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LAID


THE BASEMENT SMELLED LIKE SEX—THAT THICK, MUSTY


scent that sits in the air and clings to everything it touches.


I inhaled deep and hard, thinking about the heated moments that had just passed. The moments when I was too busy creating the odor to even notice its sticky presence. And now that it was all over, I could feel it in the back of my throat, see it rising from the indecent sheets, and taste it in my tears.


I adored him, but he and I had somehow worked ourselves into some kind of arrangement where it was okay for him to get off and get out. My generous moans and sex-kitten expressions would give him the impression that I was in fact getting mine as well. And on some nights I would work my mind up so feverishly that I believed this was in fact what I wanted from him and for myself.


At age seventeen, I fancied myself a kind of a sexual vixen. It was not that I particularly loved the feeling of another body inside of mine; sex was like a part of life that I had become accustomed to. More accurately, it was something that the males in my life had grown accustomed to—quite fondly  accustomed to. It had gotten to the point where I sincerely wondered if I was even interesting without it.


I inhaled again, in an attempt to absorb the air’s heavy stench that was weighing down my shoulders. I closed my eyes and tried to forget the heartbreaking words he’d shared just before he left: “You’re the coolest, Shannon—you’re just like a guy.” He’d given me an appreciative glance, then turned and left.


I understood his words more than I cared to: I was cool enough to make him come, but apparently not enough of a woman to make him stay.


Seventeen years old, three sexual partners, and zero pleasant experiences or relationships to justify any of them. I realized that if this was getting laid, maybe I should try standing up instead.









INTRODUCTION







LAID IS NOT YOUR TYPICAL SEXUAL EDUCATION BOOK. 


It’s raw, honest, steamy, scary, inspiring, and exciting stories from young people ages eighteen to twenty-five, across North America, on their experiences with sex as teenagers. The book is separated into five chapters based on five common young-adult sexual scenarios: hookups, positive experiences, physical consequences, date rape, and abstinence. No two stories are alike, but in each chapter you will find the following components:







THE CHAPTER INTRODUCTIONS 


I have read every story in each chapter—and the ones that were not included—more times than I could possibly count! So I have a good idea of what you’re about to get into and some of the things you should keep in mind before you dive in. These intros will brief you on the content and give you an inside look at how the chapters were created and inspired.







THE STORIES 


Each chapter includes anywhere from seven to ten different submissions. Some people chose to share their monumental  sexual experience in story form; others opted for poetry or letters. No matter what the medium, I had a stringent requirement that everyone’s delivery remain consistent. This is exactly what I told all the authors before they wrote their stories: Write as though you are talking to your best friend. Your piece should show and not tell. Include as much detail as possible, and avoid lecturing at all costs! Give each component of the story equal attention: Set the scene for the reader, give an in-depth description of the sexual encounter, and illustrate how that experience shaped you after the fact. Show us who you are, describe to us how you felt, but please trust us (the reader) to draw our own conclusions.


You will notice that the stories tend to end slightly abruptly, without a “what I learned” conclusion—this was done purposely.







GOT QUESTIONS? 


Remember sex ed in school, where you had the most inappropriate questions that you would never dare ask, for fear of coming across as a nosy weirdo? I found while reading people’s stories, I had a lot of questions like that. To be honest, I had never heard of HPV, I wasn’t clear on what date rape was, exactly, and I sure as heck didn’t know much about the G-spot until I read certain submissions. So I thought, Okay, if I don’t know this stuff, chances are some readers won’t either. The Q&A section is a place where those stupid/bold/crude/insensitive /nosy and incredibly valuable questions get answered. Unless stated otherwise, I wrote the responses. In addition, contributors to the book, anonymous donors, and experts took a crack at shedding light on some of the gray areas you may run into while reading each chapter.







CHECKPOINTS:THE READER ACTIVITIES 


This book is 100 percent about you. Every single story was written so you could learn from it, but I know better than to assume that listening and absorbing are all the sexual  education you’ll need. The best lessons come from self-discoveries. The activities are a way for you to relate each chapter’s information to yourself and your own experiences. You’ll find Checkpoints at the end of each chapter that will help you draw conclusions while it’s still fresh in your mind. These are extremely important, so if I come to your house and see Laid on your coffee table with the Checkpoint pages left blank ... you better start running.


 



So, that’s Laid in a nutshell. Although all of you will interpret this book in your own way, I (and the other Laid contributors) have tried to make it as straightforward as possible. Here are some more things that I think you should know before you begin:







THE GOAL 


The purpose of this book is to arm you with the information, hindsight, and confidence to pursue an amazing sex life. What that amazing sex life entails is up to you. Sexuality is an extremely personal aspect of every individual’s life. There is no one-size-fits-all format. As long as you adopt a sexual mindset that makes you happy, keeps you healthy, and does not impinge on the health or happiness of your chosen partners, it’s right. We truly live in an easy-access culture, which, as I’m sure you’ve learned, is both a blessing and a curse. Although multiple forms of expression like text-messaging, downloading, googling, and net chatting may appear to make monitoring youth’s activities simpler, in actuality these tools give youth independence, personal identity, and privacy from adults much sooner than in previous generations, which means that we should be savvy about adult behavior a lot sooner as well. Personally, I don’t think it matters how old you are—I want you to read this book and in the end feel like a proud, confident, sexual being. I want you to hear each story out, then form an enhanced understanding of the experiences you want, and the ones you want to avoid.







