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Up Karen's Ass





INTRODUCTION


“'Let's fuck, Karen,' said my cousin. He was about fourteen and I was a year younger. We were upstairs fooling around in the attic, looking at the old junk in the trunks, and trying on Grandma's old hats and stuff.
“He really caught me by surprise when he asked me that.
“'You know what it means, don't you?' he demanded when I didn't answer right away.
“'Yeah, I know what it means,' I said.
“'Then how about it?'
“'I don't know,' I said uncertainly. 'I don't think it would be right.'
“'What's wrong with it?'
“'I don't know,' I repeated stupidly.
“I knew that I should just have said no and stamped downstairs indignantly. But I was curious and I felt sort of queasy and giddy. It was a peculiar kind of feeling that I'd never felt before.
“'Oh, come on,' he pleaded, 'nobody'll be home for hours.'
“'I–I don't know,' I murmured again.
“'Look,' he said, 'if you show me what you've got, I'll show you what I've got.'
“I was fascinated. I'd never seen a boy's wienie, and I only had a vague idea of what it looked like. They have these pictures in our hygiene book at school, but they don't give you much of an idea.
“'No, you first,' I suddenly said.
“He grinned like a monkey, and nodded happily.
“'Okay, me first.'
“He unzipped his trousers and his penis popped out. It was longer and thicker than I thought. It looked different. At first I couldn't look right at it. I had to glance and then turn away. I did that a couple of times and then I found myself staring right at it.
“'Now you,' he said. 'Pull up your dress and take down your panties.'
“'W-wait,' I pleaded, stalling for time.
“I screwed up my courage and touched his penis very lightly with my fingers.
“'Don't,' he moaned.
“'Why not?'
“'I'll come.'
“'What does that mean? Does it hurt?
“'No-o-o-o, I'll shoot off. Don't you know anything, you ninny?'
“I shook my head. 'I guess I don't know very much,' I said very softly.
“'Come on,' he said fiercely, 'you get undressed. It isn't fair.'
“'Oh, all right,' I said reluctantly.
“I was very shy and could feel myself blushing furiously as I raised my dress up to my waist and then, with even more reluctance, started to pull down my pink panties.
“'Come on, pull down your pants,' he snarled.
“'I will,' I said, 'just let me take my time.'
“I couldn't look at him. I turned my head away and closed my eyes. Suppose Mom and Dad should suddenly come home and catch us. That would be awful. I'd never be able to face them again. But I wanted to undress, and I also knew that I wanted to try what Gerry had said. That's my cousin's name, Gerry.
“'I'm waiting,' he said impatiently.
“'Okay.' With a swift movement I slipped my panties down and let them fall to the floor. Gerry unbuckled his belt, dropped his trousers and his shorts and stepped out of them, and I stepped out of my panties. We were both nude from the waist to our socks.
“'Let's fuck,' he implored.
“'I don't know, Gerry. I guess it won't hurt to try it once. But please be very gentle… I'm scared.'
“'Nothing to be scared of. It's nice, real nice. You'll see.'
“He looked around the room, then peered into the trunk and retrieved a large moth-eaten blanket which he threw on the attic floor.
“'There,' he said. 'You lie down on that, on your back.'
“Holding my dress high, I dropped to my haunches, all the while staring up at him, and then, very slowly and uncertainly, let myself down until I was lying flat. I closed my eyes. I felt him beside me. He positioned himself over me.
“'Spread your legs apart,' he ordered.
“I did. At that moment I felt his weight on top of me, crushing me to the floor. He was so heavy that I could hardly breathe. I felt myself trembling all over, from fright and anticipation. Then I felt him manipulating his wienie between my legs and toward my hole. I gasped as he pushed. It didn't go in.
“'Oh damn,' he muttered with frustration. 'Draw your knees up.'
“I did. But it didn't seem to help much.
“'I got to get some grease,' he said, pulling himself off me. He vanished downstairs, while I lay there panting, wondering if I shouldn't put a stop to this silly business right now. Suppose I got pregnant from what he did. At that moment, however, he returned with a small jar of vaseline from the bathroom medicine chest.
“'Now I'll be able to get it in,' he exclaimed confidently.
“He scrawled over me and let himself down on top of me again. Oh, how heavy he was! Then I felt his wienie pushing at me down there, pushing and pushing real hard.
“'I can't get it in!' he said fiercely.
“'Oh, please stop,' I pleaded. He was hurting me. I wondered what anybody saw in fucking. It seemed to be nothing but pure frustration and misery.
“'I bet you've got your cherry?'
“'Huh?' I didn't know what he meant. I really didn't, I was so innocent.
“'I mean, I bet you've never fucked before.'
“'Of course not,' I said indignantly.
“'I don't want to fuck a virgin,' he finally said.
“The real reason, of course, was that he had failed to penetrate me and he felt that there was something lacking in his prowess.
“He climbed off me and I sat up and smoothed down my dress.
“'Let me screw you in the ass,' he suddenly said.
“I furrowed my eyebrows. Back there? That was really dirty. I wasn't going to let him do anything to me back there. And besides, it would hurt like anything.
“'Oh, come on,' he snapped impatiently, desperation in his voice. 'We gotta do something now.'
“'But that's like an animal,' I protested.
“'So what? Animals usually do it the other way anyhow.'
“That was perfectly true, of course, but I was in no more mood for logical argument than he was. I really wanted to do something. Just being undressed in front of a boy had been enough to get me aroused.
“'Let's just try it anyway,' he said. 'You won't mind it.'
“'How do you know?'
“'Well,' he said slowly and uncertainly, 'I know because it happened to me in scout camp.'
“'You mean boys do that to each other?'
“'Sometimes.'
“He seemed to be embarrassed, which delighted me no end, and I decided not to let him off too easily.
“'What's it like?' I asked.
“'Roll over on your stomach,' he said, 'and you'll find out.'
“'Oh well, all right,” I finally said.
“I rolled over on my tummy with my bottom up. I felt him over me, then crushing down on me again. He was so excited that his wienie popped and his goo spurted over me back there; but then, before I could say anything, I suddenly felt it slither up my rear end. Oooh, it was nice! That really caught me by surprise. It hurt just a little, not much, and pretty soon it started feeling good.
He started fucking me, in and out. I spread my legs apart and moaned. He spurted again, and I felt it going in and wished I could have had the first dose in me. I was really sorry when he pulled it out, and it was all over. It was the best sex I ever had. The first of anything is always the best.
“I didn't see my cousin again until I was sixteen. He took me to a drive-in movie and, afterwards, screwed me in the back seat, the regular way. I didn't like it, and I wished he'd stick it up my rectum again, but I was much too shy to ask him, and, anyway, when I did jokingly mention what we'd done before, he said that was kid's stuff and dirty, and he apologized to me for it. He didn't have to because I liked it, and I was sorry we didn't do it that way again.
“Now I'm twenty-two, and I've had sex with a couple of boys, the normal, straight, old-fashioned way, and it doesn't do anything for me at all. It's also scary because I don't exactly fancy getting in a family way. It's much better to do it up the rectum. That didn't hurt anything, and it's much more exciting. But I'm about the only person I know that likes it that way. And it's too embarrassing to talk about. The only reason I consented to have sex with the boys I mentioned was that I was hoping they might just do it to me back there, but they didn't, and I'd never get enough nerve to ask.
“It's really awful wanting desperately to have an unpopular kind of sex experience, something that no one else shares with you. That's how I got this idea. I came over to England for my holiday, and when I saw those little ads I really flipped. I suddenly got this idea. Maybe I'm sort of lesby or bisexual, anyway, but I suddenly got this idea of calling one of those numbers and having a woman do me with a dildoe.
“The bulletin board with the ads on it is down by Piccadilly, up on one of the streets that leads into Soho. People, almost all them men, collect there reading the cards, and I walked around the block a couple of times before I was able to stop there without anybody else. All the way along guys kept giving me the eye and making propositions. You have to be careful if you're alone, and I don't go around there at night. This was in the afternoon.
“Anyway, I memorized one of the telephone numbers. It was for a blonde girl, and it gave her measurements, and then said 'specializes in correction.' That's for masochists, of course, but, although I sometimes think it would be nice to be spanked, I'm more interested in having something pushed in me back there than being paddled. Yet masochists and the certain kind of person I am have something in common. We both love bottoms and think that there's nothing as beautiful as round buttocks.
“I went back down to the Piccadilly station which is very large. There are quite a few telephone booths there, but people are always using them, so that gave me a chance to make up my mind about this crazy thing. I imagined that the prostitute would be very surprised to have a girl call for an appointment, and she might think it was a joke. Anyway, I felt so desperate that I just had to try it. One thing about calling on a telephone, it doesn't really matter if you're rebuffed, because no one will see you.
“I got into the phone booth and quickly jotted the number down. I'd been saying it over and over again to myself. Then I fished around in my purse for a sixpence. British phones are kooky. You have to dial the number and then put in the sixpence, and when the other party answers you have to push a button.
“An older woman answered the phone. That put me off. I thought I had the wrong number. Then I remembered that prostitutes have older maids so, very timidly, I asked if I could make an appointment. I expected her to act surprised, but she didn't. Instead, she told me it would be five pounds, and then gave me the address and what underground route I had to take to get there.
“I was all excited, just like when those things happened when I was a kid. I went down the long escalator, followed the signs around to the Circle Line, and, a few minutes later, found myself walking down a long block of houses looking for the basement number. By this time I was almost in a panic, scared to death, all of which added to the thrill of the whole thing. I kept saying to myself, 'Now, at least, you're going to have something shoved up your bare bottom.' I pictured my own bare backside and wondered if she'd have me bend over, get down on hands and knees, or what. I wondered what she'd be like, probably hard as nails. But that's all right. That was the kind of person I really wanted, a girl that would be something like a man.
“I found the number, and before I could lose my nerve I tripped down the stairs and rang the bell. A gray-haired woman appeared; she looked like someone's grandma. She smiled cordially and led me into the parlor. It was a cozy room, rug on the floor, typical wingback armchairs, fireplace in the corner, and the TV was on.
“Moments later a tall, buxom woman of about thirty appeared and sat opposite me, her legs crossed so that I could see her ample thighs. I was really nervous now, but I still wanted it, and this young woman appealed to me. I guess I must really be at least part lesby.
“'What can I do for you?' she asked in a pleasant voice, and smiled.
“'I guess it's kind of strange for a girl to come here,' I said.
“'Not at all. I have ladies who come. What would you like?'
“I hesitated a moment, wondering if I had nerve enough to make my embarrassing request.
“'I'd like to be worked over with a dildoe,' I whispered.
“'Sure,' she answered, and, to my immense relief, 'where, in front or behind?'
“'Behind,' I murmured, and sighed.
“'Sure,' she said, smiling again, and rose. 'Come with me,' she added after I gave her the five pounds.
“I knew that afterwards I'd feel terribly degraded, and that I'd probably hate myself, but now I was too full of delicious anticipation. At last, after all these years, I was actually going to have something up my rectum.
“The little room she led me into looked like a chamber of horrors. There was a large bed in the center. All around the walls were whips, high leather boots, costumes, and wigs.
“'Strip,' she ordered, and then closed the door behind her. I wished she'd undress me, but I didn't have the nerve to ask. I decided to let her do everything, and that I would be completely passive.
“Slowly, garment by garment, I pulled a striptease in front of the mirror and, when I was bare, turned so that I could study my own round buttocks and the crack between them. I ran my hand over them very gently. 'You're going to get something right up in there,' I told myself.
“I sat on the bed and waited. I could hear other people talking in the kitchen and hoped nobody would suddenly come bursting in on me. Suppose the police came? I didn't even want to think of that. It felt delicious being stark naked and waiting for something to be done to me, so I just sat there savoring the anticipation.
“The door opened, and in came the prostitute half clad in leather, nude from the waist down. Leather is important to some people, I guess. It doesn't do anything particular for me.
“'Lie down on your stomach,' she told me.
“That surprised me. I thought I'd have to kneel down or bend over. Then she showed me the dildoes. I'd never seen one before. Two of them were huge artificial penises with testicles, the third was much smaller.
“'Which one do you want?' she asked.
“'Oh, not the big one,' I protested. 'I don't think I could take the big one.'
“'I guess we'd better use this little one then,' and she strapped it on.
“I was really excited now. I looked back past my rump, and watched her smear vaseline on the dildoe. She told me to move over, then got on the bed just behind me. 'Relax,' she said.
“I felt the dildoe slide between my cheeks, then, suddenly, sharp pain as the tip of it went in me. My cousin hadn't hurt when he screwed me back there, but the dildoe felt cold and hard. It wasn't like a penis at all.
“The prostitute crouched over me, slowly pushing the dildoe in, and then lay on top of me, crushing me on the bed.
“'It's all the way in you,' she said softly and began to pump very slowly. The pain went away and it began to feel good, not as nice as when the boy had done it to me, but nice. I relaxed and let it push in and out of me. She told me to spread my legs, and, when I did, she worked my clit with her finger. I really began to enjoy it now. The pressure in my rectum was wonderful. It felt so good.
“I felt the pleasure building up, something I'd never experienced before. I could hardly stand it. 'Shove it way up in me, I begged fiercely, and she did. She hurt me, but I liked it. Suddenly, and for the first time in my life, I felt an orgasm building. I felt water squirt in. I moaned and, as I reached my climax, she pushed the dildoe way up deep. Then, as I gradually slipped down from the peak, she lay there on top of me with it still in me.
“'Ohhh,' I moaned, 'that was so wonderful.'
“'That's good,' she said brightly withdrawing from me and wiping me back there with a Kleenex.
“'I'll probably be back,' I said, sitting up and getting ready to dress.
“'Oh, be delighted to have you. I like doing a pretty girl. It's a bit of a treat.'
“Moments later I was back at the underground station catching the next train for Piccadilly. I'd have dinner at one of the sea food restaurants, I decided, and then go to the Haymarket and see a play. My bottom felt sore, but, for the first time that I could remember, I felt gratified. The tension was gone, and, much to my own surprise, I didn't feel degraded or ashamed. And why should I be? I thought. After all, all I'd done was go for a treatment. It didn't hurt me or anybody else; it was good for me. I decided I'd probably go again before I went back home where I could never have my kind of therapy; and all next winter, when I was in that stupid office typing business letters, I'd remember how nice it had been.”

Anal eroticism is one of the common forms of sexual deviation and is being given increasingly more attention in recent studies. Freud recognized it, and described the anal phase as the second of three stages of sexuality in the child. It succeeds the oral, which is manifested by sucking, and precedes the genital, in which there is direction away from the ego to others. Freud, however, did not believe that anal intercourse was very common, even among practicing homosexuals, and held that it was very rare among women. Other early pioneers in the study of the psychology of sex, such as Krafft-Ebing and Havelock Ellis, also reported very few such cases. The rarity of case histories of anal intercourse in the classical literature is probably less because of the uncommon occurrence of analism than because of the powerful taboos against confessing to it. Kinsey's Sexual Behavior of the Human Female (1953) confirms that the anus is definitely an erogenous zone and Frank Caprio cites several case histories, although, in his Sexual Deviations (1950) lists pederasty as a minor perversion. It is simply not known how much analism exists, but judging from very recent paperback literature, dating from the commencement of the new permissiveness around 1966, it could be fairly widespread.
It would seem from the rather meager evidence at hand that the anal erotic, both male and female, is a highly secretive person, driven like the young lady in the aforementioned case history, by powerful compulsions. These urges are often inconsistent with the individual's sensitivity and idealism. Yet, what the anal erotic really wants is to regress, to return to the paradise of childhood from which he has been expelled and for which he yearns. His sexuality is closely related to the games he played, “doctor,” “house” and such, and to the sex experiments which they so frequently led to. The higher and more sublimated aspects of sex are actually repellent to the deviate. He prefers sex to be divorced from courtship and love, and to be confined to those physical activities and forms of play which he enjoys. He or she wants to be the child again and to derive gratification from assaults.' Anal intercourse and the various forms of anal masturbation are essentially substitutes for the enemas given to the child around the time of puberty or just before. All forms of analism usually stem from these experiences.
The anal stage, according to Freud, is one in which the young child's resistance to toilet training leads to focusing on the anal functions and their pleasures and pains. Because the retention of feces is pleasurable, and also enemas, some children briefly focus on their anal functions. Most go through this stage to the genital, and develop an interest in the penis or vulva, but a few do not make the transition and remain fixated at the infantile level. This Freud maintained, is the basic cause of analism as a deviation.
As Freud pointed out, the essential feature of deviation is the preference of something to heterosexual genital intercourse. Consequently, anal intercourse is sometimes experimented with by young boys and girls who engage in this practice only as a substitute. Insertion of various objects into the anus is masturbation, and anal intercourse is in somewhat the same category. Later, the majority of older children abandon their anal experiments for genital sexuality. The few that do not, and who persist in the other forms of sexual behavior, preferring them to so-called normal intercourse, are whom the Freudians define as deviates.
Post-Freudian psychiatry no longer takes a stern view toward deviation, and, in general, does not aim at adjustment as the goal; as Fromm points out, it is society itself that is sick, and trying to make people conform to a sick society is anything but good therapy. Consequently, contemporary psychiatrists usually encourage deviates to accept their own particular forms of sexuality rather than feel obliged to sublimate.
Among the various forms of sexual behavior anal eroticism remains little understood. It was frequently associated with homosexuality and thought to be confined chiefly to men. Heterosexual anal intercourse was known to occur, of course, and, indeed, the laws against buggery, the legal term for this act, remain in most societies. But it was thought that girls and women submitted to anal intercourse only to accommodate men, and that the men who performed anal ism were at least latent homosexuals.
This view is probably wrong. Some men and women, it is impossible to know what percentage, derive sexual satisfaction from anal penetration. This is anal eroticism. Many if not most of the men who do so are attracted only to women, not to members of their own sex. And, at least some women actually enjoy anal penetration. Both, it can probably be said, find buttocks beautiful, and the gluteal regions are, for them, the primary erogenous zone. There is consequently some relationship between anal eroticism and flagellation. Some anal erotics are sadomasochists, preferring, however, penetration to whipping. The pain of anal penetration is bitter-sweet and intense, but it also has been found that some people are actually very sensitive in the rectal region and derive intense pleasure from having something inserted.
Some teenagers prefer anal eroticism in order to avoid the dangers of conception. In these cases, however, analism is usually a substitute, a contraceptive device. The only genuine anal erotics are those who primarily derive sexual gratification from anal penetration, either actively or passively.
The Freudians were probably right in holding that anal eroticism begins in early childhood, in some cases before the age of five. Post-Freudian studies have confirmed the influence of enemas, but it is probably less the physical sensation of being given an enema than the ritual surrounding it that stimulates the child's sexuality. The experience is probably most intense where there is some strictness concerning sexuality, and where the antithesis between puritanical insistence on modesty and the “indecency” of being given an enema is particularly sharp. The child cannot regard it as simple medication. It contradicts everything that he has been taught.
Since girls are brought up much more conservatively than boys, enemas are apt to make a more serious impression on them. For many, an enema is the earliest sexual experience. As Chidekel suggests in his Female Sex Perversions, the girl will probably resist the enemas at first, regard them as highly indecent assaults, but later she may develop a craving for them, concoct illnesses so that the injections may be repeated, and, after puberty, start giving them to herself as a form of masturbation. Such girls may also turn to other forms of anal gratification, such as anal intercourse. There may also be lesbian situations, group sex in which girls give enemas to each other; very rarely, situations may occur in which anally erotic mothers give enemas to their daughters and, by so doing, stimulate anal interests in them. All such activities are exceptionally secretive and, for this reason, study of them is very difficult.
There can be no doubt that anal sex is most common among children of both sexes during the pre-puberty period and, up through the ages of twelve and thirteen, when adolescents are particularly experimental. By sixteen the majority of youngsters have turned to normal genital sex interests in the context of boy-girl relations, social activities, and the purely sexual element has become somewhat sublimated into the forming of pair bonds or even group sex in which the social aspect is more important than the physical. The minority who remain fixated in the earlier desire for purely physical sex and sex play now become deviants where previously their activities, the same activities, were normal. Experiments, including anal experiments, seem to occur most commonly between the ages of ten and fourteen. Prior to that time the interest is more latent than actual, and later it diminishes except among those who are highly regressive.
As mentioned before, there is one principal reason why anal eroticism occurs, and this is the enema. Young children are often given enemas by their mothers, or in the hospital by nurses. They also indulge in sex games like “doctor,” and usually enjoy such situations. Although these activites are “naughty” there is seldom much guilt, and the naughtiness, of course, adds considerably to the pleasure.
No childhood form of sexual behavior is deviate or perverse. Experiment is natural to children, and almost anything the child does is, in that sense, innocent. This, in itself, gives prepuberty sex a certain quality which the adolescent loses and which many adults recall with regret. In certain respects childhood is the happiest time of life, at least for those fortunate enough to be born into reasonably affluent and stable homes, and who enjoy the affection of devoted parents. At heart, the perennial cult of deviant sex is really a yearning to return to the bright golden world of childhood, and the sexuality of the child.
What is attractive about early sexuality is its simplicity and the fact that it is nonreflective. Children merely propose that they disrobe and examine each other's bodies, touch genitals and buttocks, perhaps probe a little with fingers or other objects, and press one against another. The fun and excitement is in the secretiveness, the anticipation of an unknown and presumably enjoyable experience, the act of exposing buttocks and genitals, the bodily contact, and, above all, the ritual play. The very absence of courtship and the total noninvolvement of sex with moral and spiritual values add immensely to the joys.
A little boy takes a little girl into the attic or the garage, invites her to raise her skirt and take down her panties, promising that “he'll show her his if she'll show him hers.” Like as not she will agree, without in the least feeling that her honor or anything else is being compromised. She knows that it's “naughty,” and that they must not be caught. The taboo is imposed from without later. Like as not, it is not yet within her mind, as it will be in just a few years.
When they have both undressed, and perhaps she has initiated the whole thing herself, they will want to do something. She might even ask him to “fuck” her, using a term which she has heard somewhere but knows not the complete meaning of. Neither child will probably have a clear idea of what it is all about or what they are supposed to do. The boy will probably be a little more experienced. Perhaps he has been to a summer camp where an older boy has taken him into the woods, made him take his pants down and bend over, and then pushed his penis up his rectum. This is what “fuck” will mean to the boy. It may have hurt a little, but it was exciting, and, on the whole, he liked it, and quite willingly allowed it to happen again. Now he will suggest the same to the little girl. She must bend over. But he is too young to have an erection, and so he can only press his penis between her buttocks. This is frustrating, and especially to the girl who wants to know what it feels like. She will ask him to stick his finger up her anus or perhaps a pencil or toothbrush handle. And, perhaps, she will do the same for him.
They may also experiment the same way with genital contact, using fingers and other objects when they fail to achieve intercourse. Usually it will all take place in the context of “playing house” or “playing doctor.” They will not attach any particular significance to the anus or the vagina; either will do as well.
Children sometimes engage in group sex as well, again, usually in the context of some game. They will all strip and examine each other, or perhaps take turns going into the darkness of a closet in pairs while the others wait outside. They will touch and examine each other's buttocks and genitals, try to “fuck,” insert things into one another.
These experimental sex games are a major cause of anal eroticism later, especially if the fascination with some of the experiments turns out to be greater than adolescent sexuality with its emphasis on socialization. The same is true of homosexuality, which is, in some respects, arrested development, and also of exhibitionism and voyeurism. Most forms of sex deviation are actually attempts to cling to subteen patterns.
Adults often introduce children to anal eroticism. Sometimes this occurs quite deliberately when child molesters perform anal intercourse on youngsters. When, as is sometimes the case, the child enjoys the experience, he may want to repeat it and, in later life, develops certain fixations.
Most frequently, however, young people become anally erotic because of enemas given to them by mothers or nurses. To the nurse or mother, giving the enema is an unpleasant but necessary medical treatment which has been ordered by the doctor or else occurs because the mother is oversolicitous about her child's bowel movements.
To the child an enema is an assault upon a private part of his body, an embarrassing, undignified experience, also perhaps frightening and painful. He will probably rebel, and the operation may well acquire the proportions of drama with the child's father or perhaps an older sister participating. Realization of the enema's sexual aspect has, in recent years, caused doctors to advise giving such treatments less frequently than in the past, and the Fleet Enema, which is a simple disposable bulb syringe, has very largely displaced the older apparatus with bag and long tubes. Even when the more traditional equipment is used, nurses seldom give “high” enemas any longer, there being no particular advantage to having a colon tube inserted up into the bowel.
It is likely, therefore, that anal eroticism caused by enemas given in childhood will be less common than formerly. There are many middle-aged and older people around, however, who were given frequent enemas when they were children, and not a few of these continue to have anal tendencies. Proof of this is in the fairly large number of middle-aged and older people of both sexes who go to naturopaths for colonic irrigations, ostensibly for therapeutic reasons, but very often for erotic gratification.
But sadomasochistic tendencies are also important. As Louis London and Frank Caprio suggest in Sexual Deviations, (1951), “Many woman patients who are referred for psychiatric treatment because of a conversion neurosis complain that they are subjected to rectal intercourse.” One woman reported that her husband preferred sodomy to normal intercourse and that “she had to bite the pillow in order to endure the acute discomfort she experienced during the insertion of her husband's penis into her rectum. Analysis of her husband disclosed a pronounced sadistic component which was traced to sexual excitement during childhood with acts of cruelty involving domestic animals.” Not a few women actually enjoy the pain of anal intercourse much as other masochists enjoy flagellation. As London and Caprio suggest, “Some women enjoy being subjected to sodomistic practices because of their strong masochistic component.”
Finally, fantasy and partialism are also usually involved. Anal erotics of both sexes are usually buttocks fetishists. The sight of naked buttocks, of a child being given an enema, perhaps, or a woman submitting to sodomy will be highly stimulating. Anal erotics are usually visually oriented, respond to pornography, or have their anal impulses triggered by it. As Roger Blake notes in Sex Gadgets, one woman commented that she liked pictures. “I wish I had a picture of [a rectal vibrator] sticking in my rear when I was coming, so I could see my face, too.”



