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Dear Reader-ess, Dear Reader 

Almost all of the stories were conceived at night. Not dark, gloomy, nightmarish nights. But relaxing, refreshing nights under warm and cosy, thick bedcovers when the wind blows outside. Mind you, my husband and I live in western Sweden on the coast. Daylight becomes scarce in September only to come back in April/May for a glorious, albeit short, feast of summer.

Add to that the fact that we like to live rather with candles and fireplaces than with neon and LED light (though we peruse our 300 Mbps internet) and you can easily guess how much I like to sleep, slumber, stay in bed daydreaming or nightdreaming. That is where the stories come from.

To me, erotic literature is infinitely more than just a combination of the description of gymnastics and platitudes. That is pulp. My goal is simply to live up to these words: erotic + literature.

Literature with sexual content, prudishly called erotic literature, has this slight undertone of seediness, of immorality, of clandestine meetings, of hidden and forbidden things. I fear that, even on your bookshelves, they are shyly stored away in a corner. 

When an author includes - for whatever good reason the author has - eating into his story, it is in a descriptive manner, most seldom in a moralising manner, as if the protagonist were damning the meal not to be gluten-free or that it would lead to gout or diabetes. The writer talks about it because it is a normal human activity of the protagonists that just happens to fit into that place in the story. We treat their eating behaviour as normal activity. Why not their sexual behaviour then? We freely exchange cooking recipes and watch TV-cooks brew their thing. Why not put love and physical love in the same place and ranking as eating? Why do we put sex in a closet where it is caged in by the porn industry?

In these stories I wanted to give you a bit of breadth - from the just humoristic and comical to some more explicit ones and to some that might make you wonder ‘what's next?’ or ponder the conditio humana of the homo eroticus.

I tried to write from a personal perspective not only to give a bit of flavour for myself but also to add to the dimensions of the stories.

(And no, we don't go here into that gender study subject and these new ‘definitions of sexual identities’ because I think they are just ephemeral signs of a decayed and dying society without direction, nor possibilities to identify yourself; it killed individualism via the destruction of all meaning and structure. Thanks, postmodernism).

But just think how these perspectives can differ for each one between the bedsheets (or on the couch, or, or, or)! And think of that great Japanese movie of the 1950s 'Rashomon' by Akira Kurosawa. Close to each other, everyone lives a different life; and yet: it all is interwoven. My touching is in a different universe than you feeling my touch. Though we feel it both separately we are connected. What a wonderful world!

So, I invite you to see these stories here as a tapestry: rich, intertwined, intricate juxtapositions and combinations of sensations, feelings, musings, motives, and actions. Imagine the sensuality of a tapestry; you can actually feel the different colours with your fingertips. And it has depth and structure. Just turn it around: the backside reveals it. Literally millions of knots, loose ends, everything seemingly in chaos. By looking only at the backside, you wouldn't be able to describe the picture presented on the front. The background below the surface gives substance and meaning. In contrast, a computer pixel is just a square of colour, gone in a second. Our lives happen in our minds and in the world out there – not in a computer.

I wanted to show life's rich tapestry. As a motivation to explore, experience, and enjoy! 

S.I.B. 

West Sweden, January 2023
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The International School Tokyo is the place where all expatriates send their kids to school. My father worked at Swiss Credit Bank, and I was in my last year before graduation. If you remember and you are honest, you know how horny an 18-year-old can be. During that time, I loved going to the Latin classes. Not because of the dead Romans but because of the Italian-born teacher. She was around thirty-five, and for ages in Tokyo, with her Japanese husband. Curvy and with big, but firm breasts, she always wore slightly too-tight dresses and high heels. She tried to contain her long, very curly, brown hair kept tight in a ponytail and she always conducted herself in a very strict, if not dominant way. Yet she was to us quite motherly and caring. A bit of an angel and a bit of a whore, she was the epitome of a seductive proverbial Italian mama – at least in my exaggerated imagination. No wonder I was fantasising about her when jerking off. Forget, by the way, the other girls in the class; all were anything from snooty to snotty, and all were overly protected by their parents. Unfortunately, the barriers to the Japanese girls were huge, there was the cultural divide and the language gap, even if I could easily get by in all Japanese conversations. 

