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To Samuel W. Gailey
 for putting up with me on porn, dreadlines, and too
 much caffeine.

To Mom and Dad
 who still do not know that I have written a book about porn.






INTRODUCTION

So why is a good girl like me writing a book about porn? I'm well-educated, open-minded, serious about my career and the people I love, and I am certainly not obsessed with sex. That is probably why I was so reluctant to research all things porn. Did being interested in porn make me somehow cheap or "dirty," I wondered? Certainly smart, successful men aren't apprehensive about going to a newsstand and buying a Playboy magazine or renting a hard-core porn video at their local video store.

Admittedly, my first forays into porn were fuelled by a boyfriend who accused me of being pornophobic. As usual I took criticism as a personal challenge. Obsessed with list-making, I jotted down every porn subject I was curious about and set out to explore it. It was also my girlfriends (mostly good girls) who encouraged me to explore the world of porn, calling me their spy on a reconnaissance mission to gather information that would make them more sexually savvy. In the beginning, I merely saw myself on a quest to understand men and their fascination with porn. Now, you might be reading this and thinking, "Oh, not my man," but yes, "your man," too. My research and interviews with dozens of men indicate that any woman who thinks that her significant other is not turned on by some porn is fooling herself.

In the end, I did learn a lot about men and their relationships with porn and sex, but what really surprised me was what I learned about myself, and how I improved my relationship with sex. For six months I basically became a Good Girl Gone Wild. I did things like attend blow job seminars, visit brothels, watch porn, test vibrators, read erotica, and much, much more. And, I had a few epiphanies on the way.

To start with, I realized that it doesn't do anyone any good to live off yesterday's orgasms, and that "cliterature"*1 is a far better coping tool for break-ups than Haagen-Dazs or buying shoes. The fact is that whether you are a single twenty-something exploring your sexuality for the first time, a married thirty-something with children trying to fit sex into a busy schedule, or a woman experiencing menopause, sex is a major part of everyone's life.

However, if you're a woman, you are likely to be more reluctant than a male reader or too strapped for time to do things like try a lap dance, patronize a sex store, research sex-enhancement products, or rent dozens of porn videos to figure out which one might improve your sex life. That's why I have gone out and embarrassed myself–so that you don't have to!

In your hands, Good Vibrations may be used to discover worthwhile products and places to improve your sex life without having to risk time or money testing these things yourself–a kind of Zagat's Guide to porn places and things, if you will. Or, if you're one of the many women frustrated with dating in a society where men prefer Penthouse to poetry, you may use it to explore men's fascination with porn. Or, you may simply read this book as it was originally meant to be: a laugh-out-loud chronicle of One Good Girl's Exploration of All Things Naughty. An exploration that is constantly complicated by my break-ups with a string of insignificant others, my fear that social evolution is based on survival of the prettiest, hilarious diversions by The Naughty Knitters (a group of friends I stitch and bitch with) and my best guy friend, an out-of-the-closet metrosexual, and, of course, my never-ending search for a Mr. Right, which pitifully disintegrates into a search for Mr. Right Now.

If, after reading this introduction, you are still reluctant to explore my adventures in pornology because you are asking yourself, "Will I still be a good girl after reading this book?" The answer is yes.

An informed Good Girl is still a Good Girl.

TEN SIGNS

THAT YOU ARE A GOOD GIRL WHEN IT
 COMES TO MEN, SEX, AND PORN

1. You've considered looking up the word "orgasm" in the dictionary.

2. You feel guilty for faking it.

3. You are tempted to add a digit when giving your sex tally to a new partner.

4. You prefer reading House Beautiful to Penthouse.

5. You wear thong underwear only to avoid panty lines, not because you want to look sexy.

6. You thought dildos were only for women without boyfriends.

7. You still feel embarrassed when you buy condoms or vaginal lubricant in a grocery store.

8. You think "dirty talk" during sex seems, well, dirty.

9. You let your inhibitions down with Tom only after three or more shots of Jack.

10. Repeat the following three words: hot, throbbing, cock. If you didn't say it out loud, you are definitely a Good Girl.





Chapter One

Generation XXX

Irritable boyfriend syndrome (IBS): n. chronic condition characterized by frequent bouts of irritability, lack of interest in improving relationships, and irregular bowel movements

Okay, I guess we're having sex. Not a lot of notice, but the lights are out, Greg is not snoring, and he has crawled on top of me. Why does he always assume I want him on top?