THE INSPIRATION 


At around the age of fourteen, I became very curious about sex. I wanted to know everything, and I snatched any medium at my fingertips that could answer my questions without arousing any suspicion from anyone I knew. Sadly, online porn is more accessible and private than credible sources. I now consider this a huge reason why I threw myself into a sexually unsatisfying lifestyle. Young adults need to be taught about pornographic content the same way they are warned about WWE wrestling: It’s not real.


There were other reasons why I became a pleaser: My understanding of my own sexual anatomy was grossly underdeveloped; I learned early that sex was the easiest way to approach a guy; I found it very hard to say stop, even harder to express what I actually wanted; and at least by limiting myself to hookups, no one could break up with me, since the guys never seemed to want to be my boyfriend anyway.


By the age of eighteen, I felt trapped by my own sexuality. I was in a lot of emotional pain, and I didn’t find that I was experiencing the physical gain to justify it.


I lacked truth—or, more accurately, I lacked enticing truth. The numbers, facts, and “sex should wait for love” school curriculum did not fit in with what I understood as my friends and role models or my own reality.


By nineteen, I began to realize how phony that “reality” was. Friends were getting abortions; some had children; others finally admitted to the lack of physical pleasure in their sexual experiences. Stories of STIs were creeping out of the woodwork, and testimonies of emotional emptiness trailed behind broken sexual relations. It seemed everyone was getting tired of lying.


After being exposed to so much honesty, I became as sexually curious as I had been at fourteen, but this time I knew where to look for the real answers. I feverishly sought out facts, numbers, and my peers’ stories because they now held relevance. I avoided the media and its orgasmic tales and I read  up on female sexual anatomy, but I still felt there was more I needed to learn. I had gotten so much information from my small circle that I decided to branch out and see what others around North America had experienced.


On what seemed like an overnight whim, I launched a website called Save Your Cherry (www.saveyourcherry.com[URL Inactive]), a small, poorly designed site that shared my own experiences and encouraged others to write in and tell theirs. It initially broke my mother’s heart, but it went on to help hundreds of thousands of curious and perhaps a little fed-up young people like me. Based on the site’s success, I decided to try to turn the collection into a book. I obsessively recruited writers using youth-networking services like MySpace, Facebook, and Urbis. There is no way to calculate just how many hours I spent telling others about a book that needed their voice.



Laid is a labor of my love and a testament to the power of peer mediation. At times it is shocking, tear-jerking, and beautiful, but most important, it is always honest.







THE QUESTION 


Reader, if your sexuality was a canvas and every partner you’ve ever had painted something on it, what would it look like? Is your canvas crowded? Is it a masterpiece? Or is it straight graffiti?


Right now I’m going to ask you to turn to page one so that you can begin to analyze and learn from canvases that belong to about forty different young people who have chosen to share their experiences with sex in an easy-access culture.









CHAPTER 1


HOOKUPS THAT FELL DOWN







INTRODUCTION 


“So why do people hook up with strangers?” I was being interviewed, along with two other young women, for an annual article on teen sex in a Toronto paper.


The three of us immediately began throwing out different rationalizations: to make people like them; because the media says it’s cool; to be popular; because they’re afraid to say no; to feel good. All of our responses had truth to them, but we all knew that not one of us had the exact right answer.


People hook up with people they “don’t have feelings for” (chances are, at least one of them has genuine feelings for the other) for a lot of different reasons. Obviously—there are tons of books and movies out there on the subject, because no one has cornered the market on the full range of experiences. But I’m going to go ahead and take a stab at an all-encompassing answer: Hooking up is nothing more than settling; it is the microwavable burrito of sex.


It’s the fast-food version of getting what you really want, be that love, attention, rebellion, an orgasm, or just something to talk about. You buy into it because it seems like a good, quick meal idea, but shortly after the few first bites you realize that the momentary hunger relief is not going to make up for the crappy feeling you’re probably going to have later.


For a while on Facebook, when you added a new friend to your buddy list you were prompted to explain how you met that person. On a list of twelve possible introduction scenarios, right under “We met randomly” and right before “We dated,” was the box “We hooked up.”


It’s no wonder that I received the most submissions for “Hookups That Fell Down.” There are over fifty more testimonies from young people that I could not include in this chapter because I simply didn’t have enough space, and I wanted to make each submission as distinct as possible.