CHAPTER ONE



ROSALIND


Heterosexual Analism of a Teenager

“'Do you want to play a game, girls?'
“The fellow who asked us that was a puny guy with a pimply face and wearing glasses. I guess he was about eighteen. He had been sitting in the park all afternoon watching Dolores and me romp around. I was thirteen and Dolores was one year older. It was a sultry day in the middle of the summer; the grass was parched and the foliage just looked weary.
“We stared at him in surprise, especially because his voice had a sort of strangled sound, and he had this funny look in his eyes, a sort of glazed look.
“'We're not supposed to talk to strangers,' I said.
“'Why not?' he asked.
“'Because we're not!' Dolores said. 'My mother told me never to talk to strangers, and especially guys.'
“'So what?' I said. Dolores was a 'momma's girl' and she really gave me a pain sometimes. 'Anyway, you're not a man, you're just a guy.'
“'What kind of game do you want to play?' Dolores asked him. I knew, but Dolores is dumb.
“'Oh, Dolores, let's go,' I said. I didn't like this guy. There was something queer about him, but Dolores was a real ninny.
“'No,' she says. 'I want to know what kind of game he wants to play.'
“Then he said, 'If you come with me in those bushes over there I'll give you fifty cents.'
“That was just about as clear as anything. We'd been sitting on the grass and I got up to go, but Dolores said, 'Fifty cents apiece.'
“You could have knocked me over with a feather when she said that.
“'You know what he wants,' I told her. 'Come on, let's get out of here.'
“But Dolores sprang to her feet, giggling, and started for the bushes with this mischievous grin on her face.
“'You're not going?' I asked, absolutely flabbergasted. Dolores was a very pretty girl. She had wavy honey-blonde hair, bright blue eyes, beautiful legs, just so round and slim, and a bouncy bottom. She was very sexy looking, especially in those white shorts and tight blouse she was wearing, but she always used to act so innocent, like she didn't know anything. It was a joke at school, how innocent Dolores was, and she used to go along with it. Boys used to go up to her and say, 'let's fuck' or something, just to get a charge out of her, and she used to just look at them and ask them what it meant, and when they tried to explain, she'd just act dumb, as if she didn't know what it was all about, and after a bit they'd get all flustered and stop. That's why I was so uptight when Dolores started going to the bushes with this perfectly strange kid. I thought she'd gone crazy. 'Dolores, we'd better not,' I said.
“'Why not?' she asked in that same dumb voice.
“I couldn't just let her go alone with this guy, and, anyway, I was curious to know what he was up to. Dolores vanished into the bushes with the boy, and I followed. There was a clump of white oaks with Spanish moss, thick bushes, and, in the middle, a little grassy clearing. All the kids knew about that place because it was good for playing hide-and-seek.
“The guy was acting real nervous. He flopped down on the grass, and Dolores dropped to her knees in front of him. His eyes were glazed, and he looked scared. Then Dolores asked, 'Where's our dollar?'
“Then he said what I'd been expecting. 'I'll give you five dollars if you take off your pants.' You could hardly hear him because his voice was so husky, and because he didn't look at us but down at the grass.
“Dolores wasn't perturbed in the least.
“'You gotta give us the dollar first,' she said, 'and then show us the five dollars, and then maybe I'll think about it.'
“'Dolores, you're not!' I said.
“But Dolores just grinned like an imp. I'd never seen her that way before. The boy was trembling all over and his face was pale. He fished out his wallet and laid both a dollar and a five on the grass. I could see that there were several other bills in his billfold, and Dolores saw it, too.
“'Five dollars for her and five for me,' Dolores said.
“'No, not for me!' I said. 'You can keep my fifty cents, too! I'm not going to do anything dirty. I'm going.'
“'No don't!' Dolores shouted. Her voice sounded funny. I guess she didn't want to be left alone with the boy.
“'He wants you to do something bad,' I said. I knew I ought to leave.
“'What's bad about taking off your pants?' Dolores said and picked up the one- and the five-dollar bills. Then she stood up, unzipped her shorts and let them slide down, and then she took down her panties.
“The boy and I stared at her. I had never seen her undressed before, or her thighs and the triangle between her legs. It gave me goose pimples. I kept staring at her bare bottom particularly. She sort of sticks out behind, and her backside looked so creamy and round. I kept staring at the crack between her cheeks, and so did the boy. Both of us were absolutely fascinated with her fanny. She kicked off her shorts and panties so that she was naked from her blouse to her socks. I felt like I was going to keel over.
“She sat down on the grass again and the boy said, 'I'll give you five dollars more if you let me stick my finger up your rear end.'
“'What do you want to do that for?' Dolores giggled. I just gasped. I wanted to run, but I just couldn't move.
“'Never mind,' said the boy. 'I just want to.'
“'That's dirty,' Dolores snorted. 'You'll get your finger all dirty if you do that.'
“'I don't care,' he said. 'I just want to do it.'
“'Ten dollars,' said Dolores. 'The dollar for coming in here, the five dollars for me to take my pants down, and ten dollars more for you to do what you just said.'
“'Oh, Dolores!' I said. 'You're not going to let him do that.'
“'Why not? It's his finger.'
“'Dolores, you're bad,' I said indignantly. 'I'm going to tell your mother.'
“'You better not,' she said.
“The boy was all excited and acting queer. He reached for his wallet, though, and added a ten to the five. Dolores snatched it up, folded it, and stuck it in her blouse. Then she turned her bare bottom to the boy and knelt down with her head resting on her hands in the grass. The boy and I just stared astonished at her white cheeks. Then the boy reached in his pocket, took out a small jar of vaseline, rubbed grease on his long middle finger and started poking it up Dolores's rear. It was sort of hard for him to get it in at first, especially because he was trembling all over, but then it just slid up in. Dolores wiggled and giggled.
“'Oh, that feels funny. Do it again,' she giggled.
“'Do you like that?' I said. I just couldn't believe it.
“'Oh, yes… oh, keep pumping it in and out like that,' she said.
“'Doesn't it hurt?' I asked.
“'No, it feels nice,' she said.
“Then the boy pulled out his finger and wiped it off with his handkerchief. 'Maybe you'd like me to stick this in you?' he asked, all excited, then zipped open his pants and let his thing pop out.
“I'd never seen a boy's thing before, at least not since I was real little, and I'd never seen one that was stiff and hard. I almost fainted: But Dolores acted like she knew all about it, and I knew that the innocent stuff was just an act, and that she wasn't innocent at all.
“'I've never been fucked,' said Dolores, staring at it. 'It'll hurt.'
“'Dolores, get dressed and let's go,' I said.
“'No, I want to stay,' she said. Then she laid down on her back and spread her legs apart. 'Okay,' she said to the boy, 'but remember, ten dollars.'
“The boy laid down on top of her and started trying to put his wienie in her.
“'I can't get it in,' he said after a while. 'You're too tight.' Then he said, 'Let me screw you in the ass.'
“'It'll hurt,' said Dolores.
“But he said, 'I'll be very gentle and use a lot of vaseline.'
“'Okay,' she said, “but remember the ten dollars.'
“He rolled off of her and fished out the ten-dollar bill and handed it to her.
“'Oh, Dolores, you're not…!' I whispered. But now I was sort of hoping she would, because I was so fascinated.
“The guy took his pants and his shorts down and smeared a lot of vaseline on his dong while Dolores knelt down on all fours. They were going to do it like a couple of dogs. It was really dirty, but I was all excited, too, now, so I knelt down behind Dolores and pried her cheeks apart so he could get his thing into her. I could see the little pink hole and it looked so small and tight, and his dong looked so thick and long. I just couldn't believe that he could get that thing into her back there, especially since he hadn't been able to get it into her in front.
“He pressed his thing against her rear-end hole, and I helped by guiding it to the right place. Then he started pressing forward, and Dolores pressed back. I just gasped when her asshole began to open around his dong, just like a small mouth swallowing it, and it started to go in.
“'Ow… ow… ow!' Dolores yelped.
“'Oh, Dolores, it must be awful!' I said. Then, to the boy: 'Stop it! You're hurting her,' even though I was wishing he wouldn't stop. In fact, I wished I was Dolores, getting it.
“But the fellow pushed his dick in further; it just slid in, first the head and then the shaft. It just about drove me wild watching it slide in. Dolores's face was all red and she was biting her lips.
“'Ow, it hurts,' she kept whining.
“But the guy just kept pushing it in until it was all the way up and he was right up to her fanny. After it was in, they just clung together like that and didn't move.
“'Does it hurt?' I asked, which was dumb, because, of course, it did.
“But she said, 'A little, but I like it. It feels funny.'
“'What does it feel like?' I asked.
“'It feels like havin' to go to the bathroom the wrong way, and it's… mmmm… oooohhh!' She was suddenly not talking to me anymore, but was moving her behind with more and more enthusiasm back and forth. Back and forth. And her moaning began to affect me. I felt moist and warm at the slit between my legs, especially as I watched the guy's thick thing begin sliding in and out, in and out, with quicker and quicker strokes, at Dolores's backside.
“'Then, suddenly, Dolores gasped, and the guy sticking his thing in her rear end shuddered and groaned, and they both stopped moving. I knew that something was happening, and I could tell by the expression on Dolores's and the guy's faces that they were both enjoying it tremendously. After they remained motionless for a few seconds, the guy pulled back and I saw his thing slide out of Dolores's back hole. It was much smaller now — the guy's thing, I mean, and was sort of half hanging down. But the warmth between my legs had increased to a point where I couldn't control it anymore. Suddenly I knew that I wanted to get 'fucked,' too.
“'Do it to me,' I said, and started to unzip my shorts.
“'Oh-h-h-h, I can't,' he sighed. 'I'm all pooped out. I don't think I could even get a hard on.'
“'Please,' I begged, sliding down my pants. 'I won't make you give me any money.'
“Dolores sat up, still naked below the waist.
“'Yes, do it to her,' she demanded. 'You have to do it to her.'
“The boy sat up in confusion. 'But I can't get a hard on,' he murmured.
“Suddenly, Dolores took his dick in her mouth. She just came down on him, all of a sudden, taking both of us by surprise. And she started to suck. I was down on my hands and knees, like Dolores had been, with my fanny bare. I just had to have that dong up me. I just had to.
“'There,' Dolores said in triumph. She sure was anything but innocent when it came to sex. She had sucked the boy's dong and it was hard again. 'Now push it up her rear end and fill her full of juice like you did me.'
“I closed my eyes. My bottom felt so bare and cool. There was a little breeze and it was delicious to feel so naked and to anticipate something being done to you. Then I felt this hard warm meat back there. I tried to relax, but I was too excited and I was afraid that being all tense like I was, and tight, would make it hard for him to get it in. I really didn't care if it hurt. I just wanted him to push it in. I had to have it in.
“I'm smaller than Dolores. Maybe he wouldn't be able to get it in me. I looked back, and they were both right behind me staring at my bare fanny. I should have been embarrassed, because I never let anybody see me with my clothes off, not even Mom or my sister, or, maybe I should say, especially Mom or my sister.
“Anyhow I felt Dolores's fingers opening my fanny so that he could get it in, and guiding his prick like I had when he did it to her, only she seemed to know more what she was doing.
“Then I felt this searing, tearing pain. 'Oh! ow! ow!' I squealed. The head of his prick was going in. It didn't feel like I thought it would, not like a turd at all. It felt real big and like it was just tearing me right up the middle. It really hurt. I could hardly stand it it hurt so much, and I had to grind my teeth together. But I still wanted it in.
“'You're so small, Rosalind,' Dolores said. 'You want him to stop?'
“'No, I want it in. Please push it in,' I begged.
“'All right,' she said, and began working the boy's thing in me. She was doing it more than he was. It still hurt, but once the head was in it didn't hurt so much. Then came the best part. It started sliding right up my rectum. It just filled me. I felt like I was stuffed. It was terrific, the pressure, I mean. Oh, I just loved it. It felt like something coming on that you couldn't stop, just pushing right up on in me, way up in.
“'How far in is it?' I gasped.
“'About halfway in,' Dolores said. 'Do you want to stop?'
“'No, no,' I gasped. 'I want him to keep pushing it in.' So it kept on sliding in. I'd never had anything like it before. It was wild, really wild. I felt like my whole insides were being plugged up, and it was turning on this real nice feeling. It actually felt good. 'Ohhhhh,' I moaned. I just couldn't help it.
“'Hurt?' she asked.
“'No-o-o-o-o-o-o-o, it's so good. It feels so good. Ooooooh!'
“It kept on coming in, and then stopped.
“'Please keep pushing it in!' I gasped.
“'It's all the way in,' said the boy. 'I'm coming… Ohhhh, I'm coming!'
“Suddenly I felt this strange, pulsating, wild, sensation, just unbelievably good. I'd never felt anything like it before. I just moaned and moaned and moaned. 'Oooooh, it feels good. Ooooh, it feels good. Oooooh, it feels good!' I felt it was just driving me out of my mind. 'Oh, my bottom feels so good,' I moaned, and just then I felt his dong vibrating in me and juice spurting, warm, spurty juice. It happened just as I reached my own. I didn't realize it, but Dolores had been rubbing my clit. I just felt good all over, unbelievably good. My clit was soaking wet and that long prick was way up my bare fanny and just pouring juice into me.
“I felt him pull it out of me. It was all soft and flabby now. We were all worn out, all three of us, and just lay there in the grass panting. It would, have been awful if somebody had come and found us there. But we didn't care. I always thought that if you came you'd feel sad afterwards and ashamed, but I didn't. It had been too nice. I couldn't have it any more, not then. But I knew that I'd want to do it again some other time. It had been terrific.
“When we felt a little rested, we pulled our pants back on again.
“'You won't tell?' the boy blurted. He was looking scared. 'I've given you a lot of money.'
“'Of course not, silly,' said Dolores. 'Do you think I'd want anybody to know what you did to us?'
“He fumbled with his clothes. 'Well, I'll be going, I guess,' he said hastily, and disappeared into the bushes.
“'We better be going, too,' said Dolores.
“It was getting late. We got to our feet and started through the bushes for home. We were glad that there was nobody in the park. If there was, and they saw the boy come out, and then us, they'd probably figure out we'd been fooling around. But there wasn't anybody, so it was okay.
“'What does it look like going up my bottom?' I asked Dolores as we walked home.
“'Real good,' said Dolores. 'It looks like a big white sausage going in, and your bottom is so pretty. You have a real small fanny and the skin is so soft. I just love your bottom.'
“'I think bottoms are really beautiful,' I said. 'Your bottom is all round and real white. I guess mine is sort of dark.'
“'Mmmh.'
“'Let's fool around again sometime,' I said. 'I mean, just us two. Maybe when nobody's home at my house you could come over and we could take off all our clothes and fool around, stick things up each other's rear ends, and do other stuff.'
“'Okay,' said Dolores with enthusiasm. 'I really liked being cornholed, though.'
“'Is that what that boy did to us?' I asked.
“'Uh-huh, that's what they call it. Cornhole.'
“'How come you know so much, Dolores? I didn't think you knew anything.'
“She winked. 'I got a brother, remember?'
“'You mean you and your brother do stuff together?'
“'Uh-huh.'
“'Does he cornhole you?'
“'Uh-huh. We do it that way because it's safer, at least that's why we started doing it that way. Then we tried it the regular way once, and I found out I'd rather have him do it to me up my rear. I like it better that way. I really do.'
“'Do you suppose your brother would do it to me sometime?'
“'Do you want him to?'
“'Oh, yes. I think I would.'
“'Okay. Maybe sometime you can just spend the night at our house, and we'll fool around, all three of us.'
“'I'd like that,' I said. 'My bottom feels sort of sore. Does yours?'
“'Sure, it always does, but it'll be okay. It doesn't hurt anything if you do it back there, providing you're careful.'
“'It's queer, though, isn't it, Dolores? I mean, that's not the way you're supposed to do it.'
“She shrugged her shoulders. 'So what?' she said. 'If you like it that way, what difference does it make?'
“'I guess not,' I said uncertainly. I wasn't sure of that part.
“Suddenly something else occurred to me. 'He gave you a whole mess of money to do it to you. And he did it to me for nothing.'
“Dolores grinned. 'Live and learn,' she said. She reached in her pocket, took out the green bills, unfolded and counted them. 'Yes,' she said, 'if he wants to do that again I'll probably let him, but hell have to pay.'
“'I should make him pay me the next time, too,' I said.
“'That's up to you.'
“After I thought about it, though, I was glad I hadn't taken any money for it, because then I'd be a prostitute. That's what Dolores must be. I'd just rather do it because I like it myself. Sex is nice, I decided, and if you do it that way, you don't have to worry about having a baby or anything. You can just enjoy the whole thing. I began thinking about Dolores's brother. That would be sort of fun, all three of us doing stuff together. I decided that I wanted to.”

Rosalind's case illustrates two fairly common situations involving anal eroticism. She was introduced to analism by an older youth who was a stranger to her, and she experienced it with another girl around her own age. The whole experience was an experimental one, coming in very early adolescence, at a time when young people of both sexes are very curious about sexual practice. She was actually more innocent than her friend who had been feigning ignorance and who had been actually engaged in acts of incest. Once again, Dolores preferred anal intercourse initially because of the risks involved in normal intercourse. After a few experiences, she came to prefer it for its own sake. Rosalind's initial experience was so very gratifying that it is not surprising that she wanted it repeated.
Havelock Ellis's classical Studies in the Psychology of Sex mentions several cases of anal intercourse, as does Krafft-Ebing. According to Kinsey, however, (Sexual Behavior of the Human Female) the anus is erotically responsive in some persons. “As many as half or more of the population may find some degree of erotic satisfaction in anal stimulation, but good incidence data are not available.” Kinsey goes on to suggest that “the erotic sensitivity of the anal region depends upon the fact that there are abundant end organs of touch throughout the anal surfaces, and in part upon the fact that reactions of the muscles, (the anal sphincters) which normally keep the anus closed, may be erotically stimulating.”
Both Rosalind and Dolores belong to that fifty percent of the population responsive to anal stimulation. A chance experience in both cases led to the discovery that anal penetration was pleasurable. However, what caused them to experiment in the first place was a combination of curiosity and desire for adventure. They wanted something to happen. To young adolescent girls, like these two, sex as yet had little or nothing to do with courtship or procreation. Unless their anal eroticism developed into a distinct deviation, all of that would come a year or two later. At this point, midway between childhood and puberty, sex was still mostly a game, like playing “house” or “high heels,” but more exciting because it involved disrobing, the anticipation of something new, both pleasurable and painful. There is evidence of masochism here. The very painfulness of anal penetration seems to have added to their delight. But ultimately, because of the stimulus of that bundle of nerve endings, the experience was pleasurable to the point of ecstasy, so very pleasurable, in fact, that both could only anticipate a repetition with shameless enthusiasm.
But alongside the purely physical pleasure, and the adventurousness, went the fact that this was something “naughty.” It was not exactly bad or sinful. The backgrounds of both of these girls were not such as to inspire great guilt. Their parents were professional people, educated and affluent, liberal in outlook, especially where social and sex mores were concerned. They lived in the wealthier part of a small Southern city where many, if not all, of their neighbors shared the same values, those of the permissive society. Rosalind's mother never taught her that sex was bad, only that there were reasons, perhaps, to wait until she met the man she wanted to marry. She knew about the variations, in general, at least; her parents practiced them as foreplay, although she was only vaguely aware of that. Sex was, to her, a natural thing, part of life, interesting, somewhat “naughty,” to be sure, but not “dirty.” Dolores's parents were somewhat more conservative and both she and her brother were much more secretive, but she shared the attitudes of her peers, even though she pretended not to, if only because she enjoyed tantalizing and confusing them.
For Rosalind this experience in the park was her first remembered sexual experience, if one omits the occasional situations when she was very young and disrobed with other children. Part of the enjoyment of the sodomy performed on her was the fact that she had to disrobe and relive, therefore, those vague childhood experiences. But mostly, her enjoyment was in the sheer physical pleasure of having the boy's penis thrust up her rectum, a stimulus that caused her to have her first orgasm. No other form of sex thereafter would ever be quite as sweet. That one experience was enough to veer Rosalind toward anal eroticism. She had never experienced anal intercourse before, had never been given an enema, nor had had any sort of anal masturbation performed on her. But, latently, the anal tendencies must have been there to be triggered, and were strong enough to cause her to-set aside all modesty, moral inhibitions, and self-restraint, and participate in an act usually considered degrading, with a perfect stranger and the assistance of another girl.
Her participation in the act of anal intercourse cannot be explained by referring to previous experiences, or at least to none which she recalls. Yet something, of necessity, must have preceded it.
Freud's discovery of the sexuality of the child opened up a new era of research and investigation as well as fresh understanding concerning the sexual impulse. Freud exploded the old notions about childhood “innocence” and showed that the most basic impulse in the child is a biologically based pleasure principle. As he indicated in such works as his Three Essays on the Theory of Sexuality, “a child is born without a sense of shame. He has to be trained into correct habits.” A happy infant lives in a state of joy and bliss which he will never again experience. But gradually the sources of his enjoyment are removed, first his mother's breast, and then, with the beginning of toilet training, the pleasure of prolonging the surrender of excrement. The longing to return to the earlier pleasures, to regress to the joys of infancy may remain unconscious for some considerable time. The first anal experience, however, may arouse them. That might happen when the child is fairly young, and is given an enema for the first time, or repeatedly, or, as in Rosalind's case, it might be postponed until early puberty when, more or less by accident, the first sexual experience happens to be anal. The effect of the boy's penis in her rectum was somewhat like that of retained feces in the infant. The first was recalled by the second with orgasmic consequences.
We do not know what Dolores's background may have been because we have only what Rosalind has told us. But anal experiments with her brother were the immediate cause, preceded, perhaps, by other experiences.
Rosalind's analism was confirmed by a second experience that followed soon after the first and, thereafter, her sexual interest was entirely displaced to the rear. This is how she describes it.

“About a week after that thing that happened in the park, I wandered over to Dolores's house. I was wearing my green slacks that are real tight-fitting, and a tight-fitting blouse. I hoped Dolores would be there, and that maybe her brother would be, too. I was pretty ashamed of what we had done in the park, but what made me more ashamed than anything was the fact that I'd liked it and that I wanted it to happen again.
“Dolores was home, and so was her brother Dick. He was about sixteen and tall and kind of good-looking, but there was something about him that was sort of sissy. You can sense that about a guy. The guy in the park was a little like that, too. We just talked and crapped around down in their playroom in the basement at first. They have this pool table down there, and Dick taught me how to play pool. When he was pressing over me, showing me how to hold my cue, I could feel his dong pushing against my rear, and, boy, it sure turned me on. I was just dying to have him shove that thing up me. But I didn't let on.
“Then we started fooling around, chasing each other and stuff, and Dick goosed me. Wow! I just about died when he did that. He and Dolores saw the funny look that I must have had on my face, and they both laughed, and I just blushed right to the roots of my hair.
“Dolores disappeared upstairs and came back down with a jar of cold cream. I felt funny-especially when I saw the look in Dick's eyes-and I stood leaning my fanny against the pool table, staring at him. Both of our voices were real husky when we tried to talk about stupid stuff like school. We both knew what was going to happen. Dolores, I figured, really runs things between those two. She's really bossy.
“'Okay, you guys, this is it,' she said. 'Both of you, take your pants off.'
“Dick and I both sort of choked up. Then he started undoing his belt, and after he did that, I started on my zipper, and pretty soon we were standing there in our birthday suits. Dolores made us strip naked. I kept worrying about her folks, and if they were going to come home, but she said they would be gone for hours.
“Dolores made me bend over the pool table and spread my legs apart. I was just about wild. Dolores took her brother's dong in her mouth and started to suck it, like she had the boy in the park. Dick got all excited, and when she stopped, it was hard as a rock. I just stared at it while I was bending over the pool table and looking back. It was much thicker and longer than the other boy's had been. It looked like a banana. I couldn't see how he could get it in, especially because I'm pretty small. And I was scared, too, because if he did get that thing in, it would just rip me open back there. But I couldn't move. I really wanted it all the time I was scared. In fact, being scared made me want it even more.
“Dolores smeared cold cream on her brother's dong, and I could see that he had to really control himself, he was so excited. Then she daubed a mess of it on her finger and all of a sudden ran it up my rear.
“'Wow!' I squealed.
“'Want me to do it again?'
“'Ye-s-s-s-s!'
“And she did. Boy, did I want it then. I didn't care if that big pole ripped me to pieces or not at that point. I had to have it up my backside.
“I closed my eyes and waited. Like before, Dolores guided the thing between my cheeks, and I felt it pressing against my asshole. Dick pushed. And Dolores told me to take a deep breath and push back. I did what she said. There was this awful pain, worse than the first time, but I wanted it so bad that I didn't care. He worked it in me very slowly. The worst is the first part when the head is going in. It just rips you apart back there. I couldn't help yelling.
“But they didn't pay any attention to me, and I didn't want them to stop. It kept going in and in. And then, suddenly, when the tip had shoved up through my anus, it just shot up my rectum all the way. Wow, that was really something! That big thing just slithered in.
“Dick was as wild as I was at this point and started pumping back and forth in me. The first time was hard because my rear was so tight, but then it got easier and he was just pushing back and forth. I was just moaning and moaning, it felt so good. Oh, it felt good. I'd never had anything ever happen to me that felt so good. It was much better than the first time.
“I felt the pressure building up in me again, like it had before. It grew, and the good feeling was so intense that I was just wiggling all over and my bottom was bouncing up and down. And all the time he kept screwing me and screwing me. We were both breathing hard. I just shut my eyes real tight and tried to relax because I knew it would slide in and out easier if I did, but I just couldn't, and instead my rectum just grabbed tight around his dong and that was really good because that's one of the things that makes cornholing so good, the fact that it's tight, really tight. I'd much rather be screwed in the ass than the regular way. And the other thing that was good is that you didn't have to fool around with rubbers or anything like that, or worry that maybe you'd get pregnant. I just really relaxed and enjoyed it.
“He kept on pumping me, and it got so good that I couldn't stand it when I felt his dong pulsating and the warm cream spurting up me. Boy, it felt like a gallon of it was going up me. That brought me to my climax, too, and I just groaned and groaned because it felt so good. He held it way up in, as far as it would go, while the juice spurted in, and then slowly pulled it out. Like that other time, I was just fagged, and so was Dick. Dolores had this funny look on her face. She really enjoyed watching her brother give it to me.
“She had me lie down then on my stomach on the couch and just kept running her fingers over my buttocks and very lightly down the crack. 'He pushed it way up in there,' she whispered. She seemed to get something out of doing that, and I guess I did, too. It was nice and delicious just to lie there and have her tickle my fanny. Dick was completely flaked out, too.
“'I want it in me again,' I murmured. I felt drowsy, and it was nice to think of how it would be if he just pushed it in me while I was lying there, and didn't pump or anything, but just pushed it in. So finally I told Dolores what I wanted. 'I want to lie down on the rug on my tummy with my legs apart, and I want Dick to lie on top of me and shove his thing all the way up my rear and just keep it up in there.'
“'Okay,' said Dick, 'let's do it that way.'
“I got down on the floor and Dolores pushed a pillow under me so that my rear was sort of up. I was still feeling comfortable and drowsy, like you do when you're just waking up. It was a nice feeling. I felt Dick kneel over me on his hands and knees, and then I felt his dong between my cheeks. Dolores was kneeling down beside me, guiding his thing to my hole.
“This time it went in real easy and didn't hurt a bit. I guess I was real slippery back there by this time. Very slowly he slid it through my anus and up my rectum until it was all the way in. It just went up in. Oh, it felt so nice. It was so full and plugged back there, just like a very big, hard turd.
“'Please just leave it in, and don't pump or anything,' I whispered.
“He just lay there on top of me very quietly. He was heavy, and he was crushing me, but I didn't care because his dong felt so good up my rear. I really don't think it would be half as nice doing it in front. I don't even care about trying it that way.
“I just closed my eyes and lay there with it in me. I kept wishing I could just have it up in there all the time, just feel how it pushed and pressed in my insides. It was wonderful. I've never had anything so wonderful. I liked it this time much better than I did the time in the park, and even better than the first time Dick did it to me. I don't really like it as well if the boy pumps in and out. I'd rather just have it in, way up in, and just lie there like that. That's the best.
“I wish I could describe what it's like. It hurts a little. Even after you get used to it, it still hurts. You feel this thing sort of tearing you open, and then, when it's in, you can feel this sort of ache all up your rectum. But it's a nice ache. It's funny. Something that hurts can also feel good because it hurts. I think that's queer, but I don't care. It feels good. The way it feels good is sort of the way that eating sour lemon drops or pickles or something like that can be sour or bitter, or something, and still taste good. You have to get used to it, though. The first time isn't good, and you wonder what the heck you're doing it for. But the next time it's nice. And the next time nicer still. That's the way it was this time.
“Dolores didn't say anything. She was just kneeling beside us, and when I turned my head to look up at her, I could see her staring right at my bare bottom and Dick's wienie disappearing between my cheeks. She had this funny look in her face. I knew she liked just watching me get it, and I figured that for her it was just about as good to watch as to have it done to herself; maybe she even liked it more. And Dick just lay there on top of me, pressing down on me and keeping his thing pushed up me. A boy's thing feels warm, and it also feels sort of soft and hard at the same time. It's hard, of course. He couldn't get it in unless it was. But the surface of it feels sort of soft, too. If you use a lot of vaseline and cold cream or something it doesn't hurt too much. It doesn't feel like anything else.
“I've tried sticking other things up my fanny: a rubber wienie I bought in a joke shop, and a sausage, and a toothbrush handle, and stuff like that. But none of those things are the same. A sausage is a little bit more like a boy's thing. It's sort of thick anyway, and it hurts a little when you're working it in. But it's cold. It isn't warm. What makes a boy's thing nice is, partly, at least, the fact that it's warm. The other thing, though, and that's the best part, is that it's so long and thick. It feels like its way up in your insides, and, while it was up there in me, I kept trying to imagine where it was. I don't know too much about how the body is put together and your insides and stuff, and I wondered if it was up in my bowel, but later on I looked up in a book that had a picture in it of what insides look like-you know, one of those charts? — and I figured out that it goes up through your anus and then up your rectum, and that its being in your rectum is what makes it feel so nice. I think the bottom is the most beautiful part of a person's body. It's so round and the skin is so smooth, and there are those two fat cheeks. And the crack looks sort of mysterious because you know it leads to that tight little hole that goes right in you. I just love my bottom. Sometimes now I like to stand in front of the mirror and just stare at my bare bottom and remember what it feels like to be cornholed, and imagine what it must look like to have a boy's dong going up between my cheeks and right up my bottom. Sometime I want to be cornholed in front of a mirror, one of those big door-length mirrors where you can see your whole body.
“Dick and I just lay there with his thing in me for a long time. I don't know how long it was. But after a while it started getting soft and shriveling up smaller and smaller and finally he couldn't keep it hard anymore, and it grew soft and slid out. I was sorry, but I was sort of tired, too, so it was okay. Afterwards I looked at his dong, when it was soft, and was surprised that such a small thing could get so hard and long.
“We got dressed after that, and then went upstairs and had cokes. Then I went home. Dolores is lucky to have a brother who likes to do that to her. It must be nice. I think they do it a couple times a week sometimes.
“But now I have to tell about what happened afterwards. Dad and Mom have never been strict, and I never went to church much or anything, but I always thought that sex was what married people did to have babies and stuff. I guess I thought that way because of what they said in health class in school, which was just the way Mom and Dad talked. Mom told me all about the birds and bees stuff when I was about eleven. I guess I know quite a bit about it. But they never mentioned any-filing about doing it in the rear end. It bothered me that I couldn't talk to Mom about it. You can just imagine that! Anyhow, after that I thought about it and thought about it, and I decided that there was something wrong. I couldn't have a baby that way, of course, and I couldn't hurt anybody but myself, but it was dirty. It was indecent and dirty. And it was also queer. I didn't want to be queer. I didn't know much about them, but I knew that I didn't want to be that way.
“Quite a bit of time passed before I did it again. I didn't see Dick and Dolores again. I kept avoiding them at school and started going with other kids. I guess they thought it was kind of funny, and that I was mad at them or something. But I wasn't. I just didn't want to do that stuff anymore. I'm supposed to be Catholic, although I haven't been to Mass since I was confirmed, and Mom and Dad don't go to church at all and don't even believe in religious stuff. I thought a little about going to a priest for confession, but how the heck could I tell him that I'm practicing sodomy. That's what they call it. I just couldn't do it. So I just said to hell with it. I won't go to a priest or anything, but I'll stop this cornholing stuff, too. And I did, at least for a while.
“Then one time we had a party at my house for kids. I was seventeen then. It was for graduation, and us kids danced and all that stuff. There was this boy there. His name was Freddy. He was a quiet boy, around eighteen, I guess, and he didn't goof around as much as the others did. Mostly he seemed to be by himself at the party even though he was pretty tall and good-looking. Mom liked him. He was what she called a 'nice, clean-cut young man,' and she'd been wanting me to go out with him. He wore sideburns, but he was almost the only boy at the party with short hair and a clean-shaven face. He was sort of square. The other kids snickered at him because he didn't smoke pot. In fact, he didn't smoke at all. He dated girls sometimes because, like I say, he was sort of good-looking, but he wasn't exactly what you call popular because all the popular kids are on grass and speed and stuff.
“'Would you like to go to a drive-in movie?' he asked me. He was sort of shy.
“'Okay,' I said, 'but it has to be on a weekend because Mom won't let me go out on school nights.'
“'Friday?'
“'Sure.'
“Freddy just beamed. He danced with me several times that night, and he was pretty good, too. I caught him admiring my legs as I was whirling with my skirt flying. My legs are one of my best points, that and my bumps, which are pretty, firm and pointy, and my bottom, which sort of sticks out and is very round.
“The night of the date, Freddy drove us down the lane leading to the drive-in, past the ticket booth and into the car park. Most of the cars had kids in them who were paying more attention to necking with each other than to the movie. Freddy fastened the audio thing on the driver's window, and then disappeared. He came back with two cokes and two big cartons of hot buttered popcorn. I just love that.
“We settled down in the seat of the car and snuggled. I could feel him pressing against me; he was strong, and it was sort of exciting. Then I felt his arm around my shoulder, and I thought, Aha! I think he's got ideas. But, of course, that's why all the kids go to the drive-in. It's for necking. Well, I can handle Freddy, I thought to myself. I thought of brushing his arm away, but then thought what the hell for. A little necking is okay. I'm sure as hell not going to go all the way. I was sort of curious, because while I'd been on dates before it was usually with a bunch of people and we didn't really do any serious necking, just kidding around. I wondered what he'd do next. Then I felt his fingers begin fooling around with my breasts. It was sort of nice. I thought I ought to stop him, but I was enjoying it. He snuggled real close, and I felt his hand slip down under my dress and work under my bra, very gently, and massage my breast.
“I thought I really ought to stop him. Enough was enough. But it was sort of pleasant. I figured I could stop him any time. I wouldn't let him go too far. So I just relaxed in his arms and let him fondle me. It was nice, why worry. All the kids did it. Stupid to wait for marriage and all that crap. Dumb. It is only fun when you're young. The real fun is when you're fresh and free, and it's all exciting and everything. Look at Mom and Dad. I don't think they do it much anymore. I wished, though that I was on the pill. I sure as hell didn't want to get in a family way. I felt strange and giddy, and dizzy, as though I was just drifting along in real quiet water in a canoe. It was nice. The feel of his hand on my breast was beautiful. I just loved it. I must be supersensitive. I didn't want to think or try to figure anything out, or wonder whether it was wrong or what would happen. I just wanted to drift along with this beautiful thing, and just let it all happen, anything! I just melted, cuddled close, and surrendered to the softness of his hand on my breast. I loved it. It was so good. All my early resolutions just disappeared, poof! Then I felt his hand sliding up my thigh under my mini. He kissed me, first on the top of my head, through my hair, then on my cheek, and then grabbed me to him hard, and so fierce that it hurt, and smashed his lips against mine and just crushed me. And, as my lips parted, I felt his tongue slide between my teeth and into my mouth. It was really wild, just wild, unbelievable. I wanted him now. He could have me because I didn't care. He hugged me close and just threw his arms around me and crushed me.
“'Oh-h-h-h-h-h, Freddy!' I gasped. 'Please.'
“'Want to?'
“'Yes-s-s-s-s-s-s!' I closed my eyes, breathing hard. There was a lump in my throat. I felt his hand sliding up my skirt. I wanted him to undress me and just do it and do it and do it to me. I felt him fumbling in his pocket, and it annoyed me. I wanted him to get on with it.
“'Oh, shit!' he said with a snarl in his voice. 'I didn't bring any rubbers.' Then he asked, 'I suppose you're not on the pill?'
“'No, Freddy, I'm sorry.' I thought it was nice of him to be so considerate, and I just loved him for it, because he could have had me anyway.
“'I won't without a rubber,' he said in this tense voice.
“Suddenly I remembered the rear end stuff when I was thirteen. That was kids' stuff, but now I wanted to do it that way again. I remembered how it felt and how nice it was. I wanted it so much I was just shameless.
“'Freddy?' I asked.
“'What?'
“'There's one way we could try it.'
“'What do you mean?'
“I was hoping he'd get the idea without me having to say it. It was kind of embarrassing. 'I can't possibly get a baby if-if you stick it in my behind.'
“'You mean you'd let me do it that way?'
“'I'd like it… If you'll be very gentle.'
“'Oh, Rosalind,' he said, 'I've never done it that way.'
“'If you want to, you can. I don't mind.'


