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    INTRODUCTION: HUNGRY EYES AND SENSUAL SHOW-OFFS

  


  When the stories started rolling in for Peep Show, I was surprised to see that so many were about sex work: strippers, burlesque babes, and other professional show-offs and their customers. I had intended the title to be a sexy suggestion of the complementary fetishes of exhibitionism and voyeurism, not necessarily the main setting for the bulk of the stories. As I kept reading, though, I realized that peep shows and other forms of commercialized sexual displays are a major way we as a culture sanction—and control—the act of watching.


  There’s a sense of the forbidden in many of the stories you’ll read here, whether money changes hands or not. There is the thrill of baring your body in exactly the place you’re not supposed to, which Lolita Lopez zeroes in on with her nude campus performance art protagonist in “Indecent.” As Lopez writes, “Trini couldn’t stop herself. The risk heightened the allure.” In Malcolm Ross’s “Sleeping Beauty,” the main character catches his gorgeous wife in repose in the middle of the night, and is compelled to keep on watching. M. March gives us a poignant, moving story of being watched over from above.


  As for those peep shows, there’s plenty of very sexy jiggling to be seen here. Donna George Storey beautifully and, as always, utterly erotically captures a different kind of peep show in “Clean and Pretty,” in which an American woman in Japan soaps up in the shower, getting paid handsomely, while exulting in the one viewer who can look for free. Geneva King takes us deep inside Amsterdam’s famous red-light district, or “Rosse Buurt.” A woman is drawn to a woman she sees there, a woman who “stands in her window on the second story, not banging on the glass like the other girls, just standing, surveying the crowd, like she picks the customer and not the other way around, like she’s deciding who is lucky enough to experience any bit of her.” This is the kind of woman who sells her body in this book; one who’s knowing, aware, yet can allow herself to get swept away by passion, even when she’s on the clock.


  Modern technology also plays a role here in the webcam-themed “Audience Participation” and “I’ve Only Got Eyes for You,” where private citizens become amateur porn stars. When you think of voyeurs, you probably picture the iconic image of the Peeping Tom, and he’s to be found in these pages as well, once, even wearing a trench coat. But rather than being the town creep, here the various peeping Toms (and Thomasinas) are more than just stereotypes. They see and hear things they aren’t supposed to, and sometimes, as with Sommer Marsden’s Jared in “Satisfaction Guaranteed,” they even get caught.


  Neighbors, coworkers, spouses, and hotel guests all experience the power of looking, and being looked at. Even the most intimate relationships can get closer when one person opens himself up to being studied, caressed not with the hands but with the eyes. These stories honor the art of the striptease, the daring of the nudist, the boldness of the person who’ll go out of her way to get more than an eyeful. I hope the sensual visions these stories create stay in your mind’s eye for a long time to come.


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  New York


  
    SHOWTIME


    Susan St. Aubin

  


  Whenever Lesley talks about him, I have to restrain myself or I’ll drool into my latte or ice-cream soda or whatever we’ve decided to go out for on our afternoon breaks. She’s perverse, preferring ice cream in winter, saving hot drinks for summer. That’s one of the things I like about her.


  “Ellie, he wears these bike shorts,” she says in a voice much tighter than I imagine his pants are. “You can see every bulge, like a dancer, except, well…” She moves her hands down as if she’s sculpting his body. “More unrestrained. He doesn’t wear a jockstrap, or underwear, just the tights. Short ones, down to about midthigh, with his muscles bulging over.” Her tongue clicks with disapproval. “He waltzes out to his exercise bike, which is right in front of his picture window, which faces mine. If I have the lights on, he knows I can see him, but he ignores me. He gets on slowly, shifting himself like guys do so his things won’t get caught between him and the seat, settles himself down and just pedals away, going nowhere. Sometimes he’s facing me, coming right at me, other times his back is to me so I can see his buttcheeks going up and down. It’s an invasion of my privacy, that’s what it is.”


  She digs her spoon into her glass and scrapes out the last bit of ice cream, shoving it into her mouth.


  I look down at the chocolate sauce pooled in the bottom of my glass, thinking how I wouldn’t mind an invasion like that.


  “You don’t know how it makes me feel,” she says. “He’s like an intruder breaking into my house. Our windows are so close we might as well be in the same room.”


  “Have you tried looking away?”


  “Our windows face each other over a small courtyard. He’s so close I can practically hear him breathe. How could I not look?”