Laura Sessions Stepp, Pulitzer Prize-winning journalist and Washington Post columnist, wrote a book on the new generation’s phenomena titled Unhooked: How Young Women Pursue Sex, Delay Love, and Lose at Both. The book is an in-depth exploration of why many young women are pursuing empty sexual encounters, even though doing so drives them further from what Stepp gathers are women’s ultimate goals: requited love and self-empowerment. She found that most people use the hookup option as an excuse to approach a person they are attracted to.


“There are a couple of other possible goals,” Stepp told me in an interview. “One may be sexual pleasure. Another is the feeling of being really close to another person, if only for a short while. And some hook up hoping to get a boyfriend.”


But what about the scream at the top of your lungs, throw caution to the wind, no emotional strings, and freedom aspects of hooking up? For the too-busy-for-romance-woman or the jaded lover, a hookup buddy could surely be an ideal situation, providing her with sexual release without her having  to risk a soured relationship. However, when I asked Stepp, who researched for her book by shadowing college and high school women, if this may indeed be the case, she responded, “Not really.


“The best sex is in a loving relationship;” she continued. “I’m not saying have less sex; I’m saying have more romance.”


I recall the times when I was involved in a “friends with benefits” relationship. I modeled my sexuality after make-believe media stars while desperately trying to find someone who didn’t want my body solely for his own satisfaction.


I recall a conversation I had when I was seventeen with a boy I had just met at the mall: “So, how often do you like to have sex?” Looking back now, I realize that I sounded more like a prostitute than I did the secure, confident vixen I was trying to play. Needless to say, after that conversation this individual was never interested in finding out what my hobbies were or what my favorite color was. He wasn’t necessarily a dog, but I certainly was a dipstick for not realizing that people will want what you’ve told them they can expect—so use your body as a way to market yourself only if that’s what you intend to sell.


The chapter you are about to read is more than likely a summation of the most common North American teenage sexual experiences. This is the chapter for which I received the most poems, stories, and letters by far. This is the chapter that I could categorize four-fifths of my friends’ experiences under, and it’s the subject matter you’ll delve into here that inspired me to begin compiling this book.


A report published by psychologist Elizabeth Paul, of the College of New Jersey, based on surveys of about five hundred students from 2002 to 2004, found that three-quarters of those surveyed had hooked up. Of those three-quarters, about half had had sexual intercourse, and less than a quarter of their hookups had become an official relationship.


“Ask them, in the days after a hookup, how they feel,” said Stepp. “Happy? Confident? Strong? Independent? Or are they  checking their cell phones to see if the other person called? If it’s the latter, maybe what they are really after is a relationship, not a hookup, but if they are really and truly happy—go for it.”







LANE TWO 


Shannon T. Boodram, 20 at the time of writing, Ontario


 



IT WAS JULY OF 2001 AND I WAS SWEET SIXTEEN, DOING some big things. I was on the warm-up track, getting my body ready for my first race in the World Youth Track and Field Championship in Debrecen, Hungary.


I sat in the middle of the field, stretching my legs while a bunch of butterflies were doing lord knows what in my stomach. I looked up and saw one of the other girls on Team Canada coming toward me. The team was a collection of athletes from across the country, so I had only met some of these people a few days prior. If this had been any one of my regular teammates, she would have known better than to bother or talk to me close to race time.


“Nervous?” she asked, sitting beside me.


“Always.”


“Aren’t you going to watch the 100 meters? M is running now”


I looked up at the big screen that was set up so competitors could watch their teammates run from the warm-up area just outside the arena. A bunch of boys were setting their starting  blocks in their skintight suits. Then the camera panned across the eight competitors and did a close-up on each athlete as the monitor displayed his name and the country he was representing. It’s one of those details I will never forget: ALEX, GREAT BRITAIN, LANE TWO.


“He is freakin’ gorgeous!”


“But you can’t see his teeth. You know British people all have messed-up smiles.” My teammate nudged me, then laughed at her own comment.


I ignored her remark; she was irritating me and distracting me from the Adonis on the screen. I had honestly never seen anybody that good-looking before in my life, not even on TV or in a magazine. He was mocha skinned, probably half black and half white, with a clean fade and slanted eyes. The race started, and as my friend cheered for our teammate, I just kept my eyes on Lane Two.


I went on with my day; I ran my races and looked around like a madwoman to catch another eyeful of Lane Two, but he seemed to have vanished. As soon as I finish competing, I am always in a magnificent mood, and some of the other Team Canada girls and I walked around, checking out guys and taking pictures of the cute ones for a calendar we had joked about creating.


The following day, after I completed my other races, I went on a stakeout (more like a stalk-out) to find Lane Two and get a picture of him. I found him in Great Britain’s main tent, but coaches and trainers surrounded him, so I decided to wait on the field until they cleared out. After about half an hour of waiting, I came to two conclusions: The people were never leaving, and I looked like a frigging idiot.


