kids for her. While the kids are at
school, her husband comes home. We go through the usual
jokes and propositions, but this time, | know he's going to go
through with it if | want him to. He pulls me close to him and
starts kissing my face and throat; then as | can feel his cock
come erect against my belly, he forces his tongue into my
mouth. We go into the bedroom, and he takes my clothes off
very dowly. He lays me over the side of the bed with my knees
over the edge and starts to lick and kiss my cunt. In between
licks, he'stelling me how beautiful | am, that my breasts are so
much larger than his wife's and that my figure is so much
softer and more curved than hers. After he's licked and sucked
me to the point where I'm almost exhausted, he dlides me up
farther on the bed and slowly puts his cock in my cunt. | imag-
ine it to be very long and hot. He keeps diding it in and out
without putting any weight on my body, so al | feel isthislong
hot cock dlipping up and down in my cunt. Because I've gotten
so wet with my own juice, it takes little effort for his cock to
dide easily around in me. Finaly, he jamsit in so hard that |
think 1I'm being ripped apart, and BAMMM!!! we both finish at
the same time!
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Fantasy 2: | imagine that my girl friend and | are done in
either her house or mine, and we know that no one will be
coming home for a long time. She asks me to help her shave
the sides of her pussy so that the hair won't show outside of her
bathing suit. | agree to help her, so we go into the bedroom,
and while she lays on the bed with her legs apart, | start to
shave her. By the time I've finished, were both very excited
over me touching her crotch. We both realize that we want to
make love to one another. Then we take our clothes off and
begin to kiss one another while lying very close together, face
to face. | move down and start kissing and sucking on her
breasts, then move lower and get between her legs. Her cunt is
aready starting to get wet when | push my tongue up in her.

For along time, | lick her from her anus up to her clit, then
run my tongue around her clit and kiss it or suck on it very
softly. Then | start pressing harder with my tongue on her clit
and stick my tongue up her cunt asfar as| can. | keep this up
until she comes. Then | let her rest just a moment before | lick
her clit and vulva clean of her juice. After a short rest, then she
goes down on me. First, she plays with my breasts, but what
she really wants to do (what | want her to do!!!) isto get to my
crotch. She does the same things to me that I've done to her,
but she has a longer tongue than | have, so she can reach far-
ther up into me than | did with her. She finally finishes me off
by putting her top lip over my clit and her tongue up my cunt. |
can feel the softness of the inside of her lip and the hardness of
her teeth against my clit. After | come, she licks all my juice off
of me.

Fantasy 3: (This fantasy has nothing to do with this couple.)
I've traveled back in time to Imperial Japan (about An 1500),
and I'm being given to the emperor as a gift. (I don't know
who's giving me away or why.) | know that the emperor has
never had a white woman before, and he, is very excited about
me. I'm bathed, perfumed, and dressed in a beautiful kimono.
Even though the kimono is heavy and completely concealing,
I'm very aware that | have nothing on underneath it. When I'm
brought before the emperor, everyone in the court stops talking
and turns toward me. He has me stand next to him and opens
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my kimono so that everyone can see how beautiful my body is.
He touches my hair (on my head) and then touches and strokes
my pussy, because he's so taken by the sight and feel of soft
blonde hair. He has attendants take me to his bedroom to await
him. They remove my kimono and lay me on the bed (on the
floor — Japanese style). When the emperor comes in, he sitsin
alow chair by my side and motions a huge, handsome guard to
get me ready for him. The guard kneels between my legs and
starts to lick my vulva and clit. He keeps on licking in long hot
strokes and running his tongue (a very long one) up my cunt
faster and faster. Now the emperor has opened his kimono, and
| see that he has a huge cock that is hard and stiff as a piece of
wood, and it has this beautiful soft, brown tip. Even though the
guard is driving me wild with his tongue up my cunt, | move
over to the emperor and start to suck his cock. He doesn't try to
shove it deeper into my throat, he just leans back in his chair
and enjoys what I'm doing to him while he runs his hands
through my long blonde hair. By now the guard is under me
with his tongue up my cunt as far as he can. Just as the em-
peror comes and his juice shoots into my mouth, | climax from
what the guard is doing to me, and push as hard as | can
against his face with my crotch.

Ginger

| love your book. What a TURN-ON! | wish | could have
contributed to it, but | want to tell you about myself. | married
aman fifteen years my senior. For the most part, he's a codger
and leaves me unsatisfied. 1 don't know How to have an or-
gasm. We only have sex once a week or less. He's thirty-eight;
I'm twenty-three. We've been married four years. I've yearned
to have affairs, but I'm not beautiful and never have found any-
one who would lay me. | never asked men to, but hinted
around and tried to lead them on. (It never worked.) | used to
fantasize about famous men: Dick Martin, Tom Snyder. The
past week, I've fantasized about the clerk in the bookstore
where | bought your book. | had two encounters with him, but |
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don't remember him, athough he said we went to the same
high school. He's engaged and | want to lay him before he gets
married. | feel very bad about “Nobody wants me sexually.”
It's such a downer with my husband's apparent lack of desire. |
feel suicidal about it sometimes. Nancy, I'd screw ANY-
BODY!!! (or anything!)

Jim, the man | loved deeply, never asked me out when | was
single (I don't like to remember that | asked him out, and he
flat-out, rather tactlessly refused to go out with me). Jim is
married now, and | don't think he knows how much | still love
him. I've had a lot of fantasies about trying to trap Jim into
fucking ... or even just touching me. | fantasize that the next
time he comes over aone | fake that I've just been assaulted in
my apartment when he finds me. 1'd lay there “pretending” to
be “out.” I'd be wearing torn-off clothing, with my legs wide
open and my bare pussy peeking out. I'd be positioned with my
head against something hard, with some blood on my scalp.
Hed have to pick me up off the floor and carry me to the couch
or my bed. Hed pay attention to me. Who knows, he might
even fuck me! I'd “come to” after a reasonable length of time.
I'd make him promise not to call the police. I'd tell him it was
incest ... like my husband's brother was the one who'd raped
me. The major difference between this fantasy and the onesin
your book is that | don't feel guilty about it. I'm manipulating
him to the point where he can take advantage of me or not. His
choice. At any rate, held have to touch me. That would be
enough. But I'm not tied up or being forced into it. I'd do it,
willingly, gladly, and guiltlessly — damn it, if anyone would
only do it with me!

The other women fantasies and the dog fantasies turn me on.
Once my husband made up a good airport fantasy: we're total
strangers in the airport terminal. I'm walking aong, and he's
walking in back of me. I've no panties on and a short skirt, and
I'm struggling with severa pieces of luggage, my handbag, and
sunglasses. | drop my sunglasses. He is unzipped, with his
throbbing cock sticking out of his pants. | bend over from the
waist to pick up what I've dropped, and he “bumps’ into me.
We both struggle with our luggage and fall facedown on the
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floor. We both screw slowly and gradually other people casu-
ally come aong and join in. We rearrange ourselves face up,
and we all roll around and suck and fuck each other.

In reality, | want my husband to suck and kiss and lick my
cunt. He won't, willingly, only when | really pressure and nag
him to do it to me. Last night, | got a hunch and acted on it. |
carefully selected two of the fantasies from your book and read
them to him, casually. They were “Jo” and “Wanda’ (The
Z00). He got a hard-on. | want a big dog. I've fucked with a
dog when | was a teenager and liked it. | think my husband
would be quite stimulated ,to see the dog fucking me, and he'd
probably mount the dog &l a the same time. We live in an
apartment where dogs aren't permitted, so it will be at least two
years before | can get one, unless | can “borrow” one some-
where. | much thank you for caring enough to ask us for our
fantasies.

How in the world are you going to top Secret Garden? I've
been in a constant state of “moistness’ since yesterday morn-
ing, when | started reading it!

Ricky

| want to write you because | enjoyed My Secret Garden so
very much. | found it informative, interesting, entertaining,
funny, shocking, and even a bit stimulating (sexualy).

| fantasize. I've tried to imagine my husband as another
man, but have failed. He is the only man | have ever had inter-
course with, and after three years of simply one man, | have
found that his feel, his mannerisms, are too familiar to get into
my head that he is another man.

| do daydream about sex. | am terribly curious if there is a
noticeable difference between men. Can you tell the difference
in their size just from the feel of their organ deep (or not so
deep) inside that warm, soft spot? Are their “styles’ noticeably
different? | want to know so very much and plan to know no
metter if | am married or not.