“Freddy looked around at the other cars. And then he unbuckled his belt, raised up, and pulled down his trousers and his shorts. I started undressing, too. I pulled up my mini and slid down my panty hose. It felt deliciously cool to be bare, and I remembered that wonderful anticipation with Dick in the playroom. I stared at his penis. It was so long and thick and hard, much bigger than I remembered Dick's being. I felt very nervous, scared, and excited all at the same time. I reached into the popcorn carton and rubbed butter from it on my fingers, then very gently applied it to his penis. I felt how warm his thing was and remembered how nice that part was when it was in.
“'Oh, Rosalind,' he sighed.
“'How shall we do it?' I asked.
“That was a real problem. I could hardly get out of the car and bend over or something like that, and it was awkward to kneel down on the seat because of the steering wheel.
“'Maybe you could sit down on it?' he said.
“'All right. We could try it that way.'
“I didn't think it would work. If it didn't we'd have to drive someplace where we could get out of the car and get on the grass or maybe get in the backseat or something.
“I raised myself up. It was hard. I hung on to the dashboard and he held me from behind. He slid under me. Then with his hands on my hips, he held me. He was very strong. I reached back with my right hand and found his thing and manipulated it around until I had it between my buttocks; after pushing and poking around quite a bit, I got it to where my anus was. We were both trembling we were so excited. My bare rump felt delightfully cool in the night air and I was just beside myself.
“He had a circumcised dong; it was blunt and thick and just pricked my flesh. I bent far forward, and very gingerly let my weight down on it, just lowered myself down so that it stabbed up in my rear. I felt my anus spread, and it hurt. It was just a regular jab of pain. He really speared me. I felt like I was being impaled.
“'Oh!' I whimpered, remembering that first time in the park.
“'I'm sorry,' he said. 'Want me to stop?'
“'No, no,' I said, my voice sounding real tense.
“I held myself for a moment until the pain eased, and then let my weight push the head up through me. 'Ohhhhh… wait a moment,' I gasped. 'It's so big.'
“'Does it still hurt?'
“'Yes, but I think I can stand it, only we've got to do it real slow. I feel like I'm being ripped apart.'
“Freddy held my hips as I wiggled and wiggled, ever so slightly, very carefully letting his penis work its way up into my rectum. It was incredibly tight. The pressure just thrilled me. I could feel it pressing inside. Then the pain abated, and the shaft slowly entered me. I felt very full and clogged, as though I was terribly constipated. I was breathing hard, and so was he. I gradually let my weight fall so that his dong pushed its way in.
“'Oh Rosalind,' Freddy moaned.
“I felt his penis pulse in me and hot fluid spurt. He began to pant with ecstasy.
“'I… I'm shooting off,' he moaned. 'Ohhhhh, Rosalind.'
“My rectum was really lubricated now, slippery and slimy with his semen, and suddenly he released my hips so that I slid down, and his penis just shot up my rear all the way, all nine inches. It just sent a shock right through me. I'd never felt anything so overwhelming. I felt stuffed, crammed, and packed back there, as if I was on the toilet with this monstrous turd which had a life of its own. I just loved it. Wow!
“'Ooooh, Freddy, it feels so good!' I sighed. I didn't want him to pump. I just wanted him to let me sit on his lap with his thing way up my fanny. It would be so lovely to just drift off to sleep with it in me and to wake up that way. I sighed and relaxed against him. I smoothed my dress in front so that it covered my upper thighs. If anyone looked in and saw us, they'd only see a girl sitting on a boy's lap and wouldn't know that the entire length of his penis was up my rectum. There was no pain at all now, only the fullness, the intense pressure. It wasn't exactly ecstatic, just nice. What could be wrong with it? I thought. Who did it hurt? I couldn't possibly get pregnant that way, and it certainly didn't hurt him or me or anybody else.
“'Do you like it?' he asked me in a whisper. “'Oh yes, Freddy, I do. It feels so good. I love it.'
“It was a lovely, comfortable feeling, so very good. Maybe I was a queer, but so what.
“Suddenly, without warning, Freddy started to pump himself in and out. I felt him withdraw until he was almost out and then plunge on up in, full length. It just sent chills up me when he shoved it in. It felt so peculiar, moving up and down in me without me having any control over it. It was exciting. I tried pressing back as it plunged in, and the sensation was tremendous. I held my thighs tightly together and it was just overpowering. It was so intense that I had to close my eyes. A sweet flooding pain welled up in me. I wanted to strip naked, spread my legs wide, and bend until my head was down to my ankles. I wanted his penis to be five feet long and as thick as a firehose. I loved his penis pounding in me, in and out, back until almost the very tip was out and then surging way up high until the entire length was buried in my rectum.
“'Ohhhhhhhh,' I moaned. 'Ohhhhhhhh, it feels so good.' I reached my climax just at the moment when he began spurting semen up me a second time. We were both trembling. Then, gradually, we relaxed and, as I rose up, his shriveled thing slid out. I pulled up my panty hose and smoothed down my mini.
“'Ohhh, Freddy,' I moaned, 'that was wonderful.'
“Freddy and I did it quite a few times after that. We love each other. I guess we're pretty lucky to like the same thing so much. It would be awful if only one of us liked it. Now we're planning to get married and I think the only intercourse we'll have is anal intercourse because that's the kind we both love.”
Rosalind and Freddy are both anal erotic. Most analists are lonely folk, timid and ashamed, unable to completely relate to another person. In view of the fact that anal eroticism is not common, it is very fortunate that Rosalind and Freddy happened to find each other. In the eyes of conventional people they are, of course, perverts. But is any sexual practice perverse if it makes for a close pair bond? In their case, it is doubtful that they can be classified as deviates. In any case, theirs is an innocent and wholly moral form of sexuality, St. Paul's harsh and judgmental letter to the Romans to the contrary.



CHAPTER TWO



PATRICIA


Incestuous Analism Between Mother and Daughter

“To begin with, it was Mom's problem. I understand that now. Something twisted in her childhood, and although she was pretty and popular when she was young she was frigid. She met this man, my father, at the university. He was one of those hard and conventional guys, on the make, and she fell for his line, let him get her into trouble, and found herself pregnant, with me. She let him do the so-called 'right thing' and marry her, which was the Wrong thing. Anyhow, Harry- that's his name and I can never think of him as Dad or Father-made a good thing out of his building business, but the marriage didn't take. Things, went from bad to worse, and it all ended up in the divorce court. Neither the judge nor Harry thought that Millicent, that's my mother, was much good for me, but since the courts always give the kids to the mother unless she's a prostitute or something, I went off to live with my mother. It happened when I was about seven.
“Harry was pretty well off, and Mom didn't have to work or anything. She was pretty attractive too, at thirty, and although she dated from time to time she was so soured on marriage that she just couldn't get over the way she hated men. She just hated them. She was very intelligent and had a lot of hobbies, used to take courses and stuff and Harry had been very contemptuous of all that, just as he hated what he called her 'egghead friends.' All that stuff made their divorce inevitable. Afterwards, Mom and I lived on the coast.
“Mom used to fuss over me a lot. She really adored me. And by the time I was around twelve, I guess I was pretty spoiled. I was just the center of her whole world. I was pretty quiet, never ran around with kids much, used to read a lot, and had pretty high marks. I liked school pretty well and got on with the kids, but mostly I just liked staying home with Mom.
“Then, when I was fifteen, Mom did something to me. She gave me this absolutely fantastic enema. It wasn't the first time, though, and I guess I better mention the first time before I tell about the time that really was so wild. It happened when I was thirteen.
“Mom used to come for me at school and drive me home even though we lived only three blocks away. She was always that way. Mom was always fussing over me, helping me dress and all that in the morning, go with me to kid movies, and buy me stuff. She used to get cross at me and nag a lot, too.
“This particular time she scolded me for getting a spot on my new yellow dress, which made me mad so I sat there in the car and pouted. Then she wanted to know if I'd been to the toilet that morning, which also made me kind of mad because she was always fussing over me about that stuff. Usually I told her I had even when I hadn't because I hate laxatives.
“Then she started in on me.
“'Well dear, that doesn't sound good at all; you must tell me when you don't go because you don't want that poison in your system.'
“'I feel fine,' I said.
“'Well,' she said, 'I think I'd better give you a good cleaning out.'
“I thought she meant a laxative and told her I didn't want to take any of that old stuff, but what she had in mind was much worse.
“'No,' she said, 'as soon as we get home I'm going to give you a good enema.'
“'Oh, no, Mother,' I cried. I just about died. 'Please don't give me an enema. I hate enemas.'
“'How do you know if you've never had one?'
“'I just know it,' I said, so mad I was starting to cry. 'I don't want anybody sticking anything up my rear end.'
“I just felt sick I was so mad and scared. And I think the worst part of it was the idea of having to get undressed in front of Mom because even though she used to help me get dressed and stuff this seemed different. It was awfully indecent.
“But I couldn't talk her out of it, so we just drove along and she started asking me what I'd done in school and all that crap. I was sitting there with my legs crossed, like I usually do, and my dress rode up on my thighs.
“Mom said, 'Pull your dress down, dear,' which I thought was really dumb, and I wondered why it was unladylike to expose a little of my legs when in a few minutes she was going to be staring at my bare bottom and shoving a rubber hose up me. The whole thing was really stupid.
“When we got out of the car, I slid out of my seat very carefully with my legs pressed close together and holding my dress down, and I walked up the driveway with Mom with my shoulders very straight. But I felt awful. Mrs. H- was across the street fooling around in her yard and waved at Mom. It wouldn't have surprised me if she had called out, 'I see you're going to give Patty an enema.' I felt like everybody knew.
“Mom made me go right into the bathroom when we got home. She was right behind me. She had the darned thing all fixed. I just stared at it in horror. It looked awful. There was this rubber bag just bursting with water hanging on the hook on the bathroom door, and this long tube dangled and coiled down and then back up into the top. It gave me goose pimples. I was shivering all over. Suddenly I got this real funny tingling feeling. I only remembered having it once before, and that was when I was real little and a boy and me were fooling around and took our clothes off. That's all we did, but I remembered how exciting it was just taking our clothes off and how funny it felt to be bare.
“Mom took the tube in her fingers. I stared at it. It looked like it was as thick as a firehose. I think it was one of those tubes they use for colonic irrigations. I really felt scared. Also, she had a funny look in her face and her voice was sort of strained and choked like.
“'Bend over,' she told me. 'Turn around and bend over.' Her voice sounded funny. My stomach was churning and I felt like I did when I was at the dentist's, sort of curious and scared at once. Then she pulled up my dress. That really felt funny. It just sent goose pimples all over me, and after that she pulled down my panties. My bottom felt so bare and I felt exposed and real weak. Then this thing jabbed in me. It hurt like mad.
“'Ow, Mommy, it hurts. Ow-ow-ow-ow!' I pleaded. But she kept shoving it up me. I felt like my rear end was just spitting apart. She told me to spread my legs and bend way down. She was sort of cross, too. 'Keep still and bend down! Bend way down,' she kept telling me.
“I was crying. 'Mummy! Mummy! Please stop, it hurts! It hurts! It hurts!'
“But Mom said, 'Just stop carrying on. Spread your legs apart and bend down-way down.'
“'Ooooh, Mummy! Please don't push it in any more,' I cried. 'It hurts so much.'
“The water was spurting up me and giving me cramps and I was sobbing. I felt so humiliated. It was awful. But she kept pushing it in me and pushing it in me, and I could feel it pushing and shoving way up my insides, like it was going up through me. By the time she'd finished shoving that big long tube up my backside the enema bag was drained dry, and I really had to go.
“Mom acted very funny after that. She had this glazed look in her eyes all the time she was giving me the enema, and when it was over she started to cry. She pulled the tube out and let me go, and then, after I'd gotten rid of most of it, she made me put on my pajamas and put me to bed even though it was only about three in the afternoon. She smothered me with kisses and told me she was sorry she'd hurt me and that she'd never do it again. I didn't understand then. But I do now. That enema was so awful that I just made myself forget it until she gave me that other one when I was fifteen.
“How that happened was like this. Halfway through algebra, which was my last class, one day, I started to feel warm and queasy, and just before the bell rang I got this dull ache and started to feel sick to my stomach.
“I can't be getting the curse, I told myself, because that was last week. I closed my eyes and shook my head, then sat up straight and tried to look bright and alert. Miss T-, the math teacher, was explaining sets, but I just couldn't concentrate. I kept looking down at my watch, hoping for the bell to ring and, finally, it did.
“'Are you all right?' Miss T… asked me, because I was looking sort of pale, I guess.
“'Oh sure,' I said, and headed for the door. I felt faint and sick to my stomach, and this woozy kind of heat. I wasn't used to being sick. I hardly ever get sick. It was just awful getting out through the hall with kids milling around and everything, but I got downstairs, finally, and out, and finally found our powder-blue Dodge.
“'Whatever is the matter?' Mom asked. 'Your face is so flushed.' And she put her hand on my forehead and clucked like mothers do and said, 'You're just burning up,' and then asked me if I was sick to my stomach and I said I was, sort of, and that I didn't know what was the matter with me.
“As soon as we got home I fled into the house and just got to the bathroom in time. I vomited like anything. Mom held my head and said, “There, there, there,' and all that.
“'I don't know what's wrong with me.' I said. 'It just came over me all at once. I got hot, sick to my stomach. Ohhhh, can I please sit down?'
“Mom helped me to the sofa, sat beside me, and felt my forehead. 'Oh dear, you're just burning up,' she said.
“Then she went into the bathroom and came back with the thermometer and stabbed it into my mouth. I just lay back with my eyes closed. I was so miserable. Mom looked at the thermometer and shook her head. 'You're running a fever of one hundred and two, young lady,' she said. 'Now, what's all this about?'
“'I just want to lie down,' I said.
“'Of course, but I'm going to call the doctor.'
“She did, although I was scared he'd make me go to the hospital or something and begged her not to. I couldn't hear much of what Mom said to him except, 'Yes, well, I can do that,' and the doctor said a little more and hung up.
“Mom had this funny look in her face, a funny little smile, when she came back. She put her arm around me, then said, 'Patty,' looking at me right in the face, 'the doctor says there's a lot of Asian flu going around that a lot of young people are getting, and that that's what you have.'
“'Do I have to go to the hospital?'
“'No, dear, but he told me to give you an enema…'
“'Oh no, please!'
“'Now, darling,' Mom said, 'It's for your own good. It'll bring that fever down, and after that you're to drink plenty of liquids, and I'm going to keep you in bed until the fever is gone.'
“'Couldn't I just drink lots of liquids?' I asked.
“'I think we'd better do what the doctor says,' Mom said.
“'But I don't want to take an enema. It makes me sick.'
“'Well, I know it's embarrassing, dear…'
“'It isn't just embarrassing. It hurts.'
“'It will. It hurt the last time.' I started to cry.
“'It won't,' she promised. 'I'm very sorry about that other time, but it won't happen again.'
“'Couldn't I give it to myself?' I begged.
“'No, you'd better let me.'
“I didn't like the idea of getting undressed in front of Mom apart from everything else. But Mom was stubborn.
“'No, I think you'd better let me.' Then she took me by the hand and led me to the bathroom. She took the syringe and the tube out of the closet, and, scared and sick as I was, I got this funny titillating sensation up and down my spine. Without realizing I was doing it, I sort of gathered my skirt up above my knees as I watched Mom get it ready.
“'Pull up your dress,' Mom said.
“Without looking at her-and, anyway, her back was to me while she was getting the gadget ready-I started pulling up my dress real show. Mom's always telling me stuff like pull your dress down, don't cross your knees, and all that. And now she was telling me to get undressed and let her see my bare bottom. It was dreadfully immodest and I just couldn't see why Mom got so perturbed over my showing a little of my upper leg and was so matter-of-fact about my showing my whole rear end and doing something so indecent.
“'Couldn't I just take it myself,” I said again, in this small quavering voice.
“'No, get undressed, dear,' Mom said. Then she turned to me, holding the enema bag in one hand and the tube in the other.
“'I don't have to strip or anything, do I?' I pleaded, trying to delay the whole darned thing.
“'No no,' said Mom, getting a little impatient.
“Just pull your dress up and take your panties down.' Then she laid the bag down in the basin and picked up the tube and started smearing vaseline on it.
“I was trembling all over. I raised my skirt up in back, but left it so that it would still fall in front of me. Then I dropped my panties and let them slide down my legs to my ankles. There was the long mirror on the bathroom door. I saw myself in it, my tanned knees and upper legs, the sweep of my skirt over my thighs, my pink blouse, and my face. I looked so tense.
“'All right, Patty, I guess we're ready,' Mom said. I stiffened and felt very disconcerted about being undressed before Mom, and I didn't want to have to turn around and show her my bare bottom.
“"Turn around and bend over,' Mom ordered.
“My throat was really dry and my stomach was churning. Also I was blushing like fury. But I turned my back to Mom and bent down and leaned my right arm against the porcelain top of the toilet for support, stepped out of my panties, and straddled the bowl. I could feel myself blushing all over. Then I glanced at the mirror and saw my own naked round bottom and how creamy white it was and I was just fascinated. I felt a little anxious, too, as I stared at the tube Mom held between her thumb and forefinger. I started studying my own backside; how dark the crack was between my cheeks and how round my cheeks were. I guess that's what you have to bend over for when you get an enema. I felt really exposed and awfully embarrassed.
“Then Mom was there, peering at the crack between my buttocks and I saw and felt her left thumb and forefinger pry my rump open and insert the tube into me. I saw it go in in the mirror and I felt it plug in like I was a bottle being corked. I really liked it.
“"That doesn't hurt, does it, dear?' Mom asked.
“'No, Mom.'
“Then Mom rested the coiled tube in her hand on the small of my back and slid it straight in me until her fingers vanished between my cheeks. The sensation was terrific and I just about fainted. I could feel the tube slither right in, smooth and slippery, like a very long finger, and it didn't hurt one bit. It was good. It was the most delicious sensation I ever remembered. I just loved it. Suddenly I felt real affectionate toward Mom because she was doing something to me that was so nice. Then Mom reached back again, to the point where the colon tube joined the regular hose, and slid it in all the way again until her thumb and forefinger disappeared between my cheeks. The sensation was wild. I felt the tube just glide free. It was tremendous. I could see my face in the mirror and how funny the expression was and that my lips were parted. I couldn't keep from moaning, it felt so good. My vagina was pulsating and felt damp, and my bottom quivered and I felt faint. I just felt wonderful. I caught my breath and held it, while Mom ran some more of the tube up me, and I exhaled in a sigh. Mom was so good to do it to me. I just loved her for it.
“'I guess you can kneel down now,' Mom said. 'That doesn't hurt, does it?'
“'No, it feels awfully good.'
“'Oh, wonderful,' Mom whispered.
“I dropped to my knees and quickly leaned forward with my head on the floor. I cradled my head in my arms. I was just about beside myself because the tube felt so good and because of the nakedness of my rump. I could hear the water gurgle in the tube, but a moment or two passed before I felt it spurt in. The tube was up so far that I could feel the water only as a dull ache.
“'I'm giving you a high enema,' Mom whispered.
“I didn't answer, but I was enjoying it immensely. The tube felt good and I wished it could just stay in there. The water was giving me cramps, but I didn't care.
“'Can you take any more?' she asked.
“'Yes, I'm all right,' I answered.
“'You're being very sweet. I know this is awful for you.'
“'It's all right,' I said. 'I like it.'
“"That's good.' she answered.
“The bag emptied and Mom clamped the tube shut. “There now,' she said in a soothing voice. 'That's all done.'
“I had to sit on the toilet quite a while after that, and make quite a few trips. But I really liked it. It wasn't like the other time.
“Later, Mom gave me a dose of milk of magnesia and the next morning asked me if it had worked.
“It had, actually, but I lied and said it hadn't. Then I murmured in this shy voice, 'Maybe I need another enema.'
“'All right. Swell,' Mom said, and patted me on the bottom.
“I slipped out of bed and padded down the hall. I found Mom waiting for me with the bulging bag in one hand and the tip of the tube in the other. She didn't have to tell me to undress this time. In fact, I asked her if I could strip naked. She laughed and said that would be fine, so I took off my pajamas and then spread my legs apart real wide and bent way down.
“'Hurry, Mom,' I begged, 'push it in.'
“When I looked back I saw that it wasn't the regular colon tube, but a very thick, long one; one of those tubes they use for colonic irrigations, I think. I don't know where Mom had gotten it. I was just wild. It was as thick as a boy's prick, but three feet long, I swear.
“She began working it into me. It hurt. I felt like I was just splitting apart, but it was also wonderful. I just loved it. The pressure of it was terrific. She turned the water on so it started spurting in, and then, while I was being flooded, she started shoving the tube in.
“'Ooooh, Mom. It feels good, ooooooh!'
“I just couldn't help moaning, I loved it so much. She just kept pushing it in and in and in. I could hardly stand it it felt so good. I could feel it going up in my insides, way up, just like it was going to go up through my stomach. I know it went right through my rectum and up into my bowels. I could feel it all the way; the sensation was terrific. That's when I came for the first time in my life. Mom had me lie down on the rug on the floor with my legs apart and, with that thick tube all the way up my rear end, she ran a douche nozzle into me, into my vagina, and squeezed, and when she did that, an enema and a douche both at the same time, I just exploded. 'Ohhhhhhhhh! Ooooooooh! Ooooooooooh!' I just moaned over and over again. It was the most wonderful sensation. I can't describe it.
“I was really worn out after that episode, and Mom made me lie down. Then she came in and sat by my bed and we talked. She told me that she loved me a lot and that she was glad I'd liked what she'd done to me, and that if I wanted her to do it again, I was just to tell her. She said it was better for me to let her do that to me than to do things with boys because men are such beasts and they make nothing but trouble.”

