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What is boink?

If you’re like most people, you picked up this book because the title and or the picture on the cover caught your eye and aroused your curiosity. Then having flipped through the pages, you’re probably asking yourself, “What the fuck is this?” That’s perfectly understandable because boink is unique and not something that you’re likely to have seen before, unless you happen to go to college in Boston.

It all began when a group of my fellow Boston University undergrads and I decided to publish a magazine dedicated to the primary interest of most college students, namely SEX. We wanted to create something different that would entertain and possibly inform other college kids like us. We were looking for a fresh approach to the subject from the perspective of people our age and wanted to provide more than just pictures of big-breasted girls, Photoshopped beyond the limits of fake perfection. We felt that it was important to keep it real and to provide something for everyone; guys and girls, straight, gay, and bi.

Of course, word quickly spread on campus about the project. We were soon inundated with requests from students who wanted to write and model for the magazine, which we decided to call boink to reflect the playfulness, openness, and above all fun with which we wanted to tackle sex. We worked throughout the semester to turn our vision into reality, facing more than a few challenges along the way. What kept us going through all the setbacks was the enthusiasm with which our contributors and other members of our potential audience embraced the concept. The end result was an eclectic mix of sexy fiction and provocative nonfiction, cool illustrations and naked pics of REAL college girls and guys.

Needless to say, we stirred up a shit storm. The BU administration immediately distanced itself with a public statement that “The University does not endorse, nor welcome, the prospective publication Boink.” The story was picked up first by the local media and then by national and international news outlets. We were the subject of criticism and negative commentary from a variety of sources. Some parents and students complained that a sexually explicit magazine like boink would tarnish the University’s reputation and had no place at an institution of higher learning. Social conservatives, religious advocates, self-righteous journalists and others who are generally uptight about sex publicly attacked us. The police even shut down our launch party at a local club, which was attended by 1,400 people.

Yet despite all of the opposition, there were also a significant number of people who supported our efforts, particularly among our fellow college students. And sales of the premier issue were impressive, especially given its limited distribution.

Since then we have continued to publish in the face of controversy and to expand the circulation of boink magazine. And now through our partnership with Grand Central Publishing, we are excited to be able to offer you this book and the opportunity to join the growing number of boinkers across the country and around the world.

Alecia Oleyourryk 
Editor & Cofounder boink magazine

P.S. You may want to pick up two copies in case the pages of one get stuck together.
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Her Strawberry Ghost

by JUSTIN 
LARGE PRIVATE UNIVERSITY

AND HERE WE ALL ARE—fat strawberry sunburned people who get broken, pissed on, mended, and changed. We build fictions only to rewrite them, wad scraps of paper into balls to keep our fingers occupied, and then flick them away. We connect with people and then disconnect. We grow things. We let things die. 

None of this ever mattered to Kat while we dated these past few years. Her main concern was having fun and having breakfast—or as I liked to call it, brunch. We would be together for a semester, drift apart for a bit, wind up back together again, and visit each other over summer and winter break. When she came to my house one June, the strawberry patch I had planted was spilling out onto the lawn, laden with bright red berries. During that week she was with me, we feasted. In the morning I’d roll out of the guest room where we slept and stumble down the hall, my bare feet squishing gently on the cool floorboards. She’d roll over a bit and grunt, not registering my exodus. That image of her burned into my brain, it was always the same when I’d glance back at her while walking out the door to pick strawberries in the dewy grass. Her naked shoulders, white and creamy, were poking out from under the sheets, with the sunlight shooting through the eastern window. And I’d be back an hour later with a white plastic colander my aunt gave me years ago. It’d be brimming with soft berries—fresh, tart, juicy, and smelling like something I’ve never understood. We’d greet the day sitting in little pine chairs eating cereal and strawberries in mismatched bowls. Kat and I slurped while our spoons clinked with the loose rhythm of miniature jazz drums, playing at a Polly Pocket jazz bar on a Saturday morning. The air outside smelled like pine sawdust. We’d chat about random things that mattered to no one but us.

She’s the kind of girl who for no apparent reason says the word Spain a lot. Says it with scrunched lips and precise diction, but then at the last second adds a twist that punctuates the kinetic aspect of “Spain.” Neither of us has ever been, but one night after making love in her dorm room, we joked about going there. She got up naked, her pert ass sticking out as she leaned over to grab an old light-up globe she use to have on her nightstand, to settle some question of geography. She used to keep the globe next to the bed, along with a Big Ben windup clock, and a retarded-looking ceramic scarecrow with a magenta light bulb in it. When we had sex on the bed, she’d flip it on and it would cast spiky red shadows on the wall, our bodies adding new ghosts and contours to the dancing light. When she straddled me and sank on top of my cock, she’d toss her hair back with a little whip-crack “I mean business” pose, sending our shadow puppets dancing on the painted tin ceiling of the old brownstone dorm where she lived. She doesn’t fuck halfheartedly. Her hair would catch the scarecrow light enough to make it look like a prehistoric shadow monster was straddling me—only it was not a monster, or a dinosaur. It was Kat, all pale and pretty. Not “hot” or “fuckable” or “sexy” or “bodacious.”