  I do drool then, more than the treat warrants, and lick my lips, pretending it’s just the chocolate sauce.


  She’s already described his slick, silky black shoulder-length hair, which he doesn’t tie back but lets dangle over his face until it’s damp with his sweat. She’s told me how he pumps his powerful arms up and down on the bicycle handles to exercise them, and how his fingers move as he adjusts the tension on the bike while he’s pedaling, his legs flexing and straining. Not to mention his bare, hairless, tanned and glistening chest, with firm muscles that push his nipples out almost like breasts.


  “He must spend a lot of time at the gym,” she says. “I’ll bet he does nothing but work on his bod all day, and then he comes home and pedals his way right into my space!” As she says each word, she drums her spoon on the round, metal table where we sit in the ice-cream parlor around the corner from our office. A couple of other die-hard winter ice-cream eaters are turning their heads, glancing at her while trying not to look, but she has no shame. “I really resent him!” she almost shouts.


  Here I should mention that although she’s just turned sixty, Lesley is an attractive woman—nice figure, hair dyed a natural-looking shade of auburn (maybe it is natural, though at her age, you’d think she’d have some gray), and a face that, while not exactly fresh and young, is still pretty much unlined. When she smiles, she looks thirty-five, easy. She dresses well, usually in pants or straight skirts, not too snug, not too loose, and sweaters cut just low enough to reveal the barest hint of cleavage.


  She’s my mother’s age, but not at all like a mother, perhaps because she never had kids. We get along; we go out to lunch and on breaks together and talk about everything. She’s my friend, as well as my supervisor in the law office where I sit at a computer typing legal documents all day. If it weren’t for her, I’d be bored out of my mind.


  “I’d ask him over for dinner,” I tell her.


  She makes that clicking noise with her tongue. She’s been widowed for three years, so we share dating stories like single women do. I know she dates lots of men and sometimes even sleeps with them, but in spite of her detailed descriptions, she claims this one isn’t for her.


  “He’s just a shallow young guy,” she says, putting down her spoon. “There’s nothing there, you know, Ellie?” She points to her forehead.


  “How do you know? Why not give him a chance?”


  She clicks her tongue again.


  Maybe that’s the age difference speaking. I’m twenty-four and can enjoy a shallow young dude now and then, in his place, while Lesley says she’s more excited by fine wine and good conversation. For her, the whole point of a date would be the gourmet meal she’d cook for him, or the play or film they’d see together. Sex might be no more than a nice afterthought to a great evening, rather than the main course. She seems more concerned about what they’d have to say to each other than what they could do with each other.


  On some of my best dates, we just go straight to bed and forget about dinner and the movie. We drink wine after. I can imagine Lesley’s neighbor knocking on my door; I can see myself leading him straight to the bedroom while the game hens burn. We’ll order takeout from the Hickory Pit later. Much later.


  “Were you always so particular?” I tease, guessing she was more like me when she was younger, and maybe still is, deep inside. That’s why we like each other.


  “Oh, nonsense!” she explodes. “You make me sound like some fussy old maid. I just don’t want that man in my living room.”


  “Have you tried curtains? I could make you some, and help you hang them.” I haven’t been over to her place since this man came into her life, so I want to see for myself what he’s like.


  “Why should I be the one to put up curtains? Why should I have to block out my light and air and view—yes, I still have a bit of a view to the side of his building. I can see a sliver of the bay and the lights of the city. Drapes would cut off that part of the window even when they were open. Everyone else who’s lived in that apartment kept their curtains closed. When we first moved in we had a gorgeous view of the city, before that building went up six years ago. We never needed curtains.”


  She’s quiet then. I know she’s thinking of her husband and his sudden death from a heart attack when he was just fifty-nine.


  “Oh, come on, Lesley. I bet you can’t wait to get back home and watch your own private porn flick,” I say, to cheer her up.


  She doesn’t laugh. “Time to get back to work,” she says in her best supervisor voice, and marches out of the ice-cream parlor, which is empty now.


  * * *


  I imagine Lesley arriving home at night. It’s six o’clock when she puts her key in the door and pushes it open, and dark because it’s January. She goes in but doesn’t turn on the lights yet. The city sparkles at the edge of his window, which is a blank, dark space. She sits in one of the two revolving chairs, now turned toward her stereo and a wall of books instead of the window. She slowly revolves to the view.