So I finally decided to bite the bullet. I got up off the ground, strolled right into the tent, looked at Lane Two, and said, “Picture?” as I pointed at my little disposable camera.


“Sure.”


He stepped outside the tent; I took my picture and said my thanks, then took off. You ever see one of those movies  where the girl gets around the guy she likes and makes a total fool of herself? I speed-walked my way out of the warm-up area and onto the main road to catch a streetcar back to my hotel.


Just as I reached the sidewalk, someone yelled, “Canada! Canada!” (You have to say it with a British accent to get the full effect, so go ahead and read it again.) “Can I get a picture of you?”


I told him that it would have to wait until I came back, after I had showered and gotten out of my track clothes. He said when will you come back and I said I don’t know. He asked if it would be easier if he just came back to my hotel with me and waited for me in the lobby. I said if you want. He did.


He told me his name was Alex. He may have been just less than six feet, and he was half and half, as I had suspected. When I tell you this guy was beautiful, I’m not exaggerating. As we walked toward the streetcar stop, people were literally turning their heads. Several girls from Bulgaria even tugged his shirt as they passed, but he smiled and freed his arm while he continued walking and talking with me. I felt really special.


We got off the streetcar and walked into my hotel, past the lobby, and toward my room. Conversation was just flowing, and the nerves that had consumed me an hour before were nowhere to be found. When we reached my room, he just stood awkwardly by the door.


“You can sit down. I’ll only be a few minutes. I promise.” He sat down on the bed, then motioned for me to join him. “You have the most unbelievable eyes. Didn’t know that Canada made beautiful girls.”


I nodded, then escaped into the bathroom, where I could blush in private. I had my shower and got dressed. When I opened the bathroom door, he was on my bed, stretched out in just a pair of shorts.


“Sorry, it got hot in here since you had the shower running for so long.”


“Yeah, I had to wash my hair. You can take that picture now.”


“Not with that on. You have to put something Canadian on.” He fingered through my bag and pulled out a T-shirt. I walked over to him, took off my shirt so I was wearing just a bra, and stretched out my hand for the shirt he had chosen. He gave me his hand instead and pulled himself up so he stood centimeters away from my face. He was so close I could feel his erection. Oh my gosh! We kissed, then went to the bed and kissed and touched and kissed.


Things were moving too fast, and I was not sure how to stop it or if I wanted to stop it. Part of me wanted to make a bond with him that would make our distance seem like nothing. Another part wondered what it was like to be a part of someone so beautiful. And the sensible side of me sat back like an invalid all the while, as the ignorant voice inside me encouraged, He’s wonderful—who better to give yourself to for the first time than someone you adore?



“Come inside,” I invited foolishly. This is what is going to make us special, I thought as I peeled off my panties and offered my vagina for the first time.


“You’re sure?”


“Yes.”


The next motion was so swift, it’s hard to say exactly how it happened. He slid his boxers to the crease under his knees, smiled softly at me, and then attempted to push his hardened member in me unprotected. For some reason, I did not want to watch; I closed my eyes and bit down on my unsteady smile.



Ouch! My eyes shot open as he tried to push his way inside my vagina. He tried again but was still unsuccessful.  What are you doing? my common sense screamed, making its first appearance during the whole ordeal.


He began to move in toward my throbbing crotch once more, but instinctively I moved my hands up to obstruct his momentum. He fixed his eyes on mine.


“Wait, do you have an STD?” I blurted out. I’m not sure why I bothered to ask, honestly—like he was actually going  to say, “Yeah, Shannon, I’m HIV positive” or something. But I guess I felt like I had done my part to protect myself.


“No, of course not. You have to relax your muscles down there, okay?” he said, moving my hands away and kissing me on the forehead.


I exhaled, then focused on making my body limp. He pushed again, but when he still couldn’t fit, he applied more pressure. The pain was ridiculous. My eyes started to tear up. He pushed a little harder and finally broke through. I felt something snap inside me; then the pain was gone and replaced by a feeling of nothingness. Maybe it was numbness—I’m not quite sure how to explain it.



So this is the first time, I thought, lying on my back with my hands clasped around his neck.


The next day was the final day of competition. I ran my relay races, and Alex met me in the warm-up area afterward and did my cooldown with me. It was really neat just jogging, laughing, and sharing tiny pieces of myself with someone I hardly knew, yet who knew a part of me that no one else in the world did. Even though sex had been a huge physical letdown, I was still pleased to have been so close to someone I believed I really cared for.


“You’re pretty nifty, eh,” I said in my best lumberjack accent.


“And you are one swinging babe;” he said, doing possibly the worst Austin Powers impression I have ever heard.


I smiled and kissed him just below his lips. He looked at me unalarmed and smiled back.