My husband was in the Navy when we met and started to
deep together. (There was no “sleeping” until we were married
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though.) He brought home from the South Pacific and the Ori-
ent a few tricks. He showed me so many positions that | can't
number them nor do | care to. After a while, even the most
bizarre positions become boring. The day we were married, he
lost a great deal of interest in sex. He says that there was a
great deal of “challenge’ before we were married. Now it is
here anytime he wants it. He turns to me when he feels the
urge, not the deep beauty of it, but the natural call of his sexua
drive. About eight to fourteen days apart and never more than
once a night. He is always ready for me to give him head
though. Not to have sex or eat mewhen | fed likeit.

My daydreams are of men | have met. | imagine we're
alone, and he tenderly, slowly makes love to me. No, | make
love to him right back. He shows that he really enjoys what |
do to and with him. He moves about, he makes low, sexy
noises, he holds me tighter. (My husband is a quiet man, never
makes a sound. He claims to have only one “hot spot” — his
dick.) We give and take from each other in the most beautiful
act in creation. So far | have not been able to set an end to this
fantasy. | sometimes have a climax during it, but that isn't al
too important to me. (I aways enjoy foreplay the most.)

Sometimes the man is famous. My idol is Joe Namath.
Sometimes he is a man | have met casually; sometimes heis a
friend of my husband's. My husband knows that | have a sex-
ual attraction to this one friend of his. It came out in a “What
if” conversation. He knows and | believe myself when | say |
doubt if I could carry through with an affair. It would take an
advance from the man. A subtle one, atender one.

| feel | wouldn't be honest if | didn't tell you that | do have
this “daydream” about my haf-brother. We have the same
father. Both our mothers were divorced from our father, and we
seldom saw each other in sixteen years. He finaly became
closer and closer to our father. (I dways was, though not sexu-
aly attracted to our father.) We began seeing each other and
writing. Since we did not have a chance to develop a brother-
sister relationship, | do not feel that way toward him. | feel at
times that he does not regard me as a “sister.” He is a tender
person, and | sometimes feel he would like to bal me as |
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would him. The fact that we have the same father seemsto stop
us both. 1 know if he would let me know or make a move, |
would jump. | am not afraid to be the instigator in sex. | just
need to know the man I'm interested in is interested in me. He
comes on (my brother) as a very sensua person. He belongs to
a nudist camp in the hills. He is also a very sensua photogra-
pher. Soft, moody, beautiful works. (Our father is a photogra-
pher; heis a part-time pro.)

| guess some people would say | was a sexualy frustrated
person. | have been told | am asexua person. | love sex and
touching. | feel | need sex and affection to remain emotionaly
and mentally healthy. | hope you can use this. Please let me
know what you think.

Stella

| just finished reading your book and found it very exciting,
to say the least. | told a couple of my friends about it, and am
sorry to say that they aren't open-minded enough to read it too.

My sex life started at the age of twenty-one a my own re-
quest. | used to very often deep with this one guy with the
usua foreplay, but when it got to “the limit,” nothing more.
Being a romantic-type person, | asked him one night to make
love to me. The conclusion, unfortunately, was the question to
myself: Isthat al thereis?

Since then, there have been a few more men, but al | seem
to be doing is running into the same kind of people. They sat-
isfy themselves and leave me very frustrated and still waiting
for something to happen.

| love sex, to say the least, and never have regretted having
given up my womanly treasure, so to speak. | am now twenty-
five and have lived with a guy three years. Our sex life is very
dull, maybe because | just don't try. But he just doesn't do any-
thing for me sexually.

Why | stay is another story in itself. | have had other flings
since this guy | live with, but never seem to find satisfaction.
I'm trying to find out what a climax is al about!
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Thinking back over your book, | found mysef in there a
number of times. If | were to tell you my fantasies, they would
be much like many other women's. What | find sex is al about
is people together, sharing, feeling, caring. | often wonder what
a certain person would be like. | see aman at the office or at a
party, and | try to imagine what it would be like to make love
to him. But I'm aways afraid my dreams will end up like my
reality — better in the imagination than in the performance. So
many men think that just because they've reached a climax, the
woman must have been satisfied too. | suppose | will keep
looking for a man who does not believe this, who understands
women better. But in the meantime, | suppose | must just stick
to my dreams.

Jill

A friend of mine recently recommended your book to me, so
I bought a copy. | have just finished reading it. | saw on a back
page a request for suggestions, comments, and further fanta-
sies, and that is why | am writing to you. | think your book is
great. Until now, | have aways thought that my fantasies were
something bad that | should keep hidden. | was afraid that
there was something wrong with me, because | often had these
“bad” sexua fantasies, and because | enjoyed them. It relieves
some of my fears to know that other women have sexual fanta-
siesjust as| do.

| would like to share some of my fantasies with you, and
maybe they will help you in preparing your second book. Let
me tell you something about myself first. | used to work as a
secretary, but now | am just a housewife. | spend most of my
time at home and since | have no children, | get very bored and
lonely. My husband has the kind of job in which he has no set
work hours. He often comes home very late, and then he brings
work home with him. He often has to work on weekends too. |
redly think that we were together more before we were mar-
ried. Even when | go to bed at night, he is usualy still up do-
ing some work he brought home. He never seems to have time
for me anymore. He seldom has time for sex either. Even when
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| come right out and ask him to make love to me, he usually
says that he is too busy or that he does not have any time to
waste. When he does make love to me, he acts like it is some
kind of routine thing, like brushing his teeth or shaving. He
actslike heisin ahurry to get it done. Lately, he has been tell-
ing me that he does not have time to make love to me, but that
he will masturbate me for a little while if 1 want him to. He
often tells me that | should learn to control my sexua feglings
and that there are more important things in life than sex. Be-
cause my real sexua lifeis not what | want it to be, | have had
to fantasize a good sexual life for myself. | spend much of the
time that | an home aone fantasizing and masturbating. | have
developed a whole collection of fantasies, and | would like to
share some of them with you.

In my favorite fantasy, | see myself as a Near Eastern ruler
like those long ago. | live in a “pleasure palace” with awhole
“harem” of men. They are aways available to satisfy whatever
sexual desires | have. In my mind, | have them categorized in a
kind of filing system. Each man is categorized according to his
age, his looks and physical build, his sexua skills (that is, the
sexua skills | imagine he has), and his general personality.
Most of the men in my harem are men | know or have known,
but some are imaginary men, or men | know about but do not
really know personaly. In the sexua skills category, | classify
each man according to his general skill at lovemaking, his
powers of endurance during lovemaking, his skill at oral love-
making, and any other sexual skills he has. | also rate each
man in my harem according to the size of his penis, his ability
to use it, and whether or not it is circumcised. | like variety, so
these men are all different from each other. | can select one
according to what | am looking for at the time.

In atypical fantasy of thiskind, | am in alarge, opulent bed-
room in my “pleasure palace.” | am usually dressed in a sen-
sua, silky nightgown. In the bedroom, there is a huge canopy
bed upon which | am lying. As | try to decide which man (or
men) | want, | lie there masturbating, both in my fantasy and in
reality. When | select the man | want, he is brought to my bed-
room. As | watch, he is taken to an adjoining bathroom where
my servants (all female) undress him and bathe him. When
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they have dried him and put cologne on him, my servants bring
him to my bed, and then they leave the room. The man | have
selected wants very much to make love to me, but I make him
stand at the side of my bed and wait until | am ready. Often at
this point, | get out of bed and undress while he watches. He
must stand at attention and not move while | entice him. When
| am nude, | come over to him and caress him and rub my body
against him, but he must remain at attention. When | have
teased him enough, | lie down on the bed and alow him to lie
down with me and make love to me. If | desire oral lovemak-
ing, | lie with my legs over the side of the bed, and he kneels
beside the bed and makes love to me orally. Other times, | sit
on the edge of the bed or kneel and make him stand right in
front of me. Then | make love to him oradly. In fantasies in
which | make love to him ordly, | usualy imagine that his
penis is till soft and that it swells and becomes erect in my
mouth. As| said, the men are different, so the kind of lovemak-
ing that | have with each one is different. All of them are very
passionate though. Usually, I make love for a long time with
the man | select. He is able to delay his orgasm until the end,
or heis able to have more than one orgasm. All of the men in
my fantasies are able to do one of these two things. That may
be because my husband can do neither one of them, and | wish
he could. In my fantasies, the men | choose and | make lovein
many different positions. That, too, is different from making
love with my husband, because he always insists on using the
same position, the standard one with him on top.

