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women on top of the world



 

To all the women who spoke to me
for this book, thank you.

I believe this is a thank you which
will be echoed by many other
women and men across the world.

It isn’t an everyday occurrence to
share your intimate secrets with
a stranger, and yet you spoke with
such generosity of spirit, and such
love for womankind.

You spoke to redress the centuries
of shame, fear, violence and silence
around female sexuality and to
excitedly share your discoveries
of pleasure and empowerment.

You are brave and brilliant,
and I bow before each of you.

 

Lucy-Anne x
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Often during sex, I would worry if I was doing something wrong or if I was doing anything right, but there rarely seemed to be any difference between the two.

– MELODIE
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Before I started having sex, I used to think it was this wonderful, mind-blowing thing. From what I’d read about in books and heard others say, I thought it would be spectacular. I had no idea how awkward it would actually be.

My ex-boyfriend would almost always be the one to initiate it. I was pretty fine with that. I prefer my partner to be in charge. It usually started out with some light touching around the boobs and, if I was lucky, down around the vulva. If he was feeling adventurous, we’d do it in the shower. Shower sex sounds excellent in theory but, what with slippery surfaces and slippery bodies, it’s hard not to fall over – and that’s not to mention how you get really cold when you’re out of the shower stream!

He’d finger me from all angles, except when I was on my back, which is what I prefer. He could never locate the clitoris. Once, I figured I’d help guide him: I put his fingers on it so he knew where it was. He managed to rub it twice, then slipped off and started rubbing my labia next to it instead. He had no idea he wasn’t on my clit anymore. I couldn’t stop myself from laughing.

Sometimes it felt like I was being probed rather than pleasured. It was obvious he didn’t really know what he was doing and most of the time I was lying there thinking, God, this is awkward, I wonder when we’ll get on with it? It probably would have been nicer if I could have experienced foreplay where he paid attention to what I did and didn’t like. Being jackhammered is never good.

I received oral sex exactly once from him and it was awful. He kept stopping throughout to drink cold water and then go back in. Cold tongues do not feel good at all! I was way too insecure; I wasn’t sure which was the appropriate response. The whole thing just felt weird. I gave oral a few times. I do enjoy giving it every now and then, but I have to be in the mood for it to get the proper enjoyment from it, otherwise it just feels like a chore.

He’d always lube up before penetration. The sex itself was okay; sometimes it was painful, particularly during entry. The lube helped. Penetration felt good after all the other stuff.

Once, his mother nearly walked in when we were in the middle of it. He frantically re-dressed to answer the door while I had to hide under the blankets and pretend I was cold. It was the middle of summer. There was no way she didn’t know, but thankfully she didn’t say anything.

I’ve never had an orgasm, not then, not since. I’m not sure why. Things like masturbation don’t do anything for me. I try to tell myself that for some people it just doesn’t or that it’s because I haven’t found the right way yet, but I’m quite insecure about it. I worry that there’s something wrong with me.

Growing up I didn’t learn very much at all about sex. At around age fourteen I was curious to know what BDSM was, and it was actually from the BDSM community that I learned the most about sex. Reading public forums, I learned about what consent actually is: agreeing enthusiastically rather than just a simple nod or mumbling ‘I guess’. I also learned about things like infections and how easily stuff can go wrong; it’s thanks to them I knew to pee after sex when I finally did start having it at eighteen. And that I knew what a UTI was when I got my first one, so I didn’t think I was broken and knew what to do.

We had a safe word, ‘red’ – we agreed on it when we started having sex, although we never used it. I thought it’d be awkward to discuss something like that, but the conversation was actually very chill and relaxed. We were mostly very vanilla, but he did buy proper bondage rope and once tried to tie a harness. He pulled up a YouTube tutorial and I had to sit there totally naked while he went back and forth between it and me trying to figure out where to put the rope. By the time he got the harness tied, he’d lost interest, so I had to sit there and chat awkwardly for a while before he untied me.

Often during sex, I would worry if I was doing something wrong or if I was doing anything right, but there rarely seemed to be any difference between the two.

By the time he got the harness tied, he’d lost interest, so I had to sit there and chat awkwardly for a while before he untied me.
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I see numbers and colours when I orgasm.

– WHITE TULIP
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The last time I had sex was half a year ago, with a friend with benefits.

We grabbed drinks at an izakaya. He said, ‘Let’s go to my place.’ I was like, ‘That sounds fun.’

We stared into each other’s eyes on his sofa, then he started kissing me. I wanted it to go really slowly, but also really fast, to get to the part when he goes inside.

He took my bra off; it was very exciting. I’m very proud of my boobs.

I said, ‘You missed them, right?’

He said, ‘Oh yeah, I did.’

I didn’t let him touch my breasts. He’d try, and I’d say, ‘Uh uh, not yet.’ I like to be playful; if he has to work for it, he’ll try harder to impress me. In his head, it’s clothes off, second base, third base and sex. I’m like, No! I’m going to mess with you. It makes it more spontaneous. I like a lot of foreplay – kissing, cuddling, neck kisses, touching, all that fun stuff – it leads to a connection where the two of you become one.

I started to do things I knew he enjoyed: I played with his ears, sucked on them and pinched his nipples. When he reached a peak, he said, ‘Please, oh my God, let me do something to you.’ I said, ‘Okay, you can do what you want now.’

I really enjoyed him playing with my breasts, I have sensitive nipples. I thought, Holy shit, that feels so good.