The meet organizers had set up a street party outside my hotel for all of the athletes to attend, so we both went back to our separate hotels to get ready. By 10:00 PM, my roommates had already gone down, and I was hurriedly fidgeting in the mirror when I heard a knock at my door. It was Alex. I let him come inside. I knew we meant to go downstairs, but somewhere in between my naive nature and his ulterior agenda we found ourselves kissing and sexing once again. While he pushed his body into mine, I lay thinking of a million and  one girlie things: what our kids would look like, fantasizing about us being the world’s superstar track couple, wondering how we could move around our distance. I could feel his body stiffening inside mine, and I held tighter, not prepared to let him go just yet. I liked being so close to him this way. It made me feel important, like I was the only one who could make his body roll this way. All of a sudden, he yanked free of my grasp and rushed out of my body. I knew something had gone horribly wrong.


“I think I got out in time.”


“No! I don’t think you did!”


“Sorry.”


I sat there silently wondering if it really was a big deal or not. I brought my head to his chest. “Now what?”


Alex glanced at his Timex. “It’s almost one. The bus will be leaving soon, and the coaches are going to get angry if they knew I was up in some girl’s room.”


I was jarred. He slid out of my arms, got dressed, and yanked me up to hug goodbye.


“Wait, I’ll walk you.”


He glanced down at his watch again, then at me. “Hurry, then.”


I got dressed and tried to match his speed as he exited my space and flew down the stairs. There were so many things I still wanted to talk to him about. He reached the lobby and stopped once we exited the front doors. I grabbed both of his hands and raised my green eyes, which he’d told me he loved so much, to meet his.


“Goodbye, love.” He gave me a peck before loosening my grip and quickening his pace.


I stood there, numb. I let him get a few yards away before I found the words and called out his name, then ran to meet him. I pulled him in close and kissed him deeply, then waited for him to make the next move, waited for him to ask the question that was weighing down my tongue, wanting him to ask when he could see me again.


He opened his eyes and smiled at me. “I have to go before I get in trouble.” He took off again with renewed speed, and I never did get his phone number or email address, nor did I ever see Alex of Lane Two again.


Confused about how I felt about my short-lived relations and Alex’s reaction, the next day I told one of my teammates what had happened.


“Shannon, you dog!” was all he said before breaking into a fit of high-fives and laughs.


Had I done something right? I left my unsettled feelings alone and decided to leave the past in the past, but unfortunately, this memory was unable to forget about me.


Shortly after I got back home, the dreams started. I dreamed I saw Alex and asked him all of the questions I should have asked weeks ago: How many partners have you had? Why don’t you carry protection? What will you do if I get pregnant? How do you feel about me? Where will having sex leave us? Alex had no answers.


I felt so disgusted with myself for wasting my virginity on someone who didn’t give a damn about me. I had pawned myself off for nothing; it hadn’t even been physically pleasurable. I was embarrassed, I felt low, but I was determined to right my wrongs by twisting the truth. I told my best friend what had happened and laughed about how I didn’t care if I ever heard from Alex again.


“Yeah, I got his number, but who wants to call long-distance? It was just sex.”


I described every erotic detail that I could think up and bragged about how amazing it was. It turns out I was a good liar, but the worst was yet to come.


Less than three weeks after having sex with Alex, I got an irritating itch in my vagina. I had no idea how to deal with these strange side effects or where to go to find out, and I sure as hell was not going to my family doctor. So, being the little girl that I was, I told myself to wait for it to erase itself.


Six months later, and no miracle—in fact, it had gotten progressively worse. I broke down one evening and told my older sister what I had done and how I was feeling. I cried. I had never been so embarrassed in my life.


The following week, she took me to a sexual-health clinic. I was terrified and I begged her to come inside the office with me, but she refused. After all, I was grown enough to have sex on my own. The nurse asked me questions, and I cried during the whole Q&A period. I had to get undressed from the waist down, and the doctor came in to see me. To my surprise, the doctor was a man, and I instinctively hid my nakedness and cried again. The nurse was called in, and she assured me that I would be fine. She stayed with me while the doctor did a Pap and drew blood for HIV testing. In two weeks, they would have my results and I would finally get some answers.


I cried every night. I was sure that I had something, but the thought of HIV scared me the most. For the past six months I’d gone on living, not knowing that I could be dying. What was worse was that I could have been putting the people who really loved me at risk.


After those two weeks, I went in for my results: I was healthy. I have no idea how, because the things I felt were so real. The doctor suggested that my condition may have been psychological, since I had been so worried about it, or perhaps it had been a recurring yeast infection that had cleared up on its own. I left the clinic feeling alive, and I vowed to never put myself in the line of fire again. My best friend bought my story, but the worst was yet to come; I got caught up in the lies, pressure, and fictitious stories of sex. I wanted to feel empowered, I wanted to be the girl every guy wanted, so I turned myself into someone that I am not proud of.


Looking back now, I realize that getting an STI and feeling the physical consequences might have been the best thing for me. Maybe then I would have felt the effects of my irresponsibility, truly learned from my mistakes, and made the necessary changes to stop myself from disrespecting and misusing my body again.







