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Dedication




TO DIRTY GIRLS, PAST AND PRESENT—
AND THE MEN AND WOMEN WHO 
LOVE AND LUST AFTER THEM









DIRTY AND SWEET 
WRAPPED UP IN ONE

Introduction



“I can be dirty and sweet at the same time” reads my self-proclaimed motto on my MySpace page. When I wrote that, I meant that not so deep inside me lurks the soul of a highly perverted, kinky, dirty girl who can get aroused often by a single word whispered in my ear or a solid smack across my ass. Once someone gets me into that zone, I’ll do anything, no matter how depraved, to be with them. I’ll find myself fantasizing about all the wicked things we can do together throughout the day and night, waking from wild dreams with the wish that they were beside me. I’ll see their name in my inbox and get instantly wet. I’ll tell them in public exactly what I want them to do to me, and vice versa. Yes, that’s what I mean by “dirty.”

Yet I don’t think my sexual interests make me any less of a well-rounded, kind-hearted, intelligent person. I’m “sweet” in the sense that I care about my friends and family, like sending cards and random gifts, strive to be a good person—also, I run a blog about cupcakes. I’m as likely to kiss a lover’s forehead tenderly and offer to tuck them into bed as I am to throw them down on the floor and strip them naked. For me, the sweet-and-tender and down-and-dirty go hand in hand; I’m most turned on, and most slutty, when I’m partnered with someone who brings out my sweet side. Once I visited a boyfriend who was sick with a fever and did the one thing I could think of to make him feel better: I sank down onto his bed and took his cock in my mouth. Playing the slutty nurse, horny yet doting, is another aspect to my dirty/sweet motto.

I’d originally meant the phrase as a throwaway line, but more and more I’m realizing that everyone (or almost everyone) has a dirty and a sweet side. All too often we denigrate the dirty girls—the ones who dare to publicly show their naughty sides—as incorrigible sluts rather than realizing just how exciting it is to tap into our lustiest selves. Once you crack the surface of those who are seemingly prim and proper—the demure suburban housewife, the suited up banker, the quiet secretary, the curious bookworm, the shy computer nerd— you’ll very likely find that the simplicity of the word “dirty” doesn’t go anywhere near far enough to describe the kinks that lurk within them.

The women writing here don’t apologize for being dirty. They know who and what they want, and they go after the objects of their affection in all kinds of different ways. Reading this collection—whether from start to finish or skipping around to your favorite authors or the most eye-catching titles—will give you a glimpse into what makes women wet, what makes us feel and act dirty, what makes us slick our lips and spread our legs. Maybe, just maybe, their stories attempt to answer Freud’s infamously infuriating query: “What do women want?” To judge by the twenty-seven tales you hold here in your hands, they want to be worshipped, they want to be ordered around, they want to be sent spinning into ecstasy and then come crashing back down. They want strangers bearing ice cubes on a hot day, and they want to be a party favor passed around among guests. They want hot vacation sex, visits to peep shows, and a man who’ll lick stinky cheese off their boots. They want power, and they want to give up power. They want sex at the office and in the great outdoors and on trains and airplanes. They want sex with the whole United States of America (or at least part of it). They want to be wooed, seduced, flirted with, taken. They want men, women, and sometimes both at the same time.

Of course, there’s more to what women want out of sex than any one book could possibly capture. What I’ve done with this anthology is highlight some of the best erotic writing I’ve found from authors who show you exactly what makes their hearts beat and their clits stand at attention. What they’re up to is, as Marie Lyn Bernard so aptly puts it, “Fucking Around” (which I briefly considered as a very fitting alternative title to this book). When I first heard Bernard read this story tag-team style at my reading series In The Flesh, I was blown away. She captures so much of the drama of sex—the high highs, the low lows, the awkwardness and the intensity—in a playful yet totally hot way. And when she writes about the Big Apple, it’ll make you want to hop the first plane or train to get here: “New York fucks me. New York fucks me so hard that I cry. My pussy opens like the long throat of a flame-swallower. Her fingers make love to the inside of my belly button. I am sweating so much that our bodies glide against each other like fish underwater.” You’ll find yourself drawing a map of your own sexual conquests, marking your territory right along with Bernard.