Thiskind of fantasy lets me imagine an unlimited number of
variations of it. One of my favorite variations of it is one in
which my husband is humiliated and made to suffer. In this
fantasy, my husband is the man who is brought to my bed-
room. When my servants undress him and bathe him, they
make fun of him and laugh at him. Most of all, they tease him
about the small size of his penis. They tell him his penis looks
like alittle boy's. In redlity, it does look more like a boy's than
a man's. He is very sdf-conscious about the small size of his
penis, and he often asks me if it bothers me that his penisis so
small. | aways tell him that it does not bother me, but some-
times | would like to tell him what | redlly think. In this fan-
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tasy, my servants tease him by telling him some of the things
about his small penisthat | would often like to tell him. When
my servants bring him to my bed, they stay and watch instead
of leaving. He pleads for me to undress and make love with
him, but | refuse. Still dressed in my gown, | stand close to him
and whisper in his ear about al the pleasures he would fedl if
he made love with me. He gets very excited and gets an erec-
tion, and he cannot wait any longer. He takes hold of his penis
to masturbate himself, but the moment touches it, he gacu-
lates. My servants, who are watching, laugh at him and tease
him. They call him “the fastest gun of al.” He is very ashamed
and embarrassed, and he pleads with me to give him another
chance. | refuse, and | tell him that he will see how areal man
makes love with awoman. Then | order my servantsto tie him
to apillar so that heisfacing my bed.

With my husband there watching, | have one of my write
men brought to my bedroom. He is always someone whom my
husband knows. Often he is a former boyfriend of mine with
whom | had intercourse for the A time in my life. My husband
is facing so that he can see my servants undress and bathe this
man, and my husband sees that the man | have selected has a
much larger penis than he does. This man's penis is as much
larger than norma as my husband's is smaller than normal,
and this was true about my former boyfriend whom | have just
mentioned. While my husband watches, the man is brought
over to my bed. | undress quickly, and kneel beside the bed so
that heisright in front of me. Then | bend forward and kiss the
tip of his penis. It is still soft, and | take a hold of it with my
fingertips. It feels heavy. | pull back the foreskin of his penis
and lick its soft, pink glans. Out of the corner of my eye, | can
see my husband watching me. This man's penisis so large that
| cannot get very much of it into my mouth, but | take as much
of it into my mouth as | can. During the time that | have been
sucking on it and licking it, it has become erect. After a few
minutes of this, | stop and get back on the bed, and | invite this
man to lie down with me. We dowly begin to make love. Heis
a very skilled lover, and he does everything that pleases me.
Although heis passionate and very excited, heisnot in ahurry.
When | am ready, | have him lie on his back, and | get on top
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of him. | guide his penis into me, and it fills me completely.
We go slowly at first, and we move in a way that causes his
penis to make long, sow strokes in and out of me. | have sev-
eral orgasms, and he is able to delay his orgasm as long as |
want him to. Finaly, | am ready to finish, and we go wild.
Together we reach r a tremendous orgasm. We lie together
quietly for afew minutes, and then we are ready to start again.
He still has an erection. This time, | get on my hands and
knees, and he kneels in back of me and enters me from behind.
Again we start slowly, and he reaches around me and caresses
me with his fingers. In a while, we lose control of ourselves,
and he is moving like a wild stallion. Together we reach an-
other tremendous orgasm. Sometimes we go on and make love
some more in other positions, but often it stops here. My lover
and | bathe together while my husband watches. Then he
dresses and returns to the harem, and my husband is left tied to
the pillar. | go back to bed and lie down, and my servants tease
my husband about what a poor lover he is compared to the man
he has just seen. Then my husband is returned to the harem,
where the other men tease him too.

I have another version of this fantasy in which a young boy
is brought to my bedroom after my husband's failure. The boy
has never made love to a woman before, and | teach him the
right way to make love. What makes it better is that this young
boy has a penis that is larger, than my husband's. That realy
humiliates my husband. This boy learns quickly and becomes a
much better lover than my husband.

| have other fantasies too. | love to fantasize about couples|
know. | enjoy trying to imagine them making love. Now that
several magazines for women are publishing photographs of
nude men, | have found that | can become very aroused by
looking at such photographs. | often look at these photographs
while | am masturbating, and | fantasize about the men in
them. | imagine them making love with me. | do not have fan-
tasiesin which | take part in lesbian lovemaking, but | do have
fantasiesin which | secretly see two other women making love.
| especialy enjoy fantasies in which | secretly see other people
making love with each other.

153



| definitely do enjoy my fantasy sexua life more than my
real sexuad life. | think that that is the main reason why | have
felt that my sexual fantasies are bad. | also have felt bad about
the amount of time that | have spent fantasizing. | often spend
hours at a time fantasizing and masturbating. It is the way in
which | fill much of the time in which | have little else to do.
Most of my fantasies are those based upon the format of my
having a harem of men. | can have any man | want, and | can
do whatever | want with them. | have not made any of my fan-
tasies aredlity, but, as time goes by, | feel more and more like
doing so. One of these days, if the right situation arises, | may
not resist the temptation to really live one of my fantasies. With
the way that my husband has treated me and is treating me in
regard to sex, | amost feel that | have the right to obtain sexua
satisfaction where | can. | find myself looking for the right
situation in which | can safely have an affair with another man.
It may not be long before | find the situation that | am looking
for, and then | may make some of my fantasies redlities. |
sometimes wonder if my husband would even care if | was
having an affair with another man as long as it did not cause
him any trouble. He might even likeit if | would stop bothering
him about sex. After all of this, though, | have to say that most
of al I would prefer that my husband become a better and more
satisfying lover so that all of these other things would be un-
necessary. | guess that that is my biggest fantasy.
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PART TWO

THE USES
OF
SEXUAL FANTASY
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CHAPTER FIVE

DAYDREAMING

O Life can be seen as an effort toward equilibrium. If we are
hungry, we eat. Tired? We rest. If we've been using our minds
too strenuously, we long for physical exercise or awalk in the
woods. This is also true of our inner selves ... although many
of our mental efforts at maintaining equilibrium hover on the
border of unconsciousness. Daydreaming while going about
the ordinary chores of the day is one of these activities.

Usually, our daydreams pass out of our mind without leav-
ing a trace behind. A chance question from a neighbor, the
ringing of a telephone — and suddenly we are focused on the
here and now, the large part of our idle reveries forgotten.
Unlike unconscious fantasies, however, it is usualy not too
difficult to reesummon and examine our daydreams. If we do,
they can tell us a lot about who we are and what is missing
from our lives. Thisis most obvioudy truce in the Walter Mitty
kind of daydream indulged in by the average-man-lost-in-the-
crowd. In his reveries, the most overblown ambitions come
true. The unusua thing about sexual daydreaming is that the
daydreams do not often come to women who have no sex at al.
When repression is that total, sexual daydreaming is pushed
underground too. Much more often, | find that women's erotic
daydreams are not so much about sex itself but are about a
kind of sex they have not had, or will not alow themselves. It
is the effort of their imagination to supply something that is
missing from their red lives.

| bridle when people try to dismiss daydreams as unimpor-
tant because they are “unreal.” They are just as real as the ex-
perience of reading a novel, listening to music, or looking at
paintings. They are al efforts of the mind to present us with a
more satisfying order of redlity, a beauty we might otherwise
never have known. Jane Eyre never existed in the real world,
but I am the richer for Charlotte Bronté's story about her. (After
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al, couldn't a novel itself be described as a disciplined day-
dream?)

Ordinarily, our daydreams of happiness are abruptly fol-
lowed by feelings of disappointment and/or guilt. The pendu-
lum is swinging back toward equilibrium, but goes right
through the median point of stasis. We overreact; it isasif we
cannot find a balance again until we have paid with mental rue
and regret for the fantasized pleasures we have just pictured for
ourselves. Taking about the anxieties aroused in us by our
imagined actions or delights, Dr. Erik Erikson (Childhood and
Society) says, “... our irrational worry ... our fear of having
aroused actualy quite disinterested, and antagonized quite
well-meaning people, our fantasized atonements and childish
repetitions, may well surprise us.”

The barriers to our happiness, the limits we allow ourselves,
are more often within ourselves than outside. For fear that the
man we love may think badly of us, we hesitate to ask him for
simple sexua pleasures we have every right to. In our own
minds, we change him from a lover to a critic ... even worse,
we make him a critic so harsh that we know in advance he will
disapprove. Therefore, we avoid the test of redity and never
ask him, never give him a chance to show us how much he
himself might welcome our requests for as yet untasted pleas-
ures. It is our own unnecessarily strict, even sadistic, con-
sciences that keep us from sexual pleasure we have every right
to enjoy.

In her very romantic letter, Lulu describes an event that she
could not dlow hersdlf to have, even though the time, the
place, and even the man were “right.” She entitles her fantasy,
“An Ideal Sexua Encounter.” But at the peak of the event in
real life, “my automatic "No, thank you' intruded .... Were| to
have enough courage, | would have whispered asimple “Yes, |
want to." “

Lulu's letter then goes on to describe a simple daydream of
happiness. While she may regret that she denied herself the
fulfillment of this experience for the rest of her life, in her day-
dream it is hers after al. An effort of the imagination has re-
paired the torn fabric of the past. O
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Lulu

| enjoyed your book and found the honest exposure of sexual
impulse very freeing and enlightening myself.