CREASE IN MY SHEETS 


Shannon T. Boodram, 21 at the time of writing, Ontario (based on a relationship I went through when I was 18)


WELCOME TO MYTHOUGHTS 3 AM ...


Damn is sex meant to be this deep?
 I claw at the mattress clenching the sheets with my teeth
 I think I might just pass out from all this God damn heat
 I do this for love but I know he does this to release
 Tighter he moans so he can feel that extra piece
 Water runs down his face but it’s I that weeps Hips move methodically as they press and retreat
 Kiss his salted flesh but to me it tastes so damn sweet
 Ten minutes of his love make a girl feel elite
 And all these emotions just so he can release
 Our rhythm breaks I feel his hands getting weak
 I realize my time as his baby is coming to a cease
 Then his body moves jagged as he frees his natural grease 
 Moments later ... “You know I’d like to spend time but I gotta say peace”
 And now I’m left to contemplate what just happened to me
 And now I’m really questioning if his love will ever be
 Have my soap opera teachings lied blatantly?
 Could it be that sex is truly not love’s currency?
 I quiet my brain and listen to the door click behind his retreat
 All the while staring at the vacant crease in my sheets







FRIENDS? 


Stacy Rees, 22, Florida



JOSH AND I STARTED OUT AS LONGTIME FRIENDS. I HAD always had more guy friends than girls anyway.


I worked for his parents, we went to the same school, he was dating a girl in my circle of friends, and we even lived on the same street. We were inseparable, and I truly believed he could do no wrong. Josh was a senior, about eighteen, and I was young for a junior, only sixteen, but in a town this small, that really didn’t matter—he was my best friend and I was his. I helped him through the breakup with my friend, and even though he ended up hating her, our friendship lasted.


I remember very vividly the day this all changed. When I think back on it now, I realize that I carried a huge crush for Josh the whole time we were friends but never openly admitted it to myself or anyone. In my mind, he was the embodiment of everything I thought was cool and special. Thinking about that day now is like watching one of those horror movies where you want to yell at the main character, “Don’t do that!”


A whole group of us had decided to skip school and go to “the Creek,” a small river area, to party. We were all down there swimming and drinking, no problem, but then one of my friends became very ill. Josh offered to leave early and take her to my house, because my grandparents were out of town and she could sleep it off there without getting in trouble. When we got to my house, I took care of my friend and tucked her in to the extra bed. Josh and I were supposed to be at school, so we had time to kill. I was tired and told him I was going to lie down. And that’s what I did, and moments later he joined me to do the same. I wasn’t alarmed—this wasn’t the first time we had shared a bed—and besides, this was Josh. I fell asleep.


I woke up to his hand rubbing my stomach. He was spooning me and had lifted my shirt to rub my bare belly. I had no previous experience with any kind of sexual physical contact with a guy, so I was shocked. I turned over instinctively and he kissed me. I must have looked as shocked as I felt.


“Are you okay?” he asked me, like this was a normal, everyday thing.


What could I do? This was Josh, the best guy I knew, right? So I nodded yes and began kissing him back. Soon we were both naked and he was doing things to my body that, if I’d been thinking clearly, I would have realized were horribly embarrassing. I mean, I had never even so much as made out with a guy, let alone been naked in front of one. But I kept telling myself that this was Josh and I trusted him not to do anything that would hurt me. Looking back now, I see that I was the only one worried about someone other than myself. I hate to admit this, but in the back of my mind I was thinking,  This changes everything; from now on we will be much more than friends. This is a big step, and he must care a whole bunch about me to be doing this with me. I was guilty of the same thoughts that I had ridiculed other girls for having. Sex to some changes nothing; it’s simply a physical act. Who was I to think my circumstances were special?


“I’m going to try and put it inside you now, okay? I think you’re ready,” he said, looking at me like I had some kind of clue what was going on.


But everything so far hadn’t been bad; some of it had been very nice. So again I reassured him I was right there with him: “Okay, if you want to.” I whispered those stupid words with a wobbly smile and no idea what I was saying. If you want to?! What was I thinking! What about what I wanted? Somehow I had completely left one of the biggest decisions of my life up to someone else.


He pushed inside a little bit, and I’m sure my gasp of pain must have penetrated his lust-hazed brain, because he said, “It’s better if we do it all at once. Just relax.”



Relax? What was he saying?


Obviously, the position we were in was not going according to his plan, so he situated my legs differently and then, when he was satisfied with where I was, he tried again. Josh, the guy I had trusted with all my secrets, gave one impossibly hard thrust and it felt like my insides had ripped apart. The pain brought instant tears to my already foggy eyes. It was at that instant I knew that this wasn’t just “something” to do. This had been something big, and I had just wasted it. He began to move, and the pain gradually faded into nothing. After that point, he made no more efforts to make it more pleasurable for me—he just kept going until I felt his body tense and I knew he was done. Josh rolled off me and went into the bathroom to clean up, I guess—hell, I had no idea what he was doing. I just lay there and thought, Okay, he’s going to come out here any minute and explain what happened. He’s going to tell me things are going to be different between us now.