Patricia's case is an unusual one, but, by no means, rare. More than one mother has deliberately seduced her own child, male or female, and caused the latter to become a deviate. Patricia's case illustrates the situation in which anal eroticism is combined with incest, and in which that frequently abused remedy, the enema, is used as an erotic device. Millicent's unfortunate marriage, her own frigidity, and her consequent hatred of men were the basic cause. Patricia herself did not necessarily have anal erotic tendencies to begin with. The first experience, when she was thirteen, was traumatic. It left a lasting impression on her, as would be inevitable. The second, a highly erotic experience, one which she finally entered into herself, was a sort of seduction, made possible for the mother by the girl's illness.
More research is needed on the influence which enemas have on children and how they frequently stimulate anal erotic tendencies later. Indeed, nursing training programs take cognizance of this fact, and student nurses are cautioned concerning the consequences of enemas, especially in view of the fact that such a large portion of the population, as Kinsey notes, is sensitive in the anal region.
But in Patricia's case the mother fixation is a more important factor than the enema.- The girl was assaulted by the enemas, but she could have been assaulted in other ways, and the effect would have been somewhat the same. Caprio's study, Female Homosexuality, notes several cases in which women submitted to being given enemas by another woman for erotic reasons. Even Havelock Ellis records the case of a woman who recalled pleasure while being given an enema as her earliest sexual experience. She feigned constipation in order to have it repeated. Part of the enjoyment was unquestionably the enema itself, but another, equally important aspect, was probably the fact that it was given to her by her mother, and was, therefore, an assault.
The person most disturbed in Patricia's case was her mother. Her unhappy marriage, sexual frustration, and the unwholesome focusing on her child as a love object contributed. It is doubtful that the mother was consciously aware of her own motivations, at least at first. When she gave Patricia the first enema, when the girl was thirteen, she was probably being oversolicitous about the child's health and convinced herself that this was her real reason for doing it. As the little girl herself noticed at the time, however, her mother got something more from the operation and was unquestionably enjoying introducing the tube into her. It was a substitute penis. She herself realized that she had attacked the girl sexually afterwards and was sufficiently horrified with herself to be deterred from repeating the act until the second occasion two years later. At this time, with Patricia well into puberty, the enema was a pleasurable experience, obviously and entirely sexual, which both mother and daughter enjoyed. The fact that her mother, who seems to have been somewhat reserved with her affection, lavished considerable solicitude on Patricia while giving her the enema made it an act of love. Patricia responded by feeling great affection for her mother, gratitude for the pleasure which the enema gave her, and, in particular, relief that the experience was not painful like the first one but entirely acceptable. Because of her mother's accepting attitude the girl did not feel humiliated and quickly overcame her embarrassment. After experiencing orgasm during the administering of the enema the girl regarded it as an entirely erotic adventure and one which she wanted to repeat.
Her mother now became her lover, and an unwholesome lesbian incestuous relationship sprang up between them in which the mother became the “butch” partner. Such tendencies were unquestionably latent and were a probable contributing factor to her early frigidity and to the failure of her marriage. The homosexual aspect of the relationship must also have been latent and was no doubt triggered by the first enema which she gave Patricia.
Cases of children enjoying enemas are common, although not many have actually been recorded, and there are at least a few in the literature in which mothers have confessed to erotic enjoyment when giving enemas. One such is mentioned in a study entitled Set the Children Free, a work written during the thirties. A mother showed solicitude and affection to her young daughter only on the rare occasions when she took her to the bathroom, stripped her naked, bathed her in the bathtub, and then gave her an enema. In this instance, the mother was probably only vaguely aware of the sexual implications of her behavior, if, indeed, she was aware of them at all. Unquestionably, however, the child associated affection with enemas and willingly submitted to the latter in order to have the former.
Patricia's case is unusual in the frankness of the sexuality and the fact that during and after the second enema both mother and daughter openly accepted it as a sexual experience, a bizarre form of sexual intercourse. This is indicated very clearly in Patricia's further remarks concerning the incestuous anal erotic relationship which now developed between her and her mother.

“That talk Mom and I had was really pretty important, I guess. Ever since then we've been able to talk to each other about anything, and we've been very close. I love Mom very much, and I don't think there's anything wrong in what she does to me, especially since I want her to.
“'We don't get a chance to talk very often,' she said, 'and, well, you're a growing girl, and there are things we ought to talk about.'
“I nestled down in the pillow, gazed up at her, and listened. She was being so nice, and I really felt warm toward her.
“'I guess what I'm trying to get at is-well- sex.'
“'We have hygiene at school,' I said, 'and they show us films and stuff about sex. I think I know pretty much about it.'
“'I guess you know how babies are born and all that then?'
“'Oh gosh, yes-everybody knows that stuff.'
“'Well, I'm glad, but there are other things, too. You're a growing girl, and sometimes young people have problems when they're growing up. I mean we get mixed up about some things.'
“'I don't think I'm mixed up.'
“She was thoughtful for a moment, thinking to herself, and then she said, 'Maybe I'm the one that's mixed up. When I was your age, I was in a convent school. I guess I thought I wanted to be a nun, but I soon discovered that I didn't have any vocation, and that that wasn't for me. I tried nursing when I got out of high school, and then I went to college and met your father… and that didn't work out, as you know. It wasn't all his fault. I think I'm pretty mixed up myself-about sex. Anyway, when we had relations I just found the whole thing revolting.'
“'Mom, I asked, 'remember that time when I was thirteen and you gave me that enema?'
“'Yes, I'm very sorry about that, dear.'
“"That's all right… I remember how you looked when you were giving it to me, your face… And then when you gave me an enema yesterday, and just now… Mom, is that part of sex?'
“She turned white and couldn't look at me, and I was afraid she was going to cry. I sat up in bed and put my arms around her and kissed her on the cheek.
“'Mom, I only mention it because it was so good. I mean I just loved it. I've never had anything happen to me that felt so good. I just love enemas.'
“She patted me affectionately, kissed me, and, very gently, eased me back into the bed.
“'Yes, dear,' she whispered, although we were the only two people in the house. 'I'm afraid that was sex and that your mother is pretty queer, because I enjoyed giving your those enemas.'
“'Is there anything wrong with that?' I asked.
“'I don't know,' she said uncertainly.
“'I guess we're perverts or something, aren't we? I mean, it's not really normal, is it?'
“She smiled wryly and nodded. 'I guess so… I guess we're perverts.' And she shook her head.
“'Is it wrong to be a pervert?' I asked.
“'Some people think so.'
“'I don't care about some people. I only care what you think. Before you gave me the enema, I didn't really know if you loved me…'
“'Oh, honey…'”
“'No, I mean, I guess you always have, but you don't always show it.'
“'I'm sorry.'
“'But you showed it when you gave me the enema.'
“'I guess it's a queer way to treat a daughter,” Mom said, 'but… Oh, I don't know what to say.'
“'I don't see how anything like that, that's good, that feels so good, and that makes us love each other, can be wrong.'
“'I want to believe that,' Mom said.
“'Well, I don't care,' I said defiantly. 'It's what I think. I don't think there's anything wrong with it, and I don't want it to stop.'
“'All right, honey. We'll see how your fever is tomorrow morning, and if you still have some, maybe we can use that as an excuse to give you another dose.'
“'I'd like that,' I said.
“The sun was shining through the cracks of the Venetian blinds when I woke the next morning, still groggy and sort of stuffy inside and with a little headache. I saw Mom come in, and rolled over on my back, stretched out, and put my hand on my forehead, palm up.
“'Ah, you're finally awake, dear,' Mom exclaimed. 'It's almost half past ten.'
“She took the thermometer out of the water-glass, shook it, and put it in my mouth. She felt my forehead with her cool hand. 'You're still running quite a fever,' she murmured. Then, taking the thermometer out, 'Yes, as I thought. It's still up, about a hundred and two.'
“'Does that mean that you're going to give me another enema?'
“'If you'd like me to.'
“'Yes, Mom, I would.'
“'Would-you like me to give it to you right here in bed, or in the bathroom like before?'
“'I think in the bathroom. I like taking it bending over.'
“'Okay,' she said softly. 'I like giving it to you that way, too. You have such a pretty bottom.'
“I felt this prickly sensation of pleasant anticipation, a sort of thrill that went down my spine. I decided to be very submissive and docile, and not make a commotion like before.
“Mom pulled back the covers and I swung my legs to the floor and into my slippers, and then I took my wrap from Mom, which I thought was sort of unnecessary since I was going to be showing her my bare rump in a moment, and I let her help me to my feet. I remember all these silly details because everything together is what makes it so important and not any one thing by itself. I felt sort of giddy standing up, because of the fever, I guess. I think Mom was glad of the fever because it made giving me the enema legitimate even though we both knew now that it was sex and pure sex.
“'Well, shall we go to the bathroom?' she said brightly. I nodded and followed her down the hall. Mom closed the door. I stared at the swollen enema bag and the coiled tube with real affection now. That thick long colon tube looked so sexy. It's dark red and it has a blunt end and a slit. Mom took the tube in her fingers and held it up for me to see. It was already glistening with vaseline along its whole length.
“'It's beautiful,' I said. 'I just love it.'
“It suddenly occurred to me that the tube was Mom's penis. That's what this whole thing was about. She was having intercourse with me with it.
“Very slowly I slipped out of my wrap and laid it on the floor.
“'Take down your pajama pants and bend way down, way down,' Mom said. 'Or would you like me to undress you?'
“'Yes, please, please.'
“Carefully getting myself in front of the long mirror on the door, I sort of melted softly on to Mom, cuddling my head on her breast while she slowly, deliberately, and very gently, undressed me. She slipped off my pajama top first, and I had to put my arms up, of course, so she could slide it up over my head, and then she began to fondle me, kiss my breasts, and touch them very lightly, and then massage them.
“'Oh Mom,' I gasped. I was really getting aroused.
“Then she slid down my pajama pants, again very gently and softly, and ran her fingers over my bare bottom, and down the crack. I watched her do it in the mirror, just fascinated at how round and luscious my bottom was, how tender the flesh is back there. It was wild.
“'Ohhhhhh, Mom, give me an enema, please, please!' I begged.
“I watched her hand approach with that beautiful thick tube.
“'Bend down, baby,' she whispered, 'bend way down.'
“I did. My eyes were fixed on the crack between my buttocks and I watched and felt the colon tube slide between my cheeks and press against my anus. I bent way down so that I could see the little rosette, see just where the tube pressed and where it would go in. Then I felt the most pleasurable experience I've ever known as, with very swift and deft movements, Mom literally shoved the tube up my rectum. It just slithered in, big, thick, and full. It must be what a boy's penis feels like if it goes in back there. The tube she used on me was as round and thick as a penis, only much longer, of course.
“Now Mom rested her left hand on the small of my back, with the tube coiled up in several loops, and with her right she slid it slick and straight until her fingers disappeared between my naked cheeks. The sensation was so overwhelming that I almost fainted. I just loved it. I could feel the tube worm up through the tight channel of my rectum, smooth and slippery. It hurt, but I loved the hurting part, all mixed with the most delicious sensations. I was just ecstatic.
“'Oooooh, Mom, it feels so good,' I moaned. 'Ooooooh! Ooooooh! Please keep pushing it in. Oooooooh, this enema feels good!'
“I found that if I clamped my legs very tight, and pressed against the tube, as if I had to go to the bathroom, the pleasure intensified so much that I could hardly stand it. Warm love and adoration for Mom swept over me. 'Oooooh, Mom, I love you, I love you, I love you,' I murmured. 'Ooooooh, you're making me feel so good. Ooooh, I love you.'
“She continued to massage my breasts, and to me she was my lover, penetrating me in a supreme, ecstatic act of love. I watched in the mirror as she reached back to the point where the colon tube joined the regular tube and, once again, she slid it in, all the way, until her thumb and forefinger once more disappeared between my tight buttocks. The sensation of this thrust was more intense than the first. It was terrific. I suddenly felt the tube glide free, as the tip worked its way through my rectum, and it just shot up into my colon. I could see the glassy look in my eyes and my parted lips. I moaned and moaned with ecstasy. I could hardly control myself. My vagina was pulsating and felt damp. My buttocks quivered, and I felt faint. I caught my breath and held it, while Mom continued to run the tube in until all three feet of it had been pushed up my bottom. I could feel the whole length of it, all the way up me. Dear, lovable, adorable Mom-to give me such delirious pleasure.
“'I guess you can kneel down now,' Mom said softly.
“I straightened for a moment, and stared with fascination at the tube disappearing up my backside. There's nothing more beautiful than the sight of an enema tube dangling between buttocks, disappearing up the crack. And if you see it and feel it, you can hardly stand it, it's so wild.
“I dropped to my knees and quickly leaned forward in the knee-chest position again, cradling my head in my arms; I was almost beside myself with passion because of the tube in my insides and the nakedness of my rump. I was stark naked. It was so good to be naked. I could hear the water gurgle in the tube, but a moment or two passed before I felt it spurt in. The tube was up so far that I could feel it gradually intensifying in a dull ache, a bittersweet pain that I loved. It isn't enough to just have the tube pushed in. You have to take an enema. It's part of it.
“'You're such a sweet, beautiful, good girl,' Mom whispered.
“I was enjoying the enema immensely; the tube felt good and I wished it could just stay in there. The water pouring in made it even better. It was wild, just wild.
“'You're so sweet,' Mom whispered.
“I felt her fingers on my clit, massaging gently. It was heavenly.
“'Mom, I want to lie down on my tummy with my legs apart,' I gasped.
“'Oh yes, honey… that'll be good.'
“I slipped down to the bathroom floor and spread my legs wide. I felt Mom's finger slide up my vagina very gently and she began to finger-poke me.
“'Ohhhhhh, Mom! Ohhhhhh!' I moaned. I couldn't possibly imagine anything being so good. I felt myself rising to my climax and I wriggled and trembled. 'Ooooooh, Mom! Ooooooh! Oooooooh! OOOOOOOH!' I just yelled, I was so ecstatic. Then the warm spasms of overpowering pleasure swept over me.
“Afterward, Mom left the tube in me for several minutes. Although I'd taken the whole enema, a quart of water, and had to go desperately, I didn't want the tube pulled out. It felt so nice up there. But, after a while, she slowly began to withdraw it. That was also a strange sensation, not as intense as having it pushed in, but pleasant too. When she'd pulled it out, I had to go to the toilet, of course, several times, and then she had me lie down again in bed and rest, and I was so tired I fell asleep and didn't wake up until after noon. Later, Mom brought me some tea to drink and a little lunch, and then she read to me the rest of the afternoon. I'll never forget that day. It was the happiest day I've ever had.
“Other things happened afterwards. I really got obsessed with the whole silly enema thing. I wanted one all the time. It was really nutty. Mom and I talked about it. It really bothered her a lot. She kept saying that this whole crazy thing was unnatural and all that, and she even thought that both of us should go to a psychiatrist. I kept wishing that she'd do it to me again, but she didn't, at least not for quite a while, because it really bothered her a lot. It was an absolutely insane kind of perversion, and we both knew it. We tried to find out something about it from books, but none of the psych books say much. It's really an unusual kind of perversion, not like homosexuality or masochism. Of course, there's some of both of those in it, too; that's true. It bothered me, too. It was bad enough to get your happies out of being given an enema, but by your own mother! That was really too much. I really felt queer about it. I wanted it; I wanted it desperately sometimes, but it really bothered me.
“Anyhow, I finished high school and started at the U, and, of course, as you can imagine, decided to major in psych.
I guess I'm a pretty ordinary-looking girl. My figure is pretty good and my features aren't bad, except that I have to wear glasses, but Mom says that I'm particularly pretty in glasses and that it gives my face this pixie look. I guess I'm the pixie kind of girl; that is, the way I look is that way. But there're a lot of girls like me, and especially at the U, which is pretty big. I guess they have a registration of around fourteen thousand so that you're just lost in the crowd. I don't think anybody would ever know I'm a queer. I never mention it to anyone, of course, not even hint in the slightest way. In fact, the kids at the U are always teasing me for being so straight and Victorian. I'm supposed to be one of these real wholesome, healthy, good girls. I go in for sports, swimming, track, basketball, and stuff like that. I go out on dates, to parties, and all that stuff. I get good marks; I'm president of the psych club. Sometimes I really feel like a Miss Jekyll and Miss Hyde, because if any of those kids had the slightest idea what Mom and I did-wow! There's only one thing that might give somebody the idea that something is up. I don't hate my mom like most kids do. We have no generation gap. We go to movies together, and concerts, and we have fun lots of ways. That is one big thing that happened because of this silly enema stuff. It really brought Mom and me together. We really love each other, but it isn't a proper mother-daughter love. It's something else. It's lesbian. We know it is. It's incestuous, lesbian, and it's anal. You can't be much more perverted than that, and sometimes, when I'm at school, it amuses me to think how square I am in the eyes of the kids. I don't even wear minis. I'm always so darned modest about showing my legs or anything, and that isn't an act. It really isn't. I don't like showing any of myself to anybody. Maybe I'm ashamed of my body. That's probably also the reason why I take so many showers and why I'm so darned fussy about how my clothes look and everything. I guess there're a lot of things about it.
“But back to the enemas. Mom didn't give me one for quite a while after that time, even though I wished she would. I was too shy to ask. But then one afternoon when I came home from school, I just couldn't stand it any longer, so Mom and I went into this act.
“Mom was out in the kitchen. I threw my books down on the davenport, got up my nerve, and just asked for it. 'I wonder if you'd give me an enema,' I'd blurted out.
“Mom laid down her paring knife and looked at me sort of funny. We both knew, of course, that what I wanted was sex and pure sex, but we just had to cover it up and make it seem like it was legitimate.
“'Why, whatever is the matter, honey? Are you sick?'
“'Well, sort of,' I lied, 'I'm kind of constipated.' That was particularly a lie because I'm never constipated.
“'Oh,' Mom said, 'well, how about a good dose of milk of magnesia?'
“'I'd rather take an enema,' I said stubbornly. “'Why?'
“Of course, she knew why, but neither of us wanted to admit it.
“'I'd rather get all cleaned out right away and not have to wait for a laxative or something to work.'
“Mom arched her eyebrows. Mom is pretty young, and she's also very pretty, prettier than me, in fact. 'Well, of course, I'll give you an enema if you want one,' she said slowly. 'Suppose you get it ready, slip out of your things, and call me when you want me to come.'
“I was elated, and feeling so sexy I could hardly stand it. I went into the bathroom, filled the fountain syringe, smeared great gobs of cold cream on the colon tube with trembling fingers, and then stripped down my skirt, my half slip and panties, and took off my shoes. I kept rubbing my bare bottom. I could hardly wait. 'I'm ready,' I called.
“'Oh, she's all undressed,' Mom said brightly.
“Like always, I deliberately stood so that I could see my own bottom in the mirror. Then I spread my legs apart, bent down and grabbed my ankles. I just quivered all over when Mom inserted the tube. Oh, it was good.
“'Do you want me to run it way up in, dear?' Mom whispered.
“'Yes, please. Oooooh!' I closed my eyes and surrendered to the tube as it penetrated me. I tried to keep from yelling and moaning, but without much success. The sensation was sweet, real sweet, and as Mom slid the tube up high through my rectum and into my colon, I came. 'Oooooh, Mom, it feels so good! Oooooh! Ooooooh!'
“I took the enema kneeling down as usual. Then, later, when it was all over I came out and sat next to Mom on the sofa. She was reading a magazine.
“'Honey, that certainly turns you on, doesn't it?' she said.
“'Uh-huh; I guess it does.'
“'Well, tell me any time you want me to give you one. I may not always, because it isn't good for you to have them too often, but it's good for you to have a good cleaning out once in a while, and if you enjoy it that much, swell. Just enjoy away.'
“'Thanks, Mom,' I said. 'I'll try not to ask too often.'
“Ever after that Mom's been giving me enemas, always the same way, and I always get a terrific reaction every time she does. If I say I love it, it's an understatement. I guess she gives me one on the average of twice a month. I'd like it more often, but she's pretty reluctant, so if I've had two in any one month I never ask again.
“I don't know what all this is doing to me in other ways, though. Like I say, I go out on dates with boys and stuff, and I think everybody thinks I'm just a regular normal girl, if anything, sort of straight. But I don't know where it's all going to end. Mom and I have this hang-up and I don't ever want to leave her, not ever. I don't know whether or not I could ever really get serious with a boy. I guess it'll have to work out somehow.”

Patricia, then, is a very special kind of deviant. She is highly regressive, something which is apparent in her personality and appearance. She seems much younger than her twenty-two years. She clings stubbornly to her childhood, desperately resisting maturity. For the time being, while she is at the university, she can continue being a child. Sooner or later, however, life will shatter her little world. Her mother will grow old and die, and unless she establishes a new relationship with at least one other person, she will be condemned to bitter loneliness and isolation. She will probably turn to autoerotic fantasies and practices while all the while cultivating an external prudishness. She needs psychotherapy of the directive type and a drastic reordering of her psychosexual patterns.



CHAPTER THREE



KAREN


Homosexual Analism

NOTE: The beginning of Karen's history has been presented in the Introduction.
“That experience with the prostitute in London really turned me on. After I flew home and had to go back to work in that stupid office, I just couldn't help thinking about it. It was really weird. But it was also frustrating in other ways, too. I couldn't talk about it to anybody. The whole thing was just too queer. I thought a little of going to a shrink, but I was afraid they'd cart me off to the looney bin, and, anyway, the whole thing was much too embarrassing and disgusting to tell anybody, even a psychiatrist. Anyway, I didn't go.
“I also thought of moving to New York. The city where I live is sort of medium-size, not quite big enough to be completely anonymous or to have enough freaky people. I thought a little of switching jobs and moving to Greenwich Village. I might meet somebody there like me.
“But then there was this other problem. It took me a long time to admit to myself that I got more of a charge out of being worked over by another woman than by a fellow. There were these fellows I mentioned earlier, my cousin, especially, and the times he stuck his wienie up my fanny when I was a kid. It still gets me really excited when I remember that, how it felt, and everything. But mostly I remember that time in London when the prostitute gave it to me back there with the dildoe. That was the best that had happened to me up until then. That meant I was a lesbian, and it really bothered me to have to admit that to myself. Maybe I'm bisexual, which isn't quite so bad. But I think that bisexual is almost the same as being homosexual. It's funny, but the homosexual part bothers me more than the fact that I'm queer that other way, too, that I want something up my rear and not the regular way. I've come to terms with it all since, though. I am what I am, and that's it.
“Anyway, I didn't move into New York but stayed here, and the longer I went the more frustrated I got. I wanted to repeat what happened in London, and I wanted to find another woman. I wanted a 'butch' to work me over, a strong dominant woman who would assault me anally and I wanted her to like it just as much as me. It couldn't be just a prostitute like in London. It had to be something real, something that I could share with another person.
“One day I happened to pick up one of those racy weekly papers, you know the kind that have freaky headlines like Dad Rapes Five-Year-Old Daughter. I don't think I'd have had nerve enough to buy one, but there was one lying on the seat of the bus and I just stuffed it into my purse when nobody was looking.
“When I got home I looked at it, just out of curiosity, and discovered that there were two pages of ads in it, a lot like the ones I'd seen in London, not ads from prostitutes, or at least they weren't supposed to be, but from freaky people and lonely people. I thought about those ads a lot, and finally decided to put one in myself. I decided that if an answer came I could just make up my mind what to do. No one would know anything about it.
“I didn't put the ad in right off, but I thought about it a lot. Finally, I wanted someone so bad that I just decided to plunge and see what happened. I wrote a little ad in which I said:

Young lady, dark-brown hair, brown eyes, five foot four, usually considered attractive would like to meet dominant woman. I am very submissive.