When she straddled me and sank on top of my cock, she'd toss her hair back with a little whip-crack “I mean business” pose, sending our shadow puppets dancing on the painted tin ceiling of the old brownstone dorm where she lived.




 
Pretty.

She complained one day that nobody says that word anymore, and it’s true. The language of passion derailed years ago, leaving us all with imprecise tools and prudish vocab. So I call her pretty, because that is what made her happiest to be. And she is. It’s the hair and the pale skin and the black glasses and a few weird birthmarks, one resembling China, that anchors to earth the spitfire lady that I spent the past few years with, discussing, cavorting, fucking, and being absurd. When we had sex it wasn’t an activity, or a marathon, or a conquest—it was conversation. Our most vulnerable times, naked, sweating, a bit pink in the face, had a bebop lilt. Not the first time—that was awkward and we hadn’t learned the humor of it—but later, we laughed so hard. Laughed at the desperate chase for orgasms. Laughed at the ridiculous mechanics of putting certain pieces of body into alignment with others. Laughed at cum, which we thought would work better as a party gag than a means of procreation. Laughed at labia, which confuse silly men like me. And at each other and how happy we were.

I had my backpack with me when I came to visit her in Boston the last summer, and most of what was in it was more backpack. I brought a lime green face towel, because it’s all you really need and I try to travel light. It was lime green because my uncle had a lime green truck years ago that he used to race on frozen lakes up north. The only girl who never laughed at that justification was Kat. Wrapped in newspaper, at the bottom of my pack, was a green carton of strawberries from the garden back home.

I unpacked the face towel and the rest of my bag. Her summer apartment smelled like Allston, and featured a dining room table surrounded by old wooden chairs, all partially broken. In her room, she had the nightlight and the globe and the clock just like it used to be in the dorm, and it was weird to see these little rooted things, which in my mind were glued to a different room and time and place, transplanted to an alien ecosystem. Allston noises and salt-and-pepper kittens scrambled in through the windows, but we kissed and ignored all of that. I set the green carton of strawberries on her nightstand. She gave me a crinkled nose smile, and told me to take my goddamn clothes off, and who was I to argue? She wore this white collared shirt with rolled up sleeves, which came off easily. It always ruffled up a bit across her breasts, so you could see her bra underneath. She made fun of the fact that I was looking, and popped the rest of her buttons open for me. But I had to undo the bra myself. That was her condition. If I wasn’t man enough to unlock a hook and eye clasp, then, well...
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Kat giggled and unzipped my pants. My cock sprang free and she grabbed me. As my pants slipped off my legs, I felt the cool cotton sheets against my hot skin. She was a furnace. Her sarcastic mouth slowly covered my cock, the saliva of her lips clicking and popping as she took me into her throat. Fierce brown eyes, framed by her black rim glasses, stared at me with silent mirth. Warmth, like that from alcohol, shot up through the veins in my legs and curved up my ass to my spine and nape and lungs. I lifted her chin gently, feeling the smooth sweep of her jaw. I leapt up from the bed and out from under her, grabbing her hips. She wiggled as I tugged off her black pinstripe pants, and slowly slipped my hand into her electric purple panties and slid them down her legs and off onto the worn wooden floor. She stuck her ass out at me, and I could smell her wetness, earthy and wild. She flipped onto her back as my fingers tickled her navel, and the curving lines of her stomach swept my eyes down to her flaring pussy lips, and to the tuft of hair she kept, trimmed, but not pretentiously so, waiting to tangle my tongue.



She gave me a crinkled nose smile, and told me to take my goddamn clothes off, and who was I to argue?



I lowered myself over her, kissing the side of her eyebrow and the tip of her nose, running my hand along the bit of fat under her chin that, when lying down, reminded me of William Shatner. I stuck my tongue out at her and she grabbed it with her teeth and pulled me closer, hard. I loved the taste buds on her tongue, as they explored my teeth and tongue and cheeks. She always tasted like black cherry soda, the kind made with sugar cane in glass bottles. I broke away from her as my fingers twirled her pubic hair, walking around her pussy lips, teasing as much as possible. I slid down between her legs and ran my tongue from her navel to the edge of her triangle, then around the outside and in just to graze her clit. She gasped as my tongue rippled over her. I licked my finger and slowly slid it into her body, while my lips latched onto her clit gently and my tongue caressed her little button. My finger rubbed against the top of her vagina, and I felt the muscles inside her contract, and the subtle soft ridges, deep inside of her, as they brushed against my pumping fingertips. Her pussy hair poked into my nostrils and scratched my face. The deep smell of her wetness filled my nose. She smelled determined, but not bad. And Kat tasted salty, with a pink ginger tang. I pushed her closer to climax, slipping another finger into her. Kat wrapped her legs around my neck and her hands clawed at the bedspread, tense, shaking slightly.