As you can see, | was quite reserved and conflicted prior to
becoming married, but the impulse and fantasies were very
much alive.

P.S. | am thirty-two, married for the second time, and very
happy. | have a master's degree and am employed full time in
my profession. No children are planned in our future.

An Ideal Sexual Encounter

In truth, my ideal encounter is the cherished memory of my
second date with my husband. We met at church, purely by
accident, and | was immediately repelled by his frankly sexua
look a me — in church, no less. Our first date was a disaster.
He invited me to go sailing. | refused unless other persons were
to be present for fear of being “trapped’.” aone with this hairy-
chested mae. My preoccupation was clear. A dlight innuendo
at sexual encounter casually made, and again | was thoroughly
upset... | realize now | was reacting too intensely for it to be
genuine protest.

My fascination with him grew,’ as | saw him now and, then
around church and again at a party at which he was thoroughly
charming, funny, and very interesting. His casua arm around
my waist and a whispered, “Stay here with me,” sent me scur-
rying into akitchen full of gossiping women.

After agonizing months of watching him at church, | forced
myself to speak to him first (a brave step forward for me), and
he asked if I'd like to go for a hike to awooded area soon to be
destroyed by installation of a highway. Terrified, and delighted,
| agreed. We had a pleasant walk through the woods to a wa-
terfal, he handling my anxiety by easily chatting about his
many varied and amusing experiences on his world travels. |
was uneasy about even holding his hand over rough terrain.
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Needless to say, | was struggling with my own sexua attrac-
tion to him which | couldn't control.

Bravely, | ventured forth that I'd like to see his pictures
sometime, to which he suggested that same evening would be
fine. We arrived at his neat, comfortable, masculine duplex in a
quiet, wooded area overlooking the lake. | was immediately
impressed with his tasteful accommodations, but also with the
fascinating portrait of a beautiful woman on the living-room
wall — her hair loose, eyes shut, and head thrown back in an
ecstasy of pleasure — clearly at the peak of orgasm. | felt help-
less — caught alone with this male in a web | had woven for
myself. | wanted to go home. The other side of me decided
within minutes after arrival that | wanted to live here forever
with this man whom | really didn't even know.

Tony flicked on the radio to a quiet station and in the dark-
ening evening built an intimate fire for two. The enormous
sofa, spread with a soft apaca coverlet (picked up on a recent
trip to Peru), was pushed close to the raised hearth on which he
spread cheeses, crackers, marinated mushrooms, and two
glasses of scotch. The wooden bases were intricately carved
mahogany which he had created himself. Then he returned to a
bright kitchen to prepare dinner. | stared into the fire trying to
recover my composure. The portrait of the woman seemed to be
mocking me ... .

Shortly thereafter, Tony settled on the sofa, cheerfully an-
nouncing dinner would be ready in about two hours. His spe-
cia spaghetti sauce requires that long to sunnier. Inwardly
gasping at such along period of unstructured time, | asked if
he were going to show me his pictures.

He did. The pictures were vivid and intriguing scenes of the
ancient Incan ruins of Machu Picchu, Peru. In contrast to this
presentation, he showed fantastic pictures of Antarctica: ice-
bergs, roaring seas, glorious sunsets, and his work and col-
leagues on board ship. | was enchanted with this al-male do-
main in an environment | saw was as rugged and as naturally
beautiful as the men themselves.

Dinner was served at the hearth: spaghetti, salad, red wine,
and | was getting tipsy. Afterward, he snuggled close, and we
kissed. | loved it. Tony is a superb kisser, passionate and yet
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tender. Rubbing over my body with his hands, he talked of
how much he enjoyed sex, enjoyed active women, and liked to
kiss their genitals. He mentioned his previous wife did not like
her clitoris touched. | clinicaly offered she had childhood pro-
hibitions against masturbation. He visibly brightened and hap-
pily remarked he was so glad that | “did it.” | vanished behind
my professional mask and told hum | was discussing her, not
me! Tony looked puzzled and said he was discussing me.

We kissed often and longer that evening, me getting ex-
tremely dippery and hotter and hotter. Tony's erect thrusting
penis felt so good against my pubic area — it had been so long
since I'd been with aman!! | was as famished for sex as for the
mesdl he served.

Tony's body was becoming hot also, and he began to swesat
and took off his shirt. | lightly caressed and rubbed his back
and, out of irresistible curiosity, softly reached around to touch
the mass of delicious hair on his chest, exploring until | acci-
dentally (?) touched his erect nipple. He whispered, “You can
stay here al night if you want to.”

[My encounter is true to this point. My automatic “No,
thank you” intruded here, even though he later showed me his
bedroom, complete with huge waterbed, fluffy down-filled
comforter (from long unheated winter nights in Europe), heat
lamps over the bed for comfort, and another “delight” | later
learned to enjoy was avibrator. | did want to stay!]

Were | to have enough courage, | would have whispered "a
simple “Yes, | want to.” |1 would have undressed him, pulling
off his belt, spanking his buttocks playfully and briefly with it,
untying his shoes, dipping off his socks, very slowly unzipper-
ing and dropping his trousers, letting them tickle his inner
thighs as they went down. Then | would remove my top, shoes,
and slacks to black lace bra and black lace bikini panties. In
the firelight, with him standing, 1 would slowly pull off his
underwear, letting the elastic tickle his stomach; and when his
enormous, engorged, erect penis burst forth, | would kiss it
gently and tenderly up and down the shaft, cradling his balls,
gently pulling on both occasionally. Then | would lick the tick-
lish spot underneath, around the tip, caressing the “eye” with
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my tongue. He begins pushing toward me, and | alow it in my
mouth, sucking and swallowing as much as possible. Tony
moves to and fro in spasms of pleasure ....

Tony lets down my long hair and buries his face in it, kiss-
ing my neck. He quickly pulls off my panties, undoes my bra,
admiring my figure in the firelight, running his hands lightly
across breasts, stopping to pull and knead them, then quickly
on to belly and teasingly up the vaginal crack, alowing his
finger to dightly touch and tease the vagina and delicioudy
tickling my clitoris in passing. An intimate tongue in the va
gina and more delicious tickling the clitoris with his tongue,
and he picks me up, carrying me to his bed, which is aready
warm from the heat lamps.

Intercourse begins. | am frantic for the weight of him,

for the determined shove of his member into my, warm wait-
ing body, pouring forth water as the falls we had seen that af-
ternoon. With groans of pleasure, he begins thrusting deep,
pressing the cervix, each of us releasing pent-up emotion that
only the single (or I) can accumulate. |, sweating and crying,
respond to his passion with clutching hands, heaving hips,
back arched in anticipation, and burning pleasure in my cunt.
My mind runs over and over the thought, “Fuck me, Tony, fuck
me.” And then it goes blank ....

| am torn between the fear of the animal passions released
and desperate desire for the raging fire spreading over me. |
have no choice now. Tony's urgent thrusts are my own, and
together we are both driven madly toward the final shattering
moments when we surrender to our lust. Gasping, arching, |
am consumed in Tony's manliness and exist alone no more. |
have no words to express my feelings at our union, only cries
from my shattered soul.

Sobhing into Tony's neck and shoulder, | regain conscious-
ness. He holds me tenderly, kissing my neck, rocking me
dightly. | feel tremendous relief and gratitude toward him. |
am floating with joy. He is mine, and | am his. A tiny fire
burns within me still which he caresses with his fingers to full
flame. | have a series of minor orgasms, only reflections of our
first passion. Grateful and exhausted, | fall adeep in his encir-
cling arms...
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0 We are al used to seeing magazine advertisements or
televison commercials of a woman daydreaming at the win-
dow or while looking into a fireplace. If aman lost in an idle
reverie of pipe smoke were asked what dreams he sees sus-
pended before his eyes, he might well laugh and say, “Sophia
Loren, who wants to seduce me.” But a woman is taught, by
these exercises of salesmanship, that her correct answer is that
she isdreaming of awhiter laundry than her neighbors, or find-
ing a baby food that will make her child grow six feet tall. We
are not alowed the uses of erotic reverie that reinforce usin our
own minds as sexua beings. No wonder so many women who
can think of themselves only in the role of Mrs. Supercon-
sumer, resist seeing themselves in any image that smacks of
eroticism.

Fernando Sanchez is the designer of some of the most femi-
nine, beautiful lingerie in America today. They are truly the
stuff of which a woman's most sensuous dreams can be made
... lovingly cut peignoirs with panels of lace ... negligees that
entrance the beholder with the grace and erotic promise of the
female body. And yet Mr. Sanchez recently told me, “Our big
problem is to educate women to seeing themselves in seductive
clothes like these. They may stop and admire a tempting night-
gown on amodel in a store, or in a fashion magazine, but even
in these liberated times, the woman will usualy just sigh and
say, That's not me,' and head for the drip dry counter.” But if
she's not an erotic woman, who is she?