But for every feisty babe here, there’s another just in the process of discovering what turns her on. “Dirty” can be a state of mind just as much as it can be a description of one’s bedroom antics. Carol Queen’s peep-show-virgin protagonist, Abby, doesn’t quite know what she’s getting into with her new friends Daniel and Lila, but she desperately wants to find out. “Lila’s lips covered hers right away, soft and wet, licking and nibbling in one of the most arousing kisses Abby had ever experienced,” writes Queen. “Dirty” doesn’t always mean depraved, either; these stories aren’t all wham-bam-thank-you-sir (or ma’am) quickies. Many of them evoke the intensity of emotion that sex can bring with it, the ways having a lover know you literally inside and out can throw your life completely off balance, as if they can read your soul like a map, using fingers, toys, tongues, and cocks to navigate you until they own your internal compass. The thrill of giving yourself over to someone, of giving up control for that deliciously delirious sensation of pure erotic adrenaline, surfaces throughout this collection.

The women you’ll find here are complex; they’re by turns playful and bashful, horny and haughty. They want to share much more with you than just the details of their latest screw. They want you to know what makes them tick, who haunts their dreams, why they can’t quite forget the man who fucked them senseless, even when they’re with someone new. They like to watch and be watched, to take risks, to live out their long-held fantasies. Some are in loving, committed relationships, ones that allow them room to get their freak on with the person who knows just how to push their every button. Others, like my “Icy Hot” protagonist, don’t even want to know their bedmate’s name: “I forgot about the fact that I didn’t really know him at all. Sometimes, in a city of millions of strangers, you just have to take a chance and let your body make the decisions for you, as I’ve learned over the years. And my body was saying Yes, please, more, harder.”

Dirty doesn’t preclude poetry, the kind where the words roll off the page, roll from your tongue, so beautifully it’s like they themselves are making love to you. Writers like Marilyn Jaye Lewis, Suki Bishop, and Melissa Gira probe the twisted places women go in search of sex—and themselves. In “A Prayer to Be Made Cocksure,” Gira elevates the art of the blow job to new heights: “I sucked your cock as if it were the last cock. I trusted you to let me keep breathing, to never take that final bit from me, to tell me that getting any air at all was your choice just by reaching your hand down the length of your chest to me, to cradle the back of my neck, to run your fingers across my lips, softly, as you plunged suddenly and held me at the edge.” She takes you right into that moment, where this intimate act is dissected, treasured, hoarded, and missed.

You’ll find a range of motivations here, from women looking to spice up a lackluster relationship to single girls on the prowl, to kinky couples, daring Dommes, and sultry sirens intent on performing on a sexual stage of their own creation. You may read their stories and ask yourself: Would you ever write your name across your lover’s cock? What about pick up a stranger at a rock concert or screw a doctor in a hospital? Get fingered at the opera? Go to a bondage club? These characters do all this and more, always making sure their wanting, lusting, panting, and perversions are met with equal fervor.

Take a hot and steamy trip with these writers as they unlock your deepest desires, or perhaps give you some new ideas to try out next time you shut your eyes and part your legs. From tender to tempting, sweet to sadistic, loving to lascivious, there’s something for every reader who wants to go to bed with images that’ll surely make you blush and just may spark some brand-new, unique fantasies of your very own.

Rachel Kramer Bussel

New York City

July 2007










FUCKING AROUND



Marie Lyn Bernard



New York



I told New York I loved her but she wouldn’t say it back. We had just made love, and then I said it and she laughed. I felt like she was holding all my limbs together with her breath, and so when she laughed it felt like she was dropping me and pretending it was an accident.



NEW YORK: It takes me a long time, you know that, I told you that. But when I do say it, I’ll really mean it. When I feel it, you’ll know it all over.




New York fell asleep but I couldn’t. I stood naked at the squashed rectangle of window in the corner of New York’s bedroom and watched people spill out the glass doors of a hip restaurant. A man put his wife in a cab and then met a girl on the corner; she was pretty and looked happier than I’d felt in years.




NEW YORK: Come back to bed, baby, what are you doing? If you aren’t doing anything, you should be sleeping.




I told New York I was going to start seeing other places.




NEW YORK: You’ll come back.



Boston



I meet Boston at a retirement party for a professor I worked with. He is wearing a corduroy blazer and a red rugby shirt and has blue, shiny eyes and wide, benevolent shoulders.




BOSTON: What’s your drink? Lemme guess . . . vodka cran? No—I take that back. Vodka tonic.




ME: Does this work with other girls?




BOSTON: Yeah, usually.




He talks about his family while I try to figure out how tall he is—I’m inspecting the heels of my shoes, the girth of his boots. I get drunk and give up; he sits on the couch, I lay my bare feet in his lap.




ME: I have very long toes, you know.




BOSTON: Oh yeah? What does that mean?