Oooh, wait a minute, that feels kind of good. He is actually using his hands in a way he never has before. . . Damn it, he stopped–the hands thing must've been an accident. . .All right, here we go again.... I need to get into this. . .What is that noise? Did I forget to turn the stove fan off? No... is it... could it be... Greg's stomach? Can he really still be hungry? Oh, God, maybe he has gas! Wouldn't surprise me, he ate so fast. Okay, gas is distracting and not exactly a turn-on. Just stop thinking, Ayn! Maybe if I pretend I'm into sex tonight, that will get me
more into it. Wow, he's really sweating....He may fail creativity, but he
gets an 'A' for exertion....God, is he done yet?

Okay, here we go again, yes, yes. I even say, "Yes, yes" out loud to help matters. We are in sync now; I actually feel kinda good. Oooh, yes, yes, wheat-free waffles! Oh, no! Wheat-free waffles? Did I say that out loud?

Greg suddenly rolls off of me and turns on the light. Crap. I did say it out loud.

"What the hell was that?"

"Just a second." I take the pen and Post-its I always keep by my bedside and jot down "wheat-free waffles". "I've been trying to remember that all day. It's what I forgot at the store."

"Are you kidding me?"

"What?"

"We haven't had sex in two weeks and you just killed the mood."

"Well, I'm ready now. Getting that off my mind really freed me
up."

"Forget it."

Greg rolls over and falls asleep in seconds, whereas I lay wide awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering why, after dating me for two years and living with me for the last month, he does not realize that I do not forget anything.

The next morning I am sitting in my pajamas in the kitchen doing what I always do while I eat breakfast: I make a list of the things I want to accomplish for that day. I also refer to the list I made the day before and transfer over any unfinished business.

When Greg enters the kitchen, he grabs the cup of coffee I made for him, eyes me making my list, and blatantly rolls his eyes. When we first started going out he would at least try to hide the eye rolls. When did that change?

"You know, you are the only person I know who plans to do only one thing a day," I tell him. "Everyone else makes 'To Do' lists."

"But don't you think your list-making tendencies are borderline obsessive?" To illustrate his point, he opens a cupboard. Both of its doors are plastered with one very humongous list, which he reads from at random. "Under the heading of 'Travel': Climb a pyramid. See the Taj Mahal. White-water rafting."

"Those are checked off."

"...Spear fishing?"

I hate how he says it like it's beyond my capabilities. "It's good to have dreams," I say.

"'Household': Paint kitchen. Feng shui bedroom..."

"That's the master list," I try to explain. "The one I'm doing now is the daily list, which supplements the weekly lists."

He turns to the fridge and removes four Post-its. I grab them from him one at a time. "Yellow means I need to add it to my daily list, fluorescent green goes on the weekly, and blue is for the master list."

He holds up a hot pink Post-it that has "Shave legs" scrawled on it. "Hot pink means I have to take care of it immediately." He glances at my legs and does not argue this one.

"Hold up your hands," he says, trying to make a point. Reluctantly, I do so.

I have scribbled "Carpe Diet" on my left palm and "See other list" on my right.

"You're just mad about last night and taking it out on my lists," I tell him.

"Well, it's kind of a problem. Most women yell out things during sex like 'Yes, yes, come on, baby,' and you yell out 'wheat-free waffles,' or, what was it last time? 'Binder clips'?"

Actually it was just plain old "paper clips," but I don't tell him that because now I am mad.

I yell, "Yeah, well, you couldn't find my G-spot if I Map Quested it for you!" Actually, I don't yell this out loud, I just imagine doing it. Because I'm above that–for now. Meanwhile, I realize he is still complaining.

"You're obviously not in the moment during sex. You're constantly distracted!"

"Maybe I have ADD," I suggest.

"Yeah, right."

"My brother and mom have it," I insist. "That one doctor said maybe that's why I have trouble finishing my lists." (The truth is, Martha Stewart would have trouble finishing my lists.)

He grabs the soy milk from the fridge and takes a swig straight from the carton. It takes everything I have not to point out the Post-it on the carton that reads, "Use a glass, please."

"If you have ADD, why does it only happen during sex?" he asks.

"Maybe I have SADD."

He looks at me with one eyebrow raised.

"Sexual attention deficit disorder." I am half-joking, but he does not laugh.

"Now you're making up afflictions to excuse our sex life?" He rolls his eyes again. That's two times in ten minutes. "Why don't you just admit that you're not into sex?"

I thrust Friday's list at him, so ready to put him in his place. He reads it aloud. "'Floss teeth.' Do you really need to remind yourself to do that?"

"Not that. Read further down." He keeps reading while I continue. "And, if you knew anything about making lists, you would know that you should always put one item on your list that you know you can accomplish–it makes the rest of the list seem more doable."

"Talk to Greg about last night,'" he says, still reading the list and getting more impatient.