One letter from a woman named Cheryl is an example of
how women are conditioned to fight their own sexuality. She
was so inhibited in her own mind that she never once climaxed
during the three years she lived on and off with aman to whom
she was engaged. “Before him,” she says, “I was a virgin and
tried masturbation.” But even that did not work for her. De-
feated, she writesforlornly, “1 gave up trying.”

It was only recently, at the age of twenty-four, that she met a
new young man and “could finally relax completely, enjoying
my new freedom, and | “came' for the first time ever.” Asif to
further underline the distance she had been taught to keep be-
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tween herself and her own sexuality, she says she wasn't even
certain she had experienced orgasm with this new man —or at
least, didn't “realize it fully until a short time ago.”

One of the healthiest aspects of human nature is that it does
fight for equilibrium; once repression has been lifted, it can
work with the speed of a coiled spring to right the balance.
Now that Cheryl accepts her sexua sdlf, her old bugaboos
seem to be vanishing. | find her closing very moving: her new
sexua self-confidence, she says, has made her “very proud of
myself ... .” Shefeelssheisawoman at last.

In her letter, Jackie also writes that facing her own sexuality
frankly has been an important step forward in life. She writes
that she and her older brother used to play sexual games as
children. This is hardly unusua for young siblings, neverthe-
less, she found these activities so disturbing that “I used to
hide my head under the pillow to make the redlity of the re-
sponsibility go away.”

If Jackie disavowed her sexual experience by hiding her
head under the pillow, another form of denia isto have sexua
events take place as if you yourself were just a spectator. It's
not happening to you, but to somebody else. In Samanthas
poetic fantasy, which she cals “The Blue Star,” thisis exactly
what happens. The entire fantasy is told third person, as if it
had no relation to Samantha at all.

It is easy to see that this method of sexual fantasy is a strat-
egy for avoiding guilt; it is a daydream about having the most
marvelous sexual experience — but experiencing, the whole
thing vicarioudly in the third person.

In Connie's fantasy too, the same emotions seem to be the
basis for the sexual scenario she invents. “Faceless, hooded,
sexless people are tightening straps to my wrists and ankles,”
she writes, describing the circumstances of her favorite fantasy,
in which she enjoys sex without responsibility, without choice.

These sexua fantasies, which seek to combine the maxi-
mum of erotic arousal and satisfaction with the minimum of
guilt, reach their logical conclusion in fantasies in which the
woman is given absolutely no choice in the matter at al ...
fantasies of force or rape. “ The doorbell rings,” Elaine writes of
one such fantasy. “A good-looking young man pushes his way
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in, grabs me ... .” The sexual act takes place, but it is not the
woman's fault: She “did not ask for it.”

What we must remember is that for most women, who have
never experienced rape, the word just represents an abstract
idea; combining rape with sex in their fantasies is just using
rape, amost as a theatrical convention — it is a means toward
an end. When understood this way, rape becomes code lan-
guage for, “It wasn't my fault,” or just as simply, “He wanted
me so much, he overpowered me. You can't blame me if | am
such an overwhelmingly sexually attractive creature that |
drove him mad with lust despite all | could do to fight him
off!”

If the women who fantasize about rape were really turned on
by the ugliness and brutality of it, in their imagined scenarios
they would describe the feelings of disgust, shame, and degra-
dation ensuing from this physiological and psychological as-
sault. But on the contrary! When you read these rape fantasies,
which, after al, have been entirely created by the women con-
cerned for their own pleasure, the elements of force and brutal-
ity are seen to be not important at all. What happens instead is
that the force and ardor of their rapist-lover alows them to
release al their own pent-up sexua force, power. Every thrust
of his powerful hand, forcing them down, is returned by a
thrust of their own —which can be read as protest, but which is
clearly a sexua release on the woman's part, as guiltlessasit is
powerful. The man's demands on her body are the demands of
alust she has aways been too inhibited to respond to with al
the sexua force and vibrancy of her own body; fantasy alows
her to respond at last like some kind of sexua animal to his
anima treatment — a most unladylike way to behave, even un-
womanly, unless you can mask your “aggressive’ actions as
protest.

If the women in these rape fantasies were concerned with
the pain of rape, if they even elaborated on the pain involved,
the fantasies could be called masochistic. But these aren't fan-
tasies about the pleasure of pain. They are imaginary scenarios
speaking of aromantic desire for unromantic sex: these women
don't want love (at least this one time) in a bower of flowersin
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a tender lover's arms. They want sweat, roll-around, knock-
about thrust-and-counterthrust, with no holds barred. They
want sex that transcends any limits they have ever known with
aman who won't take less than a woman is capable of giving.
And most women are capable of giving a hell of a lot more
sexua thrust and emotion than they think most men want, or
that they themselves are capable of (being “nice” women). The
fantasy of rape solves all these problems, provides al this
pleasure. Rape? These women don't want rape. They want re-
lease.

But before we leave this subject, let me add one very strong
proviso: we must be clear that enjoying an emotion in fantasy
does not necessarily mean you want to live it out in reality. If
you become angry, for instance, you might say to someone, “If
you do that again, I'll kill you!” The words may even be ac-
companied by a very satisfying quick image of the offender
lying dead at your feet. But no one — least of al you — redly
believes that these fantasies of violence are ideas that you have
any intention of carrying out. You just wanted the momentary
release of expressing strong emotion, but only in words, merely
as an idea. Fantasies from women like Jackie, Samantha, Con-
nie, Elaine ... fantasies of being sexually forced or raped ... are
in the same category: they may be satisfying to think about,
they give the woman license; at least in her imagination, to
enjoy herself sexualy, and they remove her from any feeling of
guilt, because she never had any choice in the matter — but
there isn't a woman | know who wouldn't ran a mile if she
thought there was the dlightest chance it would happen in red
life.

Thereis asafety in fantasy. In our minds, we can test certain
situations to see how they might feel; we always know that no
matter how sordid the emotions we are dealing with, no matter
how angry, gigantic, or demanding the characters, they are al
puppets of our own invention. If any of these ideas ever be-
come too frightening, we can turn them off like turning the
pages of a book. This, | believe, is the fina ingredient in the
glamour that rape holds in some fantasies. In the safe play-
ground of our minds, we can toy with the mal€e's most danger-
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ous, most aroused emotions — and use them for just the whim
and fancy of our idle moment. He may be raging, threatening,
or even hurting us in the fantasy, but in reality we control him!
O

Jackie

Throughout the reading of your Secret Garden, | was wa-
vering between hope and fear that at the end you would (not)
request more fantasies. Reading of other women, | found my-
self wishing you had a group going where | could tell everyone
mine.

| am twenty-nine, never married, highly intelligent (150 1Q)
well educated, and overwhelmingly fat and frustrated. | did not
discover myself, as some of your contributors state, but at the
age of five my brother discovered me. We were hiding in a
clothes closet, and he pulled down my panties and explored me
with a flashlight — giggling excitedly and urging me to be
quiet. | was afraid of my brother even then, and was — athough
| did not understand it — horribly humiliated. After that, |1 be-
came curious about myself and would masturbate. My mother
effectively made me feel guilty about this: each morning, she
would smell my hands and say, “Y our hands smell like they've
been in the wrong place.” She couldn't, however, stop me — or
my brother.

One of my earliest fantasies occurred when | was four years
old and would sleep on my parents bed until their bedtime. |
would dream that a doctor came in to give me an injection. |
remember screaming in my fantasy for my mother, but she
would not save me. It was a terribly exciting idea, this fear-
some happening. Perhaps this sexual preoccupation stems from
my brother or from the fact that | dept in my parents bedroom
until | wasfive.

My brother and | played many sexual games — doctor and
actress, doctor and patient, husband and wife, and we had am-
ple opportunity, since both my parents worked. When they
were around, we would fight and hate each other. One disturb-
ing aspect (to me it still is) is that we never kissed or spoke to
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each other. | used to hide my head under the pillow to make the
reality of the responsibility “go away.” My brother isfour years
older than | and was aways stronger. When we fought, he hurt
me (am | rationalizing?). | mentally refused to accept any re-
sponsibility for our acts. We continued until | was eighteen,
and he got married. | was very upset and depressed about his
marriage — but couldn't fathom why. In fact, | never understood
thiswhole thing until | went into anaysis.

Since he married, |1 had other men, but never have an or-
gasm (we never had one when we were kids either). Each case
is similar: | always fedl horribly humiliated and hate myself
afterward. | have never really been in love. | can't achieve or-
gasm even when | masturbate.