He came out talking, all right: “It’s way later than I thought it was, and I have to meet my parents for dinner. Umm ... you might want to shower; I imagine you’re pretty messy right now. I’ll talk to you later.”


With that last comment, he walked over and kissed me on the forehead before walking out of my house. I lay there with  a vacant mind for a few moments before I sat up to go shower. I looked down at myself, only to learn that I was bleeding. I wasn’t all panicky about it, because I had heard some girls do. What was appalling was that he’d just left me there, knowing that this had happened. Messy, he’d said. What an understatement.


Much later, things like pregnancy and disease came to mind once I realized we had not used protection. I then did what all girls do when in distress: I called my best friend, Anna. Since I wasn’t the type to be upset over unimportant things, she rushed over to my house. She walked in and saw me bundled up in sweats on the couch.


“What in the world is wrong with you?”


“Anna, I messed things up real bad, I think.” I couldn’t even look at her as I said it. For something I had never really given much thought to, my virginity had suddenly become a big deal on the very same day I’d lost it. No, I won’t say “lost,” because it’s not like I woke up and I had misplaced it—I had willingly and foolishly given it away.


“I had sex with Josh.”


She just looked at me. Here we were, two opposite sides of the coin. I had never really been taught to give much thought to my virginity, and she was a good Christian girl who was waiting for marriage. Anna sat down beside me and held my hand. “Tell me what happened.”


I told her everything, all the while thinking it sounded like a dream I had imagined. Questions like: Does this make me a slut? Is he going to tell everyone?


Anna, of course, said all the sensible things, like, “Josh should have taken the time to talk to you. He was the experienced one, so he should have had the sense to use protection.”


She offered support without judgment. All I can say is, if a situation like this arises, tell someone—someone you trust—and tell them the truth, because keeping it in will undoubtedly cause the guilt to eat at you. I told Anna, and I know that her  words and understanding salvaged some of my self-worth-not all, but some.


I then went on to convince myself that I was in love with Josh. I pined after him, still playing the role of best friend, letting myself be heartbroken every time he dated another girl. In between his girlfriends, I would let him use me as a sexual doormat, only further tricking myself into thinking we would end up together one day. Never once in all those years did we ever talk about what had happened. Honestly, the thing I regret the most about the whole situation isn’t losing my virginity; it’s the fact that I didn’t hold him accountable for his actions. I certainly didn’t do it by myself. I should have talked to him. After all this and all the intimacies we shared, we still have never talked about that day, or any of our sexual encounters.


I truly regret what I gave up in adolescent stupidity. I let myself be used and, in a sense, abused by a selfish person under the guise of friendship. But in hindsight, not all the things that came of this were bad: Now I realize how much stronger I am and how much more I am worth. I feel no shame for what I did, only a twinge of regret at the wasted opportunities to talk.


Josh and I have a tentative friendlike relationship currently, and I am working on being less of a pleaser. Now, whenever younger girls ask me about my first time and what should they do, I say, “It may not seem like a big deal to you now, and you might not realize how much it will change you, but it will. So hold on to it as long as you can, but if you do decide to have sex and it turns out not to be love, talk about it with him, whoever he may be. Let him know how you feel and what you’ve done. There is no reason why you should carry the burden alone.”


Like they say, it takes two.







THAT KIND OF GIRL 


 Michelle D’Souza, 22, New York


“WE HAVEN’T HUNG OUT IN A LONG TIME,HUH?”


“Yeah, I know, haven’t had any time for boys, really.”


“Well, there’s your problem: Boys can’t keep you interested. What you really need is a man.”


There was a long, silent pause; I was thinking and he was thinking. We had tried that whole more-than-friends bit but had settled for being acquaintances months back. I don’t even know how we got into this conversation. It probably had a lot to do with the hour. Word of advice: Don’t talk on the phone past 1:30 AM—you’re asking for nothing but trouble.


“I want to come see you,” he said, interrupting my thoughts.


“Where would we go? Neither of us drives.”


“My cousin will drive me over, and then we can hang out in the front. We’ll be really quiet. What do you think?”



I think that my parents are light sleepers and I have a dog that may have a barking fit. I think that we are two sixteen-year-old kids who probably can’t afford to spend the rest of our lives grounded. But I also think that you’re kind of cute.... “No, if we were outside my dog would bark nonstop.”


“So I’ll come inside. We can go in your basement or something and talk.”


“Maybe. I’ll call you back, and you tell me if your cousin will drive you.”


I pressed disconnect on my cell and exhaled until my head felt light. Was I going to do this? Sneaking a boy into my basement—the idea excited me and made me insane with anxiety all at once. Kind of like a James Bond mission or something. And if my little mission impossible failed, then I would have to face immediate annihilation. I glanced at the clock, flipped open my cell, and dialed.


“Hello?”