  Across the way, the lights come on. The young man, whose name she hasn’t tried to discover, walks slowly in, wearing only his tight short pants, a towel around his neck. The pants are like black plastic molded to his body. He mounts his stationary bike, which faces her this time, pulling himself up with his muscular arms while sucking in his impossibly flat abdomen. He smiles because even though he can’t see his audience in the dark, he knows she’s there. Her apartment is the theater; his, the stage. He pedals carefully at first, then faster, more recklessly, as if he plans to crash through her window and land at her feet, her slave forever.


  She’s breathing faster, in time with his pedaling. Is that her hand unzipping her pants, slipping her fingers down? She raises her hips and rocks back and forth in her chair as he spins into her.


  But that’s just me. I’m sure Lesley always turns on her lights the minute she walks in, just like she does when I come home with her one night.


  “You see how nice it is now?” she says, motioning out her window, where we can see the stars and city lights that surround the blank bulk of the building across the way. To one side is a sliver of the dark bay. Lesley’s living room is reflected in his window so we can watch ourselves as we shed our coats.


  “It was so great when my husband and I first moved in, before that thing was there.” She gestures dismissively at his building, and heads for her small but conveniently arranged kitchen, with exotic spices alphabetized in wooden racks, and copper pans hanging on the wall above the gleaming black gas range. The refrigerator opposite is built into the wall along with the cupboards.


  “I’ve made fresh pesto,” she says, “so we can have some with my pasta and some sausage.”


  Her pasta-making machine sits on the counter. From the kitchen, I can look out her living room window. I’m waiting for him.


  “I can see why you don’t want curtains,” I murmur, and then quickly correct myself. “I mean, this is like being in a tree house.” Actually, it’s not because the fifteenth floor is too high up to see any trees. “You could get the kind of curtains that rise up above the window, like on a stage,” I tell her. “Then the side view wouldn’t be cut off. And any time you want to see him, you could just raise…”


  “Oh, for goodness sake, I do not want to see him, that’s the point. I guess it would be nice to be able to cut off his show when his lights go on.”


  “Sure,” I encourage her. “Have it both ways—your view when he’s not home, and, well, when he gets on his bike, you have a choice. Up or down.”


  She laughs. “Down,” she says, firmly.


  There’s a sale on at Macy’s, where they have exactly the kind of curtain she needs, so I go downtown with her one Saturday to have a look at it.


  “Window dressing,” the saleswoman calls these curtains.


  “No more window undressing,” Lesley murmurs.


  As we giggle together, I’m imagining him undressed, riding his bike toward me while I stand at her window, pulling my sweater over my head, shaking my long hair loose, deftly unhooking my bra, then letting it drop. I want to crash through his window and land on his handlebars; I want to feel his naked, sweating shoulders as I sink my tongue deep into his mouth.


  This kind of curtain is more complicated than anything I could possibly make, so Lesley orders it to be delivered and installed the next Saturday. I tell her I want to be there to see how it works.


  Late Saturday afternoon, after we’ve been drinking wine while waiting for the delivery, two hunky men finally arrive, carrying big boxes. This is even more elaborate than I thought it would be. They nail a frame around the window and attach a pulley before they actually hang the curtain. It’s automatic, with a remote control Lesley holds in one hand, studying it while they work.


  When the installation is finished, one of the men, my favorite, who wears a tight red river-driver’s shirt with the buttons undone, and heavy black work boots, smiles at me as he says to Lesley, “Okay, bring it down.”


  When Lesley points the remote, the curtain slowly unfurls.


  I’m still high enough to wink at the man, but he gets suddenly shy, and looks back at the descending curtain. It’s kind of like a blind made of glimmering silver cloth, and when it’s down, the room seems to glow. I applaud.


  Lesley isn’t so sure. “Well, it’s all right,” she says. “And anything’s better than nothing, you know.”


  The guys don’t know, so they look at each other. I try to catch river-driver-shirt’s eye, but he ignores me.


  “Well, thanks,” Lesley says, dismissing them. We all think she might offer a tip, but she doesn’t, so they pack up and go.


  “Losers,” I mutter, angry at river-driver.


  Lesley nods in agreement as she pours us another glass of wine. “They’ve got nothing to say to me.”


  I’m beginning to see what she means, but still, I shrug. “I don’t care about talk,” I say.


  She ignores that. “I’ve got some leftover rabbit stew from my dinner party last night,” she says. “Want to stay and have some?”