My fantasies as a child were usualy about doctors telling
me what a brave little girl 1 am while they “examined” me
sexually. Usually in groups of three or four | have once or twice
“caught” myself having alesbian, fantasy, but stopped because
| was afraid it would make me a lesbian. | say “was’ because
since I've read your book, | can see that it is not freakish, and |
feel more free. | can't thank you enough for publishing your
book.

As | grew older, my fantasies about doctors ceased, and |
remember really getting turned on at college lectures by just
imagining myself screwing with the professor. Later, | had
fantasies about my analyst, though not really sexual. Mostly, |
wanted to be alittle bird that could nest in the hair in his arm-
pits. | used to despise women, but that is changing now. | find
| have more respect for other women ... but only if they are
intelligent. I'm still seeking a meaningful relationship with a
man, and I'm not afraid anymore. In truth, | think | was afraid
that both men and women only wanted to use me, hurt me, and
degrade me. Knowing my sexual fantasies has helped me to
reach my new self-acceptance. Y our book has made me feel so
much better about myself. Thank you.
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Ethel

| too thought | was crazy, because | had these fantasies, but
now | know it is normal, because | read your book. I am no
leshian, but | have thought a number of times about this par-
ticular fantasy. | would daydream that a man with a knife
would knock on my door, and when | opened it, push me in
and then tell his two women to come in. He would tie me up,
and then the two women would undress me. One is black, and
one is white. The black woman has a whip and is naked with
only black boots on. She would tie me to the bed, and then the
white one would spread my legs, and the black one would get
on me and start eating me out. When finished, the black one
would get off and sit on my face so | could eat her, while the
white one inserted a vibrator into my cunt. After a while, she
takes it out and tongue fucks me and after a while would place
her finger in my juicy wet cunt up and down till | had an or-
gasm. The man would be masturbating while watching. After
this, they would all tie my legs up strongly, and the white girl
would open my mouth while the man let me blow him and the
black chick is fingering me. Wow, I'm horny now. | have more
to tell, but it would take abook. Thanksfor letting me talk.

P.S. Believe me thisis no joke. | am only eighteen with one
boy aged two, and a husband aged thirty-two.

Samantha

The Blue Star

The room was guarded by statues of marble, shadowy fig-
ures in the outer halls. The silence was penetrated dightly by
eerie music, unearthly in form.

Inside the huge doors, carved by a sculptor's patient hand
seemingly, lay a magnificent room. It had a cathedral quality —
high vaulted ceiling, ornate gilded walls, immaculate stone
floor. And at the very peak of the room the ceiling's center,
there was a glorious, thick, glass Star of David. The sapphire
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blue was almost smoky, but light, played through in drifting
waves.

The girl lay underneath on a long, ceremonia table, tied
hand, foot to the four corners of the rather wide rectangle. She
was naked save for a wooden crucifix around her neck. She lay
meditatively intent upon the pulsating star in the center of her
vision. At times, she amost luxurioudly strained her limbs
against the coils of rope on her wrists and ankles. But her gaze
never changed. Nor her expression. She lay hypnotized by the
glazed star; it burned her eyes and heart.

Silently, four rows of men took their places around the table.
She felt their presence intimately like a stabbing wound. They
were dressed in simple garb, a long robe of sackcloth knotted
with a length of rope. They began a chant, low and soft and
pure, that made her feel strong, amost pure, highly exalted.
The light was dimmer now. She flicked her tongue over her
lips, feeling warm moisture fill the cleft between her legs. Her
nipples began to harden, and as though this were a new experi-
ence, she began to softly groan, her eyes till fixed on the blue
star above her head. The chant grew louder.

One of the monks took his place at the table's end. He
touched the soft white feet delicately, then climbed on her full
length. He kissed the small red mouth and lay till. The harsh
sackcloth rubbed against her, stinging the fair skin, but as his
erection grew, she lost herself to the feel of his hard manhood
against her stomach. He rolled aside suddenly and removed the
garment. She tamed her head slowly and saw him, a tall and
strong David, white and ruddy. He had dark, curly hair that
curled around his erect penis as well. He looked at her kindly
as he sensed her amazement at its size. She began to feel long-
denied urges penetrate her to the core, strange and drifting
blue.

The man climbed on her again, kissing her from her feet to
her willing hungry mouth. The men began their low chant
again. As they did, he inserted his penis into her. It reminded
her vaguely of aknife being put into its sheath.

After along, sweet love, they al took their turns caressing
her from head to foot, moaning and chanting and filling her
with their love.
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And as she drifted off, weary and complete, the face of the
first David filled her mind. The star filled her eyes, and a
drowsy lassitude, her body. She fell asleep.

Debbie

| am seventeen and have been screwing for over two years.
My lovers have ranged from nineteen to thirty-four, although |
prefer the older men. | am very experienced and very good —
and | know it. | have had many affairs with married men and
have loved every minute.

| had had fantasies ever since | was in the fifth grade. The
fantasies | had up till the eighth grade involved my male teach-
ers. My freshman year, | began screwing around. It was ex-
tremely painful the first couple of times, and | never was satis-
fied, but | knew there had to be something terrific about sex, so
| kept at it until 1 was one of the hottest numbers around.

My fantasies lately have involved me driving in a mountain-
ous area. My car goes into a skid and | crash. A gorgeous man
finds me. He feels instant compassion for me. I'm in a strange
town, so the man decides to look out for me. The climax of the
story comes on adark stormy night. I am living in his house. It
is thundering very loudly, and | am frightened. There is a
knock at my bedroom door. | clutch my flimsy nightgown to
me. He walks in and looks. at me and tries to act cool. He has
come to find out if I'm &l right. | sit on the bed with my legs
tucked under me. | reach for something, and my legs spread
apart. (I have no underwear on, of course.) His eyes never leave
me. Our eyes meet for along look. | call his name, and he sits
on the bed beside me. He kisses me, his tongue going deeply,
and he fondles my tits. He parts my nightgown and his tongue
caresses me everywhere until finaly he comes to my clitoris on
which he concentrates al his efforts. All the while, he finger
fucks me in my vagina and anus (which | love) until I climax.
After this, | take out his cock and lick and suck his cock and
balls.

One other fantasy | have is being raped by six or more men.
One frenching me, one on each tit, caressing and licking it, one
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fucking me with a huge cock while another licks my clit and
another fucks me with his finger —a big finger —in my butt.

| hope | have been of some help to you. | could write lots
more, but | am superhorny and would like to go masturbate.

Connie

My husband and | have just finished reading My Secret
Garden (he did most of his reading in the bathroom; | read it
usualy lying on the couch). | felt I'd like to share some of my
fantasies with you. But first let me tell you a little bit about
myself.

| am twenty-six, have been married for nearly seven years
(not always so happily, but still married). We have a four-year-
old son. | work in a radio station, without pay. | have some
college. | aso do some writing (fiction, poetry, the like). My
home life is exceedingly dull, and were it not for my fantasies,
I would soon find | could do without the usual sex atogether.
(Without fantasies, | find it all quite boring, sorry to say.) I'm
not excessively attractive, being somewhat overweight.

Now, let me get to my fantasies. | have several, so | will try
to remember all or most of them.

I think my favorite and most successful fantasy is a bond-
age-rape type thing. This aways starts as my Husband manu-
aly stimulates my clitoris, and as the excitement builds, |
transport myself out of our bedroom and into alarge, dimly lit
chamber. Facel ess, hooded, sexless people are tightening straps
to my wrists and ankles. They then gag me, and | hear a door
slowly creak open. | try to stretch my taut body that | might see
who has entered, but | never can see the person. (I never know
if itsmale or female, so I'll call it “it.”) But it's dressed in long,
dark, flowing robes, and it approaches me sowly asit pulls a
feather from a pocket inits deeve.

This person checks the straps and gag to make certain every-
thing isin place, then dowly proceeds to run the feather across
my breasts and down my stomach to my cunt. It starts tickling
me there, laughing a deep, throaty laugh all the while. The
more | struggle to free myself (oh, the pleasure), the stronger it
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laughs. It continues this until 1 am all wet and creamy and
quite ready to come. Then it suddenly stops, bends down, and
touches the lips gently and carefully, as though it were examin-
ing me. Then it starts a soft, gentle blowing. | am still on the
threshold of orgasm, but | feel a bit more relaxed, despite the
wonderful agony. (Secretly, | just love the thought of being tied
up and “tortured” by afeather and a mouth and atongue.)

Suddenly, | feel teeth biting me, fingers pulling a me,
tongues (more than one, it seems) licking and eating me up.

