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>>She told me my clitoris was not something I could lose.  It was me, the >>essence of me.  It was both the doorbell to my house and the house  >>itself.  I didn’t have to find it.  I had to be it.  Be it.  Be my >clitoris. >>Be my >>clitoris.  I lay back and closed my eyes.  I put the mirror down.  I  >>watched myself float above myself.  I watched as I slowly began to approach> >>myself and re-enter.  I felt like an astronaut re-entering the surface of >>the earth. >>It was very quiet this re-entry, quiet and gentle.  I bounced and landed, >>landed and bounced.  I came into my own muscles and blood and cells and >then >>I slid into my vagina.  It was suddenly easy and I fit.  I was all warm and >>pulsing and ready and young and alive.  And then, without looking, with my >>eyes still closed, I put my finger on what had suddenly become me.  There >>was a little quivering at first, which urged me to stay.  Then the >quivering >>became a quake, an eruption, the layers dividing and subdividing.  The >>quaking broke open into an ancient horizon of light and silence, which >>opened onto a plane of music and colors and innocence and longing, and I >>felt connection, calling connection as I lay there thrashing about on my >>little blue mat.

>>
>>-----------------------------------------

>>Turned out that Bob loved vaginas.  He was a connoisseur.  He loved the way >>they felt, the way they tasted, the way they smelled, but most importantly >>he loved the way they looked.  He had to look at them.  The first time we >>had sex, he told me he had to see me.

>>”I’m right here,” I said.

>>”No, you,” he said.  “I have to see you.”

>>”Turn on the light,” I said, thinking he was a weirdo and freaking out in >>the dark.

>>He turned on the light.

>>Then he said, “O.K., I ‘m ready, ready to see you.”

>>”Right here,” I waved, “I’m right here.”

>>Then he began to undress me.

>>”What are you doing Bob?” I said.

>>”I need to see you,” he replied.

>>”No need,” I said, “Just do it.”

>>”I need to see what you look like,” he said.

>>”But you’ve seen a red leather couch before,” I said.

>>Bob continued.  He would not stop.  I wanted to throw up and die.

>>”This is awfully intimate,” I said.  “ Can’t you just do it.”

>>”No,” he said, “It’s who you are.  I need to look.”

>>I held my breath.  He looked and looked.  He got breathy and his face >>changed.

>>He didn’t look ordinary anymore.  He looked like a hungry beast.

>>”You’re so beautiful,” he said.  “You’re elegant and deep and innocent and >>wild.”

>>”You saw that there?” I said.

>>It was like he read my palm.

>>” I saw that, he said, “and more, much much more.”

>>He stayed looking for almost an hour as if he were studying a map, >observing >>the moon, staring into my eyes, but it was my vagina.  In the light I >>watched him looking at me and he was so genuinely excited, so peaceful and >>euphoric, I began to get wet and turned on.  I began to see myself the way >>he saw me.  I began to feel beautiful and delicious-like a great painting, >>or a waterfall. >>Bob wasn’t afraid.  He wasn’t grossed out.  I began to swell, began to feel >>proud.  Began to love my vagina.  And Bob, lost himself there and I was >>there with him, in my vagina, and we were gone.

>>----------------------------------------

>>My vagina’s angry.  It is.  It’s pissed off.  My vagina’s furious and it >>needs to talk.  It needs to talk about all this shit.  It needs to talk to >>you.  I mean what’s the deal-an army of people out there thinking up ways >to >>torture my poor-ass, gentle loving vagina.  Spending their days >constructing >>psycho products, and nasty ideas to undermine my pussy.  Vagina >>Motherfuckers. >>Vagina’s supposed to be loose and wide, not held together.  That’s why >>girdles are so bad.  We need to move and spread and talk and talk.  Vaginas >>need comfort.  Make something like that.  Something to give them pleasure. >>No, of course they won’t do that.  Hate to see a woman having pleasure, >>particularly sexual pleasure.  I mean make a nice pair of soft cotton >>underwear with a French tickler built in.  Women would be coming all day >>long, coming in the supermarket, coming on the subway, coming happy >vaginas. >>They wouldn’t be able to stand it.  Seeing all those energized, not taking >>shit, hot happy vaginas.

>>
>>-----------------------------------------

>>>>--------------------------

>>There’s this gorgeous 24-year-woman in our neighborhood and I stare at her >>all the time.  One day she invites me into her car.  She asks me if I like >>to kiss boys, and I tell her I do not like that.  Then she says she wants >to >>show me something, and she leans over and kisses me so softly on the lips >>with her lips and then puts her tongue in my mouth.  Wow.  She asks me if I >>want to come over to her house, and then she kisses me again and tells me >to >>relax, to feel it, to let our tongues feel it.  She asks my mama if I can >>spend the night and my mother’s delighted that such a beautiful, successful >>woman has taken an interest in me.  I’m scared and I can’t wait.  Her >>apartment’s fantastic.  She’s got it hooked up.  It’s the seventies, the >>beads, the fluffy pillows, the mood lights.  I decide right there that I >>want to be a secretary like her when I grow up.  She makes vodka for >>herself and then she asks what I want to drink.  I say the same as she’s >>drinking and she says she doesn’t think my mama would like me drinking >>vodka.  I say she probably wouldn’t like me kissing girls either, and the >>pretty lady makes me a drink.  Then she changes into this chocolate satin >>teddy.  She’s so beautiful.  I always thought bulldaggers were ugly.  I say >>”You look great,” and she says “So do you.”  I say “But I only have this >>white cotton bra and underpants.”  Then she dresses me, slowly, in another >>satin teddy.  It’s lavender like the first soft days of spring.  The >alcohol >>has gone to my head and I’m loose and ready.  There’s a picture over her >bed >>of a naked Black woman with a huge Afro.  She gently and slowly lays me out >>on the bed and just our bodies rubbing makes me come.  Then she does >>everything to me and my Coochi Snorcher that I always thought was nasty >>before, and wow.  I’m so hot, so wild.  She says, “Your vagina, untouched >by >>man, smells so nice, so fresh, wish I could keep it that way forever.”  I >>get crazy wild and then the phone rings and of course it’s my mama.  I’m >>sure she knows; she catches me at everything.  I’m breathing so heavy and I >>try to act normal when I get on the phone and she asks me, “What’s wrong >>with you, have you been running?”  I say “No, Mama, exercising.”  Then she >>tells the beautiful secretary to make sure I’m not around boys and the lady >>tells her, “Trust me, there’s no boys around here.”  Afterwards the >gorgeous >>lady teaches me everything about my Coochi Snorcher.  She makes me play >with >>myself in front of her and she teaches me all the different ways to give >>myself pleasure.  She’s very thorough.  She tells me to always know how to >>give myself pleasure so I’ll never need to rely on a man.  In the morning I >>am worried that I’ve become a butch because I’m so in love with her.  She >>laughs, but I never see her again.  I realize later she was my surprising, >>unexpected and politically-incorrect salvation.  She transformed my >>sorry-ass Coochi Snorcher and raised it into a kind of heaven.

>>
>>------------------------------

>>I love vaginas.  I love women.  I do not see them as separate things. >Women >>pay me to dominate them, to excite them, to make them come.  I did not >start >>out like this.  No, to the contrary: I started out as a lawyer, but in my >>late thirties, I became obsessed with making women happy.  There were so >>many unfulfilled women.  So many women who had no access to their sexual >>happiness.

>>It began as a mission of sorts, but then I got involved in it.  I got very >>good at it, kind of brilliant.  It was my art.  I started getting paid for >>it. >>It was as if I had found my calling.

