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To the Big Guy and Mr. Squirrely Jones





foreword





When I wrote this book more than a decade ago, I was terrified. Terrified that even though I felt I had something important to say, I’d be called out as a fraud, a know-nothing, a know-it-all, a hack, a homophobe, a bad evil person, a big fat weirdo perv . . . I was so worried about offending everyone the book came into contact with that I wrapped each sentence in padding and disclaimers and apologies until my editor finally stepped in and demanded, “Would you please just say what you have to say already? I’m growing old over here!”


Thanks to her loving spanking, and the fact that I had precious little time left before I had to hand it in, I finally just wrote what was true for me. And guess what? Some people totally thought I was a fraud, a know-nothing, a know-it-all, a hack, a homophobe, a bad evil person, a big fat weirdo perv, but some people were also grateful to me for writing it. And I ended up helping a lot of women. And inspiring them to be brave and to follow their hearts and desires. And I connected with more awesome people in more awesome ways than I ever dreamed possible. I also pushed past my own fears and learned a hell of a lot in the process. In short, I’m really glad I went for it.


I bring this up because while this book is about things like pleasuring the female body and becoming a better flirt and finding the perfect nipple clamps, it’s mostly about discovering—and allowing yourself to be, do, and have—whatever feels right for you. An entire new world opened up for me when I wrote my truth in the face of my fears, and this book is a rallying cry of sorts for you to face your fears too, regardless of how confusing or scary or unacceptable it may be to other people. Because there ain’t no way to feel more fully alive than when you’re following your truth, and we’re alive for such a short time I can’t imagine anything more important than doing just that.


For example, let’s say you have a crush on the chick next door. If you get up the nerve to ask her out, you have no idea where it will lead—there’s always the possibility that she says no, it gets super weird, and you refuse to leave your apartment for months without fake talking on your cell phone for fear of an uncomfy confrontation in the hallway. Or she says yes, a million butterflies of excitement and terror explode to life in your stomach, you find true love or your sex life is blown wide open or you make a new best friend . . . Regardless of the result, you will have taken a step past fear towards something you’re excited about. Which not only has a domino effect on your own badassery in all aspects of your life (I have been badass before, therefore I can be badass again), but it inspires others to take the leap and see what’s possible for them as well. And lawd knows we need the open-minded, bighearted, sex-positive people of this planet to be as big and bold as possible.


Sex and sexuality are some of the most loaded topics out there—there is so much guilt, hurt, shame, judgment, and violence around who we share our hearts and our bodies with it’s a wonder any of us ever pull our pants down. My hope is that this book gives you permission to pull your pants down, permission to be curious, permission to experiment, permission to be unsure, permission to express yourself, permission to love who and what you love, permission to change, permission to stay the same, permission to be exactly whomever the hell you happen to be. I also hope it fills your dirty little mind with so many ideas to share with all the sexy ladies in your life that you can’t remember a time when you were scared to take the plunge.





introduction





The Joy of Sex with Chicks


I think my first sexual encounter with a member of the same sex happened when I was seven. My friend Wendy and I would spend hours playing with these little plastic Fisher-Price people who came with cars and houses and villages and stuff. We’d make up stories about them, have them go to work and cook dinner, and when they were bad we’d send them off to The Big Ween. “Uh-oh, Sally didn’t do her homework again,” Wendy would say, kicking off her panties and lying on the floor. She’d hold terrified little plastic Sally up in the air and announce to the entire Fisher-Price community that “Sally was bad and must go to The Big Ween,” then slowly lower the toy between her legs. I’d watch mesmerized as Wendy rubbed Sally around and around, stopping only when Wendy’s My First Pussy had gotten its fill. Inevitably, moments later, my own Mr. Smith would wind up telling a lie or robbing the Fisher-Price bank and my panties would go flying across the room. “Uhhhh-ohhhhhh!”