This drives me to a frenzy that is unimaginable. (Actualy, it
obvioudly isnt, isit?) While in redity | am really quite free to
move, while my husband is going down on me, | thrash and
flail as would a person who is tied down and being driven be-
yond what the senses can bear. | loveit! Thisistruly my favor-
ite. I know I'd like to be fucked or eaten while tied down, al-
though | can assure you | don't wish it to happen the way it
doesin my fantasy. Just very sexy.

| very frequently have fantasies of women making love to
women, of men making love to men. | love to watch them in
my mind. These really turn me on. But none of these does quite
as well as those of me and another woman. | have real lesbian
tendencies, but, as yet, have only fulfilled them in my fantasies.
Someday, maybe ....

My second favorite, though most common and enduring,
fantasy involves a semi-popular singer/composer/ novelist/poet
whom I've never met, but who has the reputation of being mad,
crazy, lusty, kinky, and nearly insatiable. | fantasize about him
with other women, with men, with animals, with himself, with
me. With the others, he is hard, demanding, awesome, almost
brutal. But with me, he is al but brutal. He is, however, still
awesome. We have oral sex, ana sex, coital sex, group sex,
freaky sex, kinky sex, at great heights of passion and lust. |
couldn't get by a day without him. I'll put on his records and
dip into a never-never land. If I'm at work or someplace and
can't get hold of myself without creating a scene, I'll amost
always be able to stimulate myself mentally to near orgasm just
by listening to this man's music and letting him enter me in my
mind, without my ever having to outwardly appear to be doing
anything except my job. It's better than a coffee bresk.
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I hope you've enjoyed reading these as much as I've enjoyed
writing them down. | never discuss these with my husband,
since he finds women's fantasies a threat to his virility. By the
way, | never fantasize about him.

While | was reading the book, by the by, | discovered it was
absolutely marvelous getting off on other women's fantasies,
things my own mind had absolutely never dreamed of. Thank
you so very much.

Now, back to my music and my never-never lover.

Excuse me while| COME.

P.S. My husband says he never has fantasies. How does he
doit?

Elaine

I have just finished reading your book — My Secret Garden.

It was marvelous and like nothing | have ever read before!

Thanks to your book, | now realize that | am among a good
majority! | no longer feel ashamed or guilty!

| have a fantasy that brings me to an explosive and over-
powering orgasm each and every time | haveit.

The doorbell rings, and | answer it; as | open the door, a
good-looking young man pushes his way in, grabs me, and
tells me to keep quiet and cooperate. | am shocked and speech-
less. He smiles and pushes me down on the couch, and his
body isimmediately on mine — he fumbles at my clothes, and |
start to struggle with him, pleading, no please, no no! He starts
panting and tells me not to waste my energy because he is go-
ing to fuck me whether | like it or not. While we are struggling,
he manages to get my vital parts exposed and starts sucking
my breasts and rubbing his cock against me. He gets my legs
open, and | feel him dip into me with one long powerful thrust!
| gasp, and so does he, and as he moves in and out of me, he
starts pleading with me to answer him with my movements.
“Answer me, baby, please answer me,” he keeps repeating —
and | do! His pleading and groaning turn me on, and | start
fucking with all my might, moaning —“Yes, my God, yes!!!”
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It's a thistime that | have a beautiful and truly explosive or-
gasm that | feed from head to toe! With this fantasy, |1 never
even have to touch mysef — because it's as if it were really

happening!

O It makes me sad when | see old, old movies on television
late at night and realize that for al intents and purposes, the
pill and liberation seem to have killed off romance. Films today
no longer present the lovers with insurmountable obstacles that
keep them apart, giving us scene after scene filled with the
bitter-sweetness of life that brings lovers together, but sepa-
rates them again after only a quick, stolen kiss. Today, James
Bond has barely had a gun battle with the beautiful blonde spy
than they are in bed together. If sexual freedom has been an
important gain for us, it must be admitted that there has also
been a loss: too easy sex, sex without emotion, the very hall-
mark of our time, may be sex without guilt. But it is sex with-
out romance too.

Some women try to supply from within the romance they no
longer get from the films they see, the songs they sing, the
books they read. Sophie writes that her fantasies are “romantic
daydreams — similar to a 1940 movie.” During intercourse, she
does not so much try to enhance the erotic intensity of the mo-
ment as to make the time more beautiful by daydreaming of “a
kaleidoscope of colors’ or floating in a still stream. Killie day-
dreams of an “Earth Man” lover, Libby's fantasies are about
“the old white-knight-take-me-away-from-this-all syndrome’
... Phyllis writes a letter she will nearer send. Each woman in
this chapter, in her own way, is trying to supply something she
is not getting from life — or may not even really want if she did
get it. Whether these daydreams are about other women, enema
experiences, or even sex with children, they are truly harmless
excursions of the imagination. [
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Sophie

I recently finished reading My Secret Garden and believe
that for many women who have been thinking there was some-
thing wrong with them because of the thoughts in their heads,
that your book will provide agreat service.

I, personally, however, was alittle put off by the undertone
of apology throughout the book — an air of judtification for
something that should not need to be justified, approved of,
apologized for, etc.

Women have been apologizing since Eve ate the apple for
the actions of their bodies and the thoughts in their heads. |
would just like to see a simple statement of “this is where
women are — take it or leave it” without constant reaffirmation
that “it's okay to think these thoughts.”

As for mysdlf, my fantasies are sexual, involving men other
than my husband, usually men | have just met and am attracted
to, or to some of my husband's very good-looking friends. But
for the most part, my fantasies are simply romantic daydreams
—similar to a 1940 movie — the meeting or encounter, our eyes
meeting, a warm embrace, and then the fade out. Also, during
intercourse, | often see a kaleidoscope of colors usualy within
the same spectrum, such as shades of reds or shades of yel-
lows, and sometimes | feel as though | were floating in a still
stream, then into rapidly moving water, and then over a water-
fal (thisoneisin al different shades of blue). These are more
of sexual imagery, rather than fantasy; and occur during inter-
course, unlike the romantic daydreams which occur at will
when I'm aone, or bored. They do not excite me sexualy, but
they are adelightful way to passthetime.

| am thirty-one years old, married amost ten years. We have
two children. | am a teacher and part-time graduate student. |
would describe my relationship with my husband as fulfilling,
sexually and otherwise. | have never had sex with anyone but
my husband, nor do | intend to, but after reading your book,
I've become very curious as to what it would be like to have
sex with someone else (ergo, the sexual fantasies about other
men mentioned earlier). This curiosity, however, is just that —
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wondering what it would be like, rather than active sexual de-
sire.
Good luck with your next book.

Killie

| just bought a copy of your book, My Secret Garden, and |
can't tell you how thankful | am that you wrote it. Although |
always thought masturbatory fantasy was okay, | have often
thought myself downright deranged because of my “daydream”
type fantasy.

I am amost twenty-four years old, a college graduate, and
unmarried, though till with the same lover | have had for
about three and a half years. | was aways a very imaginative
child, and even though | was brought up in an extremely re-
pressive environment, my fantasy life flourished. The first fan-
tasy | can remember is imagining myself married to the star of
a certain television Western, at age six or seven. | didn't know
what married people actualy “did,” but the unknown was al-
ways therein my fantasies.

Until a year ago or so, | thought only schizophrenics had a
“fantasy life”; what | now know were fantasies, | called just
“thoughts.” Consequently, | never thought of myself as a very
sexually oriented person, although it was just about al | have
thought of most of my life.

| am indeed a “watcher” — a watcher of crotches, asses,
hands, beards, and hair. | try to imagine what attractive men
would be like in bed, and usualy comment mentaly on the
ones | don't fancy, even if only about how “blah” they would
be. I find erotic literature very exciting. Some favorites are
Lady Chatterley's Lover, My Secret Life, some of Walt Whit-
man's poetry, D. H. Lawrence's story “Love Among the Hay-
stacks,” and H. E. Batess “The Little Farm.” (1) This brings
me to my fantasies of the “Earth Man.” | guess the best way to
describe him is a hippie Oliver Mellors (gamekeeper in Lady
Chatterley). He is strong, but not overly muscular; smple, yet
not crude or ignorant. He is of rather large build and has dark
hair and a thick beard. When he holds me, | fee completely
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enveloped (unlike my own real lover, who's about my own
size). We make love in meadows of flowers and thick, lush
pine woods on a forest floor of ferns | can amost smell the
damp greenness and feel the velvet moss and crunchy leaves
beneath us. Sometimes | imagine we are fucking in therain. |
redly like that. (Since my three psychedelic experiences-two
LSD, one mescaline-these types of details have been very im-
portant in my sensua life.)) My “Earth Man” lover is not dirt-
dirty, but he is unwashed. The smell of unwashed armpits and
especially unwashed balls and ass turns me on very much. | am
not a distinct personality in these fantasies — not any sort of
“Earth Mother” — but just myself. He has a full, sensuous
mouth, and kissing him slowly is delicious. His hands are
strong, but shapely, and | can see them caressing me. (I do like
to see mysalf as Renoiresque, although that's not too popular
these days.) We fuck with him on top, or side by side, but a
great deal of the fantasy is devoted to caressing and cuddling.