I put a dollar in the envelope like the instructions said and sent it to the paper to their Miss F-.
The ad didn't come out for quite a while. I got up nerve to buy the darned papers, though not at the place I usually get my magazines, and for three weeks I waited for it to appear. Finally, it did. There was my name and the name of the city and also a number. At first I wished I hadn't done it. Suppose somebody should find out. But I decided that that was stupid, because how could they?
“Well, then, after about a week, letters started coming in. I guess about fifteen came in all, most of them from men. I don't suppose there are many young women who put ads in these things. I just threw away the ones from men. Most of the ones from women weren't too satisfactory either. A couple of them were from fairly old women, forty-five or so, and one of the ones that came from younger ones talked about flagellation, which isn't really my thing. Two of the others were just from girls who were lonely. I felt sorry for them, but I didn't think they were what I was looking for.
“There was this one note, though, that I had a funny feeling about. The girl who wrote it said she was twenty-seven, and that she lived in New York. The letter really didn't say much, but it was a nice letter, and the handwriting was nice. From the words she used and all that, I was pretty sure that she was sort of refined, probably been to college, or at least was decently educated.
“I just couldn't write about what I'm like, and I didn't really have much idea what she was like from her letter, but I decided to take a chance and phone her. She gave me her phone number.
“'I'm calling from…,' I said on the phone. 'And it's about a letter I got.'
“'What letter is that?' she asked in a sort of suspicious tone of voice.
“'You said you were twenty-seven and firm but gentle…
“'Are you going to answer my letter?'
“'I–I thought maybe we might have lunch together or something in New York.'
“'All right,' she said.
“We made the date. I would take the bus to New York, Saturday and she would meet me at the bus terminal. Then we'd go someplace together for lunch and to get acquainted, and just take it from there. She had signed her note 'A Friend' and we decided that we wouldn't exchange names or anything like that until we'd gotten together.
“I could hardly wait for Saturday. It was really going to be an adventure. But, finally, it came. I put on my prettiest skirt, put a few things in an overnight bag, just in case, and caught the 8:17 for the city.
“'Hi,' she said when I got off the bus. I'd told her what I'd be wearing. It's easy for girls to get together. Nobody suspects. She was very pretty, taller than me, with long black hair, and dark eyes, slender. I'd hoped she would be pretty and she was.
“She looked at me sort of funny, and I could tell from the way she looked at me that she liked what she saw. I was glad about that, too, of course, although I'm conceited enough to think I didn't have to worry.
“We took a cab to the Village and to one of those little cafes that are sort of quiet, dark and intimate, a place where we could talk and feel easy. She made all the decisions, which was just the way I wanted it.
“Anyway, we started talking, and pretty soon she told me her name was Eileen and I said I was Karen. She was an art teacher at a college and had her own apartment over on the West Side. We talked about art and stuff, and a little bit about travel. She goes to Europe every summer. But both of us were sort of shy about getting into what we both knew was pounding away in our minds. I decided, though, if she was really a 'butch' she'd bring up anything and make all the advances.
“'How about coming up to my apartment for drinks?' she asked after we'd wandered around a gallery awhile. We spent some time poking around in those little galleries looking at new shows. Eileen knew her way around and most of the directors seemed to know her. Not a word was said about sex, and I really wondered if I was on the wrong track, but at that point I didn't care because I just liked her for herself now anyway. It was hard to imagine anybody like her being lonely; she was so pretty and also had a really charming personality. But if she really was lesby that would explain it, maybe.
“Finally we ended up at her apartment. It was really beautiful. She had to have a lot of money to furnish it the way she did, more than she could have earned as an art teacher. I soon found out that I was right about that part. Her family was rich and she'd gone to some pretty fancy schools.
“We had those drinks, dinner together later toward evening; all that time neither of us said anything about sex, and she made no advances or anything. It was just as if we had been old friends.
“But after dinner things started to happen. Eileen turned the lights down low and we settled down on her davenport to watch her color TV. She sat close to me and after a while I felt her arm around my shoulder. Instead of brushing it away or anything I just sort of snuggled, just let myself go. That was the signal. Gently and very slowly, she started reaching down toward my breasts with her fingers. I leaned against her and closed my eyes. I decided to just let her do everything, just let whatever was going to happen happen. It was nice. Pretty soon I was sort of lying in her arms and she was fondling my breasts and kissing me and running her hands over my thighs, the way a fellow would, but I liked it much better when she did it. I really loved what she was doing and I just let her go on, all the while dying to know what she was going to do with me. Something was going to happen.
“The news came on and the late show started.
“'Let's go to bed,' she whispered.
“It was the first thing she'd said since we'd started necking. I was really hot by then, just dying to have her attack me in the rear, but I decided that if she didn't, if she chose to do something else, I'd just go along with it.
“She showed me where the bath was and I had my shower and put on my short nightgown, one of those filmy things you can see through. When I came out pink and gleaming from the bath, she just devoured me with her eyes; the way she stared at me just about made me into a wild woman, but I was good and controlled myself.
“Finally we were in bed together, just lying there like husband and wife, in the dark, with the gleam of the luminous dial of her clock the only thing that you could see. She started making love to me again.
“First she kissed me all over and fondled my breasts like she had before, then she started working down lower and gently massaged my thighs. It was a real titillating sensation. I just surrendered to it and let it all happen. My body was aflame. Oh, how I wanted her to penetrate me. I hoped she had a dildoe. She just had to.
“Then she started sucking my breasts, licking them and tickling the nipples with the tip of her tongue.
“'Ohhh, Eileen,' I moaned. 'Ohhhhhh!' I just couldn't keep from moaning it was so nice. Then she started giving me what I think is called a trip around the world. She started working her tongue over my breasts, which were hard as could be, and then she worked down over me until she was down between my thighs. She licked and licked me down there, tickled me with her tongue, titillated my clitoris and rolled me over and tongued my anus. I just kept moaning and moaning. I was in ecstasy. It was hard to get my breath, I was so excited. Oh, it was wonderful. But I still wanted her to penetrate me. This oral stuff is okay for preliminaries, but for me, anyway, it isn't the real thing. I wanted something up my bottom, but, wild as I was, I couldn't ask her for a thing. I just loved being completely submissive. If it happened it happened.
“She got up from the bed and went to her bureau drawer and I heard her fumbling in the dark. I hoped she was getting a dildoe. She was. When she came back and climbed into bed with me I could feel it. It was strapped onto her just like on the prostitute in London. Oh boy, I was going to get it now, but I just hoped she'd stick it up my rear. I was willing to take it the other way, but I really wanted it in the rear.
“She went on caressing me and sliding my nightie up. Then she rolled on top of me and Started working the dildoe into my vagina. I was trembling all over. It was nice. It hurt, but it was nice. I was glad that-because of an accident when I was a kid-there was no hymen to break. But I was also sort of disappointed, because, to me, doing it vaginally is really nothing. She pushed it up me and started screwing. I pretended that I liked it more than I actually did, but you can't pretend a thing like that. She knew, although she didn't say anything. Anyway, after a while she withdrew it, and then what I'd been hoping all along would happen did.
“Without saying anything at all she rolled me over on my side, and I sort of drew up my legs. I thought she was probably going to go on screwing me the regular way, but instead, and to my delight, I felt the dildoe start working up my rectum. I gasped.
“'Like it?'
“'Oh yes.'
“'Better than the other way?'
“'Yes-s-s-s-s-s!'
“As we were saying that, she was very gently pressing it through my anus and right into my rectum. I could hardly stand it, it felt so good. I must be really queer. I don't seem to feel much of anything in front, but back there it just drives me wild. She worked it in very slowly, very slowly. I closed my eyes and relaxed, which was pretty hard, and just let it push on up in. All the while, she kept massaging my breasts, and running her hands up and down my thighs, and kissing me and everything, making love to me, like she was a man and I was her mistress. No man would ever make love like she did.
“Her dildoe was a little bigger than the one the prostitute had used on me in London, but I just surrendered to it. It hurt at first. It hurt like mad, almost like I was being torn apart. But, you know, I like that sensation. I wouldn't like it to last too long, but it's sort of nice to be hurt a little. But after it was in, I got used to it. It felt very big in me. Then she poked it up higher. It's pretty long, about nine inches, which is as long as a rather hefty penis, I guess. It can go in quite a long way. She kept working it in and working it in until it was all the way up. Then she started screwing me. We both worked together on that. I pressed back and pushed back and she pushed forward, and it slid in and out and in and out. It's hard to push it in and out at first. My rectum was so tight, but the more you do it the easier it gets. The sphincter muscles relax, I think. And after she had been pumping me quite a few times I began to feel this absolutely delicious sensation sweep over me, a real congestion that grew in me. It was much more intense than that time in London or any of the other times when I fooled around.
“'Ohhhhhh, Eileen!' I cried. I just couldn't stop from crying out. She kept saying, 'Honey, honey, honey, honey,' over and over again in this real cooing voice. It really turned me on. Then, when she plunged it up me right up to the hilt, all the way through my rectum, I came. And boy did I come. I trembled and wriggled and wiggled all over, moaned and groaned. It was just about the most terrific experience I'd ever had in my whole life. I've never tried LSD, or any of that stuff, but I'm sure that none of it could send me like Eileen did with that dildoe up my bottom.
“We both came. We were panting and shaking all over. I really fell in love with her right then. She was just about a perfect stranger, but I knew that from now on I was hers and she could do just about anything with me she wanted. I just wanted to stay with her and be near her, and make her happy and everything. I loved her. I loved her like a woman loves a man. But I knew now that I could never love a man that way, and that I was really a homosexual. I was a lesbian and there was no fooling about any of that.
“We were both exhausted after that go. We took turns showering and she got me another nightie. Mine was just soaking from sweat. After we got back in bed, all we did was go off to sleep.
“Next morning, pretty early, I was dreaming that someone was working a dildoe up me, and as I gradually started to waken I found out it was true.
Someone was. I went to sleep lying on my side and Eileen was screwing me, very gently sliding it all the way in. Oh, it was nice. I just let myself go, and it was just wonderful to have this drowsy sleepy feeling and have that happen. It wasn't ecstatic like the night before, but just sweet and comfortable. I just let her go on doing it.
“'You really like getting it back there, don't you, honey?' she said while we were doing the breakfast dishes.
“'Uh-huh.'
“I still felt sort of embarrassed about the whole thing. It's so queer. I mean, I don't really mind doing it. I love it. But talking about it sort of gets me up tight. That's funny, isn't it?
“We kept off sex the rest of the day. Neither of us mentioned it at all. We went to the Metropolitan Art Museum and spent the whole afternoon there, then we had dinner in a swank restaurant, spent some time on Fifth Avenue in places like Saks, and I bought some new clothes. Eileen just absolutely insisted on that. She made me get them, picked them out, in fact, and bought them. I found I just loved having her make decisions and do things for me. It wasn't like a mother doing it, or an older sister; well, maybe it could be something like that. It was really more like being taken care of by a very gentle man. Yet, there's absolutely nothing mannish in the way Eileen looks and the way she acts. I mean, she's really very feminine in appearance. She's beautiful. I think she's much prettier than me with that long dark hair, and her figure is gorgeous, too. Her clothes are very chic. But she likes to take care of people. She gets something out of that. She likes the protective bit, likes running people's lives, some would say, and, above all, she adores doing things to me that give me pleasure.
“I discovered that I really liked being submissive. I hadn't known before that I did. In fact, I'd always thought of myself as being sort of an independent type. But, boy, was I wrong about that part. I love to lean. I really do. Where sex is concerned, I just love to let Eileen do everything; I want her to decide when we do it, and for her to do absolutely everything and for me to be completely passive and submissive. I like to have her undress me, penetrate me, do everything. And she's the opposite. She likes me to be submissive. She likes to do everything; she gets a real bang out of that. So I'm glad she answered that ad because we're just meant for each other. We're perfect. We couldn't be more perfect if we were an ideally matched husband and wife.
“But I have to tell what happened when we came back to her apartment. We had a few drinks and stuff, and then she started going into this other mood, started acting very stern and bossy. She also started scolding me, but in a peculiar sort of way. It was more like she was acting out something, like we were in a play.
“How it started was like this. We were doing the dishes. Eileen washed, and I dried. One of the cups was slippery with soap, fell out of my hands and smashed.
“'You clumsy bitch,' she snarled. 'Now you're going to get it!'
“'I… I'm sorry,' I whimpered.
“'Sorry? Well, I'll give you something to make you sorry!'
“I found myself trembling all over when she said that, but it wasn't from fright, and it wasn't because I thought Eileen was really mad at me. It was different. It was just like it was when she did me with the dildoe.
“Suddenly she produced this birch. I don't know where it came from. We were right there in the kitchen.
“'All right,' she said savagely, 'now you're going to get it. Pull up your dress, take down your panties, and bend over.'
“'Oh no, Eileen, please, please, I won't do it again!' I felt like a little girl again, like I did when Mom paddled me on the bare bottom. I'd forgotten about those times. I was all excited.
“'Go on,' she said, 'pull up your dress.'
“Right there in the kitchen, I did as she said. I pulled up my skirt, way up above my waist, slid down my panties, and bent over on the counter. My bottom felt so bare, and it was so humiliating. I blushed and blushed, and all the time I felt humiliated and was blushing I just enjoyed it.
Swoosh! She stung me on the backside and I yelped. It burned like mad. It hurt, and I mean it really hurts, but I liked it. Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!
” 'Oh, Eileen, please, it hurts, it hurts, it hurts!' I wailed. I sobbed and wriggled my bottom.
“'Are you going to do that again?'
“'No, Eileen, no, please, please, please don't!'
“She was driving me wild. My pussy was just dripping. Oh, it was painful and sweet all at the same time. Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish! Boy, what a spanking she gave me!
“I was really crying, and I'm not fooling one bit when I say it hurt, because it did. But the funny thing about the whole thing was that I knew that she wasn't really mad at all and that she was actually loving me this way, and that as much as it hurt I really dug it. I've read about masochists, and I know about this flagellation stuff, but, again, I'd never thought I was one of those. I must really be queer. I seem to like just about everything that's way out. But I guess that's the way I am, though.
“What happened after the spanking was really a gas. Eileen led me into the bedroom, making me keep holding my dress up. Then she sat down on the bed and drew me over her lap so that my-bare bottom was right there in front of her. On the way in I got a glimpse of my ass in the mirror and it was all red and streaked, and, somehow, that got me excited, too. Gosh, sex is funny! The nuttiest things can turn you on.
“Anyhow, there I was over her lap, feeling like I was about eight years old and she was my mom. I sort of liked that feeling. My bottom was stinging like mad. I thought she'd probably paddle me some more, and I didn't know whether or not I could stand it, but I decided that I'd just have to.
“Instead, something else happened. I felt her very gently rubbing salve over my flesh back there, cool, soothing salve, and then she started cooing to me real gentle, as if she hadn't paddled me at all, but that it had been some other mean and brutal woman, and she was a very gentle, kind, and loving big sister.
“'Poor little Karen,' she whispered over and over again. 'Poor baby, sweet baby. Oh, I love you so much… I'll take away all the sting and hurt.'
“That was wonderful. I liked it more than I did the paddling, although I had to admit that the two went together, and that this wouldn't be half as nice if there wasn't the paddling first. Gradually my cheeks cooled down and the sting and burn subsided.
“I thought that would probably be all to this little episode, but something else happened. I felt something hard and thick push between my buttocks and press against my anus. I gasped when it suddenly slid in, and when I looked back to see what she was doing to me I saw that she was pushing the nozzle of a douche syringe, one of those bulb deals, up my backside. It hurt a little, like the dildoe, but I was getting real used to that now. I think my sphincter muscles were relaxing more now. Anyway, the sensation was terrific. I pressed up with my bottom to help her get it in. Oh, how I wanted it in. And as she slid it up to the hilt she squeezed the bulb and squirted the water up my rectum. Oooooh, it was such a wonderful enema. I just came on the spot I was so excited. I kept moaning and moaning, begging her to push it in and give me more. She had a pan by the bed with soapy water in it, and after filling the syringe a second time she pushed it up me again and squeezed. That was more than I could stand and I came a second time. By then I had to go desperately.
“That evening, after we went to bed, Eileen made love to me again, just the same as the last time. She cuddled me in her arms, made me feel like a little kid in a way, and also like a very helpless and beautiful girl in the arms of a very strong man. She could make me feel one way or the other. She whispered in my ear in this sort of husky voice, kissed me, and let her tongue push between my teeth and into my mouth; she then started biting my breasts, just the nipples, and massaging them. Then she started in on me with the dildoe, rammed it up my backside, and I do mean rammed, and pumped me like fury. It hurt like blazes. I felt like she was ripping me apart.
“'Ow! Ohhhhhhhhhh. Ow! Owwwwwwwww!' I moaned. But I loved it. In fact, I liked it better when she was brutal with me than when she was gentle. I came twice.”

Frank Caprio's Female Homosexuality mentions situations resembling Karen's, although seldom with the anal component. The desire to be hurt is frequently encountered among submissive lesbians, and usually takes the form of flagellation. Karen, as noted, discovered a fondness for the latter, perhaps because it fulfilled the earlier desire when she witnessed another child being punished. In Karen's case, anal eroticism is combined with masochism and homosexuality. The latter impulses were aroused by the prostitute in London, the former by a spanking incident when she was very young.
Several reasons probably account for her anal-ism. In the Introduction, several of her anal experiences were noted; her submission to sodomy with her cousin, and the stimulus from enemas. Unquestionably, she is very sensitive in the anal zone. Her lack of interest in vaginal stimulus, indeed, her repugnance toward it, is interesting. Karen has reversed the usual attitudes. To most people, and women in particular, everything connected with the anus is repulsive and unpleasant. Normally speaking, there is disgust, especially in our culture, because the anus is associated with feces, unpleasant odors, and waste. To Karen, however, her anus is clean. She does not think of feces at all; as with nearly all anal erotics, there is no coprophilia. Instead, she is repelled by the vagina because of menstruation which disgusts her and also the normal secretions from the mucous membranes. Karen does not regard her vagina as a primary erogenous zone; indeed, to her, it is scarcely an erogenous zone at all.
What is most important, however, is Karen's homosexuality. During early puberty she was bisexual, a common enough feature in young girls. But her development was toward homosexuality rather than away from it. These tendencies were not conscious but subliminal. They recurred in dreams, which, in turn, triggered the desire for homosexual anal assault, and which led to the important episode in London when she submitted to anal penetration by the prostitute.
This incident, more pleasurable in reality than she had anticipated, confirmed her anal homosexuality and put her clearly in that camp. Previous experiences were experimental and were not necessarily deviate since it was not clear that she preferred them to genital heterosexual intercourse. The incident in London produced deviation. After it, she was no longer bisexual, which is really modified homosexuality, but entirely homosexual. She did not desire the attentions of men after that experience but wanted to assume the submissive role with a dominant woman.
Her homosexuality created problems. For one thing, it took some time for Karen to accept it, to identify herself as a homosexual without excessive pangs of guilt. She remained somewhat uncommitted on this score when she placed the ad. She tried to convince herself that her real motivation was loneliness, and she did not make her homosexual desires explicit. She continued to regard homosexuality as a shameful thing, even more so than her analism. Some of this is no doubt because homosexuality is the most common deviation and homosexuals are subject to considerable social disapproval whereas analism by itself is comparatively uncommon and receives little public attention. In her case, however, there were no religious or moral conflicts. Karen does not disapprove of sexual deviation, believes in permissiveness, and follows the approach of others in her generation who subscribe to the philosophy of Henry Miller's Tropic of Capricorn and moral individualism in the realm of sex. She believes that everybody should do their own thing. Since she held this position intellectually, it was easy for her to adjust to being a homosexual, and to admit this fact to herself without undue guilt feelings. Karen does not have a guilt complex.
The experiment with the ad proved very successful. Through it Karen was fortunate enough to find another girl who was both congenial and dominant. What was established, in consequence, was a kind of pair bond, an unofficial marriage. The two girls approached each other cautiously, as though they were man and woman, and, after suitable preliminaries, indulged in what amounts to sexual intercourse. The fact that the physical aspects of their sexual union became anal and involved the use of the dildoe and other instruments is really of very little importance. It was intercourse, and it involved love, the union of two persons physically and psychically.
According to Frederick Redlich and Daniel Freedman's Theory and Practice of Psychiatry, abnormal behavior can be classified into four broad categories: neurosis, psychosis, psychopathy, and deviation. Deviates are not necessarily neurotic, or, if they are, their neuroses might be based on very different grounds than their abnormal sex problems. Karen is an excellent example of this. She is an effective person, intelligent, competent, able to relate to other people, and quite capable of warmth in her affective life. She is really a fairly normal person who happens to be an anally erotic homosexual.
This raises an important point. Should a deviate necessarily be classified as abnormal? There is considerable disagreement on this score. Some authorities consider deviates in general, and homosexuals in-particular, to be sick and recommend therapy. There is a small but growing group, however, who question the use of the term “deviation” altogether and consider so-called “deviates” to be perfectly normal, well-functioning persons who have certain preferences and tastes in the sexual area which are not shared by the majority of people.
There is much to be said on both sides of this argument. On the one hand, because deviation is not socially acceptable, except among minority groups such as the youth counterculture, persons who deviate sexually are subject to disapproval, are obliged to be secretive, and are made to feel guilty on account of their deviation. On the other hand, it can be argued that it is society itself that is sick, as Fromm insists in his Sane Society, and it is perhaps even healthier for deviates to practice their perversions than to attempt to conform. Added to this argument is the fact that overpopulation is now a major world problem and that human procreation is no longer desirable, even in the more advanced Western nations. The deviate may be actually making a worthy contribution to the human race by the diversion of his sexuality into nonprocreative channels. One can even conceive of a future world in which the mores are reversed and in which heterosexual genital sex is deviant and homosexuality and other deviations normal. In such a situation secretiveness and fear of social disapproval would cause people now considered normal to behave neurotically.
Karen's is the kind of case that refutes absolutism in the realm of sexual behavior and mores. She is a deviant, but she is not a disturbed person, being like any normal but lonely person who suffered pangs of unfulfilled yearning until she found a mate. Having found a soul mate, she was then able to enter into a normal and happy lesbian marriage.
The one major problem here, however, is how long the marriage can be expected to last. Caprio notes the frequency of homosexual pair bonds, but also suggests that very few of these last more than a year. The record is not as good as in the case of common-law marriages between men and women, which frequently are unusually stable. Unless Karen is able to maintain a more or less permanent relationship, she may be in difficulty. Her middle and later years may be lonely. Also, as frequently occurs, her later years may be plagued with regrets and self-depreciation.

“I stayed with Eileen after that. I wish there was some way that two lesbians who love each other could marry, but, in a way, I guess, we did. We went down to a church and pledged our love to each other and made vows to each other. That's a kind of marriage, I guess. It's as much a marriage as people have who live common law with each other.
“We decided that I would quit my job and move in with Eileen, and that her apartment would be our home. Money was absolutely no problem, as I said, because Eileen has an independent income and doesn't have to work. She likes to work, though, and she is very keen on her career. I like to take care of a house and all that, so it was easy for us to decide that she would be sort of the 'man' of the house, bring in the bacon, make all the decisions about money and all that, while I'd take care of the apartment, do the shopping, and everything else that a regular wife does.
“That was really a good idea we had, and it works out fine. We both really like it. Karen hates housework and doesn't have to do anything, and the only reason I worked was because I had to and it's great to have all my time to organize myself. Also, living in one of these big high-rises in New York makes us completely independent. We like it that we don't know our neighbors and that stuff. No one pays any attention to us; we have our own life. We have friends, of course, mostly young mod types, longhairs and freaks from the Village. They know we're lesby, but that's cool with them. Our friends include both homos and straights.
“But it's our sex life that's really the gas. We both love it. Okay, here's an example of what happened one night. Eileen came home, and I could hardly wait because I was really up tight. I just wanted it in the worst way. She did, too, which was really cool. It's always best when both of us really want it.
“As soon as Eileen came in the door, I went into my bad little girl act. I confessed in this really penitent way that I had overdrawn my checking account at the bank because there was this hat I just couldn't resist.
“'You're a very very bad girl,' she snapped, 'and you're really going to get it now!'
“'No, no, please,' I whimpered. 'I won't do it again. I promise I won't. I'll be real good.'-“But she grabbed me, flung me across her lap, rolled up my skirt, pulled my panties down, and began to give me a real paddling. I squealed and wiggled, begged her to stop, but she kept right on paddling me until my bottom was burning red and it hurt so much I couldn't stand it anymore.
“'Okay, come with me,” she ordered, 'and keep your dress up.'
“She yanked me toward the bathroom. I knew that that would be the second act and had everything ready for it. She pushed me in, smacked me across the bare bottom one more time, and then ordered me to bend over.
“Now she strapped on the dildoe and I felt it working up my rear end. It was marvelous. I spread my legs wide apart and bent down so that my head was between my legs.
“'Please don't, please don't.' I kept yelling, although of course I wanted it in the worst way.
“She shoved the dildoe up me as hard as she could. It just ripped and tore, or at least that's the way it felt. I kept yelling 'Ow! Ow! Ow!' and she kept snarling at me to shut up and take it. I took it all right. It was just about killing me, but I took it. Then I felt myself coming. Oh, it was delicious, like always. I just kept moaning and groaning as she banged me, and I was sorry when it was over, but it had to be because I was starting to feel pretty sore back there and my buttocks were still stinging from the paddling.
“After it was over, we both lay down for a while on the bed and then showered and got into some fresh clothes. We both felt great after that, and I went out in the kitchen and started dinner. Neither of us mentioned a word about what we had just done, and just acted as if nothing had happened at all. It was that way most of the night, up until after the news and the beginning of the late show. Then we started necking on the couch. I let her fondle me all over, my breasts, and especially the nipples, my thighs, everything, and then we went to bed. Eileen stripped me naked, taking off my clothes, garment by garment, really slowly, and then made me kneel down on the bed. After that she shoved the dildoe up my rear end again, but this time she was very gentle and pumped back and forth very very gently. I don't like that quite as well as when she's brutal with me, but it's nice and comfortable. Both of us came again doing it that way.
“We don't have sex every night; only when both of us feel in the mood, or sometimes when one of us wants it real bad. Then, even if the other one doesn't, she puts up with it. I'm the one who wants it the most.
“The funny thing, though, is that we do these crazy things, things where we're both stark naked and where she is doing very intimate things to me, but neither of us ever talk about it much. It isn't because the subject is uninteresting, it's just because both of us are really very shy. I know that doesn't make sense in view of what I just said about what we did and what we do. But it's true. We both like sex a lot, our kind of sex, and we do the darndest things; but just try talking about it and we both start to sort of blush and get tongue-tied. I don't think it's because we feel ashamed of what we do. We can talk about sex in an intellectual sort of way and both of us are very strong on women's lib and all that, and we both believe in the permissive society, and that everybody should do his own thing. But if we get on to what we do personally, with each other, it's different. We just can't discuss it.
“I don't think there's anything wrong with what Eileen and I do together, but something else happened last year, and I'm not so sure about that. It's kind of hard to talk about, but here goes.
“Eileen and I had been living together for about a year and a half when this letter came for her.
“'It's from my brother Chuck,' she said.
“He lives out on the Coast, he and his wife and Sheila, their daughter, who was around twelve then. Maybe she was a little older. I don't know much about kids and how old they are from how they look.
“'Chuck and Alicia, that's his wife, are going over to Japan on sort of a second honeymoon,' Eileen said, 'and they want to know if Sheila can stay with us for a couple of months this summer.'
“I was against it immediately. There's one thing that is sort of queer about me-well, one thing among a lot of queer things. I don't like kids. Eileen does, sort of. But I detest the monsters. I enjoyed being a kid, but I don't like the whole parenthood bit. Anyway, I was appalled, and the first thing I said was 'no way.' But I could see that Eileen was a little disappointed, so I quickly added, 'Oh, sure, it's okay.'
“Eileen wasn't going to send the invitation at first, but I coaxed her into it because I knew she wanted it. It made me a little jealous. I think that's part of the trouble. I'm really an awfully possessive bitch. I just want Eileen all to myself, and it sort of bugged me that there were these other people around cluttering up her life. But I knew that was selfish and stupid, so I did more than go along with the idea. I promoted it. Finally, I convinced Eileen that I wasn't being a martyr, which, of course, I really was, and she wrote to her brother and said we'd love to have Sheila stay with us.
“I had to pick Sheila up at the airport. She was a quiet little kid with long brown curls and a pretty, pert little face. She looked just a little like Eileen, her nose and mouth, that is, and it gave me sort of an idea what Eileen might have looked like at that age. She wears glasses, but in her case they make her look even prettier.
“It was sort of hard getting anything out of her. She's a very shy kid, you know, withdrawn. I asked her about her trip on the plane and all that stuff and she just answered in monosyllables, so after a while I just gave up and we rode to the high rise from the air terminal in silence.
“I thought she'd probably brighten up a bit when Eileen came home, but she was just about as quiet with her as with me. Both of us, in fact, began to wonder if it was such a good idea to have her, and I was really wondering what the heck I was going to do with her all day. I was going to be the one stuck with her most of the time.
“But that didn't turn out to be as bad a deal as I thought. Sheila was a pretty easygoing little thing, pretty amenable to almost anything going on, and no trouble. I took her to the Bronx Zoo and the Lincoln Center. Like Eileen, she's pretty artistic and could spend hours just sketching. We sat quite a bit over at Riverside Park. I watched the ships cruise up the Hudson, while Sheila sketched in charcoal. She was pretty good. Actually, I found I kind of liked having her around because she was company, and I was alone most of the day, and it was sort of fun showing her New York and all that.
“In the evening, back in the apartment, Eileen and I would be relaxing in the armchair and davenport while Sheila sprawled out on the rug on her stomach, chin cupped in her hands, watching TV. She wore shorts quite a bit, and I found myself studying her very round little rump, and wondering what her buttocks were like bare, and gazing at her nicely contoured calves and thighs.
“That kept happening evening after evening, and I found myself getting more and more aroused sexually by Sheila. Part of it was her shapely little figure, but a lot of it was because her flesh was so young and fresh, so soft and sleek. Girls are prettiest, I think, when they're very young-Sheila's age or a little older. I also kept having these fantasies, too, about Sheila. I kept wondering if she'd ever had an enema and what it would be like to give her one, and what it would be like to watch her being pumped up her bottom with the dildoe. I didn't want to do any of that stuff myself. I just wanted to watch while Eileen did it. That was what my fantasies were all about.
“I used to get mad at myself for having these fantasies. She's just a kid, after all, I told myself. What you and Eileen do together is one thing, but it's wrong, very very wrong to even think about doing anything to a little kid.
“But the more I thought about how wrong it was, and scolded myself, and tried to keep from thinking about Sheila, the more I thought about her. It was different from what I thought about Eileen. That was love. What I thought about Sheila was pure unadulterated flesh-pot style sex, crude, perverted, and wicked.
“I wondered what Eileen thought about Sheila, but, although I sometimes thought I caught her looking at her, too, she never in the least way hinted. We went on with our usual fanny-banging in the privacy of our bedroom, but now, when Eileen was shoving the dildoe up me, I kept imagining that it was Sheila who was getting it, and that I was watching and feeling it both at the same time.
“Then, during the really hot part of August, and when Sheila had only a couple of weeks before she flew home to L.A., the kid got sick. We drove out to Long Island this one Saturday and stopped in one of those seafood places. We all had lobster and Sheila had clams as an appetizer, Eileen and I had shrimp cocktails. Anyway, Sheila swallowed one of the clams and suddenly gagged and made an awful face.
“'What's the matter, cherub?' said Eileen brightly. 'Go down the wrong way?'
“'No, it tasted awful-rotten.'
“Sheila was fussy about food and Eileen and I just laughed at her and told her to stop being so silly.
“But Sheila wasn't being silly. The clams had gone off and the next morning she woke up with very severe cramps. She was in agony.
“Eileen and I got scared, of course, and called a doctor. They don't make house calls anymore, of course, and it was Sunday besides. We had to bundle Sheila up in a taxi and take her over to the clinic.
“'Oh, it's a bit of food poisoning,' the doctor said when we told him about the clams. He wrote out a prescription. 'And,' he added, 'it might not be a bad idea to give her an enema.'
“I just about jumped out of my seat when he said that, and, glancing out of the corner of my eye at Eileen, I could see that the whole idea was affecting her, too, though not in any way that anybody could tell except somebody who knew her as well as I do. Poor Sheila, meantime, just turned several shades of pink and white, alternately.
“Eileen stopped off at a pharmacy to make the necessary purchases and I went on up to the apartment with the miserable little Sheila. She was utterly appalled, but I was just foaming with excitement inside, and I could tell, from the way she was acting, that Eileen was, too.
“'You're not going to give me an enema,' Sheila announced defiantly as soon as we were safely within the privacy of the apartment.
“'Well, hon, you heard the doctor.'
“'I don't care,' she snapped peevishly. 'I won't take it. I just won't. If I have to take a laxative, I'll do that, although I hate it, but I won't take an enema. I hate enemas.'