I’m not sure if this counts as sex, since there were actually two The Big Weens, Wendy overseeing operations at hers and me at mine, but I do know that for me it wasn’t all innocent play. I was a really sexual kid who started masturbating at around five years old, and who was constantly getting sent to my room for greeting company with my hand down my pants. So I find it kind of surprising, since I was such an early enthusiast and a curious person in general, that it took me until my thirties to really get down and dirty with another woman. I’d done my fair share of dabbling, made out with a few drunk friends, and groped the occasional boob here and there, but nothing all that intimate ever happened. It was usually the result of being wasted and figuring that if there were no cute guys around I might as well pin Sharon to the couch. And it never went beyond that until my thirties. Maybe I was too uptight or too immature, or maybe all my friends were just uglier back then—whatever the reason, it took me a couple decades before I found myself face to face with The Big Ween again. And much to my surprise, just like little plastic Sally, I got sucked in by it.


At the risk of never getting laid again, I decided I’d write a book, because my experiences with women affected me in such a radical and positive way I had to make sure other women knew about it. I wanted everyone who’s ever thought about it to try it. So what if I repelled future lovers, terrified that their most intimate secrets might wind up somewhere on page 84?


It was like I’d learned a whole new language that suddenly allowed me to communicate with members of my own gender in a way I never had before. As if sex wasn’t already fabulous enough, I’d just doubled my fun by transforming the other half of the population into possible bedmates. It did incredible things for my confidence as a woman and as a sexual being, and whether or not I ever meet a woman I want to sleep with again, I’m really grateful I’ve done it. Several things in particular about the experience really struck me, because they were so remarkably different from being with a guy:


1. When you’re with another chick, the roles can switch back and forth in a much more equal and fluid way than they do with a guy. You can be the butch one, totally in control, throwing her around in bed, and then switch to being submissive and girly. It obviously depends on who you’re sleeping with, since many women identify with being more dominant or submissive and aren’t up for flippy-flopping, but if you get with someone who hasn’t chosen sides you can switch back and forth and feel fully in either role, which I find incredibly hot. This is not to say that you can’t do something similar with men—I’ve been with some stunningly open and experimental guys—but even if you put them in a dress, strap them down, and make them call you Daddy, they still have a dick and you still have a pussy, which automatically makes them more masculine and you more feminine. Without that biological reality, you’re totally free to be whatever, and I found it incredibly liberating and exciting to really feel one hundred percent on both sides.


2. The way women orgasm is so different from the way guys do. We don’t need to stop and recharge before starting up again, so we can go on and on till the break of dawn without a time-out. I’ve never in my life had nonstop sessions like the ones I had with girls. It’s crazy! It can bring you to a state of prolonged excitement that’s almost unbearable. There were times when I seriously thought I was going to have a heart attack.


3. I found that every time I did something to her, I could imagine I was doing it to myself. So much so that I could practically feel it even if I wasn’t touching myself at all. The combo of watching her get off and imagining exactly what it must feel like could bring me to orgasm.


4. Women’s bodies are unbelievably soft! They’re like the softest pillows in the world. This has made me totally understand why men go apeshit over us. It also made me aware of my own body’s softness, and it made me feel incredibly sexy in a way I never had before.


5. Lastly, because we live in a society that has a large stick up its ass, and also because my sexual hometown is Straightyville, sleeping with someone I wasn’t “supposed” to made me feel kind of kinky. This turned me on like nobody’s business. I felt a teeny bit nasty, dirty, and queer, and I think this helped inspire me to step outside my sexual box more than I ever had before. I did stuff with girls that I’d always wanted to try—we went to sex clubs, tied each other up, dabbled in S&M, and enjoyed the wide world of sex toys. I attribute a large part of this to the fact that I was with like-minded kinky and adventurous souls whom I trusted and who I was sexually compatible with. But also, the fact that they were women broke the dam of my usual sexual behavior and opened me up to a flood of new experiences.