"Give that to me!" I snatch the list back and check off "Floss teeth" and "Talk to Greg." Then I realize I handed him the wrong list. I hand him the weekly.

"The last item. Please read it."

'"Sex with Greg. Friday 10 p.m.-ish.'"

"See."

"Is that supposed to make me feel better?" He rolls his eyes again. We might be onto a record here. He puts the soy milk back in the fridge and turns to leave.

"Well? Is that all you're going to say or are your eye rolls some secret language, like the clicking of the Khoisan, that I'm just not fluent in?" The blank look on his face tells me that he has no idea what I'm talking about, so I make a few loud clicks with my tongue to illustrate–now he looks slightly afraid that I've lost my mind–and explain, "The Khoisan. They're the African tribe that communicates by clicking."

"You know what, I don't want to get into this. I'm late for work."

"You work at home!"

"So? I can still be late." With that he slams the door and heads out to his garage office.

I should be working, too, but I am now seriously distracted by our exchange. Actually, it doesn't take much to distract me. I wasn't kidding about the ADD. As a freelance writer, it usually takes me three or four hours of doing everything except writing–and a heavy dose of caffeine, equivalent to two cups of Kanaya green tea, two iced double soy lattes, or a pound of chocolate–before I can actually type or write my first paid word for the day.

After smearing a jar of Nutella chocolate hazelnut spread onto a plate of healthy and nutritious celery sticks, I start this particular writing session by searching for Star magazine. None of my friends would suspect that I read Star because it never appears in my living room on my knock-off Neutra coffee table perfectly fanned out with Vanity Fair, Esquire, Jane, Harvard, and Saveur. I only buy it because it is the perfect natural laxative.

There is something about the dramatic highs and lows of TomKat and Brangelina and "Knifestyles of the Rich and Famous" that makes me forget all of my own troubles and never provokes a single deep thought. After all, deep thoughts are constipating.

Greg has caught on to Star's laxative powers, so now I constantly find it in his bathroom.

I search through the pile of magazines in his bathroom. Sports Illustrated, Football Weekly, Xbox Magazine, Finally Legal, Fantasy Football Weekly. Wait a minute. Finally Legal? My first thought is that it's a law magazine; then I remember we are talking about Greg here and what kind of law magazine puts a photo of a threesome on its cover? I keep looking. Penthouse? Barely Legal?

In disbelief, I glance through Barely Legal. I stare at a photo of a young woman–pretty if it weren't for overabundant makeup–on her hands and knees with two penises in her mouth. There are guys attached to the penises. I find myself wondering if she's ever shouted out a grocery item during sex.

I keep turning the pages, all kinds of thoughts going through my head. My boyfriend reads porn? Wow, that has got to be the biggest penis I've ever seen. So, that's what a strap-on looks like? What does that girl have up her butt and why is she smiling about it? Will I ever get these images out of my head? Why are these pages stuck together? Aaaaggggh! I throw the magazine down and flee the bathroom.

I march over to my desk and I do what I always do when a loved one makes me mad: I write a letter. A letter is kind of like a list except with full sentences and a lot more passion. My pen practically catches the paper on fire I am writing so fast and furiously.

In the letter I tell Greg that knowing that he ogles the women in these magazines makes me feel inadequate in all kinds of ways. His habit makes me wonder if he is misogynistic. I argue that porn objectifies women and sets back women's liberation and other feminist causes; I detail how it sets up false expectations (all of those boobs cannot be real) for looks, sex, and healthy relationships. I do not tell him the number one reason I do not want him reading porn: Seeing those photos makes me feel like my thighs are even more enormous than I already fear they are.

I head back to the garage where Greg conducts his so-called career and fling open his "office" door, catching him right in the middle of shooting a very large gun at a hulking figure in a ski mask who has his own gun pointed at Greg's head. Why he enjoys testing soon-to-be-released video games is beyond me.

"Since when do you read porn?" I ask as he continues pressing a zillion buttons on the control, causing an array of gunfire, explosions, and acrobatics in the video game.

"Uh, since always," he says without even a smidgen of guilt. "And, for the record, I don't read it, I just look at the pictures."

"Barely Legal? I can't believe this. I thought you were evolved. We met at a Björk concert!"

He rolls his eyes. (We definitely have a record now!)

I hand him the letter, confident that my passionate response to his porn habit will make him understand my point and empathize with smart women everywhere. We will grow together.

He puts the Xbox control down. After reading my letter, he looks up at me but says nothing.

"Well?"

With true wonder in his voice, he says, "Wow, you're really pornophobic."

"Pornophobic?" That's his response to my impassioned arguments about why porn is anti-feminist and misogynistic?