“Faster,” she panted, and I sped up. Her pelvis shifted and she forced my fingers deeper and higher up into her. Kat bit her lip and yelped. Then she let out a deep alpine sigh, and her body relaxed. A warm red glow burned into her pale skin, and I looked up at her, smiling. I wiped my lips, now a bit tired, and watched as her sparkling juices mixed with the sweat from her leg. It formed a big drop, growing and swelling until the surface tension broke and it darted down her thigh, around the lips of her pussy and past the pink rosebud of her asshole. It faded into the blue cotton sheets, leaving only a damp silhouette of its presence.

I scooted back up to her, cradling her tightly, feeling the sweat on her arms and back, and the little dewdrops on the soft hair on her neck. She kissed me, her tongue exploring her own salty taste. She straightened her glasses, sat up a bit, and she burped.

“Your face looks weird when you go down on me,” she said. I smiled.
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“That’s ’cause your vagina attacked my face.”

“Ugh, don’t call it that.”

“Your vagina wanted to give me a makeover.” She rolled her eyes and fluffed out her bangs, which were scattered across her forehead.

“Okay, Dr. Gynecology. Way to ruin the mood.”

Kat squirmed in my arms and I squirmed back. She grabbed my cock in her hand, running her fingers down the tense chiseled head and along the thick shaft. She parted her legs and guided me into her. Her warmth engulfed my cock. I felt her muscles rippling inside her, squeezing me. I sank deeper and just held her for a moment, silently.

“So, we’re gonna go to Spain, right?” she blurted. We both cracked up. I pulled out of her, laughing, and then pushed back in. Kat and I struck up a rhythm that advanced and receded. We broke into solos and twisted with each other. We improvised, made mistakes, got out of synch, and corrected our occasional awkwardness.

 


“Faster,∫ she panted, and I sped up. Her pelvis shifted and she forced my fingers deeper and higher up into her. Kat bit her lip and yelped. Then she let out a deep alpine sigh, and her body relaxed.



 
The two of us screwed for an hour. Our leg muscles burned from thrusting, and my left knee felt sore, so we stopped and cuddled, spent. We whispered to each other about mundane things, until we both tired of talking in low, throaty bed voices, and fell quiet. She reached over to the nightstand and grabbed a strawberry and shoved it at my mouth. I bit a chunk, and juice rolled down my chin. She licked it off, and before I could bite the rest of the berry, she had eaten it. Her stained fingertips dangled the strawberry leaf in front of me.

“Bet they won’t have these in San Diego.”

They don’t.

The rest of the weekend passed like any other mash-up of summer, when you realize that it’s almost done and that you wasted most of your time doing nothing. She seemed okay about me moving to San Diego for grad school, and that surprised me. I thought she would get all weepy and emotional, but instead I was the one fighting back tears when we had lunch at the diner, a few minutes before I had to catch my train back home. We ate sandwiches, paid, and left. As we walked around the corner she suddenly pushed me against the dirty brick and grabbed my face. We kissed, lewdly, for a minute. Then Kat let me go.

“That’s gotta last me a while.” She sighed, slapped my ass, and sent me off toward the wheezing Amtrak engine. I didn’t have the courage to ask her how long.
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Back home, I packed my bags and bought my plane ticket to California. The strawberry patch turned brown at the end of August, so I plowed it under and covered the fresh dark earth with hay. Little plants like that survive for a few good years and produce fantastic fruit, and don’t let anyone tell you it’s hard. Growing strawberries is the easiest thing in the world as long as you don’t live in Alaska or Guam. They can be grown hydroponically, or in greenhouses, or on factory farms with black plastic fields. But they only last so long before you need to replant. They thrive on rich soil, water, room to spread, and not being stepped on. Strawberries do not need grand conceptions, or excuses, or phone bills. They last as long as they can.

Leaving Kat gave me that sinking feeling that everyone says is in the heart or stomach, but is really in your pancreas. It’s the same gravitational certainty like when you’re lying on a couch at an angle and it’s really slippery, and you start sliding off because you’re wearing silk pajamas. Kat never wore silk pajamas, and I never slid off the couch, but we could have. We could have been many things.

Right now, I’m a caffeinated fraction of an airport security guard’s day, dying a slow boredom death at the Cleveland airport. Outside the terminal, a hazmat crew removes a dirty diaper from the toilet of my connecting flight. In five and a half million hours I will be in San Diego, the victim of ultraviolet onslaughts and Chevron gas prices.

Five months ago I ate strawberries and cereal with Kat, who burps when she orgasms and never notices when milk from her Corn Flakes splashes onto her Buddy Holly glasses. Kat, whose brilliant mind tackles everything sideways. Kat, who I didn’t break up with or get dumped by, who faded from my life along with the strawberries I used to grow and pick in the morning when we woke up. We didn’t fight or love each other. We just faded away in the geography, while the sinking feeling and the fragrant memory of her strawberry ghost kills me every night and morning that they are gone from me.
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