The whole thing was so inspiring I immediately started handing out surveys and interviewing other people to hear their stories and to get all angles. The more women I talked to, the more I learned that sleeping with chicks was either on the majority’s to do list or already crossed off. Even the people who really looked like respectable, take-yourself-and-your-filthy-questionnaire-off-my-property types were game. And I have to say that the majority of them gave the whole experience an enthusiastic two thumbs up. They couldn’t wait to spill the beans to me—in graphic detail, I might add—and I couldn’t get over how inspiring it was to learn that all these women are out there fearlessly pushing the sexual envelope. Girls are curious. Girls are hot. Chicks dig ’em!


When looking for people to survey, I cast as wide a net as possible. Tons of different factors go into determining how we approach sex in general: religion, age, parental influence, general uptightness, tequila shots . . . In the fifties you saved yourself for marriage, while today everyone’s starting to screw at an age once associated with hopscotch and noogies. Asking the same questions of people from different planets resulted in a wide variety of answers. And I’d like to say I represented all groups equally, but I’m afraid I didn’t—most of the women in the over-seventy-years-old demographic whom I dared approach treated me like a filthy whore, so I wasn’t able to get as wide an age range as I would have liked.


I spoke with straight chicks who’ve slept with straight chicks; straight chicks who’ve slept with lesbians; straight chicks who’ve done both or neither or were too drunk to remember; lesbians who’ve slept with straight chicks; bisexuals; undecideds; and my mother. I put up flyers on college campuses, online, in bars, and in the lobby of a nursing home. One underlying theme kept repeating itself: women connect with women. We can talk to women easily, relate to their issues, process our “stuff” and provide emotional support on a level that suggests a deep spiritual connection. I know this is a big fat generalization—certainly there are women I’d rather kick into an empty pool than talk to for three minutes—but in general there’s an emotional language specific to women that creates a certain bond. And when you take the leap and bring good old sex into this equation, it can really make your hair stand up. Whether you’re slamming Mary in the bathroom stall or picking out china patterns with Tiffany, you stand to touch on something deeper than you may have counted on.


This fact kind of tossed a monkey wrench into my plan. I’d set out to write a funny, sexy, sassy book that people could give as a gift or leave on their coffee tables to liven up a cocktail party. Something that people could flip through, laugh at, and slap their hand over their mouths, squealing, “Oh my god, my husband and I tag-teamed our nanny, too!” I do believe I accomplished this, but really delving into the subject of sex with chicks made me realize that there’s a whole lot more I needed to talk about. Sex is heavy, and sex with women can be as deep as it is liberating. It allows us to break free of heterosexual roles and expectations and explore sex in a whole new way. We get to experience a similar body that’ll give us incredible insights into our own. The fact that I’d overcome my inhibitions about being with women opened me up to trying things with them that I was too shy to try with a guy. It made anything possible, and I know I’m a better lover today because of it.


Another thing that may take some by surprise is that it’s possible to become attached even if you’re “straight.” If your experience lasts longer than a happy hour, it can have the added extra weight of the aforementioned female bonding. If you’re having hot sex with a chick on a regular basis, chances are very good you’re also connecting with her emotionally, which can totally screw up the free-and-easy “I’m not hungry, I’ll just pick” position we straight girls can go at it from. In fact, it’s not at all uncommon for straight women to get into committed, monogamous relationships with other women. “It was total addiction from the get-go,” says Carrie, 41. “We were madly in love. I felt a certain connection and understanding with her that I never got with any man. When we broke up, it was more for personality reasons than the fact that she was a woman.”