"Yeah, you know, you have an irrational fear of por–"

"I know what you mean. It doesn't make sense." I cut him off.

"Okay, have you ever read a Playboy magazine? Seen a porno?" he asks.

A long silence on my part as I search and search my memory banks.

"See? You're pornophobic," he practically shouts.

"Yeah, well, you're a pornoholic!" I yell and storm out.

I go to Barnes & Noble, where I always go to think, get away from things, and, okay, I admit it: I like to read magazines for free.

It's like someone is sending me signs. In the bookstore's front window, Jenna Jameson's How to Make Love Like a Porn Star is displayed right next to the Pulitzer-winning Guns, Germs, and Steel by anthropologist Jared Diamond, and apparently Traci Lords does Barnes & Noble, too. Her biography, Underneath It All, is on the best-sellers' shelf, and a coffee-table art book, XXX: 30 Porn-Star Portraits, is also front and center.

I open XXX and am surprised to see that real writers like Adam Gopnik, feminist Nancy Friday, and Salman Rushdie have contributed essays. In the magazine section of the store, I notice a handsome businessman picking up a Playboy as comfortably as I pick up the newest issue of New York Magazine.

Another sign: The cover article of New York Magazine is by David Amsden and happens to be all about porn and how it has seeped into the mainstream. Wait a minute, porn is now mainstream? As Amsden puts it, "Porn is not merely acceptable [nowadays], it's hip." I don't want to believe him, but as hard as I try to resist, I am a writer who cares what good writers think. And I so badly want to be hip.

In the Starbucks, where I go to finish the New York Magazine article, I run into a colleague's sixteen-year-old daughter, who comes from a good home and is an honor student. She gives me a big hug and when she stands back, I see that she is wearing a T-shirt that has "Porn Star" emblazoned across it. I feel as if I've been wearing porn blinders my whole life and suddenly Greg has pulled them off.

I find a dictionary and look up the word "porn." The definition is: "The depiction of erotic behavior or products (e.g. books, toys, movies, stage acts) intended to cause sexual excitement." This actual definition is not as intimidating as the common usage of the word, and the term "sexual excitement" definitely piques my curiosity.

Could Greg be right? Is there more to porn than I assumed? Could
there be good porn? Why is it that smart, successful men (and Greg) are not apprehensive about porn, but I am?

Usually, much to the entertainment of my friends, when I'm curious about something, I don't blink an eye at checking it out. I have taken the Scientology exam, been to a Kabbalah meeting, attended NASCAR, sat front row at a bullfight in Spain, and visited a leper camp in India, all in the name of curiosity.

I call an emergency meeting of my knitting group, which sends beanies, booties, and sweaters to charities in third-world countries. It's also a reason to stitch and bitch with girlfriends. That's why, because most of our discussions revolve around sex, we have named ourselves "The Naughty Knitters."

Different Naughty Knitters–a typical L.A. mix of Caucasians, Asians, African Americans, half-Afs, Latinas, and Pac*2-Lats (I am half Taiwanese-born Chinese–half Mexican) may attend every week, but in the core group, there are five of us who take turns discussing our love lives or lack thereof.

At this particular knitting session, after downing one too many margaritas and accidentally attaching a three-armed baby sweater that I am knitting to the sweater that I am actually wearing, I confess everything about my situation with Greg–the increasingly disappointing sex, his accusation that I am not into it, and last but not least, his penchant for porn.

The most vocal of our group is Victoria, a Puerto Rican fashion buyer who we call "Vee" even though she prefers "V-Lo." She is also one of the original Girls Gone Wild who is now more like the rest of us–a thirtysomething girl gone mild. She tells me
that I'm being too hard on porn.

"Everything I know about sex I learned from watching Nikki Tyler give blow jobs and Jenna Jameson take it up the ass," she says matter-of-factly.

"Exactly my point." I remind her. "You also almost got us kicked out of our hotel in the Bahamas for having sex with the cabana boy while he was supposed to be working."

"At least I got laid. You, on the other hand, finished The Corrections and a book of poetry."

I could argue that I let loose and got my hair corn-rowed by the locals, but I do not go there, because when Vee is drunk, which is often, you have as much chance of changing her mind as you would a tree stump's.

Paige, a happily married workaholic screenwriter who took up knitting with us to quit smoking, admits that she would love to know more about porn, but she's too busy to look into it and would not know where to start.

"The guys I've been dating are really into it," Vee tells us, steering the conversation back to her.

"How old is the newest guy?" asks Tricia, a music executive and an optimistic cynic when it comes to men.