I press my big toe up the crotch of his starchy pants, and then I rest so his limp dick nestles into the arch of my foot, and then I shift my toes around until he gets hard again. I do this over and over. We giggle a lot. It feels good but temporary, like a hot shower. I miss New York a little, but New York never made me giggle.




Boston is enthusiastic. He takes me to his beautiful brownstone. He pushes me against the wall with comical force and begins to attack my mouth with his mouth.




Boston wants to pick me up and toss me about like his arms are rackets and I’m a buoyant shuttlecock. Boston aspires for earth-shattering sex, the stuff of movies and wet dreams, but as soon as he gets my ankles on his shoulders and grabs a glimpse of himself in the mirror, he comes all over me.




BOSTON: That was good, huh?




ME: Huh?




I look at his shrinking cock. What a waste of a beautiful eight-inch cock, I think, with veins like a roadmap of everywhere he should have been.




Washington, D.C.




Washington, D.C, buys me four drinks in a hotel bar and then takes me to his apartment, which actually also looks like a hotel: pressed sheets, organized bath products, neatly folded cream-colored towels.




D.C. has Magnum King-size condoms ostentatiously placed on his bathroom counter. We rub against each other. I feel what I think is D.C.’s dick through his pants, but it turns out to be his T-Mobile Sidekick. I am disappointed to unzip his pressed and properly frayed jeans to find the smallest dick I’ve ever seen in my life.




WASHINGTON, D.C: My girlfriend always got me those Magnums. So I just kept on getting them.




I know he must be lying, but I’m too worn out and ambivalent to argue.




WASHINGTON, D.C.: I’m gonna rock your world, sugar. You ever hear of a little something I call the rectal G-spot?




ME: Yeah, um, that’s not really gonna work for me.




WASHINGTON, D.C.: Are you sayin’ I’m afraid of hard work? I am not afraid of hard work.




D.C. is okay at first, solid but boring, and then he just keeps grabbing the wrong things, sticking his finger in holes that don’t get wet or even feel good. I don’t know why I think he might know what he’s doing, and I start to wonder if he put drugs in my drink.




He wants to try again in the morning. He smells like coffee and Splenda, and I feel like I might throw up.




WASHINGTON, D.C: Baby, I am excessively optimistic about your Big O.




I can’t even call New York to talk about it. I know what she’ll say.




New York: I can’t believe you let yourself get fucked by Washington, D.C. Were you drunk? Were you stupid? Did he promise you something? He’s not gonna do it, you know. He’s all lip service.



Wisconsin and Michigan




Wisconsin and Michigan have been dating for five years. I think Wisconsin is cuter, even though she’s a little chubby. It suits her, though, and I like how she licks organic yogurt from her spoon and how when she speaks it sounds like maple syrup.




WISCONSIN: Michigan’s parents hate me. But I know it’s not me they really hate. It’s the idea of their daughter fucking me that gives them night sweats. We get along sometimes, at their cottage. We make love underwater while her parents grill hamburgers, which I don’t eat, because I gave up meat.




I like the way she says the word “meat” and it makes me wish her tongue were on my pussy, eating me, getting even fatter if she wants to. I want her face between my legs and my face between her girlfriend’s legs, all of us licking each other, sweet sap instead of sweat, I want her breasts on my face, I want to fall asleep that way. When I come, it won’t be normal cum. It will be blackberry jam.




Time passes; it feels like it’s been a week since I’ve slept anywhere but between these two beautiful girls.




WISCONSIN: Michigan told me that her ex-boyfriend would sometimes fall asleep with his cock inside of her. It made me jealous, you know? So I started falling asleep with my fingers inside of her. One, two, three. She sleeps like a log and comes in her sleep.




Wisconsin wants to use a strap-on, but Michigan can’t stop laughing while Wisconsin tries to get it on. They tell me to put it on instead, but then I start laughing, and then we are all laughing, and I have a stupid dead dick wrapped around my waist. We decide against sex and eat ice cream instead.




After nine days, I need to leave them. One of us is getting attached, and it could possibly be me. I don’t say goodbye, I just leave them a card with a poem in it.



Los Angeles




Los Angeles is either the best or the worst sex of my life. I meet Los Angeles on MySpace; in her photograph she is wearing a short skirt and a pink wig, and her headline is “I’m the Real Deal, Baby!” I am surprised when I meet her because she looks just like her photo.




LOS ANGELES: Why wouldn’t I?




Los Angeles picks me up in a shiny yellow car. She also has shiny yellow hair that blows in the wind. I turn up the radio and let my mouth hang open, and above me is nothing but perfect blue sky.