As for my own experience with dating women, I was more confused than committed. I’d never had crushes on women, never done my signature calling-and-hanging-up routine, never turned down a piece of chocolate cake because thoughts of Amanda had filled my stomach with butterflies. Then, all of a sudden, I found myself with an incredible woman who got it and me, and the sex was hot as hell, and before I knew it I was in a relationship. I’d never connected with anyone the way I did with her, and that definitely articulated itself sexually as well. She listened to me as no guy ever did and she totally knew where I was coming from. If I was weeping at a commercial, instead of looking at me as if I was insane she’d grab me a tissue. She understood my mood swings and my feelings, and could fully articulate her own. I felt nurtured and safe and understood. But—unfortunately—I wouldn’t/couldn’t/didn’t get all the way in. Because although there’s no questioning that I loved her, the feeling lacked a certain tug I was used to feeling for guys. Granted, I’ve felt that tug for guys who live in their cars and refuse to hold my hand in public, but I need the tug. It marks the difference between someone you’re crazy about and someone you’re in love with. At least, that’s what I kept telling myself. Was I using the tug as an excuse because I was scared to be with a woman for real? Was I tugless because she just wasn’t the one? Am I just a big fat dick-lovin’ whore and that’s that?


It didn’t help that I was constantly being bombarded with questions along the lines of “So, like, are you a lesbian now, or what?” It’s the first thing that everybody asked me when I told them I was seeing a chick, and it brings up a question that needs to be addressed. What the hell does it mean to be straight or gay or bi or whatever? And why does it matter?


Labels are indeed for cans and for lazy authors, and for people who are generally uncomfy without everything being put in neat little boxes. Labels are hopelessly pointless. I know several women who were out and proud and fully lesbian identified for decades who are now allegedly Mrs. John Straightypants. Then there are women who were once staunch straights who are now shacking up with chicks. There are bisexual women who like fucking gay boys, gay men who like fucking women who used to be men, people who dress up like stuffed animals and fuck each other, and on and on and on. It’s murky out there in sexland. Humans have been screwing anything that’ll hold still long enough since the beginning of time, and trying to figure out what and why in order to catalogue it all is a big fat waste of time.


    * * *


    But I have a book to write here and I need to identify people somehow.


Ideally this book would be titled A Guide for Women Who Usually Have Sexual Relationships with Men and Who Would Now Like to Explore Sexual Relationships and/or Brief Encounters with Women. Instead I’m going to be a hypocrite and fall back on using the standard labels I so enjoy looking down upon. I hope that everyone who reads this assumes the definition in my ideal title is what I’m talking about when I say “straight” (I also refuse to put quotes around the word “straight” for the duration of the book). This may sound nitpicky, but the world of sexual identification is a vast and political one that most heteros are completely oblivious to, since we haven’t had to go to battle with popular opinion over our sexual preferences. Those of you who decide to step over the heterosexual boundaries may get an unexpected taste of how the other half lives. You may suddenly be challenged by the heterosexual, bisexual, and homosexual communities to define your sexuality, and chastised when you don’t adhere to certain rules. You may also find that you’re suddenly demanding some explanations from yourself.


For the majority of women I spoke with, however, leaving the warm, secure confines of Hetero World was totally worth it. “You get to have this thrill ride with something taboo,” one experienced dabbler explained. “It’s like a secret weapon that ups your sexual confidence. It made me feel really powerful. And tingly. There’s something really sublime about connecting with another woman that way.” “There’s something about a woman’s body that’s just so sensual,” another wannabe said. “It seems kind of safe and terrifying at the same time.” I spoke with women who fantasize about sex with women but have no interest in making it happen, those who only want to do it to please their boyfriends, and one experienced lady who said: “I’ll fuck anything when I’m drunk.”


    * * *


    Whatever your reasons may be, you certainly have nothing to lose by trying it. For me, sleeping with a woman was like taking a superhero pill. It inspired interesting discussions with friends, family, and a slew of strangers. It opened me up to the incredibly diverse world of sexuality that I’d only dipped my toe into before and which I’m now fascinated by. As with anything else in life that intrigues you, you’ll feel a lot worse for never trying it than you will for trying it and having it not work out. Why die wondering?





chapter one





Curiosity Didn’t Kill the Pussy; It Only Made Her Stronger


My first time being with a woman I was super excited—you hear about this stuff all the time, you’re curious, and when you finally get to see what’s it’s really like it’s awesome! I was so glad I finally found out.