“'Have you ever had an enema?' I asked, and, to my enormous delight, she stared demurely down at the carpet and murmured, 'Yes.'
“'Well, what bothers you about it?' I asked, drawing her to the davenport with me.
“'Everything,' she retorted in this sulky voice. 'I hate everything about the darned things. It's humiliating; it hurts, and it makes you sick. Mom pulled it on me a couple of times, and I hated it. She promised me she'd never do that to me again.'
“'Did she hurt you?'
“'Yes.'
“'Sheila, Eileen and I won't hurt you. We promise.'
“'I don't believe it.'
“'Please, Sheila…
“'Can't we forget about the whole thing? I'm embarrassed just thinking about it.'
“'Oh, honey, it's really no different than letting somebody see your face and putting a thermometer in your mouth.'
“'It's different,' she snapped.
“Eileen arrived with the brown package. Sheila stared at it balefully.
“'Poor Sheila,' I said, 'she's sort of up tight.'
“'What's the matter, honey?' said Eileen in a very soothing voice. 'It won't be so bad, and you'll feel much better afterwards.'
“Eileen went into the bathroom to fix the injection, and I tried to cope with a pouting, sulky Sheila. She was a frightfully modest little thing, very straight and old-fashioned, and if she had had any idea how much delight Eileen and I were taking in this whole drama, she would have just died.
“With a great deal of coaxing, promises to be gentle, and not to look any more than we had to, just absolutely had to, Sheila finally dropped her defenses and let me lead her into the bathroom. She walked slowly, and with great dignity, as if she was going into the death chamber to be executed. She stared at the swollen fountain syringe with horror, both hands protectively behind her back.
“'Pull your dress up, darling,' Eileen murmured, handing me the bag to hold. She took the tube. Attached to the regular black nozzle was a soft rubber colon tube, maybe about a foot and a half long. It was gleaming with vaseline. Eileen held the tube between her fingers. We glanced at each other and grinned slightly. We both knew that the other was enjoying Sheila's ordeal enormously.
“Very reluctantly, and blushing furiously, Sheila crumpled her navy-blue skirt high above her hips, and, with great reluctance, took down her pink panties. Eileen and I stared at her little bare bottom with fascination, taking in every detail. Her buttocks were very soft and round, and they pressed tightly together. The skin looked as smooth as silk. She was beautiful, and I was just beside myself with excitement and anticipation. The very fact that Sheila was so obviously embarrassed and disconcerted added to the enjoyment of the whole thing.
“'Bend down, honey,' Eileen whispered in a froggy voice.
“Without replying, and with her face turned away from us, Sheila obediently did as she was told.
“'Way down, dear, bend way down.'
“Sheila did, and the crack between her buttocks widened. We could, of course, have given her the enema in bed, which is what you're supposed to do, or lying on her side on the floor, but giving it to her bending over seemed much more erotic to us.
“Very slowly and very very gently, Eileen inserted the tube. She separated the girl's buttocks with her thumb and forefinger, and, by peering intently, I could just make out her very tight little anus. It was just gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous when the tube snaked between her buttocks and slid in. I don't think there's anything as beautiful as a very young girl being given an enema, a long tube disappearing up between her bare buttocks. I almost came, I was so excited. I wanted to be Sheila getting it and me watching it all at the same time.
“'Now, does that hurt?' Eileen asked.
“'No, it's all right,' Sheila answered in a very little voice.
“Very slowly, and very gently, Eileen now began to slide the tube up into the girl's rectum. It slithered in very easily. Sheila made no response, but continued to bend, accommodating, clutching her skirt high. I glanced at her face to see what effect it was having on her, but she was completely impassive. Eileen slid the tube in further. The girl's cheeks were so creamy white and round, and the dark red tube sliding up between them looked unbelievably gorgeous. I could tell from the look on Eileen's face that she was on the verge of orgasm, just like me. I was longing to know if Sheila was enjoying it, and wishing that she was.
“Eileen pushed the foot-and-a-half of colon tube up Sheila and then had her lie down on the green rug on the bathroom floor, curled with her knees up almost to her chin. I continued to hold the bag with the tube running down from it and into Sheila. It was sort of like filling a gas tank in the car at the filling station, and I can't go to a garage now, or see gas pumps, without feeling sort of erotic.
“The little girl was very calm and patient as she took the enema. She just lay there with her eyes closed and her lips slightly parted. None of us said a word. The water drained out of the bag and, sooner than Eileen or I wished, it was flat and empty. I thought about the tube and water up Sheila, how it probably felt, and had a terrific orgasm, which I managed, however, to completely conceal.
“'I don't think I can hold anymore,' Sheila finally said.
“'It's all finished, baby,' Eileen answered and pulled out the tube.
“After it was all over, we put Sheila to bed for a while to rest, and then, when she was feeling better, we all went out to a restaurant for dinner and a show at Rockefeller Center. None of us made the slightest mention of the enema. That night, however, Eileen really banged me up the backside with the dildoe and we both had terrific orgasms. Even so, and even though I was really fantasizing and reliving the whole thing, I never breathed a word about it to Eileen, and she never said anything either. Two weeks later, Sheila was put on the plane for the coast, and that was that.”

Karen's case is illustrative of the kind of situation in which deviate sexual activity occurs within a fairly rigid moral structure. There is anything but promiscuity here. Instead, we find that the two young women enjoy a “conjugal” relationship in which the same rules of discretion, decency, and loyalty apply as in a heterosexual marriage situation. It would have been easy for them to have exploited Sheila, especially in view of the exceptional opportunity which her illness presented them with. Although the enema which they gave Sheila was to Karen a wholly erotic experience, she restrained herself, as did Eileen. The enema was administered correctly and without any overt sexual advances on the part of either girl, even though both were highly stimulated by it.
What this illustrates is the fact that sex deviates are not necessarily less moral than normal people. They do not necessarily insist on a different code, but apply to themselves the same restraints and considerations of responsibility that apply to others. This is not to say that deviation is an ideal situation, or to agree with Andre Gide's praise of pederasty as a preferable form of sexuality. All deviations are regressive and, for that reason alone, less than desirable. Karen's case does show, however, that deviates can and do live quite normal and ethical lives, that they are often unselfish and sensitive to others.



CHAPTER FOUR



PEGGY


Anal Masturbation

“I got started on this stuff when I was about fifteen, and it was because of this other girl, Dorothy. I really blame her. Over in Honolulu, when I was going to school, we used to go exploring in this place behind the jungle gym. First Dorothy and Pd fool around on that, and then we found all these paths and used to follow them to see where they went. Each time we'd take a different one. That part was okay, but then it ended up sort of weird.
“We found a clear place in the bushes back there. Nothing was around but all this thick undergrowth, so that we were pretty safe back there. I'm part Japanese and part haole, which is what they call white people in the islands. Dorothy is all haole. Her father was a captain in the Coast Guard.
“One time we just started fooling around. We were back there in that little safe place during lunch recess. I was lying on my back, all stretched out, watching the clouds float overhead, and Dorothy was sitting next to me.
“Suddenly she asked me if I ever finger-poked. I didn't even know what she was talking about. She laughed and said it was real nice, and if I wanted she'd show me.
“I felt sort of curious, but I also had a feeling that it was something bad.
“'What do I have to do?' I asked suspiciously.
“'Pull up your dress and take your panties down,' she said.
“'Oh no,' I said indignantly. 'That's bad, and I'm not going to do anything bad.'
“'What's bad about it?' she snorted. 'I'm a girl, too.'
“'I don't know… It just is.'
“'Suit yourself,' she said with a shrug.
“I should have let the whole darned thing drop right there, but I was curious, so I said, 'If I undress like you say, what are you going to do?'
“'That's for me to know and you to find out,' she teased.
“I thought about it for a moment, and I kept getting these crazy thoughts. I had no idea what she had in mind, or what this 'finger poke' meant, although I could sort of guess. I thought about it quite a bit, and then I just sort of impulsively decided to go along with it and see what happened.
“'Well, okay,' I said.
“'You have to pull your dress up and take your pants down first,' she said.
“I hesitated a moment, then raised up and slid my skirt up high and then pulled down my panties. The cool grass felt nice on my bare butt and it was exciting just to be undressed and anticipating something.
“'Spread your legs apart,' she ordered.
“A little reluctantly I did. Then I felt her finger on me, right on my clitoris. She started rubbing it real fast. It was terrific. I'd never had anything happen to me like that, and to my enormous surprise it felt good, real good.
“'Hey, what are you doing?' I exclaimed.
“'Relax and take it easy,' she said. 'I'm in charge down here.'
“It felt funny, her finger going up and down, especially when she started pumping. It was terrific.
“'Do you like it?' she asked.
“'Oh, yeah,' I gasped. 'It's nice.' And it was nice. I'd never felt anything like it in my life, and I really enjoyed it. Then it started feeling absolutely marvelous, like nothing I'd ever imagined, really building up, and I started moaning. 'Ooooooh, it feels good!' over and over again. It built up and built up and then I popped. It was the first time I ever came.
“The next day, during lunch recess, I said, 'Let's go exploring again.'
“Dorothy giggled, and said, 'Okay. You really like exploring, don't you?'
“'Yeah!'
“We disappeared into the bushes, went right to our snug little place, and, without waiting for an invitation, I whipped up my skirt and slid down my panties and then laid down on my back with my legs apart.
“'Roll over,' said Dorothy.
“I was puzzled. 'What are you going to do now?'
“'You'll see.'
“I decided to take her word for it and flipped over onto my tummy so that my bare bottom was right under her nose. I should have felt embarrassed about the whole thing, but all I felt was excited.
“'I didn't really finger-poke you the last time.
Now I will.'
“I felt her finger working around my pussy and the tip of it go in. It sent shivers up my spine, delicious shivers. Then she started working it in, right into my vagina.
“'Ohhhhh!' I gasped.
“'Feel good?'
“'It feels funny.'
“She continued to wriggle and push, and her finger went in me deeper and deeper. It was a nice feeling, not really wild like the day before, but nice. I closed my eyes, relaxed, and just let her finger go in. Pretty soon it was in all the way. Then she started pumping, and that's when it started feeling good. The sweet ecstasy of it started building up and I started moaning. Then, as I was about to reach my climax, I had this overpowering wish to have something pushed up my rear. I don't know where that feeling came from, and it really took me by surprise.
“'Oooooh! Oooooh! Stick your finger up my fanny! Please! Ooooh, I want something up my fanny!'
“It took Dorothy by surprise too, but I felt her finger between my cheeks, and then pushing its way up my backside. Having a finger in front and a finger in back was just too much and I had a terrific orgasm.
“'Ooooh, it feels good! Ooooh! Ooooh! Way in! I want it way in!'
“Boy, did I come! It was terrific! Dorothy just stared at me in amazement; she said my bottom was bouncing so much she had a hard time keeping her fingers up me.
“'You are one sexy wahine!' she exclaimed.
“'I guess I am.'
“After that, Dorothy and I used to go to the bushes quite a lot. We didn't dare go all the time, because we were scared to death that somebody'd notice us and follow us, especially boys. I hate boys! Who needs 'em? Dorothy used to finger-poke me, and then I started doing it to her. We kept the fingernails of our forefingers clipped real short so they wouldn't hurt.
“One time when we were in there, I crouched down on all fours, dress up, panties down, and asked Dorothy to stick a ball-point pen up my rear and finger-poke me at the same time. Wow, that was terrific! I found that it was much more exciting to finger-poke and have something go up my behind at the same time than just to finger-poke.
“After she did that to me, I did it to her. She lay on her stomach with her dress up while I finger-poked her. I also worked the pen up her rear. But she didn't like that so much, and couldn't see why I did. I think you either like having something up your rear a lot or not at all.
“Then came disaster. One day, toward the end of the school year, Dorothy and I headed for our favorite place in the bushes, and I was down on my tummy with my dress practically up to my neck, my panties off, and my legs spread wide. Dorothy was finger-poking me and, at the same time, pushing a candle up my bottom. It was terrific, and I was moaning and moaning when Dorothy suddenly stopped and said, 'Oh-oh!'
“I looked up and there was one of the teachers, horror written all over her face.
“'What in the world are you girls doing?' she exclaimed.
“It just had to be this particular bitch, a real straitlaced type. I started scrambling to get my clothes on while Dorothy just sat there, her eyes wide open and mouth drooping.
“The teacher was mean. She yanked us to our feet, called us filthy degenerates, and told us we'd be sorry, that we'd probably get kicked out of school, and that we ought to be locked up over in Kaneohe where the mental hospital is. Dorothy and I were sobbing. We begged her not to tell anybody, least of all our folks, but she said we were going to the principal's office right now and our folks would surely know about it. Then she went on muttering about how we were degenerates and perverts and what a bad influence we were on the rest of the kids.
“The principal was nicer. She was more liberal in the way she looked at things, and we could tell, from the way she talked, that she didn't approve of the teacher's way of handling us. It was awfully shameful, though, anyway you look at it, and we just couldn't stop crying. Of course, we made so much commotion, crying and everything, that the kids in the playground noticed, and that was even more humiliating because it felt like everybody knew what we'd been doing.
“The teacher told the principal that she'd found us in the bushes and that it was so shameful that she couldn't bring herself to describe what we were doing. The principal nodded and said that she would talk with us.
“'I gather you two were up to something,' she said when the teacher was gone. She thought a moment, and then said, 'I think I'll have to have a little talk with your parents and perhaps arrange for you to see a psychiatrist.'
“'Please don't tell our folks,' we both pleaded, bursting into tears again.
“She calmed us down, and told us not to get upset, that lots of people do what we were doing, but that it's kind of like being sick, and the time to treat sickness is at the beginning. She assured us that our folks would understand when it was all explained to them. We said they wouldn't.
“Dorothy and I were right. We knew we would be because we knew our folks and the principal didn't. A couple of days later I saw our car parked in front of the school and I knew Mom was there with the principal and that as soon as I got home I was going to get it. And I was right, too.
“No sooner had I come in the door, all sheepish and scared, than Mom jumped on me.
“'You disgraceful little whore!' she yelled. 'I'll teach you.'
“She called me a pervert, too, and said that no daughter of hers was going to be a queer and that she'd knock that nonsense right out of me here and now. With that she yanked me into the bedroom, grabbed me, pulled me over her knee, rolled up my dress, pulled down my panties and started to spank me hard on the bare bottom. She hadn't done that to me since I was very little.
“I cried and yelped, and it was just awful, but the funny part of it was that I sort of liked it, too. I really didn't mind how much it hurt. In fact, I even liked how the hairbrush stung, and the fact that Mom was so stern and hard-nosed about it.
“'Please don't spank me anymore,' I kept pleading, and she said she'd stop when I promised never never to do anything with Dorothy again. I did, and, after a couple more good swats, she let me go. It was quite a while before I could sit down.
“The next day at school Dorothy told me her mother had gotten all upset, like she knew she would, and that she was going to be taken to a psychiatrist. Dorothy didn't get a licking.
“Dorothy and I didn't see each other much after that, and, by the time school was out, the whole thing seemed to be over and forgotten. Only I didn't forget it, and I kept wishing that it would happen again.
“That summer some friends came to visit us from Maui and brought their son with them. He was my age, sort of a tall gangling guy, kind of a sissy. I didn't much like him at first. My dad was on vacation and we went on picnics a lot and did a lot of swimming, especially over on the other side of the island, over by Lanikai.
“One time this boy, his name was Billy, raced me out to the raft off the beach. I won. Afterwards we stretched out on the raft in the sun, soaking up the heat, and started talking. It was really the first time I'd talked with him because mostly I'd been snubbing him. He had a horse back home on Maui and he talked about that, and about the stuff kids do around there. And then, somehow, I don't know how, we got on to sex.
“'Have you ever been fucked?' he asked me, after we'd been talking about it for a while.
“I shook my head. 'Nope. I guess it's different with girls. I don't think I'll do it until I get married.'
“'I don't agree with that,' he said. 'By the time you're old enough to get married you're already too old for it to be any good. People are always saying you should save it for marriage, but marriage is a real drag. I don't ever want to get married, or at least I don't want to get married until I'm real old and there isn't anything else.'
“I nodded. He was right about that in a way, I thought. I knew I sure didn't want to be anything like Mom and have her kind of life.
“'The trouble with sex is that if you're a girl there's always the chance that you'll have a baby,' I said.
“'I know, but there are other ways to do it,' he whispered softly.
“I grinned. I knew what he was talking about, but I decided to play dumb just for fun. 'What other ways?' I asked.
“'A boy can use his mouth on a girl and a girl can do the same with him. That's one way.'
“'And?'
“"The boy can corncob a girl.'
“'What does “corncob” mean?' I asked in a very innocent voice. Actually, I really didn't know.
“'Oh…' His voice started getting husky.
“That's when a boy does it to a girl from behind.'
“'You mean dog fashion?' I asked, mostly to tease him. I could see through his trunks that he was getting a hard on.
“'Well-' He started acting flustered and sat up.'-you can do it that way, but it means doing it right in your rear end.'
“'Oh,' I said in a tone that was designed to leave him guessing.
“'I guess boys do that to each other, don't they?' I asked.
“'Sometimes.'
“'Have you ever?' I asked, rolling over and staring at him full in the face. He turned several shades of color, and started fooling around with a shell on the deck of the raft, like it was the most fascinating thing in the world.
“'Uh, well, yes,' he finally muttered.
“'Come on, tell me about it,' I said in a playful voice. I was really enjoying all this.
“'Okay, but you have to promise not to tell.'
“'I promise.'
“'Well, it happened at summer camp last year. At night after everything was dark, and the counselors were all in the main hut crapping around, a bunch of us kids used to get some of the little fellows and-and we'd take 'em into the woods and stick our pricks up their assholes.'
“'Has anyone ever stuck his prick up your ass?' I asked.
“Poor Billy blushed red. I thought he was just about going to die. 'Yup!' he finally said after a long painful pause. He couldn't look at me.
“'What was it like? Did you like it?'
“'It was okay. It hurt a little at first, but it was okay.'
“I was curious now, real curious. I remembered how nice Dorothy's finger had felt up my bottom, and the candle.. She had only just started to stick that in me when we got caught. I was in a really crazy mood right then, absolutely pupule.
“'Billy,' I said softly, 'would you like to corncob me?'
“'You mean you want me to?'
“He was obviously flabbergasted.
“'I want to see what it's like.'
“'Sure,' he said enthusiastically, that is, if you want to.'
“'Do you want to?'
“'Do you want to?'
“'Okay,' I said to end this silly shadowboxing. “'Okay,' he answered.
“Suddenly he leaped up and dove into the water. I dove after him. He ducked under the raft and came up behind it, out of sight from the beach, and I did the same.
“'Take your suit down,' he ordered in a strained voice.
“I clung to the raft with one hand and, with the other, pulled my bikini down below my hips. It felt great being bare-bottom in the water and I got this terrific feeling of anticipation. When he took down his trunks, I saw his prick. I'd never seen one before, and I was shocked at how long and thick it was.
“'It's so big! You can't get that big thing in, can you?'
“'Sure, only it may hurt a little at first.'
“'You'll be real gentle, won't you, Billy?' I begged.
“'Sure, sure.'
“I felt him come up behind me, and I sort of spread my legs and drew them up and also pushed back with my rump. We were both pretty excited. I felt him fumbling around between my buttocks, trying to find the place, and having a heck of a hard time. Finally, I reached back and took his prick between my fingers.
“'Oh, Peggy,' he whispered, 'take it easy or I'll shoot off.'
“'What's “shoot off”?' I asked.
“He answered me by actually doing it. His penis was between my buttocks searching for my anus when I felt it convulse and this warm stuff spurt all over me back there.
“'Ohhhh, Peggy,' he moaned.
“'What's that warm stuff all over me?'
“'Juice,' he gasped.
“'Can't you get it in?' I whispered. I wanted it in in the worst way now.
“'I–I can't find the place.'
“'Here-it's here,' and I pressed his prick against my anus. I had quite a hard time finding it myself, because I was all covered with cream and his prick was slippery.
“'Ohhhh!' I gasped as I felt this long thick banana shoot up my fanny, much further than Dorothy's finger. It was much thicker, too. It hardly hurt at all. He pushed it up me all the way. It felt tight in there. Then he pulled it out.
“'Ooooh, stick it in me again,' I begged.
“He was accommodating, very accommodating, in fact, and I felt it push up me again. I really loved it. I kept wishing he'd just leave it in, but as soon as it was all the way up he pulled it out again.
“'Do it to me again,' I begged.
“He did, and this time I had an orgasm, entirely from what he was doing to me in my rear end and without anything in front at all. After that we pulled up our trunks, swam around a little, and then climbed up on the raft to rest after that workout.
“'I really liked that, Billy,' I said.
“'Do you want to do it again some time?'
“'Oh yes.'”

Peggy's case is rather typical of anal eroticism. As authorities point out, female masturbation is fairly common. Kinsey reports that “a considerable portion of the masturbation which we have found among infants and young pre-adolescent girls in our sample appears to have been self-discovered. Some 70 percent of the older pre-adolescent girls who had begun to masturbate before adolescence also appear to have discovered the possibilities through their own exploration.” This was undoubtedly Dorothy's case. She introduced it to Peggy. Because girls are much more reticent about sex life than boys, mutual masturbation among them is less common. It does, however, occur.
Significantly, Peggy's masturbation began with clitoral stimulation, quickly escalated to digital penetration of the vagina, and then was combined with digital penetration of the anus. Had she continued to enjoy vaginal masturbation, Peggy would not have become an analist even though she accepted that form of stimulation with pleasure. As authorities such as Redlich observe (Theory and Practice of Psychiatry), the essence of deviation is the preference for some form of sexual activity other than heterosexual genital intercourse. It is entirely possible to enjoy anal or oral sex without being a deviate. One can only be classified as a deviate when the anal or oral stimulation becomes the primary goal and displaces what is usually called normal sexuality.
Like most deviates, Peggy drifted into perversion without much realization on her part of what was happening. Her masturbation put her in the 90 percent of the population who at one time or another have indulged in this kind of sex and were in no way abnormal. She showed signs of abnormality only at the point when she invited Billy to perform anal intercourse on her, and, even here, curiosity and faute de mieux played so important a role that she could not be said to be deviant at that point.
What happened after her anal intercourse was significant, as will be shown. She developed a preference for anal masturbation while, at the same time, her interest in genital sex underwent a marked decline. Subsequently, she became anally erotic, but not homosexual or masochistic even though the mutual masturbation with Dorothy and the whipping received from her mother both stimulated her anal interests initially. What confirmed her analism was the experience with Billy. She wanted it repeated. However, as will also be shown, Billy returned to Maui soon after the episode on the raft, leaving Peggy with memories.
Peggy had just turned sixteen and was entering the stage of life when girls normally become interested in boys in a social way. In the islands it happens considerably earlier in most cases. Like most deviates, however, Peggy was regressive, a slow developer, and, as an only child with very strict parents, somewhat isolated. For the most part, she felt very awkward and ill at ease with young men, the episode with Billy being a highly exceptional instance.
After the humiliating incident at school, when she and Dorothy were apprehended while indulging in mutual masturbation, and after being punished by her severe mother, Peggy became more secretive. She preferred to be alone much of the time, related poorly to other young people, and, at the same time, developed stronger erotic interests than before.
As will be seen, fantasies played an increasing role in her life, especially anal fantasies. These, in turn, led to compulsions to act out the dream experiences in ritual fashion. Peggy became a compulsive person, highly obsessive, and increasingly introverted. In due course, her private sex games became more important to her than almost everything else. These, however, had the effect of arousing guilt and shame. Peggy had been brought up under a strict code in which all forms of sex outside marriage and not leading to procreation were condemned as “filthy perversions.” Peggy's mother was dominant in the family, a situation very frequently encountered in cases of anal eroticism, and Peggy was treated with great sternness. From the age of twelve on she was in revolt against her mother, and, intellectually, rejected all of her mother's values. Indeed, one reason for her entering into both the mutual masturbation situation with Dolores and for actually inviting anal intercourse with Billy was to defy her mother. Subliminally, however, the strict puritan code was deeply ingrained in Peggy and she could not escape the consequences of violating it. Deep shame and guilt followed all of her sexual experiments, deferred usually by her initial feelings of defiance, but, finally, making themselves felt in the form of depression.
Clearly it is society that is most to blame in this and many other instances. Christianity, with its emphasis on the sinfulness of sex, and the condemnation of sodomy which stems from Paul's epistle to the Romans, has done Western Civilization a great disservice. Indeed, Christianity, both Catholic and Protestant, is chiefly responsible for the psychological suffering of deviates in the West. The condemnations, anxiety, and shame are instilled very early, and, although, as adults, many individuals reject the harsh Christian code and repudiate the cruel Jehovah, they are still inwardly tortured by pangs of guilt originating out of early indoctrination. The fact that these guilt feelings persist in persons who intellectually reject the doctrines is sometimes taken by the orthodox as proof of divine retribution. This, however, is nonsense, conscience being the product of socialization and not something innate, a fact which has been proven time and time again. The Christian sex ethic is not divinely revealed but is a product of history. It should not be viewed as an absolute, but as the opinion of authoritarian personalities such as Paul, Tertullian, and Augustine. It was not taught by Jesus, who took a healthy and wholesome view of sex as evidenced by his tolerance of Mary Magdalene, his kindly attitude toward the woman taken in adultery, and the fact that most or all of the apostles were married. Jesus was not an ascetic and, indeed, condemned most harshly the strict and righteous Pharisees whose outlook bears closest resemblance to that of evangelical Protestants and the stricter Catholics of our own time. There is no mention of sex deviation in the Gospels, but it is doubtful that Jesus would have taken the severe position toward them which Paul did.
Peggy came from a family whose members subscribed to a rigid form of evangelical Protestantism. She herself was brought up in the narrow sectarian teachings of this church, and became increasingly deviated, in part, as a result of her rebellion against it.