I remember one day shortly before the final exams when I had throughout the full 45 minutes of her class a massive erection bulging in my pants along my leg. He was all wet at the tip and it all showed through my beige summer trousers. While talking, she was circling my place, I only saw her voluminous tits moving. I was sure she was noticing my excitement, for she was standing longer in front of my place than usual while trying to explain some stanzas of Ovid.

Of course, nothing else happened. Maybe there was even nothing. In any case, I was too timid, and she would have been too professional to engage in anything with a pupil. But she must have seen in my eyes all the erotic images I had in my mind.

During the graduation party, which was our first 'official' party with alcohol on the school premises, excited that school is out forever, everyone got tipsy – including some teachers. She was amongst them. It happened that the two of us sat down together at a small table a bit afar from the others. We were talking about all the topics usual at such an event: I wanted to study philosophy first then see what I can do with that, etc. She listened carefully but with an impish smile, I could not read. Then, leaning forward, she came straight at me: 

"Now that you are officially a grown-up, I can tell you now: I know you had a lot of fantasising going on about me," she smiled. I immediately had a lump in my throat, fearing she will tell my father or snitch it to the dean, or something like that. "Don't say anything that can incriminate you. You are guilty as charged, nasty boy. Don't worry, that is absolutely fine. But I have something else in mind: I have seen through the years that your essays have got better and better. You have style and grace in it. Develop this! And you have a dirty mind – develop that too!" I tried to protest, but instead, I just got red in the face. "Believe me, this is absolutely OK. You wouldn't believe what I sometimes have in mind." She laughed and patted my hand seemingly innocently, reassuringly, though I sensed it was an erotic gesture. She caught that and stopped me short. Crossing her legs, and straightening her back, she continued with rationality and intensity: "I want you to write down all your fantasies, dreams, hopes, everything you wanted to do with me, all these things that never happened - never will happen. Write and imagine - imagine and write...

In a few days, you give this draft to me, and I'll read it, annotate, and improve it. Then you keep both in a sealed envelope, and you sign across the back with the date. Keep it in a very safe place. This you do every once or twice a year. Build slowly a collection of all your dreams and obsessions and reflect on how they develop over time. 

Write everything down as honestly as you can be to yourself. All your sexual phantasies and obsessions. Be clear and concise, not emotional, and rhapsodic. Don't exaggerate, and don't write just something because you think you have to. And don't think you must put everything you write into practice. Opportunities will occur, benefit but don't force, and you will constantly improve. 

Amor's triangle of lust: intensity, passion, refinedness. Body, soul, and mind. Remember that." She paused, I was overwhelmed and surprised by her directness and could say nothing. 

She continued: "Write about the What and, more importantly, the Why. Not five full pages per obsession or idea, ten lines might suffice. But write it all down, all - be it three or twenty-five scenes. Or do this every time you have too many pictures in your mind. I can see you writing beautiful books. Will you promise to do that?"

With pleasure and anticipation, I did the first list dutifully. Of course, it was a clumsy assortment of crude ideas, but what can you expect from a still uninitiated novice? Already one day later came her reply. A sealed envelope in another envelope and the note: "Don't open it now, read it in some years, when you are ready!" Naturally, I was so tempted to rip it open and read her comments, but some force kept my discipline, and I stored it away in my bound version of Montaigne's essays, of all the books! I was proud not to betray her wishes. 

Over the years these writings became a habit I gladly pursued. From the first timid list (I remember I mentioned in the first letter to her that we would be French-kissing – how harmless!), I graduated to more explicit ones. And I wrote as if it still was her, I addressed, though the contact was not continued after her first reply. Which was fine by me; I kept her image still while my sexual activities broadened. But this list writing was some sort of guidance to a more refined way of looking at sex and a constant reflection about it. 

As expected, I studied, slowly and at length, at Sophia University, here in Tokyo, and finished my PhD in philosophy with a thesis on Marquis de Sade, heavily criticising him for his crude and static portrayal of all things erotic in his misguided attempt to revolutionise the moral, social, and cultural situation of the 18th century towards a strange socialist ideal. Being a Jesuit institution of learning, my thoughts were encouragingly approved by the university, and I was offered a postdoc research position. 