What I hate most is when guys pretend to do what they see on porn. It doesn’t feel good at all, so if he starts to go into porn star mode, I say, ‘Yo, dude, you need to calm down!’ In sex, it’s important that you learn what you like, but you’re also a teacher to who you’re with.

This particular guy taught me about giving blow jobs. Instead of just licking all sorts of places, there’s a place, an upside-down heart towards the top of the shaft, that feels really good to him. I make sure I go over that part.

For the longest time, I didn’t want anyone to eat me out. Women pee, poop and have periods down there; you hear about yeast infections, discharge, weird smells and tastes. Then I met someone who said, ‘Please, I want to.’ I said, ‘Go down at your own risk.’ It was AMAZING. Now I’m very open: ‘If I do you, you do me. Equal opportunity!’

I’d teased him for so long, he teased me too. I like it when the penis is just there and with one thrust could be in you, but they hold off a little longer.

I really enjoy penetration. Your entire body is connected, it’s hot and erotic, but to me there’s almost a sense of embarrassment too; it’s very personal and exposing.

My favourite position is when I’m on top of a man and we face each other. My breasts are in his face so he can do whatever he wants with them, and our faces aren’t too far away so we can kiss too. It gives me a feeling of control.

I see numbers and colours when I orgasm. When I do it by myself, I see a three or a six and cool colours – blue, purple, green, sometimes white. But when it’s with a partner, it’s more oranges, reds, pinks, and I see a seven or an eight. I think I subconsciously scale the intensity.

When I have sex with this friend, it’s a positive experience. But I’ve had negative ones with other men.

Once at university, I was out clubbing and I met this guy. We went to a Love Hotel. He said I could rest because I had an early start in the morning, but he took advantage of the fact that I was sleeping. It was rape. I got pregnant. I didn’t keep the child, because I didn’t have the financial stability to do so. I went to a clinic.

Back then I felt it was my fault. I kept thinking that if I hadn’t gone to that club, if I hadn’t gone there with this man, if I’d woken up and taken control of the situation, then I wouldn’t have had to make that decision. But after a lot of thinking, I realised that it wasn’t fair, and that I had been the victim, and if I let it haunt me forever then it would mean that my attacker had won. It was then I began to gain control of my sexuality again.

It sounds cheesy but I want Japanese women to know that it’s your life, your body and you’re allowed to make your own destiny.

It sounds cheesy but I want Japanese women to know that it’s your life, your body and you’re allowed to make your own destiny.
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Everything I know about sex is self-taught.

– CAL
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I don’t identify as a woman, but I do identify with womanhood.

Sex holds a lot of significance for me, and I’m sure it does for other trans people too. We are sharing our bodies with someone else in such an intimate way. It’s an emotional space. It’s one of the only spaces where I feel like I am seen as I am.

I like being big spoon, but at first I don’t initiate. I think it’s a thing for butch women or masculine-of-centre people; we hold a ridiculous amount of shame, and I don’t want to act out toxic masculinity or treat women how I see a lot of men treat women.

There are conversations that have to happen with my lovers. The initial one is:

‘I am non-binary, they/them are my pronouns. I don’t like you to use feminine words, like beautiful or pretty.’

The first few times I have sex with someone, it will be just with my body as it is. After I have slept with someone three or four times, I start to have conversations about using a strap-on. Lots of queer women use strap-ons, but I do call it a cock and I don’t see it as a toy. A lot of the people I have been with have been really hurt by men and I always want to be a safe place for the people I am with – using language like ‘cock’ or ‘let’s fuck’ might be weird for them.

My favourite cock is glittery with a purple galaxy swirl. It’s a rubbery material. It’s got a tip to it that’s quite large. I wear it harnessed in a pair of pants with a little pocket in the front. If somebody touches my cock when I am wearing it, I feel like I am being touched personally.

I tend to have rougher sex with a hook-up – you’re not going to be looking someone intensely in the eyes if you have just met, but my best kind of sex is when I am in love with somebody and we have really, really slow intimate sex – two and a half hours at the very least. I want to turn this person on, show them how much I love them and care for them, without words. Although I do like to look someone in the eyes while I am touching them and tell them that I love them or what I like about that part of their body. And I love it if someone calls me handsome.

I start by doing something quite gentle, like kissing someone’s lips. A lot of what we are told of sex is hard and fast, but actually once you start to get turned on, the tiniest little sensations on someone’s body can be really powerful. I like to kiss people’s cheeks, forehead, nose and chin. I want them to feel that every part of them is loved. I even kiss their arms, shoulders, calves – although I am not very good at feet, I don’t want to kiss them!

When they are really turned on, it’s not just their vagina – everything around that area begins to get sensitive. The key thing I do is I kiss them everywhere except for their clit for a long time. I’ll kiss the lips, the sides, the crook where the leg meets the torso. Later, when I finally kiss their clit, I want it to feel like an especially big moment. I should probably be over with the teasing then, but I kiss their thighs again.

Some days, we’ll just be having sex and I’ll say, ‘This feels like it would be good for me, how would you feel?’ Sometimes they might ask, ‘Can you fuck me?’ I might lie on top of them, they might sit on top of me or if I’m wearing my strap-on, I might fuck someone from behind. It grinds against my clit so it feels very nice but it’s intense, a real workout.

Everything I know about sex is self-taught. I used to read stuff about sex on Scarleteen and Autostraddle, a queer women’s blog. They weren’t focused on acts specifically, more on respect, gentleness, asking about boundaries, what is or what isn’t okay and what turns you on. I think this is what teaches you to be good at sex rather than knowing one hundred positions that you could do.

Sometimes they might ask, ‘Can you fuck me?’
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