“I was really sad when Billy went back to Maui, and at night, when I was lying in my bed, I'd keep reliving what he did to me on the raft, how his prick felt in me, what he'd said, and what I said. I kept wishing he lived on Oahu so that we could get together. But I never saw him again.
“Later I started feeling ashamed about it and prayed to be made clean, and, to Mom's delight, started going to church more regularly than I had.
I decided to stop all the dirty stuff and never do it again. I was really afraid that God would strike me dead and send me to hell if I didn't. But all that kind of thinking did was make me want it all the more. I kept wanting to be corncobbed. That's what Billy had called it.
“Then I started finding ways that I could almost have what I wanted. One time, just after school started up again, I was lying on my bed in my room fooling around with artist's clay. I'm pretty good with it, just as I'm pretty good at drawing and painting. I was making animals and people's heads, and everything, when all of a sudden I got this idea. Why don't I make a clay figure of a boy and another of a girl and then have them do it with each other. It gave me a thrill just thinking about it, almost as much of a thrill as I'd gotten with Dorothy in the bushes behind school and with Billy on the raft.
“I made a boy who looked something like Billy, real tall and sort of skinny, and I made a big long prick on him. 'Prick' is what he called his thing. I don't know exactly how a boy looks, so I had to guess at some of it. Then I made a girl, not a girl who looks like me, though, but sort of plump like Dorothy, and, of course, she had to have a very round rear that stuck out behind. Then I had her get down on all fours, dog fashion, and I put the boy behind her, kneeling, and put his prick between her cheeks, like he was cornholing her. I really got excited doing that, so excited that I just had to do something. I wanted somebody to stick something up my rear, but there was no one to do it but myself.
“I got this impulse, though, to do something to myself. I went down to the kitchen and looked in the fridge and, sure enough, there were a few frankfurters in there. So I took one of them back to my room with me, stripped naked in front of the mirror, stood with my back to it, bent down, and slid the hot dog up my fanny. It was still cold from the fridge and felt nice going in and I just rubbed it in and out, all the time watching my own behind in the mirror and how the wienie disappeared in the crack between my buttocks. Then, while I was corncobbing myself, I diddled my clit until I came.
“It was okay doing it that way, it felt good and everything, but I missed having another person. It's not as much fun if you have to do it by yourself.
“After I finished I took a shower and put on some clean clothes, threw away the hot dog and mashed up the clay figures. I really felt ashamed of myself, deeply ashamed, and I decided that I just wasn't going to do any of that dirty stuff again. I was going to be a good girl from now on.
“But I wasn't very good at keeping my resolution. About two weeks later, both Mom and Dad went out somewhere, a church meeting, I guess. I fooled around with the plastic clay for a while, and then I got this other idea and started doing a drawing. It was the same kind of drawing as what I'd done in clay: a boy who looked a little like Billy, only better looking than he is, corncobbing a girl, and this time I drew a girl who looked quite a bit like me. Wow, that really did it!
“I stripped naked, found a candle, and got down on all fours like in my drawing. Then, while I stared at the drawing I slowly pushed the candle up my rear end. After it was in quite a way I laid down flat on the bed on my tummy with my legs apart, reached back and diddled my clit until I came.
“The same thing happened, of course, as that other time. I felt really ashamed of myself, like I was just about the most awful slut in the world. I tore up the drawing and threw the candle in the rubbish and decided that I was never never going to do anything else again. Never.
“I kept my resolution better that time, and it wasn't until I was seventeen and just about ready to graduate from high school that I got sexy again. That really did it.
“One morning I woke up with these sharp pains and, after trying one or two home remedies, Mom bundled me off to the hospital. The doctor tapped and pressed around, made me bend my leg and asked if it hurt more that way than when I lay flat, and a nurse took my blood count. Anyhow, they finally stuck me in the hospital and took my appendix out.
“They get you up real early at a hospital, and I was still feeling very sleepy when I saw the door to my room slowly open. In came a nurse, the one I liked most, in fact, carrying what looked like a hat rack with this bulging enema bag and long red tube.
“My eyes popped open and I sat bolt upright in bed, just horrified.
“'It's all right, honey,' the nurse said in this soothing voice. 'It's just an enema. It's a little embarrassing, but it'll do you a world of good.'
“'Do I have to?' I asked.
“'I'm afraid so, dear-doctor's orders. But I'll be very gentle, and if your tummy starts to ache tell me right away and I'll clamp it shut until it stops aching.'
“'Well, if I absolutely have to…'
“'That's my girl; now roll over.'
“I reluctantly rolled over, with my back to the nurse. I closed my eyes. I felt tense and frightened, but also felt the same tingling sense of anticipation from the times with Dorothy and Billy. I thought I'd outgrown all that silly stuff, but now it all came back, and I just wanted the enema in the worst way.
“The nurse turned down the sheet and blanket, had me rise up while she slid a rubber pad under my thighs and hips, slid my nightie up, and then told me to straighten my left leg and draw up my right. I was blushing furiously. Then I felt the nurse's fingers separating my buttocks, and the tube sliding in. It didn't hurt at all. It wasn't a particularly thick tube, and the nurse was very gentle. I felt the warm water spurt in. It felt sort of nice. Then the nurse, very slowly, and very gently, ran the tube up my rectum. I really liked that. It felt so good.
“'Are you all right, dear?' the nurse asked.
“'Yes, I'm fine.'
“'Can you hold it all right, or do you want me to shut it off?'
“'I can hold it… I think.'
“'Good girl, we're almost finished.'
“'I don't think I can hold any more.'
“'And you don't have to, because we're all finished.'
“The nurse quickly pulled out the tube and helped me get to the John.
“That darned enema started me off with that silly rear-end stuff again. After I came home from the hospital I kept reliving the enema, how it felt, and everything, and really drove myself nuts. I started the drawings again, too, this time of girls being given enemas, sometimes by nurses and sometimes by boys. And I started thinking about corncobbing and I wished that I knew another boy like Billy.
“After I drew the pictures, I just had to have something up my rear, so now I'd strip naked, get the enema syringe and give myself an enema right in front of the mirror. While it was going in I'd diddle my clit until I came. Then, afterwards, I'd always feel so dirty and silly and resolve I was never going to do that again. But, sooner or later, I always did. It was a real ritual.
“It bothered me a lot. I didn't believe any of that religious crap anymore, but I still felt that what I was doing was wrong and that somehow or other I was going to get it. What bothered me most was that I knew it wasn't normal. I looked up about deviations in some books on sex, but I couldn't find anything about my kind. That made it all the worse because I felt like I was a really queer person, did things that nobody else did.
“Guilt, though, wasn't the only bad thing about what I did. The worst was that I always had to do it alone. It's awful to always be alone, to have such a big thing in your life and not be able to share it with anybody, not even a little. When I was younger, when Dorothy and I fooled around, it was sort of naughty, but it was more like a game, not a perversion. What I really felt most of all was the isolation, though. I'd always keep wishing that there was somebody else, male or female, who would do things to me.
“One afternoon when I had been drawing pictures of girls being given enemas, and was feeling extremely sexy, I got a new idea. I remembered that there are visiting nurses and that they come to your house if you need treatment. I was sort of scared to ask, but I wanted someone to give me an enema so bad that I just couldn't stand it any longer. I looked up the number in the yellow pages and dialed.
“A woman answered, and, trying to keep my voice from shaking, I asked, 'Would it be possible to have a nurse give me an enema?'
“'We'd have to have a doctor's order,' she answered.
“I was stymied by that, and mumbled about how it didn't matter. I was beginning to wish I'd never started this nonsense.
“'What is the problem?' she asked.
“'Oh, constipation,' I said, snatching something out of the air. 'I'm suffering from constipation.'
“'Have you tried a laxative?'
“'Y-yes,' I lied.
“'I see. Well, how long has it been since you had a movement?'
“'About three days,' I lied.
“She hesitated a moment, and then asked who my doctor was. I told her.
“'Well,' she said, 'we must have a doctor's order, but, if you like, I'll call your doctor and then call you back.'
“I was in an absolute panic after I hung up. In one way I hoped she'd call back and say that I couldn't have it, and in another I wanted to be given one so bad that I couldn't stand it. Anyway, about fifteen minutes later, the phone rang and it was the nurse again.
“'Well, I talked with your doctor,' she said, 'and he said that it will be all right for you to have the enema, but that you should go to see him if you have any more trouble.'
“'That's fine,' I said, my voice trembling. I was trembling all over.
“I gave her my address, and she told me that the nurse would call me. Boy this was really getting involved, I thought. But that made it all the more exciting.
“I sat next to the phone for a while, waiting for it to ring, and, when it didn't, I decided to try to pretend that nothing was going to happen at all, and that it was going to be a big surprise. I sat and waited, tried to read, gave it up, turned on the TV and then turned it off again, and waited. Played the piano and waited. I was just about to go to the kitchen and get a coke when the phone rang. It scared me so, I jumped. I almost decided not to answer it. But I did.
“'Are you Peggy?' She sounded pretty young on the phone, which was good, and pretty businesslike which was okay.
“'Yes.' My voice sounded little.
“'And you want an enema?'
“'Yes, ma'am,' I answered formally, as if she was my homeroom teacher.
“'Very well. I have the address. I will be there in about twenty minutes.'
“I hung up the receiver and gulped. There was a huge lump in my throat and I felt scared; my stomach was turning flip-flops. It was a delicious sensation, really. I was so tense and tight, though, I couldn't sit still or anything like that but kept sort of pacing around. I went in the bedroom where there was a big mirror, stood in front of it, in profile, and slowly raised my navy-blue skirt, admiring my thighs, then goosed myself and said, 'You're going to get it, right back there. A lady is going to stick an enema tube up your bare bottom… way up, and how do you think you're going to like that?'
“I smoothed my skirt down, glanced at my watch. Suppose Mom and Pop should suddenly come home in the middle of the operation and catch us! But that was impossible, though, because they were way over on the “big island.” Crazy, pupule loa, I told myself.
“I wished that I could settle down and just have her sort of discover me sitting demurely, knees crossed, magazine on my lap-that the whole episode could happen sort of casually. But I was practically beside myself with excitement and kept staring out the window.
“A small blue car, a Datsun, I think, paused and parked in front, and, as I watched breathlessly, a young cosmopolitan woman with dark hair and golden complexion got out. She was wearing a gray uniform and carried a small black bag.
“'Oh my gosh,' I gasped, suddenly and profoundly regretting what I'd gotten myself into, and wishing I could just run away. But I continued kneeling on the couch, staring out through the Venetian blinds, paralyzed with fascination.
“The doorbell chimed. I leaped up, touched my hair in the mirror, and then hurried to answer, smoothing my skirt as I did.
“'Hello,' I said, trying to sound very calm.
“The young nurse-I guess she was around twenty-two-smiled, nodded, and came in.
“'Don't be scared,' she said. 'I won't bite.'
“'Friend or enema?' I asked brightly, remembering a stupid joke.
“'Maybe a little of both,' she said, smiling wryly. She put on a white apron from the black bag. 'Okay,' she said. 'Where's the bathroom?'
“I led the way and she closed the door behind us, then laid her bag on the little three-legged stool in the corner.
“'You can start getting undressed,' she said in a matter-of-fact way. 'Take off your skirt, your panties, slip, and shoes.'
“I gulped and then, very slowly, started undoing the zipper on the side of my skirt, let it fall, stepped out of it, then took down my half-slip, stepped out of my loafers, and, last of all, took off my panties. I was trembling all over by then, and watched her make her preparations to assault me with fascination.
“She took out a coil of soft rubber tube and a funnel from her bag, and then asked for a pitcher or pan or something to pour water from.
“'I'll get one,' I volunteered helpfully, forgetting that I was nude from the waist down.
“She glanced at me and laughed. 'Maybe you'd better let me.'
“'In the kitchen on the second shelf of the cupboard,' I said.
“I was really ready for it when she came back. Just standing there with my bottom bare and staring at the tube she was going to stick up me was enough. I hoped that I wouldn't let on what I was getting out of the enema by anything I said, or let her get the idea that the whole thing was pure sex to me.
“'Now,' she said, 'I think the best thing is for you to kneel down on the rug, okay?'
“'Okay,' I murmured, and did.
“'Now lean forward and rest your head right on the rug-and you can just fold your arms under your head. Is that comfortable?'
“'I'm okay,' I whispered.
“This was very exciting. My bare backside was up and felt so vulnerable. Oh, boy, did I want it now!
“'I guess this is bottoms up,' she said with a laugh. 'Now,' she said, 'take a deep breath and hold it.'
“I sighed as I felt the soft tube slide through my anus and push very swiftly up my rectum. Oh, it felt so nice, so much better than doing it myself. I wished she'd just keep pushing it in and pushing it in, right up through me until it came out my mouth.
“'How far up will the tube go?' I asked curiously as I felt the water squirt in.
“'What do you mean?' she laughed.
“'Oh, I just wondered how far up it can be pushed.'
“'It's hard to get it up very high,' she said, “because it coils, but if you're very careful you can run it in as far as the cecum-that's the turn in the large bowel.'
“'Oh,' I replied, relaxing pleasurably as the water gurgled in me. It gave me cramps, I didn't mind. I would liked to have had the tube run up higher, but I didn't dare ask. It wasn't really an ecstatic feeling. I wouldn't come, but it was just pleasant, very pleasant, and it was especially nice to have someone do something to you back there when you're all bare. The fact that she was a perfect stranger and that it was all sort of embarrassing made it all the more exciting. I was sorry when it was over and she pulled the tube out. It had really been nice.
“'Did it work all right?' she asked professionally.
“'Yes, I feel much better now.'
“She nodded, cleaned her apparatus, packed it away, and prepared to leave.
“'You must get a doctor's order next time,' she said very seriously.
“'Yes'm,' I replied.
“I watched her walk down to her car and then drive off. I was very tired now, but although I hadn't come or anything, the enema had been very satisfying. I wished that I could just call and have a nurse come and give me one when I really wanted it, but I knew that this was a one and only deal.
“The one big thing I'd learned out of it, though, was that lonely sex is no good. You have to have a partner. I wondered if I was a lesbian, but then I asked myself, suppose the nurse had been male? Oh, then I would have liked it ten times more and I'd probably come the moment he touched me. Sure, I'd rather have a boy do it, a boy like Billy, but how could I ever meet one? The one other thing that I knew now was that I really only wanted to do it in the rear. The whole idea of doing it in front sort of disgusted me, like I suppose rear-end sex does normal people.
“My dreams came true just after I turned eighteen and was going to the U. Who should be there but friend Billy! Wow! I almost flipped when I saw him. He was obviously delighted when he saw me; we hung around the Student Union with the kids a while, and then he said: 'How about a show?'
“He'd filled out quite a bit now, was pretty muscular, and he told me that he was turning out for football. I could see girls I knew eyeing us curiously, and me enviously, as we left the Union and headed for his jalopy. It was some jalopy, too, a really flashy bright yellow Mustang.
“All through dinner down at Waikiki, and after the show afterwards, we talked about everything except that time when we were on the raft over at Lanikai. I wondered if he remembered it the way I did, or whether he thought it was kid stuff or dirty or something. Anyway, I found out.
“After the movie we drove around a while and pretty soon we were parked up on Tantalus where you could see the whole city all lit up. It was really beautiful.
“'Remember that time when we were out on the raft,' he whispered. His hand was on my breast, massaging very gently, and I just snuggled in his arms.
“'Uh-huh.'
“'Want to do it again?'
“'I'd love to,' I murmured.
“He kissed me and we necked some more. I was really excited. A few moments later we were in the back seat; I was kneeling down with my dress way up and my panties down.
“'Ohhhh, Billy,' I moaned as he slid his penis up my rectum. It hurt. I wanted it to hurt. He kept pushing it in and in. It was unbelievable how big it was, how huge, and how it just came up in me, way up in.
“Then he started to pump, in and out, in and out. I could almost hear it clicking back and forth in my rectum. I knelt and pushed back with my bottom and he pushed forward, driving his prick all the way up my rectum as far as it would go. It felt like it was going up a mile. Then I'd pull forward, and he'd pull back, almost all the way out; the next plunge would come immediately. With all his strength. And boy was he strong. He'd just drive it up through me.
“'Ooooh! Oooooh! Oooooh! It feels good!' I kept moaning over and over again. I was just in ecstasy. It was better than anything, better than the first time he did it to me, better than the enemas, or candles or anything. I knew that I just had to have this a lot. I just had to. And, oh, how I loved him. I just loved him so much for making me feel so good!
“He plunged it up me again and I felt the warm juice spurt in me, giving me a terrific semen enema, and at that moment, I came myself.
“Well, that's the end of my story and also the beginning. Billy and I got married, and every night I get bunged up the rear. I just love it and love him. We feel we're pretty lucky to both be queer the same way.”

Peggy is very fortunate. Unless she found a mate like Billy, who shared her particular deviation, it would have been impossible for her to enjoy a full sex experience in marriage. Quite probably she would not have married at all. Masturbation is not morally reprehensible nor is it physiologically damaging; it does, however, have psychological consequences, among them the fact that the masturbator is a lonely person and his masturbation increases his isolation. As Caprio suggests, “It is the person's attitude toward it and the nature of the phantasies that determine whether it will affect one's health. Neurotic feelings of guilt associated with the act may cause certain individuals considerable anxiety.”
Peggy was spared these problems. True, she would probably continue to be deviated, but since her deviation could be shared with a partner in marriage there is no reason but to consider hers to be a fairly satisfactory resolution of what could have become a fairly severe difficulty.



CHAPTER FIVE



FRANCES


Analism Between Brother and Sister

“It started the night that Don graduated from junior high. I was twelve then. We had been to a party and then came home and went to bed. Mom and Dad were already snoring down in the living room, and they bawled us out for getting home so late, but they were too sleepy to fuss too much and so we just went to bed.
“I usually sleep like a top, but this particular night I was all stirred up because of the party and the fun we'd had there, and I also felt sort of different, this funny feeling that I didn't understand, like I wanted to do something and didn't know what it was.
“Finally, I just got out of bed and padded into Don's room to see if he was awake. I didn't know why the heck I did it, but I just felt like talking or something. I guess it was really dumb. He was awake all right.
“'What the heck do you want?' he said in this real surly voice. I could just hate him sometimes the way he talks to me.
“'Oh, nothing,' I said.
“'Then what are you wandering around for?'
“'I dunno.'
“'That's a stupid thing to say.'
“'Okay, so I'm stupid. You're pretty stupid too sometimes.'
“I started to get mad, but instead of leaving like I should have I sat down on the edge of his bed. 'I was just thinking about some of the stuff at the party,' I said.
“'Yeah, what about it?'
“'Oh, I don't know. I was thinking of different things, like I was wondering what Nealey and Marilyn really did in the closet.'
“'How should I know?'
“'Oh, I bet you know. Boys always know stuff… I guess they were kissing.'
“'Kissing!' he said scornfully. ”
“Then what?'
“'How should I know?'
“'I bet you do know, and I bet it was something bad.'
“He didn't answer me for a minute, and when he did his voice sounded different, sort of tight.
“'What do you want to know for?'
“'You do know what they were doing, don't you?'
“'Okay, so I know what they were doing…'
“'Tell me,' I begged. “'No, you're a girl.'
“'So's Marilyn and she knows whatever it was she did.'
“'You're too young.'
“'I am not. I'm only three years younger than you. Come on, tell me.'
“'If I tell you, you got to promise not to tell anybody else, and especially not Mom and Dad.'
“'Of course not, stupid.'
“"They were fucking.'
“'Huh?'
“'I said they were fucking,' he repeated in this harsh whisper. ”
“Oh…'
“I'd seen the word scrawled on sidewalks, along with a lot of other words, but I didn't know what it meant, although I had an idea. Just hearing him say it gave me this real funny feeling all over.
“'What's “fucking”?' I finally asked.
“'You mean you don't know what it is? Holy cow, but girls are dumb!'
“'What does it mean?'
“I could just make out his face. He was staring at me and sort of wiggling around. J could feel that he was sort of excited and his voice sure was funny.
“'Fucking's what a boy and girl do… He sticks his wienie in her.'
“'Oh… Is that what boys do to other boys, too?'
“'Huh?'
“'I saw you and Chuck in the garage last summer,' I whispered, suddenly remembering something that had been both puzzling and exciting. 'You both had your pants down, and you were bending over and he was sticking his wienie up your rear!'
“'You didn't see anything like that!' he gasped with horror and sat up bolt upright in bed.
“'I did!'
“'Oh, God!' he groaned. “'I didn't tell anybody.'
“'Oh, please don't-please don't ever tell anybody!'
“'I won't, only is that fucking? Is that what Nealey did to Marilyn?'
“'No, I don't know… Look, you've got to promise me you won't ever tell what you saw!'
“'What kind of a ninny do you take me for?' I said. 'How could I ever tell anybody that! Anyway, I still want to know about fucking.'
“'All right, that's one kind of fucking…'
“'A boy can do that to a girl, can't he?'
“'Yeah.'
“'Y'wanna try it?' I found myself whispering in the most seductive tone of voice I could manage. Remembering the sight of Don's bare butt, I really felt excited.
“'Fran!' he gasped.
“'I just wondered,' I said. 'I want to try it.'
“'You do?'
“'Uh-huh!'
“'You sure?'
“'Uh-huh.'
“'You have to get undressed,' he said. His saying that sent a thrill up my back. “'You mean strip naked?'
“'No. Just pull up your nightgown and bend over.'
“I did. I stood up with my back toward him, pulled my gown way up high and just held it there, then I bent down, way down, and waited. I felt him fooling around behind me, poking and pushing around between my cheeks, and then suddenly his wienie slid in and slithered way up my rear. I just about exploded.
“'Wow!' I exclaimed.
“'Is it in?' he asked, a stupid question.
“'I'll say… It's just about up to my throat.' I felt like I'd been speared. I was afraid it would hurt, but it didn't. It just felt weird, this long, warm, wienie just going up in me. I balanced myself by leaning on the bed with my arms while Don started pumping in and out. He'd shove it way up in, pull back, then shove it in again. At first it went in very hard because it was so tight, but he'd put cold cream on his thing and pretty soon it was really sliding in and out like anything and it started feeling good. That was the part that really caught me by surprise. I'd wondered why Don and Chuck had been doing what they did, and why other kids did, too, and I'd figured that the reason was sort of exciting being undressed with another person and fooling around. I never realized how good it felt to have a boy stick his wienie up your rear end. The more Don pumped me and fucked me, the more excited I got, and it felt so good I could hardly stand it. I reached back and spread my buttocks apart with my hands so he could get it in me deeper and bent down until my head was on his bed. All the while he kept giving it to me, driving it up me as far as it would go, pulling it out almost all the way, and then driving it back in again, slipping it in and out, real fast. This terrific sensation began to build up in me every time he did it. It was unbelievable. “'Like it?' he gasped.
“'Oh yes,' I moaned. 'Please keep doing it. Don't ever stop. Ohhhhh, I love it, I love it!'
“He kept shoving it to me and shoving it, and I learned how to push back and forth, too, with my fanny. Ohhh, it was good. Then I felt his wienie pulsating and warm stuff squirting up me.
“'What's happening?' I whispered.
“'I'm shooting off in you,' he moaned.
“Finally, he pulled it out, and when I reached back I found that my buttocks were just wet with this stuff that smelled like Clorox and was sticky and gooey.
“'What did you do in me?' I asked.
“'I shot off,' he moaned.
“'Does that mean I'll have a baby?'
“ 'No, silly, that's the wrong hole for that.'
“'I guess I'd better go to bed,' I said.
“'Yeah.'
“He pulled his pajama pants back on and climbed back in bed. He was all worn out, and I was sort of tired, too. I hadn't had a climax exactly then, but it had felt real nice, and I understood now why kids did it.
“I went to the bathroom and washed myself off back there and then went to bed. Boy, that had really been something. I knew that I wanted to do it again.
“The next morning I woke up pretty late and had my shower and got dressed. Later, I felt that I had to go to the toilet, but I couldn't go. My rear felt stuck, and I remembered all the juice that Don had pumped into me. And then I had an idea. I really felt now that I wanted something pushed up my rear end again, so I decided to see if I could talk Mom into giving me an enema.
“I've always liked enemas, but I really didn't know why until Don fucked me in the rear. It all started when I was eleven.
“Another girl and I, her name was Ginny, used to play in a little shed on a vacant lot. One Saturday Ginny and I went over there to play house and when we opened the door there was her brother Allen with his pants off trying to stick a candle up his ass. We just stood there in the doorway bug-eyed, and then we burst into hysterics. Poor Allen was so flustered. The candle was still up his ass and he'd taken his pants off so that he was bare from the waist down.
“It was about the first time that I'd seen a boy up close, so I could really see what he looked like. Don was my brother, of course, but except when we were real little we never saw each other naked. I used to wonder what he looked like undressed and sometimes I'd try to peek in when he was having his bath or something, but I never did really get a good look at him in front.
“Allen's wienie was as hard as a rock. It stuck out in front, and then there were those round balls underneath. I was absolutely fascinated and kept staring at him. I was also fascinated by his bare bottom and the way the candle looked disappearing in between his buttocks. I think buttocks are awfully fascinating; to me that's the sexiest part of a person, his buttocks.
“'What the heck are you doing?' I asked, giggling away.
“'He's trying to screw himself. Can't you see?' said Ginny. She was giggling, too. We were both in hysterics, and there was Allen, red-faced, trying to pull the candle out of his ass and put his pants back on all at the same time, and blubbering at us not to tell anybody.
“'Let's make a daisy chain,' Ginny said.
“'What's that?' I wanted to know.
“She said, 'Allen can cornhole me, and then, while he's doing it, you stick the candle up his ass. Then he'll cornhole you and I'll stick the candle up his ass.'
“Allen was enthusiastic, but I was confused. “'What's “cornhole”?' I asked.
“'It's when a boy shoves his prick up somebody's ass,' Ginny said. 'Allen and I do that all the time.'
“'But why don't you screw the regular way?' I asked.
“'We can't get it in,' she said.
“'I never had it up your ass either,' said Allen. 'Come on,' he added, 'get undressed. I don't want to be the only one without his pants on.'
“'Okay,' said Ginny, cheerfully, and took off her shorts and panties; I felt kind of shy at first, but I took off mine, too, and there the three of us were with our bare asses.
“'Stick the candle up my ass,' Ginny told Allen, and pushed her rump in his face.
“I watched.
“'Ow, that hurts,' she said when he tried to stick it in.
“'It'll hurt at first,' he said, 'especially if you don't bend down enough. You got to bend down more.'
“Ginny spread her legs apart, bent way down, and grabbed her ankles. I could see her asshole. Allen poked the candle against it and started moving it in and out. I could see it start to go in. It just about drove me wild. I wished it was going in me, even though Ginny kept yelling, 'Ow!' and griping about how much it hurt. I noticed she didn't do anything to stop him from shoving it in, though. He got it about halfway in and then she told him to stop a minute because she was getting a cramp from bending over. She straightened up and Allen and I kept staring at the candle in her ass and how it disappeared up the crack. She had sort of plump cheeks and they just sort of folded around the candle. I asked her how it felt, and she said it felt good. Then I asked her if she'd stick it in me, only I wanted her to do it and not Allen, because he was a boy.
“She pulled the candle out of her ass, and I turned around and bent over, way down, like she had, and with my legs apart. Then all of a sudden we heard voices outside.
“'Oh, geez, somebody's coming!' said Allen, and we really went into a panic getting our clothes back on. It was just in time, too, because an old man stuck his head in the door and wanted to know what we were doing in there.
“'Just playing,' said Ginny, but I don't think he believed her the way he looked.
“'Well, you better get out of here and go play somewhere else,' he said, and we scrammed out of there and lit for home.
“I was really hard up after that. I'd wanted that candle in me in the worst way, and I kept imagining what it would be like to be cornholed. I kept noticing kids' rear ends, too, when we went swimming, and wondered what they looked like bare-assed. But I never said anything about it to anybody, because I was awfully shy, really. I know what I just told doesn't sound like it, but it's true. I was.
“Then something happened to really send me off after school started. I have an older sister, Jane, and she was about eighteen then, and going to university. We never got along very well. Jane was always sort of stuck up and everything. But I guess one of the main reasons I didn't like her is because Dad and Mom both liked her better than me. I hadn't really figured that out then, of course, but it always seemed like she got more stuff than I did and they made more of a fuss over her, especially Mom. If I got sick or something Mom just gave me a dose of something and didn't make all that much of a fuss. Anyway, I practically never got sick. But Jane was always getting sick. She had a lot of intestinal trouble, and Mom was always making a fuss, always wanting to know if she'd gone to the bathroom and all that stuff. I always found it sort of disgusting.
“Anyhow, I came home from school this one day just as Mom was taking Jane in the bathroom. I had a funny feeling that Mom was going to give her an enema so I decided to stick around and peek through the crack in the door and see if I could see her getting it.
“I took off my shoes and sneaked up to the bathroom door and tried looking through the crack in the door. What I saw just about drove me out of my mind. There was Jane with her dress up and her panties down, bending over with her big rear end right in front of me, absolutely naked bare, two big round white cheeks, and Mom was shoving the enema tube up her ass. I was just hypnotized. Mom kept shoving it in and in. She must have shoved it up her a mile. I envied Jane so much, wished it was me getting it, and I kept wondering what it felt like to have a tube pushed up your ass like that. Then they moved away from where I could see.
“After that, all I could think about was what it would be like to be given an enema. I'd never had one, although Mom was always giving them to Jane. I figured Jane was lucky, and I wondered what she thought about it, and if she liked it. We had the same room, and that night when we were in bed, I asked her what it was like to take an enema.
“'What the heck do you want to know for?' she said.
“'I just wondered. Mom gave you one today, didn't she?'
“'How the heck do you know that?' she said, real snotty. Then she asked, 'You didn't watch, did you?'
“I told her I did, and she really got mad, and told me she was going to tell Mom on me, and that I was real dirty and everything. I got really scared and begged her not to, and finally she said she wouldn't, but that I better mind my own business and not go peeking at people when they're doing things that are private.
“The next morning, I still pretended to be asleep when she got up and I stared at her bare ass when she was getting out of her pajamas and getting dressed. It was so big and round, and I kept remembering what the red rubber enema tube had looked like disappearing up between those round white mounds. I really had a thing about rear ends now.
“A couple of weeks later, when I was coming home from school, I suddenly had this absolutely insane idea. When I got home, Mom was sitting on the sofa reading a magazine. I went up to her and stood there biting my lip, my hands behind my back, and then I heard myself ask it.
“'Mom,' I asked, 'would you give me an enema?' My throat was so dry I could hardly get it out. Mom just stared bug-eyed at me, and I guess I don't blame her.
“'What in the world-?' she said, in that tone of voice she used when she was really up tight.
“I felt myself blushing, and I got all confused and everything, 'That's okay,' I said, 'never mind,' and I started to go away. I felt like a real idiot.
“'Wait a minute, honey,' she said. 'Why do you want me to give you an enema? Are you sick?'
“I looked the picture of health, and there was never anything wrong with my bowels. I had planned to tell her I was constipated, but when it came down to it, I just couldn't lie, and I got all flustered.
“'No, that's okay,' I said. 'I'm okay,' and I started away again.
“But Mom said, 'Wait a minute, dear. Let's sit down and talk about it.' And she got this real serious expression on her face, like she does when she wants to set one of us straight about something.
“I sat down next to her, feeling awfully silly, and wishing that I'd kept my dumb mouth shut.
“'Now, what is this all about?' she asked. 'Why in the world do you want me to give you an enema? You're not sick.' I blushed and looked down at my shoes. I was really embarrassed. 'I dunno,' I said, wishing I could just fly out the door and keep on running.
“'You don't know?'
“'No.'
“'Well, I think I know, and I think you know, too, young lady.'
“I didn't say anything, and I was hoping she wouldn't tell me, because I was afraid she could just about read my mind. And I was right, because she could.
“'I think you want me to give you an enema because of sex,' she said.
“I just about went through the floor when she said that.
“'Is that right?'
“'I guess so,' I said in a real low voice. I couldn't look at her.
“'Yes, I thought so,' she said triumphantly. 'Well, I'm glad we're having this talk because you're getting some silly notions in your head.
Your sister told me you watched us the other day.'
“'She would, darn her!' I said.
“'No, I'm glad she did,' Mom said. Then she said something that really surprised me. 'Now, I think I'm just going to give you the enema right now so that you can find out what it's like and get all this out of your system.'
“Then she got up and I followed her into the bathroom. I really felt queasy. I was going to get something up my ass. Mom fixed the thing and hung the bag up on a hook on the bathroom door and then told me to pull my dress up and take my panties down. I did. Then she told me to bend over and started shoving the tube up my rear end. It felt so darned good I could hardly stand it. I just kept shifting from one leg to another and crossing my legs and bobbing my bottom up and down while she pushed the tube up me. I could feel it way up inside, and the water was spurting in and everything. I must be awfully sensitive back there because it just about drove me wild.
“After it was over, and I'd been to the John a few times, Mom had me sit with her and we talked again.
“'Well, I guess you got quite a charge out of that,' she said.
“I told her that I guess I did. She thought about it for a while, and finally said, “Well, I guess it won't hurt you. You're obviously going through some kind of phase, so if you feel you want one again, you tell me, and we'll just see how it goes.'
“I guess that makes it clear that I wasn't as innocent as I let on to Don, and that I really knew what I wanted him to do to me.
“I knew Mom would give me an enema if I asked her, and she did. The next time, I bent down with my dress up and panties down, and she shoved, the tube up my bare rear, way up. I told her it felt good, so she screwed me with it, pumped it back and forth while the water was pouring in me until I had this terrific orgasm.
“'Ohhhh, Mom, it feels good,' I moaned.
“Later I told her that the reason I'd asked her to give me the enema was because of what Don had done to me and that I was stuck up back there, and also he'd gotten me all aroused and I hadn't come. She wasn't mad or anything, but just kissed me and said she was glad we could talk, and that it was all right for me and Don to do that, but that it probably would be a good idea for me to have her give me an enema afterwards. When I saw Don he told me he'd peeked through the door and had watched Mom give me the enema and that he'd shot off when he'd watched the tube going up between my bare buttocks. I just laughed and told him what Mom had said and I thought he'd faint.
“'You mean she doesn't care?' he asked.
“'Nope. We can do it any time we like.'
“'Wow!'”