  Bunny stew. What will these gourmets come up with next? My stomach turns a little, but I do want to see what happens with bicycle guy. And the stew is wonderful, the meat a lot like chicken, but richer, sweet and tender. She serves it with a dry, fruity sauvignon blanc. I’m learning the names of wines from her.


  After dinner we sit in the two revolving armchairs in her living room, facing the silver curtain.


  “I feel like a prisoner,” she complains. “I should have gone with blue. That silver color reminds me of iron bars on windows.”


  “No it doesn’t,” I protest. “It’s the color of the moon.”


  She stares at the curtain, shaking her head.


  “Listen, I could show you how to watch, on your own terms.” I want her to enjoy this opportunity as much as I would if I lived in her apartment. “The thing is, it’s best if he doesn’t know you’re here. Do you think he’s on his bike yet?”


  “He’s usually out Saturday nights.”


  “Good. Then turn out the lights and we can raise the curtain before he gets in. That way, we can see him but he can’t see us.”


  “We might have a while to wait,” she says. “If it’s late he won’t want to ride. And if he has a girl with him, they’ll just go into the bedroom. Or he might not even come home until tomorrow.”


  I suck in my breath. So, she does watch him. I sense an opening, a hint of desire.


  “All right, maybe tonight his girlfriend will throw him out,” I say. “Maybe he’ll come home all frustrated and take it out on his bike.”


  She gets up suddenly and turns out the lights. I pick up the remote and raise the curtain.


  His apartment is a black hole opposite us. I strain my eyes but can’t see a thing.


  Lesley sits down next to me, and takes the remote. “Just in case he gets too gross,” she jokes.


  “What do you mean?” I’m wondering if he takes off those shorts, gets a hard-on, points it at her. What has she seen?


  She shrugs. “All he does is ride, but you never know what might happen.”


  We wait. We move to the sofa beside the window. Lesley turns on the lights long enough to make and serve coffee, then turns them out again. Even on the fifteenth floor, there’s a dim glow in Lesley’s living room from the lights of the city. We pretend not to look out the window, until a flash of light makes us turn our heads.


  He’s there: alone, fully dressed in jeans and a black turtle-neck, wearing a long black coat, which he takes off and throws on his sofa. He raises his arms and stretches.


  “Eleven-thirty is early for him,” Lesley remarks. “He usually brings a girl home, but never the same one twice.” She picks up a pillow and buries her face in it, as if she regrets revealing how much she actually does watch him. “Often he doesn’t come home at all,” she mutters into the pillow. Perhaps the darkness makes it easier for her to talk about him.


  I’m disappointed when he leaves the room. “Does he ever change into his bike shorts in front of the window?” I whisper, as if he could hear me, but he’s not even in the living room. I mean, his living room. His presence is so strong I know what Lesley means: he has invaded us.


  She’s huddled in the corner of the sofa now, clutching her pillow. “I’ve never seen him change his clothes,” she says. “I don’t know if I could watch.” The curtain control dangles limply from her fingers.


  “Oh, come on. He wants us to watch!” I move to one of the chairs for a more direct view, but she stays on the couch.


  “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” she says, accusingly.


  “Well, yes.” I’m already starting to feel a little breathless.


  “That’s because you’re young. I’m past all that ridiculous lust, falling for totally inappropriate men I’d never want to talk to or even see again.”


  So. She fell for him. I swivel around to face her. “You don’t ever have to talk to him. That’s the beauty of this setup,” I explain. “And the curtain gives you the power to watch only if you want to. He’s not a person you’ll ever have to deal with. He’s like…” I search for the right word. “A computer game, or a movie. He’s not real. You have the power to turn him on or off.”


  When he walks into the room in his tights and gets on his bike, my heart flops over. I couldn’t turn him off if I wanted to. He’s real. “Showtime!” I say with a clap of my hands.


  I swear he looks at us. Is it possible he sees us in the dark? He nods as if he senses we’re there. He stretches his legs and flexes his arms. His muscles ripple. I can feel my pulse pound in my clit. I look over at Lesley. She’s put the pillow down and turned her head toward the window.


  He begins to pedal, slowly at first, then harder, faster. In the dark I unzip my jeans, slipping my hand in to find myself already wet enough to slide my fingers around. He pumps himself up and down on the handlebars until I see sweat begin to break on his forehead and trickle down his face. He wipes it away and shakes his head. His powerful arms gleam damply in the light of the lamp beside his bicycle. His mouth is open. He must have set the bike to UPHILL—his chest heaves and his leg muscles contract. He reaches down to reset his speed and pedals slower, stretching his arms out to his sides, then waving them in slow circles to unkink the muscles.