From an erotic point of view, I was strategically in a perfect spot. Sophia University is the only place in Japan where you can do all your studies in the English language. Plus, it is internationally linked with dozens of other universities. It meant a constant stream of students and academics who spend a semester or a year here. After the usual cultural immersion and the realisation that it is not that easy to find a good Japanese boyfriend (for a variety of reasons, but I don't need to go into here), the forlorn girls drifted towards...me. 

I certainly wasn't a predator or so, but of course, you can accuse me of scheming. Yet, I can assure you everyone got their share of pleasure; all went home happy. And I learned many new facets of lovemaking from all over the world. A comparative literature freshman from Boston taught me Tantric sex (we spent hours trying not to climax – in vain...), a postdoc from England tried to get me into her femdom way (though I enjoyed her face-sitting, the psychology of the whole thing I found unbalanced, not harmonious enough), some did stimulating drugs, and some were just plainly voracious.

You might ask why I had so few Japanese girlfriends. Despite having lived for the last 12 years in Japan, I never wanted to go native. Don't get me wrong, I love the country and its culture, but total assimilation was not my idea, wanting to develop my self independently. I had the feeling that most Japanese girls treat you as a curious foreign object, a strange animal, to be taken for a test ride, to be shown as a trophy and then dumped to start a family with a fellow Japanese.

Besides, aesthetically, I did not like the contrast between the white skin and the brownish colour of their nipples and their labia; it looked a bit lifeless, unhealthy, almost corpselike (sorry) to me. Also, when one takes my size into consideration (198cm tall and 100kg mostly muscles), a tiny girl isn't exactly the right match. With their fragile frame, no matter what age, they all somehow looked childlike, like a 12-year-old; I felt almost like a paedophile, even when she was 30 years old. It certainly had something to do with my Latin lessons that I really loved big round fleshy breasts and not the small titties here. So, I contended myself with the steady inflow of western girls, which suited me immensely.

I studied philosophy from the perspective of the eros, and I continued to live an active life striving for new and exciting sensations of body and mind. While I explored and studied "the female", I got more and more discerning, looking for novel ideas, transgressing old borders carefully, and trying to achieve refinedness. Increasingly, I wanted to share my philosophy and my outlook on sexual pleasures of the mind and body. I even occasionally had private discussion rounds on all kinds of subjects: "the art of sex in Japan", "why sex excludes violence", and "East vs West differences between the orgasms given the different general aesthetic feelings" were some of the topics. Boy, my little apartment was packed with the curiosity of both genders. Once it actually turned into a nice little sex-fest. It was a typical hot and humid summer evening. If I remember correctly, the topic indeed was the tradition of orgies in different countries. It started when a girl sitting in a corner began to touch herself; the others noticed that; one bold guy took out his penis; the girl next to him touched him; I got distracted, lost my train of thought and people stopped listening when the first students -on an impulse – suddenly stripped naked. A collective wave of desire swept over us, and soon the first moans of climaxing bodies were to be heard. Were nine people enough bodies to be called an orgy? Well, we had fun, bodies tested each other, there were lots of smiles and laughter, and shared pleasure at its best. And no jealousy nor guilt hindered the exchange of caresses. Essentially, no one knew each other really, and everybody would tomorrow walk their different paths. Later, when I met by chance one of them, we had to smile and nod in a complicit way. No hugging or chatting, just sailing by each other. This was my ideal of putting my vision into praxis. I learned and shared, plus had fun on the way. 

In all that busy life, she was not always present, but when reflecting on the sensuality and the eroticism in my life, I had some sort of constant inner dialogue with her. I still thought of her as my 'old teacher' - I always had to smile at that. The promise I made to her long ago was still motivating me to continue with my list of dreams and wishes. 

The last one I wrote was twenty-eight pages. While folding it, I was happy about this work. Not the shameful hiding of unacknowledged dirty pics in my mind - like it felt in the beginning. But now even pleased that I could voice openly (at least to me and to my imagined counterpart, her) such complex inner feelings and blurred visions.

On top of this, the envelope I just found in my drawer was far too small for the volume of this piece of work. I stopped fiddling with it, and put it face down, I admit to that prudish behaviour (then again, who could ever have access here in my solo apartment with no one else having a key) - not even a desperate accidental thief would target a long-term student. I still was unconsciously shy about it. And I felt this had to stop too. 