—SUSAN, 20


One of the excellent things about being a straight chick is that we can fool around with members of our own sex without it being some big huge deal. If you find yourself sitting at a bar one night, surrounded by empty shot glasses, molesting someone named Janice, you have nothing to worry about. Chances are you’ll wake up the next day and giggle about it with your friends while you sift through a towering pile of cocktail napkins containing the numbers of every guy in the bar. This is because, even in our good ol’ homophobic society, the idea of two chicks getting it on is met with a resounding “Fuck yeah!” by the majority of the straight male population. In fact, this is one of the precious few instances where a double standard actually works in our favor. A man’s masculinity is threatened by same-sex experimentation while a woman’s femininity is supersized; the line “I fucked a dude!” coming out of a football player’s mouth falls like a brick, while “I fucked a chick!” floats like a soap bubble from the lips of a cheerleader. This is obviously as heinous as any other double standard, and the world would benefit greatly from dudes playing a little footsie with each other every once in a while, but it’s a double standard that benefits all us curious spinsters, bitches, and sluts by creating a carefree environment to experiment in.


“It was one of the most liberating things I’ve ever done,” says Elizabeth, 42, happily married. “I was twenty-five, sitting on the couch watching TV with my friend. She was pretty butch and I knew all about her life and stuff, but I never really gave it much thought as something I’d want to try myself. Then all of a sudden, bam, she just leaped on me! At first I was like, ‘What the hell are you doing?,’ but it was so unexpected and exciting . . . it sent this huge rush through my whole body. We ended up being together for a year. It was really good for me. I think being with a woman can be a very nurturing experience.” Others say it was “totally mind-blowing!,” “surprisingly hot,” and “very liberating.” In a survey I took of straight women who’ve tried it, 90 percent gave it a thumbs-up, 8 percent a thumbs down, 2 percent were undecided, and one sourpuss said: “I lost one of my best friends. I’m never hitting that shit again.” And if you do it for no other reason, do it because it’s hip.
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	Madonna


	Sinéad O’Connor







	Britney Spears


	Frida Kahlo







	Anne Heche


	Ally McBeal







	Eleanor Roosevelt


	Kim Cattrall







	Xena


	Drew Barrymore







	Ally Sheedy


	Angelina Jolie







	Ione Skye


	Lisa Marie Presley







	Janice Dickerson


	Margaret Cho







	 


	Cynthia Nixon













vocabulary builder


DYKON:
a famous woman revered by lesbians
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Even with such a high rate of customer satisfaction, exploring the unknown scares the poop out of some people. Fear. Is there anything more tired? As my great-grandmother always said: “You’re a much bigger douchebag for not trying something than for trying it and fucking it up.” The satisfaction of knowing you had the cojones to face your fears far outweighs whatever the minuses may be. And when it comes to sleeping with chicks, you get that satisfaction plus an orgasm, plus you kind of feel like a stud. Here are some of the more common obstacles that hold curious women back.


“I’m Hot For Her, I’m Hot For Her Not”





If you’ve never done it before, how can you really be sure you want to get it on with a chick? “What if I light a bunch of vanilla candles, play Barry White ever so softly in the background, slowly lower her into my rose-petaled bathtub, and wind up bone dry? How can I avoid setting myself up for that kind of humiliation?” When it comes to pursuing your bisexuality, don’t let uncertainty become a chastity belt. It’s like any decision you have to make where your true feelings are a tad fuzzy. Do I want cheekless leather chaps or is it just because they’re on sale? Am I hungry or just bored? Are chicks hot or did my boyfriend just forget my birthday again? In any case, knowledge and objectivity are the best tools. To clear up any confusion before taking the big plunge, you should first check to see if you’re a likely candidate.
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	10 Tell-tale Signs That You Aspire to Sex with Another Woman:








1. When you get drunk, you think about making out with chicks.


2. When you get drunk you make out with chicks.


3. You’ve pretended he’s a woman when he’s doing that to you down there.


4. You’ve masturbated to the thought of three gorgeous women servicing you in a bathtub.


5. You’ve caught yourself casually flipping through the “Women Seeking Women” section of the personals more than once.


6. When your boyfriend brings up having a three-way with another woman, you’re more excited about it than he is.


7. You’ll go see any movie with Angelina Jolie in it.


8. When you hang out with your lesbian friends, you feel like you’re missing out.


9. Titty bars are hot; Chippendales is not.


10. Your eyes have lingered a little too long while you were helping your best friend try on bras.




sleeping with chicks old wives’ tale #1:


If you’re fed up with men, you’ll automatically be attracted to women.
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The Virgin Jitters





Then there’s the whole losing your virginity thing and all the what-if-I-suck-in-bed trauma that goes along with that. Four words: Mas. Tur. Ba. Tion. Practice makes perfect, and you were born with the perfect practice space. It’s not like your first time with a guy when you fumbled around, dropping balls right and left, while you desperately tried to read the mind of the one-eyed pokeman (Is it happy? Is it sad? Oh, God, why is it shrinking?). With a woman you can do some research ahead of time, study the control panels until you know them like the back of your hand. I recommend sitting down and really thinking about what turns you on, where you like to be touched, how you like it touched by lips, fingers, tongue, whatever, and then imagine how you’d go about doing that to another woman. Picture the room, what you’re wearing, what you’re feeling, what you want to do to her, and then practice your moves on yourself. Chapter 2, “The Super-Huge Importance of Sticking Your Hand Down Your Pants,” delves more deeply into the countless benefits of masturbation, but it deserves mention here as a great way to ease your mind. In general, think of good sex as if you’re giving someone the perfect gift. Your best bet is to give them something you really want for yourself.


Another thing that might help is talking to your straight-guy or lesbian friends. One good word of advice can go a long way; if your friends have had any success in the sack, chances are they can help you out. I also recommend reading up on the subject—check out some of the books I list in the back of this one. There’s plenty of good lesbian erotica to choose from. And remember, this is just sex with another person. It’s not some huge big deal, so don’t psych yourself out. Have fun with it. Treat the mystery of sleeping with another woman the way you would the mystery of sleeping with anyone new for the first time. Male or female, there are always question marks and exciting discoveries.


The Paparazzi





The terror of someone finding out is another reason more girl-on-girl sex isn’t happening. If this is a major concern for you, you should only sleep with people you know and trust, who do not have big mouths. And you should only do it in places where neither of your cars will be recognized. If you’re going for straight girls, you should leave it up to them to make the first move, because if you hit on them and they freak out, it’ll be easier to count the people who don’t know about it than those who do. Going for lesbians in this case is a much safer bet since your chances of scoring are much higher, as lesbians tend to make a habit of sleeping with other chicks. But again, make sure it isn’t with someone who has a bullhorn for a mouth. And whatever you do, don’t get drunk in public with chicks you’re attracted to. Not only will people find out that you’re messing around with women, but many of them will have firsthand accounts or, even worse, pictures.




sleeping with chicks tip #1


Alcohol is a gateway drug to sleeping with members of the same sex.
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Paranormal Paranoia





Some people can’t let go for fear that a dead mother or father is watching. Others worry that God will shake his almighty finger at them. These people probably don’t masturbate either, nor do they steal stuff from work, venture outside the missionary position, or break something and then carefully put it back so that the next person who comes along will think they broke it. Worrying about the supernatural is a full-time job, and I have no idea how these people survive. All I can say is that if it were me, I’d figure that if my dead parents and God have a problem with me, they have only themselves to blame. After all, they created me, and this is who I am. If they get to be all high and mighty about lugging me around for nine months and only taking one day off a week just so I could exist, they get all the responsibilities that come with those honors, too. Then I’d do some research and find out exactly how many people have been stricken down dead by God for sleeping with a member of the same sex. If it’s a number I could deal with, I’d just go ahead and take my chances. I would also go to therapy.