  I look over at Lesley, who is reclining on the couch, her slacks unzipped and pulled halfway down her thighs. She doesn’t think I can see her in the dark, or maybe she’s forgotten I’m there. I have a sense of déjà vu, not because I think I’ve been here before, but because I know she has, more than once. I pull my hand out of my pants and just watch, turning my head back and forth from the rider to the lady on the couch, which is how I’m beginning to think of them as I wonder where they’ll go.


  He’s riding faster again, staring directly into Lesley’s living room, his eyes dark, his brow furrowed, keeping up a steady pace. Her hand moves in time with his pedaling. The room is silent except for her breathing, an intake of breath every time he pushes down on a pedal. Up, down, up, down; in, out, in, out. I’m hypnotized by his bare feet that clutch the pedals, by her breaths, which come as intensely as those of someone on life support, as if his pedaling is keeping her alive. We’re all suspended in the sky, fifteen stories up, held in place by fragile frames of wood, concrete, steel, and belief, all of which might collapse in seconds in an earthquake. I’m afraid I feel the building begin to shake. I fix my eyes on what I can see of his crotch. Is he erect? Will his come when she does? I can’t tell.


  “Oh!” she moans. “Ah.”


  He pedals, pedals, until she gives a high cry, like a bird taking flight. He stops, then, kicking his legs out to the sides and throwing his arms in the air. His hair fans out as he shakes his head, sending droplets of sweat flying, glimmering golden in the lamplight around his forehead. He leans on the handlebars, his hair hanging down. And yet, he can’t have seen us.


  She’s breathing slower now; it’s my breath that comes quicker. I find my cunt wet and swollen as my hand creeps back into my jeans. I can feel my pulse throb there. But I think I ought to leave; I feel Lesley wants to be alone now since she still hasn’t said a word. She lies with her slacks still down, and in the light from his living room, I can see moisture glistening in the hair between her legs.


  He looks up, takes a deep breath, and climbs off his bike, wiping his head with a towel he picks up from the floor beside his exercise bike as he walks out of the room. I think I should ring down the curtain now, but I don’t know where the remote is. Lesley had it last but I don’t see it anywhere near her. My fingers twitch against my swollen clit. Should I come or should I go? His lights go off, though I didn’t see him come back into the room. Probably there’s a switch in the hall. I hope he’s going to bed happy. I know I will. My hand moves faster but I’m as silent as a child who doesn’t want her mother to find out what she’s doing, although I’m sure Lesley wouldn’t mind. This is her home and she’s just had sex with her nameless neighbor and now she’s breathing calmly, like someone who’s fallen into a deep sleep, so she’ll never know that when I come, the city lights seem to pop like fireworks beside his dark, blank windowpane.


  After a minute I stand up, find my bag and jacket, and tiptoe to the door. Her steady breathing tells me she hasn’t heard a thing. I let myself out.


  She never speaks of him again, and I don’t ask. When I visit her, the curtain is always down. Sometimes at work, though, I see her smile as she gazes at her computer screen like she’s looking through a different window, where the curtain is rising.


  
    CLEAN AND PRETTY


    Donna George Storey

  


  My intercom buzzes again for the fifth time tonight—or is it the sixth?


  I wipe my oily hands on a towel, slip on my cotton robe and press down the button.


  Hiro’s husky voice slithers into my ear. “Jenny-san? You’ve got another customer. He’s ordered ‘Virgin’s Forbidden Pleasure’ and ‘Breast Soap Show.’ Oh, and he says he wants ‘Total Satisfaction.’”


  “Don’t they all?” I turn toward the security camera and grin. I can’t see Hiro, but I can imagine his lips stretching into a wry smile, like we’re laughing at the world together.


  His voice softens. “Are you tired? You are very busy tonight.”


  “That’s because I’m so clean and pretty. Or at least that’s what the expert tells me.” I say this all in English and strike a vamp’s pose.


  He laughs, a low chuckle that twines itself around my chest and squeezes. Time stops, suspended in the hot, damp air. My belly contracts, a sharp sexual twinge. But this is business. As much as I try to forget this, Hiro never does.


  “Your customer will be there in a few moments. Thank you again for your hard work,” he adds in brisk Japanese. The intercom goes dead.


  I’m alone again. But that’s my job—to be a woman alone with her fantasies.