Your chapter about acting out one's fantasies was interest-
ing, as about a year ago | met my perfect “Earth Man.” |
walked into a college class on the first day, and there he was. |
already had a vague idea of my fantasy man, but after seeing
Stan, the fantasy redlly took hold. | was only in the class a bit
over two months, but it was agony. To “act out” or not to “act
out”? | made several small gestures of interest, and thought |
saw some positive response in him, but | hadn't the nerve to do
anything really bold, and the class was over, and | moved away
all too soon. Alas — but maybe it's better this way. | still have
my dreams, which are probably better than the real person,
especialy when it would mean going out behind my current
boyfriend's back. Still, | get athrill when | see aguy who looks
like my “Earth Man.” Until reading your book, | thought this
was somehow immature or faithless to my boyfriend, but | feel
much better about it now.

| have a second type of fantasy, which has come into the
limelight quite recently, and which | rarely use for masturba-
tion: usually only daydreams. This is my seduction of a young
boy. (That | was an only child — no brothers — may mean some-
thing here.) The boy is between fourteen and sixteen, and heis
soft and lithe, yet not puny, with long flowing, wavy blond
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hair. He has very little body hair, and only the faint beginnings
of a moustache. He is a virgin, and | have to teach him every-
thing, even how to kiss. His lack of experience makes him shy
but he is amost mad with horniness, and | bring him off with
my hand first, after much foreplay. He can't get enough, and
neither can I. | teach him different positions — a good one to
start with is him on a chair, and me sitting astride him. | amin
complete control and show him all the ways of pleasure |
know; his erection keeps coming back again and again. Fi-
nally, after a wild night of insatiability, we fall aseep — he
looks like a young angel, lying exhausted and sweating beside
me, with his mane of fair hair in tangles and his young cock
wet and limp. | fedl rather old and wise (and very satisfied!).

| found myself beginning to act this one out too, when | re-
cently was working with sixth-grade children. That's a bit
young for my taste, but a few of the boys were mature enough
to show a little bulge in their pants. One in particular struck
my fancy, and | began to ask him to come to the classroom
alone during free periods to help me with art projects. He was-
n't much like my favorite fantasy-boy, but he was tempting just
the same, and | redly had to restrain myself. | guess women
over eighteen could get sued for that kind of thing. Maybein a
more humanistic environment than the public schools, I'll get
to try this one out someday. | see it somehow as an act of be-
nevolence to give a boy a good, healthy, and loving introduc-
tion to sex. First fucks are usually pretty shitty. Besides, it
turns me on.

| was surprised a your comment that few women have fan-
tasies of seducing young boys. | thought it was rather more
common. | guess one likes to think of herself as being in the
mainstream.

I hope | haven't ruined these fantasies for myself by reveal-
ing them to you. | guessit's too late to worry about that now; if
| have, I'm sure I'll come up with new ones.

Unless I'm redlly repressing them, | haven't had masochistic,
leshian, or zoophilia fantasies. There have been a couple of
women | loved to look at, because they were soft and round
(again, my “Renoir-obsession”) and just comfortable (like
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smelling cinnamon rolls baking). But | have no desire for any
genital sex with awoman. My lover, however, is bisexual.

Again, my thanks for your book, your continuing research,
and the opportunity to “sound-off”!!

Libby

I'm writing after reading your book, My Secret Garden. I'm
twenty years old, white, middle class, and semi-crazy, in a
good way, | think. Anyway, | am living with aman I've known
amost a year now. He's a good lover, the best I've ever had,
and I'm satisfied and contented in his arms. | don't fantasize
when | masturbate or when | fuck. | fantasize when my man is
around the house but we're still apart.

I can get al my work and “creative outlets’ out of the way
during the day, so I'm ready for tak, love, etc. My loved one
works hard at a white-collar job al day, and when he comes
home, he's ready to read the text for the class he's taking,
and/or working in the shop downstairs. He never excludes me
from his activities; in fact, he encourages my interest, but some
days, | just really fed like making love. Sometimes well play
seduction games, but usually | just read and fantasize that he
rips the book from my hand and carries my body to the bed-
room, that he takes off my clothes and fucks me on the kitchen
floor, or that he unplugs the sewing machine and attacks my
little body. What makes this one fantasy so nice is that it may
happen, more than one would expect. 1've been made love to in
amost every room in the house (I recommend the bathroom),
and when it happened, | was hoping it would. | think thisisthe
most basic and common fantasy — the old white-knight-take-
me-away-from-all-this syndrome but | thought I'd write it
down and send it along. Good luck.

Phyllis

Dearest Jennie: Even after more than a day, I'm till so
thrilled by our shared experience that | just have to tell you so.
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Even though we were two women, dtill it was a sweet and
wonderful love we had for that brief hour.

Y ou are absolutely delicious, my darling, with that satin-soft
glowing. skin and marvelous figure. | loved smelling and tast-
ing you al over your body, and my delight in this became al-
most frantic as we grew more intimate. How your tight throb-
bing nipples swelled as | kissed them! Never shall | forget their
dightly rough texture as | nibbled at them in turn. And then
when you murmured for me to dide my fingers down the cleft
of your bottom. Swest, your little hole there is so soft yet tight,
so moist and musky. And it really excited you, didn't it, when |
worked my fingertip up inside it? My finger felt good too, be-
ing in you there.

But of course it was your hot sweet cunt itself that drove me
wild. You don't mind my caling it your cunt, do you? Al-
though | guess some women feel that's a vulgar word, | don't
think anything about you could be vulgar, and | like to think of
your big hole as your cunt. And, oh, honey, how its inner flesh
opened out as my fingers traced your dlit. It quivered and grew
very wet and hot. You did love having me caress you like that,
didn't you? Of course you did, | knew by the way you wriggled
and gasped.

And then when my mouth went right down on you. All that
hair and soft flesh. The glorious smell of you, and the exciting
taste of the moisture that seeped into any mouth. And — | sup-
pose thisis awful of me, but | couldn't help it — I loved having
my nose crushed against your little bathroom place in your
bottom and smelling the rich flavor of it. | wanted to just eat
you up al over, gulp down al the liquid and substance of your
body. I love dl of you!

It's perfectly all right, dear, that you didn't do as much for
me in return. | realized that you were too excited, and that it
was al happening too quickly. Just your hands on me were
enough, the touch of your fingers so soft and warm and loving.
And you did go in my hole alittle, and tickle the very top of my
cunt where it feels so good. | had awonderful come, when you
did. As | felt you straining and heard your choked moans,
when you hunched and ground your cunt and ass on my mouth,
I knew you were climaxing hard, and my own cunt just flamed
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into ecstasy. Oh, sweetheart, it was all absolutely wonderful,
and I'll never, never forget it.

Oh, Jennie, let me suck your cute little cunt again, and soon.
Will you, dear? Please?

O The writer of the above letter finishes with a P.S. ad-
dressed to me:

“Dear Nancy Friday,” she writes, “I never sent the enclosed
letter, because the events it describes never happened, and
Jennie would be horrified to learn my feelings about her. It's a
fantasy letter about a fantasy experience. But | found that writ-
ing it thisway madeit all seen morereal to me.” O

Marilyn

I'm just about finished reading your book, My Secret Gar-
den, which | find very good and honest. I'm eighteen and have
an average sex life, but | can do without it for some while.

| picked up your book at an airport recently, after a visit to
my sister (she's thirty-three), during which she told me that she
had become a hooker. | was shocked, because | have aways
loved her and looked up to her. Due to the difference in our
ages, she has always been practically a second mother to me.

My boyfriend, Howie, recently discovered | was reading
your book, and after skimming through it, asked to borrow it.
A few nights later when he came to my house, he had a friend
with him who was named Dave. A girl friend of mine was
there too. Howie asked Dave to read some fantasies out loud. |
was awfully embarrassed, but that went away after a while.
Maybe that gave me the courage to send you this fantasy,
which | would like you to publish in your next book.

| have a one-and-a-haf-year-old niece who | love very
dearly. | sometimes sit with her when her mother is busy. |
love her so much that | often think | would love to perform
cunnilingus on her. She just lies there, gurgling and chuckling
very happily. She loves me to touch her and play with her.
What | like to imagine is the little smile of happiness she
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would show if | just put my face between her little legs and
licked her. She is too young to think it would be anything dif-
ferent than just playing with her fingers and toes, and | would
loveto feel | was making her happy thisway.

My favorite other fantasy is about a former fiancé. We
balled several times, and that was the best time | ever enjoyed.
Maybe it was because | felt safe. We knew each other a long
time, and we w