Frances is anal erotic in a very unusual family situation in which this form of sex is not only permitted but encouraged by the mother. Unquestionably, the mother herself is anally erotic and derives considerable sexual satisfaction from giving enemas to her daughters, and she is also deriving vicarious pleasure from the experience which Frances has had with her brother. Jane, too, is anally erotic, as will be shown in what follows, and the situation is one in which all members of the family quite openly enjoy sex in this manner.
It should be noted that the father, a very successful and affluent lawyer, is never at home, that the family lives in a rather exclusive residential suburb, and that the mores of the set in which the parents travel are highly permissive. This is the kind of family in which wife-swapping, “key,” and other sex games are indulged by the parents who, in turn, have exceptionally permissive attitudes toward their children. From earliest childhood the two girls, in particular, have been brought up to accept sex as a normal and natural interest and to consider no form of sex to be particularly deviate. The mother is not a deviate in her own mind, nor are her daughters. She has not been quite so open with her son, who was obliged to be secretive about being sodomized by another boy, but this was not because of any moral scruples on her part so much as the purely accidental fact that she had never had occasion to know what he was doing and thus give him permission to do it.
The mother is a psychopath and somewhat nymphomanie. Or, perhaps, better, one might say that she is a person with both psychopathic and nymphomanie tendencies. She is not purely one or the other. To her sex is a matter of free choice, a pleasure to be indulged in, and she has no moral feelings about it. Her attitude is quite the opposite of those held by most women in the conservative household and community in which she grew up in the Middle West. After coming to California, she rebelled against this earlier upbringing by living promiscuously. The present marriage is her second. She has lovers and she willingly permits her husband to have mistresses when he wants. Actually, he is quite loyal to her, does not have her permissive values, and would be quite shocked if he knew how she was rearing the children. In this case that term is a double entendre. She is deliberately perverting them. However, her husband is seldom home and is almost a stranger to his children. Virtually, his only role in the household is to provide the rather lavish economic resources which enable the family to live an affluent life.
According to studies such as Cleckley's Mask of Sanity, psychopaths are excessively egoistic persons who simply take what they want and do what they will without much consideration of others or the trouble they may cause. They are more frequently than not the products of permissive homes. In the area of sex they are frequently quite promiscuous and indulge in sexual activities without remorse or inhibition.
Frances shows signs of becoming, like her mother, a psychopath, or, to use the more recent terminology, a sociopath. She will lie and maneuver in order to secure sexual gratification. It does not disturb her that the form of sex she prefers is deviated; she indulges in it purely for the pleasure it gives her at the moment. She does not think beyond the moment to the further consequences.
In addition to the element of psychopathy in this case, there is the further aspect of incest. Frances prefers to be given an enema by her mother, something which she finds very gratifying, or to submit to anal intercourse with her brother, rather than to indulge in either activity with someone not of her family. Between the three children and the mother there is an unwholesome and unhealthy bond of sexual indulgence which will make future relationships with other persons difficult. Since psychopaths are lost souls, so to Speak, beyond hope of cure, very little can be hoped for in the case of Frances and her mother. It is by no means evident, however, that Don and Jane are psychopathic. Indeed, they show every sign of being horrified by the sexual activities of their mother and sister. Consequently, they may escape, but only if they are removed from the home situation.
There is, finally, the importance of enemas in anal eroticism, and the fact that they are the chief reason for this form of sexual activity. This is most certainly the case here.
Young people do not pass through the various stages of development at an even rate, and most will become very mature in certain areas and remain regressive in others. This is essentially what happens where sex deviation is concerned. The young person who becomes a deviate may also be highly responsible, morally speaking, an excellent student, a star athlete, and socially very popular. In the area of sexual activity, however, he will still be a child, very possibly permanently so.
It can work as well the other way around. Many young people are entirely “normal” sexually, but they may be very egoistic and irresponsible, poor students, and physically and socially underdeveloped. The deviate is consequently not a degenerate or pervert, and, indeed, his regressive sexual preferences may have little or nothing to do with achievements in other areas, unless it is in the positive way of spurring him on to higher goals to compensate for what society frowns upon in him.
Anal eroticism is among the less common deviations, and remains under the ban of social disapproval, even since the beginning of the “sexual revolution.” Consequently, those who have these preferences remain very reticent, and it is difficult to get accurate information. Only the occasional case, here and there, reveals it, although the probability that it is reasonably widespread is high, in view of the fact that anal sex is very common among children, as we have seen.
Analism is chiefly a form of masturbation, often involving narcissism, the girl's fascination with the beauty of her own naked buttocks, or partial-ism, a fascination with buttocks in general, coupled with a desire for penetration in that region. The visual and tactile elements are intertwined.
The enema is a highly erotic form of medical treatment and the apparatus is particularly stimulating to the person with anal tendencies. The dark red-rubber bag or hot water bottle, bulging with water, the long tube which leads from it, culminating either in a black nozzle or, more titillating, a soft rubber colon tube. Even the most insignificant details are important. Like other regressive types, the anal erotic is obsessive and compulsive. Ritual is important. The girl wants to repeat the first time, wants each subsequent occasion to be as much like the first as possible. If she was given an enema with a fountain syringe and tube in the bathroom, she wants only a fountain syringe. If she was dressed at the time and had to pull up her skirt and take down her panties, she must repeat that. If she had to lie down on the rug on the floor or bend over, she must repeat that. What her mother or the mother substitute says is important, too. She wants to be told to bend down, to be told that she must bend down further if she is not bending enough. If her mother was stern, then she wants her to be stern again. If she was gentle, she wants that.
Whether the first experience of an enema was painful or pleasant makes little difference. It often imprints itself deep in the mind of the young person; it becomes a focal experience of considerable importance to him, an experience which he wants repeated.
Frances had several experiences in anal intercourse both before and after her seduction of her brother. One of them happened when the auburn-haired, well-developed girl had just turned twelve.

“One time I was upstairs in the attic with this boy. His name was Billy, and we were fooling around in the trunks up there. We got started talking about sex, or rather I got us talking about it, and I asked him if he'd ever done it with another boy. He got this funny look on his face and said he had.
“'What's it like?' I asked. 'Is it nice?'
“'Uh-huh. You wanna try it?'
“ 'Do you wanna?'
“ 'Okay,' he said.
“'All right. What have I got to do?' I asked.
“'Take down your slacks and lie down.'
“'You take yours down first,' I demanded.
“'Well, all right,' he said.
“He acted embarrassed, hesitated a minute, then unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants and took them down, and then he took down his shorts. It was the first time I'd seen a boy's wienie and I was curious… well, not the first time.
“'If we fuck, do you put that in me?' I asked.
“'Yes,' he said in this hoarse voice.
“'Won't it hurt?'
“'No, it'll feel good. Go ahead and get undressed.' I undressed.
“I really wanted to try it now, so I took down my slacks and panties and then I lay down on the floor on my tummy like he told me to. He got down on top of me, and he was really heavy, too.
“'Can you get it in?' I whispered.
“'I'm trying,' he said.
“I felt it between my cheeks, sticking in the crack, but he couldn't find the hole. I reached back and tried to find it, but I couldn't either.
“Then we heard the door slam downstairs. Our folks had come home, and we got scared and got up and got dressed again. It was a good thing, too, because my aunt came right upstairs to the attic to see what we were doing, and we were just looking at the stuff in the trunk.
“That night they all went out to a dance or party or something and left us two kids home. It was sort of late when they left and we'd both gone to bed. After they were gone, I got up and sneaked into Billy's room.
“'Is that you, Fran?' he said.
“'Uh-huh…You wanna try it again?'
“'Yeah,' he said.
“We pulled the shades down and turned on the light. Then I pulled up my nightie and lay down on the bed on my tummy and he took down his pants and lay down on top of me. He got his dick in the crack like before, but he couldn't find the hole, and I couldn't either. I said, 'Maybe you can get it in if I bend over.'
“He said, 'Okay, let's try it,' so I stood up, held my nightie way up high, and stooped down. It really felt funny doing that, and I could see my bare ass in the mirror, all round and white, and, boy, that really got me excited. It was really something when I saw his wienie going in between my cheeks. I really bent down with my head on my arms on the bed, and my knees bent and everything, and he said he could see my asshole. So I reached back with my hand and guided his dick right to it, and he pushed. I could feel him pushing. But it didn't go in. He pushed and pushed, and it hurt a little, not much, but a little. But it didn't go in.
“Then he said, 'Maybe I ought to put some vaseline or something on it.' So I went to the bathroom and found some vaseline in the medicine cabinet and we rubbed some of that on his dong and I reached back with my finger and rubbed some of it around my asshole.
“Boy, this time was different! I bent down again, right in the bathroom, and he pushed the head of his dong against my asshole. This time we spread my cheeks apart; he pulled one cheek and I the other. He could really see my asshole now. And when he pushed, I felt my ass open up and the head of his dong went in and the whole thing just shot up me like a red-hot poker.
“'Is it in?' he said.
“'Oh boy, I'll say!' I said. It didn't really hurt, because he didn't have a very thick dong. Or really, I should say, it hurt, but I sorta liked it. It really felt great. I would liked to have had him leave it in, because I liked the way it felt in there, but he pulled it out, and I straightened up.
“'Do it again,' I said, and bent over again. This time it went in real easy. It just slid in. It was really neat. I just loved it. It felt like I really had something back there. It was really in. 'Leave it in,' I begged, but he pulled it out.
“'Lie down and let me screw you the regular way,' he said in this tense voice.
“I was all for trying that, so I lay down on my back on the bathroom floor and spread my legs apart like you're supposed to. And he lay down on top of me. But it was the same old stuff again. He couldn't get it in. We tried vaseline and everything, but it still wouldn't work.
“'You're too small,' he said.
“'Stick it up my ass again,' I said, 'and this time leave it in.'
“We decided to do it dog-fashion this time. At least, that's what he called it. And I got down on all fours and he got behind me and shoved it up my ass again. I loved feeling it go in. He pulled it out and pushed it up in again. He didn't try to pump or anything. Then, finally, he asked me to jerk him off. I didn't know what that meant, but he showed me how to hold his dick and rub it. He started getting excited, and then this white stuff spurted out of his dong. After that he wasn't interested in fooling around anymore, even though I was, and we finally went to bed.
“I didn't see Billy for a couple of months after that night. They lived upstate and we were on Long Island. But one time, at the end of the summer, they came down and visited us again, for a weekend, and we went out to Montauk Point to have a picnic. We went swimming and all that stuff, and then we went off down the beach, climbing on the rocks and all that.
“'Do you want to fuck?' I asked.
“'Naw,' he said, 'you're too little.' And then he told me he was going out with a girl, and that he didn't want to do any dirty stuff anymore. The regular way was okay, but not in the ass.
“I should have been humiliated, but instead I wanted it so bad that I started to peel down my swimsuit and begged him to fuck me.
“'Okay, bend over,' he said reluctantly. I did, and he started pushing his dong into my ass. We'd been swimming, and we were both wet. His dong rubbed up in me. He had to sort of work it in.
“'Is it in?' he asked.
“'Yes. It's going in.'
“'You've got to bend over some more,' he said.
“I did. I bent just about double, and he pushed his dong all the way up as far as it would go. It felt awfully good and I wished he'd leave it in, but like the last time, he pulled it out.
“'My poor prick,' he said.
“'Do it again,' I begged; but he said, 'No, it's dirty. I don't ever want to do it that way again.'
“Not long after that, Jane and I started fooling around with the enema thing. It happened one summer when we were at the cottage. There are a lot of old people in this place where my parents insist on spending their vacation. I hate it. There aren't too many kids, and there really isn't anything to do except go to the drive-in movie, or, if you dig the great outdoors, which I don't particularly, you can go boating and stuff. Most of the boys are real creeps.
“After Mom gave me that enema I started fooling around with the enema thing myself. Whenever my folks would go out, I'd go in the bathroom, strip naked, and try to give myself an enema. I'd keep getting water on the floor, though, and it was hard to get the nozzle in myself and keep it in there.
“Then one day Jane caught me. I thought she'd gone over to the lake with Mom and Dad, but she hadn't. I was down on all fours on the bathroom floor, naked, trying to stick the enema nozzle up my fanny when I heard a sound behind me, and there was Jane. Her eyes were as big as saucers.
“'What the hell are you doing?' she demanded.
“I pulled out the tube and sat up. Boy, was my face red.
“'What does it look like, dummy?' I retorted. 'I'm taking an enema.'
“'What are you doing that for?' she asked. 'Are you sick?'
“'No,' I said, 'I'm not sick.' I don't know why I had to be so darned honest. All I had to say was I was sick and that would have been okay. I'm dumb sometimes.
“'Let's play nurse,' she suddenly said with a grin. 'I'll be the nurse and you can be the patient.' We used to play that when we were little.
“'Okay,' I said. “Then I'll be the nurse and you can be the patient.' And we both started to giggle.
“Jane stripped so that we were both naked, and I lay down on the floor on my tummy with my legs apart. Jane started shoving the tube up my bottom. We took the nozzle off and smeared vaseline on the tube first. Boy, it was wonderful! Wow! While she was pushing it in me, she turned the water works on, and then she started finger-poking me. That was really good. I just kept groaning and wiggling and squirming around because it felt so good, begging her to really ram the tube all the way up my rear and all that. I just loved it. She kept telling me how beautiful my bottom looked with the tube going up. She was really enjoying giving me the enema as much as I enjoyed taking it. She pushed the tube way way up me, or so it seemed, and I could feel it going in all the way. It goes in sort of tight at first because it has to get through your rectum, and that's very tight, then it suddenly sort of bursts through into your bowel, and after that it just slithers in, and that's the part that feels so good, especially when somebody is finger-poking you at the same time.
“Afterwards I gave Jane an enema the same way. I made her lie down on her stomach with her legs apart, and, while I was pushing the tube up her, I gave her a good finger-poking. She was like me. She just went crazy and kept begging me to really shove it way up in.
“When it was all over, we got dressed, cleaned everything up, and were just sticking the syringe back in the closet when our folks came up the drive. They wondered why we were so red in the face and tired, but we told them we'd been out playing tennis, which they said was a dumb thing to do because it was so hot.
“Jane and I talked more than we'd ever done before. She and I had never been particularly close, but now we were. She told me that she'd faked most of the times when Mom had given her enemas, and that she sort of thought Mom was getting something out of giving them to her, but she hadn't been really sure. Then we talked about Don, and I told her about what he and I had done, and she was just fascinated.
“'Oh, I've always wanted to be screwed in the ass!' she exclaimed. 'I wonder if he'd do it to me.'
“'Why don't we all fool around together,' I suggested.
“'Oh yes, let's,' she said with enthusiasm.
“About a week later Dad and Mom went to the city for the day leaving the three of us alone. In the morning we walked down to the lake and swam around awhile and then we came back. On the way back we started talking about sex, and I finally came right out with it, about Don and me, and also about what Jane and I had done, so that all three of us now knew.
“'Let's do it,' I said. 'As soon as we get home, let's do it, all three of us. First Don can cornhole Jane and while he's doing it to her I'll give him an enema.'
“But Don said nix on that. He didn't want anything up his ass, he said, and anyway, he wanted to screw the regular way and none of this rear-end stuff. Jane and I weren't too enthusiastic about that, because-suppose something happened and one of us got pregnant. He talked us into it, though. We were both curious to try almost anything and that included regular, of course. It would be a way of finding out if we were as queer as we were afraid we were. That part bothers me a little, I mean about being queer.
“As soon as we were home, the three of us stripped naked and started fooling around. I sucked Don's prick so that it became as hard as a rock and he gave us a trip around the world each. He started licking around our tits, our nipples and everything, and then worked down and down until he was sucking and licking us around our pussies and then our assholes. It was terrific. I'd never had anything like that before and neither had Jane. We both came, but we were so excited that we still wanted more even after we'd come.
“Then Don started screwing Jane. They did it the old-fashioned way first, him on top and her underneath. That's about the dullest way to make love that I can imagine. I think Jane thought so, too. I don't know why adults are so hung up on old-fashioned. I think its a bore Anyway, Don shoved it to her and screwed her. He was still full of it even after he finished with Jane and wanted to screw me the same way. But I said that I at least, wanted it dog-fashion. He agreed, and I got down on my hands and knees and he pushed his prick up into my vagina. He fucked me. But, it's funny, I didn't like it much. It really didn't feel like anything.
“'Stick it up my rear,' I begged him. “He did, and the moment it slid up my rectum, I came.
“'Ohhhhhh, that's good,' I moaned. 'It's goood!'
“The fact that Jane was staring at my bare cheeks and watching me get it back there really added to it, too. I like to have someone watch me have something pushed up my rear. I don't know why, but it just adds something to the whole thing. I just love it.
“After he shot off up my rear, and after we'd rested for a while, Don cornholed Jane. It was my idea. I enjoyed watching her get it, too, and kept staring at her buttocks, at how round and white they were, at how the prick just slid right up in. It really turned me on. Jane enjoyed it, too. Both of us like rear-end sex much better than any other way. It's funny, that part. My vagina really disgusts me. I hate my periods, and I hate the goo and all that. I really think that it's a very ugly part of your body. But there is no part of your body that's as pretty and clean as your buttocks, and to be penetrated back there is really nice. I really like it.
“Don and I did it quite a bit from then on, and Jane, too. We'd sneak into Don's room when Mom was out. All three of us would strip naked and then Don would cornhole us. We tried it in all different kinds of positions-bending over, lying down on our stomachs, dog-fashion, lying down on our backs with our legs up, every way that we could. What Don couldn't figure out was why both of us liked it so much in the rear and didn't like it at in the regular way. I think it used to bother him a little, and I think it bothered Jane, too. But it never did me. I don't see anything at all wrong with doing it that way. They call it Greek, and I read once that the Greeks were the most cultured people in the whole world, so how could anything that they did be bad? I don't think it is.
“But, better than anything, better than doing it Greek, even, I like enemas. I'd rather be given an enema than anything, and either by Jane or by Mom. I keep trying to think back to remember how I got this way. It must have been the first time that did it for me, and I think that it was when I was ten and had the Asian flu.
“'Frances, come in here this minute. I'm not going to speak to you again,' Mom snapped that time. I remember how mad I was and how I threw back the covers and then threw my legs over the side of the bed. I didn't want a darned enema, even though I'd never had one before. I remember how the bag bulged and how red it was, and how absolutely awful that long tube looked. I didn't want to have to expose my buttocks either, especially since I felt that Mom hated me.
“'I'm waiting for you,' Mom said in this sort of angry voice. What I hated most was having to take my pajama pants down in front of Mom and bend over with my bottom stark naked, and have her Stick something in me back there, her of all people. But I couldn't do anything about it, so even though I was pretty red in the face, I took down my pants and bent down. She stuck the nozzle up my bottom and then the water started squirting in.
“'Is it going in?' she demanded.
“'Yes, Mother,' I whispered.
“That's when I found that it feels good to get an enema, even though its humiliating, too. I was also sort of excited having my bottom bare, and I began to wonder what a boy's wienie would feel like back there.
“'Can you take any more?'
“'It's all right, Mom,' I said.
“I was pretty quiet about the whole thing, just took it and didn't cry or complain or anything. Afterwards Mom made me go back to bed. I just lay in my bed, thinking about the enema, and after a while I began to wish that she'd do it to me again.
“Mom came upstairs to see how I was. 'Did the enema work?' she asked me.
“Then without having planned to say anything, I heard myself telling Mom that it hadn't particularly, and that maybe I needed another one.
“Mom raised her eyebrows a little, especially because I'd said I wanted another one.
“'Well, I guess I'd better give you another,' she said. She went into the bathroom, and I climbed out of bed and followed her in. I just stood there in the doorway, with my stomach turning flip-flops, and my hand kept slipping back over my buttocks while I watched her take the nozzle off the tube and start greasing the tube. 'I'm going to run it way up in this time,' she told me. 'Get undressed.'
“I closed the bathroom door behind me, took my pajama pants down again, and bent down.
“'You'll have to bend way down,' she said.
“'All right… Am I bending down enough?'
“'No, a little more.'
“I felt her insert the tube in me. She slid it between my buttocks and through my bottom hole. Then it started sliding way up in. Ooooh, it felt good.
“'It doesn't hurt, does it?' she asked.
“'No,' I said. 'It feels funny.'
“'Bend way down. Take a deep breath and bend way down,' she said.
“I did, and felt the tube sliding way up in me. It was just delicious.
“'Get down on your knees and elbows,' she told me.
“I did and just crouched there with my bottom up. I could feel the tube way up in.


“'Does it feel good?' Mom asked in this odd voice.
“'Yes, Mom,' I confessed.
“'I'm going to run the tube up higher,' she whispered, 'and you can just enjoy it, and if you want to holler or anything, it's okay.'
“So she started pushing the tube further up into me, very swiftly and smoothly. As it slithered in I also felt the water. I was still embarrassed, and my face was blushing, but I really enjoyed it. I found that if I pressed my thighs real tight together, pressed, and pushed back, the sensation was just wonderful. The tube kept going in and in. It was already more than a foot in. I pressed very hard, tightened against the water, but it squirted in. The pressure became painful, and I found myself wriggling around. My heart was pounding. I moaned.
“'Hurt?'
“'No-o-o-o-o-o-o-o, it feels good!'
“'Feels good?'
“'Ooooooooo!'
“'Lie down on your tummy and spread your legs apart.'
“I did and the tube pushed up higher and I was just in ecstasy. 'Ooooooo, this enema feels good! Oooooh, it feels good!' I just hollered and my buttocks were bounding up and down.
“That's the time that I'm sure got me started on this stuff. Mom was kind of funny afterwards, and I felt that I'd done something wrong even though she was the one that had done it to me. But now I know what it was, and that that's the reason I like Greek and all that stuff.”

Frances's is the most purely anal erotic of all the cases mentioned and is almost a classic example of analism as discussed in Chidakel's Female Sex Perversion. Analism begins, he pointed out, with enemas given to young children by their mothers. Other, later forms of anal eroticism, including anal intercourse, are essentially derived from these initial experiences. The fact that the mother also derives sexual gratification from giving her child an enema is typical. There is, therefore, an incestuous component to analism as well as a homosexual aspect. Analism cannot be regarded as a simple phenomenon but is a highly complex syndrome.



CONCLUSION


Anal eroticism is a complex, a syndrome rather than anything so simple as pure enjoyment of physical sensation. Regression is the predominant aspect. The anal erotic wants to remain a child. He wants sex for its own sake also, sex sharply partitioned from morality, idealism, duty, family, and love. The anal erotic woman derives little or no satisfaction from the service she renders society or the duties she assumes on behalf of others. She will probably be highly intelligent, morally idealistic, and sensitive.
Anal eroticism is, as noted, far more common among middle- and upper-class people than among the working classes and lower middle classes. These latter usually impose rigidly conventional standards of moral behavior, are puritanical. When analism occurs among these people it is usually faute de mieux, a substitute for heterosexual genital intercourse or a birth control means. It is seldom a preference. Among the educated and affluent it is frequently so. All of the young ladies in the aforementioned cases are typical. They are cultured, refined, responsible persons who, nevertheless, prefer rectal penetration to vaginal. Such persons are entirely capable of affection, are not notably egocentric, and are also competent. They cope with life effectively. They are deviates, perhaps, but they are not necessarily neurotic and seldom psychopathic. However, because they have the attitudes of members of a persecuted minority, and are obliged to be very secretive, they harbor considerable hostility against the heterosexual genital majority. Unlike homosexuals, they are lonely and isolated, seldom able to find partners. Also, while they usually accept adult responsibility, they derive little satisfaction from the adult role.
What the anally erotic woman wants most of all she cannot have. She wants to flee back to her childhood, be a small girl in pigtails and short skirts, who plays with dolls rather than real live babies. She may even hate small children because she resents their occupying the role she wants herself. Her sexuality is part of her regression. She wants her mother to give her an enema as when she was a child. Compared to this, what she does in bed with her lover or husband is as dull and uninteresting as the work she must do in real life. Both are unsatisfactory substitutes for play. Nothing that maturity can offer her, even if she is a model parent, or a highly successful career woman, can compensate for what she lost by growing up. As in Babes in Toyland, “once you cross its borders you can never return again.” But she never wanted to cross over; she wanted to stay, and life wouldn't let her.
From puberty on, the lot of the anal erotic is one of frustration, guilt, and obsession. Most men will not perform anal intercourse on her, and, because of tightening regulations in the medical profession, it is exceedingly difficult to be given a colonic irrigation or even an ordinary enema. Nurses will not administer them unless there is a doctor's order, and, if the anal erotic concocts a constipation problem, the physician usually recommends a laxative. Very few health institutes and naturopaths are allowed to give colonic irrigations anymore. She can, of course, give herself enemas, but that is highly unsatisfactory because it leaves out all of the most important ingredients, the passive role, the anticipation, and the experience of being penetrated by someone else. Also, she cannot discuss her desires with anyone, even her husband or boyfriend, or her most intimate women friends. If she goes to a psychiatrist his task will be to help her overcome the problem, or else he will attempt to divert her into other activities and interests. Likely as not she has many of these anyway, and sex is only a part of her life. But it is important. What she wants is so simple: some sympathetic person, male or female, who will occasionally give her an enema. But this is exactly what she is forbidden from having, because that belongs back in Toyland from which she has been permanently and unwillingly exiled.
What she does then is live with the frustration. She welcomes whatever opportunities for fulfillment might come along, fantasizes the rest, and goes on being outwardly an adult and inwardly a child. Later, as she grows older, the urgency of her sexual appetites diminished somewhat, but the yearning to regress remains. She enjoys the frivolous and unprofitable activities on the margins of her life far more than she does the deeper and more dedicated ones which she has been obliged to make the center. She fully understands the Buddhist teaching that “all existence is suffering,” but she is in no way inclined to relinquish the illusion of self which is the cause of suffering. She is not particularly defiant about her form of sexual preference, although her deviation in this area may be an important stimulus to her being a social radical or an anarchist. She may be violently elitist because she resents the majority and what it has imposed on her, and she longs to have everything upset and turned topsy-turvy so that the deviants are normal, and the people who prefer heterosexual vaginal intercourse the shameful minority who must forever hide. She is a witch. She stands in opposition to the repressive and fiercely heterosexual conception of God. Consciously or not she is anti-Christian. It is no accident that the witches of Renaissance and early Modern Europe are alleged to have committed anal intercourse, and that the Black Mass supposedly reached its climax when the witches kissed the Devil's buttocks. That such ever took place out side the imaginations of the witch persecutors now seems highly dubious, but, psychologically speaking, the truth of the allegation remains. The anal erotic is a witch. What she does or wants to do is perfectly natural. It is also just as human as it is bestial, and, of course, human beings are all bestial anyway. We are all animals. Analism is intrinsically no more disgusting or unnatural than kissing which is a sexual act recommended by the Christian Church. Buttocks are more attractive than the genital regions of both sexes, aesthetically speaking, and, since the Renaissance, at any rate, have received a good deal of attention from the artists. Both the anus and the genitals are apertures for the discharge of waste products. Why then is the anal erotic a witch?
The reason for it is probably sociological rather than psychological or, certainly, physiological, and it has to do with regression. Society tolerates forms of sexual behavior which do not lead to procreation, as witness the almost universal acceptance of contraception. There is no longer the nonsense about sex being only for the purpose of making babies. Sex has been secularized. But it must be mature, and it must be productive of pair bonds an important point which William Morris makes in The Naked Ape.
Anal eroticism remains infantile. Society does not accept it because it is a phase of development through which the person must pass. Intelligent and enlightened people see no harm in it among children, but it does not belong in adult life. Those who remain anally erotic as adults are fixated; they have become stuck at an early state of childhood development in this particular area of life, and, since no aspect of life can be divorced from others, it produces a certain type of character.
The anal erotic adult may very possibly be a very important and useful person in society, precisely because of his anal eroticism. His frustrations may lead him to be highly creative or active as a social reformer. He may be uncommonly responsible. But the golden age lies behind him; he has been expelled from Eden, and, above all, he detests children because they occupy the realm he himself would prefer. Nothing that adult life offers makes up for what he has lost. On the other hand, since deviation is a major spur in his life, should psychotherapy successfully remove his yearning for the impossible, the other worthy and creative aspects of his personality will be sacrificed as well. He may conceivably win peace of mind, but at the price of his usefulness.
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