  I lean into the shower stall and start the water. Steam rises up over the glass walls, which don’t quite reach the ceiling. In no time, the small room will be thick with mist. It won’t be too thick, however, to obscure the figure of a naked woman washing herself for any observer who may have slipped into the room. The careful placement of the spotlights guarantees the honorable customer gets what he’s paid for.


  I shrug off my robe and hang it on the hook embedded in the mirrored wall. The place really does look like some posh hotel in miniature. Hiro told me he pays special attention to detail for the design of each new club. Reality is the essential foundation of every fantasy, he said, and this was every man’s dream, to spy on a girl making herself clean and pretty in a lavishly appointed bath. I’m not sure if it’s true, but I do know bathing is an important ritual in Japan, a form of purification that dates back to ancient times. With separate facilities in most public baths in hot springs and inns, the thrill of peeping in on the ladies was no doubt a potent taboo. Hiro readily agreed with my theory, but when I asked if he personally had a thing about watching a girl masturbate in the shower, he only smiled.


  The intercom buzzes a brief warning, and I move into action, stepping under the spraying water, my eyes half-closed. The door clicks open. I see a sliver of light from the hall widen then disappear with another click of the latch. Of course, I give no sign I know I’m being watched.


  But I do know. It’s time for the show to begin.


  I arch my neck, letting the water stream over my face and hair. The pose alone suggests innocent wantonness. My lips part, my breasts tilt up and out in offering. The man steps closer. Even through the glass, I can feel the air between us thicken.


  I spend a few moments luxuriating in the warmth of the water, then turn and squirt some foamy white soap from the dispenser into my hand. I slowly lather my arms, my shoulders. Timidly, my hands fall to my breasts.


  I pause. Eyes still half-shrouded, I study myself: the fleshy globes flushed red from the heat, the nipples erect from the pounding spray. My hesitation isn’t really an act. At this point in the show I always do wonder—Can I really do this?


  I really could be a shy virgin exploring the secret pleasures of her own body for the very first time. Inside my head, so many voices clamor and call—No, it’s bad to touch yourself. And worse to do it here, where someone can see you do this naughty thing. You are a dirty, dirty girl.


  But then a husky voice whispers, as warm as the hissing spray—Do it for me, Jenny-chan. You’re not dirty. You’re clean and pretty.


  Pretty? Maybe, or at least exotic enough to pass for it here. Clean? I’ve taken five showers in two hours, but I’m not sure that’s the right word for me now. Unless it’s become an auto-antonym—a contronym in the linguist’s trade—a word that means its own opposite.


  These thoughts fill my head, swirling higher like the steam. But I’m not paid to think. The show must go on.


  And so, with not quite feigned reluctance, I brush one finger over my cleavage, lingering at the wet crevice. A soft moan escapes my lips.


  With a shiver, I pull my hand away and stand with both arms stiff at my sides. Guiltily, I cast a quick glance to each side, my gaze slipping past the male form shimmering in the haze beyond the glass. My practiced eye takes in my audience in an instant: trousers puddled around ankles, a hand pumping an unremarkable erection with leisurely strokes. He seems to know the best is yet to come. The menu he chose showed a certain familiarity with my services. Perhaps he is a repeat visitor? Or is he here through a referral from a friend?


  Either is fine by me. They both tip well.


  Swallowing, as if to gather courage, I bring both hands to my breasts and cup them gently. My thumbs find my nipples and I spread the last bits of soap over the tips. Gasping, I rock my hips forward and back, aiming my pubes straight at the glass. My secret admirer lets out a gruff sigh.


  My hands glide lower, circling over my belly, dipping between my legs. My finger pushes into my groove, which I’ve shaved into a modest yet revealing fringe of feminine curls.


  Intoxicated by the magic of my own diddling finger, my thighs shake and my knees buckle, but in the next instant I stiffen, as if I’ve touched a bare wire, trembling from the shock of my own boldness.


  Reality is the foundation of every fantasy. Is it true, Hiro, or did you make it so?


  Because my body really is shaking, my heart pounding like a taiko drum.


  I squeeze my eyes closed, letting my face play out the internal struggle. Like a hot, wet, horny virgin, I do want to touch myself in all the naughty places until I’m taken by that sweet clenching in my belly that transports me to a timeless world of ecstasy. In truth, I have indulged in this private pleasure long before I knew a man’s caress. There’s nothing wrong with it. It’s natural and healthy, a proud assertion of my female autonomy and power.
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