LOS ANGELES: My husband is always out of town. It’s like I barely know him! Wanna lay out?




Los Angeles goes to the bathroom to change into something more comfortable, and I look in her refrigerator for a beer. All she has are celery sticks and powders for protein shakes.




That is when I start to suspect that Los Angeles is a robot.




LOS ANGELES: I couldn’t find my bikini.




She is naked behind me, and I am crouching by the veggie crisper, hunting for something identifiably edible.




I stand up and she stops me with her breath; just existing right behind me is enough to send me into some tingly place near pleasure. She takes off my shirt with her fingernails. I turn to her. I’m not hungry anymore. I feel like she’s feeding me with air.




She bites my lower lip, lets her teeth linger. She slips her tongue through my lips, briefly, then pulls back, places her palm on my jutting hip bones, and yanks me to her. I grab her hair in fists.




We make out and tumble onto her couch, made of suede and air. I think her fingers are battery powered.




LOS ANGELES: Make me bleed, I want you to make me bleed.




I do. First her back; my nails make tire tracks. She screams in delicious pleasure. Her blood is the color of Bing cherries.




LOS ANGELES: I had fifteen orgasms. How many did you have?




Whether she is being honest or not, I’m certain I could rewind and locate all fifteen crescendos. I tell her I had two.




LOS ANGELES: Only two?




ME: That’s good, you know, two?




LOS ANGELES: Oh no, I always aim for the stars.




She orders expensive takeout, but I don’t want to eat it, I just want to fuck her some more because I know she won’t be there in the morning, I can just feel it. She’s more heartless than New York. New York has a heart; she just chooses not to use it. I don’t know if there’s anything about Los Angeles that resembles a heart, but she sure is pretty. She eats fat-free Cool Whip off my nipples.




In the morning, she dresses for work and I no longer recognize her.




LOS ANGELES: The maid is coming at three. I’ll be at work. If my husband calls, don’t answer it.




I am curious about her secrets and her ugly heart, so I snoop around and find an old driver’s license with her photo on it; she looks young and angry, and her name is not Los Angeles, it is Kansas City.




But I don’t care. I like her plastic and fast and full of lies. I drink cocktails by her pool all morning and leave before she comes home.




I can’t tell New York about Los Angeles. She’ll just kill me, I know it.



Detroit




Detroit just got lucky at the new casino, and he buys me a Coors Light, and I don’t have the heart to tell him that I don’t drink beer. Detroit looks older than he is. His skin is firm and sheet-white, and his eyes are a subterranean industrial gray, and he gets me drunk and makes me laugh so I let him drive me home.




DETROIT: Have you ever blown a guy who was driving a car?




ME: Have you?




DETROIT: Are you serious?




ME: What? Do you have something against gay people?




Detroit shakes his head.




DETROIT: College girls, fuck. You college girls.




I’m not even in college, but I don’t bother to correct him.




I know I shouldn’t; but I let him fuck me in the back seat of his car in the driveway of his mom’s house, where he lives, and that’s after I blow him in the front seat. His skin smells like ash and grease, and his jeans are fast and insistent against my damp cunt.




ME: I want you inside me.




DETROIT: Hells yeah!




I think Detroit might be good at something, and I’m hoping that it’s fucking. Detroit rolls me onto my stomach. Detroit actually holds my damp panties to his nose and sniffs them.




DETROIT: You’ve got some ass for a white girl.




Detroit doesn’t tease. Detroit has condoms in his glove compartment, and he makes me rip open the package with my teeth. It feels terrible/awesome.




Detroit plunges straight in and hard. Detroit is a lumberjack fucker and a spanker, and he plunges into me like he’s taking something from inside of me to use again later.




DETROIT: Is that how you like it, you dirty little girl?




I squeeze my muscles around his short fat cock, and he comes. He tries really hard to make me come, first with his fingers and then with his mouth. He has the right idea, I think, but no follow-through. I tell him it’s okay.




DETROIT: I was hopin’ you’d say that. I sure am wiped out, I gotta tell you.




Detroit gives me something red and itchy. I call him, but his phone is disconnected, and when he finally calls me back, he says he got something from me.




ME: You’re kidding, right?




DETROIT: Don’t hate the playa, hate the game.




ME: What?



San Francisco




San Francisco takes me to an S+M party where everyone is wearing taut leather and has a lot of Opinions. I am surprised: I met her in the park, she had flowers in her hair and a vintage bicycle. Is she a top or a bottom? Does she want me to whip her? I don’t understand.