As often to clear my mind, I took a walk. First, I did my usual round on the on-campus Sanada Moat Athletic Grounds. It was evening and thus not crowded. But, strangely, my habitual quiet walk did not suffice. Out of the great entry portal of my academic world, I walked turning to the Roppongi area, where bars, restaurants, nightclubs, youth, fun, bright lights, and noise engulfed me. Like Nietzsche, during his walks in the mountainous forests of Switzerland, unimpressed by the beautiful surroundings, deep in his philology and nihilistic thoughts, like him, I walked through the crowded streets full of neon, noise, affluence, and superficially excited people. Thinking of the comparatively rich sensual life I have managed to have over the last 10 years. And all the reflections it produced! I was bursting with it. Why had all this happened so smoothly? It was a guided quest it seemed. My path in life? Perhaps, but where would it lead to? Yes, I was content with it, but that was not enough for me. I now felt that I needed to go on to a next chapter in my life. 

As I was strolling along the main street off the Roppongi intersection, I came to pass by the posh "Wolfgang's Steak House", above my budget, but everyone knew it for its top-of-the-world steaks. Founded by a guy passionate about his thing (well, steaks) who wants to share his passion and perfect it further, endlessly. Standing and looking at the elegant entry, I had the sudden but crystal-clear and solid thought, which stood out like a rock on a sandy beach. Thinking and making love is just half of the story. Writing about it completes it! I knew I had to take my stories, visions, dreams, images, and obsessions and use them all to write the novel of the quest. Already tentative ideas for the story started to float around in my mind: Three old men survive in a shipwreck and tell each other stories while waiting for death. A Locked-in-syndrome patient dreams these things without being able to tell them, then miraculously gets healed and can share his visions. God designs the ideal world, and we watch him working on love and eros. A timid boy daydreams in a boring and endless history class. A prisoner writes his testament. A teenage girl tells her old teddy bear what she expects in life then burns him and goes to college. Or just a true account of my life .... People started staring at me, being immobile in front of the restaurant, looking silly, like a dog in front of a butcher shop. Very unusual for me, I took a taxi home, fleeing back into my cocoon.

Taking out all my thirty envelopes reading and rereading them was an immense pleasure and a journey. Putting them in some sort of order and creating the story around it was much easier and faster than I had feared, having read of writing blocks, and having checked biographies of writers who laboured for years or even a lifetime on one book. Within five months I was done. Miraculously, a big international publishing house agreed to publish. (I learned only later that they contacted my old PhD supervisor at the University, who gave, in all ignorance of the content of the proposed book, a sweepingly positive recommendation about me.) The book hit a nerve of the zeitgeist. People were oversaturated by the stark visual and were longing for more profound erotic pleasure. I gave them an escape and a role model. Critics compared its success to the Harry Potter effect, which was a flight from the automated reality to a mythical and romantic childhood. It became a best-seller, translated into many languages. Thanks to my Latin teacher, I was made a big author. 

Strangely, during all those years when writing and selling the book and the time afterwards, I did never try to contact her. I faked myself into the belief that I was too busy. But now, as the vibe and the hype of the book faded, I had the urge to see her and present the book in person. Anxious to hear her verdict. How had she lived? How would she be? Would she recognise me? Acknowledge and even accept me?

I searched the internet, called our old school and those two friends I still had contact with after all these 25 years, but no one could give me a lead. She must be sixty by now, maybe dead? The Italian embassy in Tokyo was, of course, no help, and Tokyo Regional Immigration Services Bureau wouldn't give out any information to a non-relative. Then, I even travelled back from Zurich, where I live now, to Tokyo and resolved to find her. It proved to be difficult if not impossible. I persisted. 

Standing at my old school in Minato-Ku, though it had transformed through time, memories came back as if a library had opened its doors. The Saifukuji temple nearby looked now crammed in, defying the surrounding concrete. A wave of warmth streamed through me, the images of her summer dress filled with flesh, of her strong-minded gait in high heels, of her big elegant Italian sunglasses she wore; all that has turned now into the realisation that I had really loved her all these years. Yes, it was a futile kind of love, unanswered, impossible even. An unconscious love, grown out of puerile horny fantasies. But that force under my surface blossomed there, refined me, and shaped my life. I was deeply thankful for that. 