Waking Up Your Inner Lesbo





Another big fear for some is that an innocent visit to the other side of town will turn into a desire to relocate completely. And then what the hell are you supposed to do? “It’s not like you’ve changed your hair color and all of a sudden you have to go out and buy all these new lipstick shades,” one woman dubiously pointed out. “You’d have to change everything, and I’m just not willing to go through that kind of overhaul.” Being gay in this society can be a big pain in the ass, but being too lame to do the things that make you happy is worse. Unfortunately, being lame is a way of life for some people. They feel at the top of their game when all aspects of their true selves are safely tucked away, slowly suffocating behind a wall of fake contentment. If this sounds familiar, then sex with another woman probably isn’t for you: anyone who’s that uptight about liking it too much most likely will. You need to first deal with a much larger issue: that you are a weenie. If you don’t tackle this first, there’s no way you’ll be able to partake in any sort of girl-on-girl escapade and have it be a positive experience.


If you recognize yourself in any of these descriptions do not despair. You’ve just completed the first step in overcoming your fears, which is identifying them. Once you know what they are, you can go about bulldozing past them. Remember, fear is all bark and no bite. All you have to do is face fear head on and it’ll run away whimpering with its tail between its legs. Think about something that used to terrify you, something that you got used to and that now you don’t think twice about before doing. Things are rarely as scary as you build them up to be, and once you deal with them, it’s easy to see how the fear was all in your mind. If you don’t let fear get in your way, you’ll be a big fat girl-slut before you know it.


I think my being with a woman was very eye-opening for a lot of my friends. They heard about the great sex I was having and how well we connected and were like, “I’m going out and getting myself a chick too!”


—CARRIE, 41





chapter two





The Super-Huge Importance of Sticking Your Hand Down Your Pants


It really bugs me that I allowed someone else access to my body sexually before I knew how to make myself come. Now that I know what I like, I feel much more empowered.


—DANA, 25


Rarely is anyone all that great at anything without a little practice first. And when it comes to fuckin’, anyone with a little spare alone time and arms long enough to reach her crotch has all she needs to get an education. Granted, masturbating is a far cry from the real deal, but if you really hunker down and do the work you’ll absolutely get results. No matter who you’re sleeping with. And when it comes to girl-on-girl sex, the better you know yourself, the better you’ll be able to please her.


This is such an important topic that I can’t write about it without first addressing an alarming discovery I made while gathering information for this book: there’s a buttload of women out there who are too freaked out to masturbate. Who feel too ashamed or pathetic or, who, as one woman put it, “wouldn’t even know where to begin.” What’s up with that? These are real live grown-up fabulous confident women! Most of these women say they’ve never had an orgasm, either. And the fact that they’re not masturbating has a whole lot to do with it.


Unlike the male orgasm, which is fairly automatic, the female orgasm takes more coaxing and concentration—when’s the last time you heard a guy complain, “She came way before I did, fell asleep, and I ended up finishing myself off”? A female orgasm can be aloof, temperamental, and mysterious, and she can take a while to show up, if she decides to show up at all. Most of us need to learn how to orgasm by figuring out which combination of fantasy, touch, and concentration works for us. This can absolutely be done with a lover, but if it’s not happening, women need to do their homework—and feel okay about doing it! The fact that anyone is missing out on an orgasmic life because she’s too ashamed to touch herself makes me so sad. And pissed off. In a world where men jerk off in public, how can it be that there’s still such a wall of silence and shame surrounding the practice of female masturbation?
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