SAN FRANCISCO: I like clothespins on my nipples.




San Francisco makes me nervous. A man wants to take us home, and she pinches my ass and says it’s time to go.




SAN FRANCISCO: I’m sorry, it’s just that—God, I just have all these—you know? Issues? About my body? And I’m trying to work through them, and this really helps.




The next morning Portland comes over with marijuana and bagels. He hugs me even though we just met. Portland is scrawny, and he loves disappearing behind San Francisco’s flesh and Opinions.




That night, we all masturbate together and we all come. It’s lovely. It really is. It’s so lovely that I can’t stand it. I tell San Francisco that I think she’s hiding something from me, and she insists that she isn’t.




SAN FRANCISCO: Okay, fine. I was a stripper once. For two years. During college, but it helped me write my thesis.




ME: That’s the lamest secret I’ve ever heard.



Alabama




Alabama picks me up in his pickup truck—he opens the door for me, and then we drive to a bar where everyone knows his name.




ME: Okay, what do you really do? No more playing.




ALABAMA: I’m a poultry farmer. Where’d you think chickens come from?




ME: The egg?




ALABAMA: You’re mighty fine, you know that?




His house is humid, but his sheets are plaid flannel. He has a body like Paul Bunyon. In the morning, he will tell me:




ALABAMA: You’re the tiniest girl I’ve ever been with.




I’m a clean pink ballerina in his arms, graceful and slick. He pushes me onto the bed, and I lie with my knees bent at the edge, my feet square on the ground, and he takes off his belt and his pants and slides his cock out of his boxers.




ALABAMA: Stay there, darlin’, stay right there!




I do. I spread my legs for Alabama’s country-boy dick. He fucks me with the elemental intensity of a man who handles animals and land and dirt. When he comes, I hold him, and the look in his eyes makes me want to cry. I feel like he could be crying too, but he doesn’t know it.




On his nightstand, there is a plastic cup from Dunkin’ Donuts and a photo of his dog. I hear him on the phone with his friends; he sounds like an asshole.




This, I know, will be the best night of Alabama’s life. I know he will call me just to talk, and I will feel guilty but I will not call him back. He makes me scrambled eggs and kisses me goodbye.




ALABAMA: Be safe out there, y’hear?




I don’t have the heart to tell him that no one’s safe anymore, or that I’m going back to New York.



New York




New York is three hours late to meet me, like she didn’t even miss me. Her eyes are green rimmed with red. She looks sick and devastating and gorgeous. Her nails are perfect and glossy. Later, she will use them to trace the entire length of my spine with a spotted trail of blood, like I did to Los Angeles, but this time I will like it and it will remind me of hearts and love.




NEW YORK: I haven’t slept in like, three days.




ME: Do you want to do this later, then?




NEW YORK: Why? No, of course not. What are we waiting for?




New York might not know that I can see her veins through her skin now, or the scar from the tattoo she got removed. I liked that tattoo, but I guess I’d never told her that out loud. I realize I need to hold on tighter to her if I want to keep her, really.




I kiss her and she tastes like toothpaste and cocaine. I can feel her shoulder blades like angel wings. Our bones clash together like drumsticks. She puts her iPod on shuffle and sticks it in the speakers and we fuck to Daft Punk and the Gypsy Kings and Miles Davis and k.d. lang and La Bohème.




NEW YORK: I’ve started taking Ritalin before we make love. It helps me focus. I’ve got a lot going on.




New York is wearing expensive underwear, and she lets me take it off with my teeth and then canvas her inner thighs with hot blushing kisses, and she squeals in a voice that sounds nothing like her actual voice. New York takes off her own bra and she apologizes:




NEW YORK: It’s from Conway.




ME: All your dirty trashy bras are from Conway, and I don’t care.




New York fucks me. New York fucks me so hard that I cry. My pussy opens like the long throat of a flame-swallower. Her fingers make love to the inside of my belly button. I am sweating so much that our bodies glide against each other like fish underwater. The mattress feels less and less like enough, and pleasure and pain race through my body like my veins are the passageways of a busted pinball machine. I can’t tell if New York likes to hurt me or if she just doesn’t care about me at all. New York’s body is hard and thin but also strong. New York fucks like she’s killing me with the understood secret that death is a long, divine orgasm.




NEW YORK: I love you.




ME: I—




NEW YORK: Shh. Don’t ruin it.




When I come, it’s short and pure; a star shoots straight from my pussy to my head and everything goes brilliant white for one second—maybe even less than that—but that split second of complete nirvana is worth it. I look at New York and wonder how she does it.
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