“Yeah, it’s Michelle. So what’s going to happen?”


“I’ll be there in five or ten; my battery is dying, so I’m going to leave it to charge. Where should I meet you?”


“Uh ... at the side door, I guess. I’ll bring my dog out, so hopefully he won’t bark.”


“What are you going to wear?”



What am I going to wear? I glanced down at my underdeveloped body, then envisioned my underwear drawer, littered with teakettle-embroidered panties and sports bras. “Uh, just my nightclothes.”


“Okay, got some of those Victoria’s Secret silks?”


This boy obviously spent many a night fixated on his mother’s magazine collection. “Something like that. What does it matter?”


He ignored my remark. “All right, remember: Be outside in, like, ten minutes.”


No goodbye followed—just the hurried click of the line.  Holy shit, I guess I’m going to do this.



I waited outside, feeding my dog biscuit after biscuit. If my parents came outside, I’d just tell them I was letting him go pee. Truth is, it was me who had to go. I was so nervous that the pressure on my bladder had me tap-dancing. It had been only seven minutes or so, so I raced inside and relieved myself. As I tiptoed back to the side door, the inevitable happened: My dog was barking like crazy. I quickened my pace and grabbed the box of treats.


“Biscuit,” I hissed.


My dog’s head reared around and cocked to the side, then he ran toward my inviting gesture. My guest of the hour stood there looking nervously at me, wearing a loose-fitting wifebeater and blue jeans with his brown hair clumped together over his eyes. Had he just showered, or was he really nervous?


“Why didn’t you wait outside the gate?”


“I did for a little, but I didn’t see you or your dog, so I was going to knock on the window. Then once I got inside, it was too late.”


“Well, you have to go now. It’s too risky.”


“But my cousin already drove off,” he whined.


“Well, call him back.”


“With what phone?” he asked flatly, patting down his pockets.


Shit, he was right. He had to use my house phone. I motioned for him to wait, then crept back into the house. Silence. It was as though the whole barking fiasco had never happened. I popped my head out the door and waved him and my dog back into the house. He grabbed my hand, and immediately a swarm of butterflies dove into my stomach. As I guided him through the house and down the stairs, I could hear his breath exploding in nervous spurts. At least I wasn’t the only one.


When we got to the basement, I turned on the light in the bathroom and closed the door so there was a passive glow in the sitting area. He sat down and I chose the opposite love seat and stretched out.


“What do you think your parents would do if they saw me down here?” he asked.


“My dad would probably twist you into a pretzel, and my mom would call your mother.”


“I could probably handle your dad.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. Who was this wiry-bodied, pre-pubescent, can‘t-even-fill-out-a-wifebeater-from-Wal-Mart’skid-section young boy fooling?


“What’s so funny?”


I had to hide my face in the pillow to keep from bursting into a loud cackle.


“Okay, so maybe I don’t look tough, but you’d be surprised,” he mocked himself.


Despite his efforts to roll with the punches, I still could not get the picture of him standing up to my father out of my head, so I kept laughing. Then, without warning, he pounced on me, sat on my stomach, and pinned my arms to the couch.


“See, I’m not so weak after all.”


“Please,” I said as I rolled him off me, sending us both crashing to the ground in a wrestling fit. After a minute, he regained control over my limbs and then triumphantly stated, “Now you’re mine.”


“I guess I am.”


He kissed me full on the mouth, then nervously pulled away. With that, I grabbed his hair and tugged it until his mouth met mine again. He flattened his body and put his hands behind my neck, softly tugging my hair. We continued kissing, and as I savored every tantalizing tongue twirl, his hands and mind roamed in other areas. Ten minutes later he was tugging at my clothes and unbuckling his belt. This situation was spinning out of control. I tried to hold his hands, but he wiggled them away and gave me a mischievous grin as he lowered them.


Was this what I wanted? Yeah, I guess I kind of wanted him to come over and make out a little, but this was going too far. Did I like him like this? Did this mean we were going  to be a couple? If I told him to stop, would he think I was an immature tease? As my mind raced in a million directions, I finally got the reprieve I was praying for. As if he sensed my fear, he got off of me. I sighed; at least he was having the same doubts.


“Something told me to bring some. I’m glad I did.” He shuffled around in his jeans pockets and pulled out two condoms. Shit.


He smiled at me, then lowered himself back on top of me and began kissing me again. I wondered if this was a good time to tell him that I didn’t want him like that, but next thing I knew he was awkwardly unfolding the colored condom over his penis, so I said nothing. And when it was happening, I felt nothing; I thought maybe he was doing it wrong. He swung his dick in and out of my body, just like they did in the movies, but I wasn’t feeling those explosive effects that other girls on TV seemed to have during sex. I was bored and actually quite bothered by the feeling of his body inside mine.


When it was finished, he kissed me on my nose and smiled as if he was all too satisfied with himself. He walked over to the coffee table, picked up the phone, and dialed.
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