Her hypothetical presence, for she was always there, guided and shaped me through the imagined debates with her; she had formed me and made me search for an - even more refined - next kick. She was - I made her - in a non-mystical way - my goddess of love. 

And I became determined that the How and the Why of my search for her will be my next book.
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At the end of the second year, I received the letter that changed my life. I managed to harbour a stipend for studying a year abroad! After 13 years cramming in junior high and high school at home in Moline, Illinois, and now through the two tough years in Marine Sciences Program at Florida International University- it was rated one of the best in the U.S. and I was proud to get top grades - I felt I deserved cruising a year or two studying in foreign countries. 

My choice was China and Germany. China simply for the exotics of it and Germany for their globally reputed institute of marine biology. And I wanted to learn more about Germany. The whole family always talked about their roots there. My grandparents lost their farm during the world war and fled to America, ending up in Illinois. Here, Grandpa could work in the John Deere tractor factory. My father is there too.

Like everybody in my family, I loved nature, but maybe as a tiny tiny revolt, I went for the ocean and not for the soil. I wanted to learn a lot of disciplines, anything from botany and zoology to chemistry, geography, meteorology, and oceanography. Everything interested me. Narrow things like dentistry were a horror to me. Staring every day of your life at more or less the same teeth. No. So it was marine biology.

The Florida chapter now closed, and I ventured with big eyes to China.  Zhejiang University was a large (60 000 learners is a large student body, right?) top-rated university. It looked and was sumptuous but at the same time sober and impersonal. I somehow did only discover on arrival that their top university for my field was more theoretical and less practical-oriented. What a bummer. That meant I learned more theory, details, taxonomy and ‘helpful’ other stuff like statistics, population dynamics, genetics and so on. But we rarely were out at the ocean. Learning was more like high school, memorising and repeating, a cadet school with drill sergeants disguised as professors. You felt that the military was just lurching under the surface. Everyone was friendly and open yet there was a cultural gap. The impossibly complex language did not help either. Barriers were everywhere, though everyone went out of their way to be helpful and accommodating, really. 

However, their idea of frolicking in the park was to do Tai Chi. And having fun meant for them sitting at a round table, eating super greasy food of unknown content; all laughing at the same time and all stopping at the same time. Wow.

They couldn't pronounce my name, Maryanne, at all. I went by 'May'. The exchanges were friendly, even cordial. Then again, the borderline between formal, artificial, and fake friendliness is very fluid there, I learned. At the very end, foreigners were seen as exotic animals, to be studied and, at best, petted, but never been truly admitted into their circle. And forget about sex. There was never a spark, never even an attempt by the local students. Was I too frightening and imposing? I am not the tall warrior type; OK, I come after my mother: relatively tall, yes. Certainly, taller than most of the Chinese, but like my mother, rounder features. I insist: round, not fat. That might come later after menopause, I guess. There was a Belgian guy in the geology department that looked cute, but we hardly saw each other and anything naked never materialised. 

Curiously enough, I wasn't frustrated or anything like that; instead, I dived into the textbook learning to identify the thousands different species floating around as plankton. In retrospect, China was interesting and certainly a good piece in my future CV, but less exotic than expected (before I went, I thought I would spend time with kung fu monks, explore mysterious landscapes or see Mao riding by on a bicycle) but it was good to have done it. Finishing the second term, I spend the two months before heading to Germany, travelling in Thailand and learning scuba diving and boating.

With my hormone depots fully loaded, I arrived then at Kiel in Germany. A small town around a bay: it was a sailing town, smaller than San Diego, cosier than Seattle and less posh than Newport, Rhode Island. 

It was now full summer: The strong blue sky, the beautiful blue-grey sea, and the constant strong breeze (almost warm, almost) were invigorating, energising. No wonder Kiel had the highest density of convertibles per inhabitant in Germany despite being the northernmost capital of a state.

My new institute, proudly called 'The Helmholtz Centre for Ocean Research', was surprisingly small - in some classes, we were just a dozen - but very high-tech. It was a world-class outfit for marine ecology and ecosystems, studying the symbiosis between all things in the sea - alive or not. Beautifully situated right on the bay with a boardwalk on which you could walk for miles along the fjord and pretty houses right up to the centre of town at the end of the bay.
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