"He's nineteen..." Vee says nonchalantly, then breaks into a grin,"... or he will be in a couple of months."

"I have eyeliner older than that," I tease her. Not that we aren't used to her dating younger guys; she's been doing this since her ex left her for a younger woman last fall. But this is the youngest by far. When it comes down to it, we are all happy for her; she's never looked better, and I think a few of us might even be envious of the sex she's having.

Vee, who has a one-track mind, shoves her yarn back in her bag and turns to me. "Back to porn. Haven't you ever wondered how a good girl can have bad girl sex?"

"Honestly," I reply, "what I'm wondering is why a good girl would want to have bad girl sex."

"You're such a goody two-shoes," laughs Vee.

"Great. Now you're on Greg's side and think I'm pornophobic."

"I'm just saying you are definitely a good girl when it comes to anything having to do with sex."

"Hey, I never said I was anti-sex, just anti-porn," I remind her.

"Yeah, it's not like Ayn's some Pollyanna saving herself for marriage," remarks Tricia.

"No. But she was the last of us to lose her virginity," adds Vee, who then demands to know, "When Greg asked you how many guys you've had sex with, did you or did you not add a digit?"

I just glare at her. Truth is, I was tempted to add a digit, but did not.

Maya, who is an assistant to a hot Hollywood producer (I'll call him Mr. X) known for his sexual escapades–which include hitting on Maya–nudges me. "You know, if you just admit you're curious, maybe Vee will shut up."

"Here, I'll start first," Vee announces as she prepares her third margarita, leaving out all of the ingredients except the tequila. "What I really want to know is how I can get my uptight boss a hooker if I only have two hundred dollars to spend."

Tricia jumps in. "How can I get my uptight brother a hooker if I only have fifty dollars to spend?"

"Wait a minute! Why would either of you even think of doing that?"

Vee looks at me, shaking her head. "See? Only a good girl like you would ask that."

Paige jumps in. "I want to know where guys hide their porn."

"My ex told me that he and his home boys have this thing they call 'Box of Porn,'" Vee announces. "It is actually a box of porn. You know, dirty magazines and videos, and every time one of them gets in a serious relationship they pass it off to someone who is single for safekeeping. When we divorced, they had to give it back to Andres."

Maya, who is a good girl like me when it comes to sex, tells us that Mr. X paid his last girlfriend to attend a blow-job seminar, then she confesses, "I came this close to signing up myself."

As I start to wonder how one would know if they sucked at giving blow jobs, I notice that the girls are all staring at me, as if they're part of some planned intervention to get me to admit I have a problem.

I down my drink and shout, "Okay, okay, I want to know more about porn!"

And then it all comes flooding out. "I want to know what guys really do at strip clubs. I want to walk into a sex store without feeling like a pervert. Are there hookers for women? What exactly is erotica? Will Internet porn turn me on? Is an orgasm really better with a vibrator?"

"Hey, you should write about this!" Paige intones. "Not that your 'timeless' period novel you've been writing for
the last ten years isn't amazing, but it might be cool to write a book about something women like us really want to read."
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"Oooh, you can call it The Good Girl's Guide to Porn," shouts
Vee.

"I love that title!" squeals Maya. Actually I do, too, but I don't admit it.

"You'll be like our own private spy," Tricia adds. "On a reconnaissance mission to find out why men are so obsessed with porn."

"How about, Everything You Always Wanted to Know about Porn, But Were too Afraid to Ask," I joke.

They laugh because that is funny and catchy.

Then in unison, we hold up our glasses and shout: "Porn and the City!"

At home, still buzzed, I defiantly decide to give porn a chance. I consider all of the things that meet the definition of porn, and happen to be legal, that I am curious about and I make, what else, a list.

I find Greg and hand him my newest list. He reads it and looks up at me, curious–an expression I have not seen on him in a long time.

"Are you drunk?" he asks. I am, but I shake my head no.

"Then what is this?"

"That's my 'Porn-to-Do' list."

Reading off the list, he recites with incredulity, "Test vibrators'?"

Proud of myself, I answer, "Yep. Keep reading."

"You're going to meet a porn star? Is this some kind of joke?"

"No, I'm curious as to what they do and I'm going to find out."

"You're going to do all of these things? Yeah, right."

"Right." I say with a calm smile, but I'm thinking, I'll show you!

I take the list back and head to the living room, where I stare at the stacks of notes and printed pages on my desk that are the manuscript of my period novel, La Dama. And then, stack-by-stack, I box up a decade of writing and reflections until the top of the desk is completely cleared off.

Something about this feels really good. Maybe it is about time I tackle a new personal project, and with this one I have something to prove to Greg and to myself. With The Naughty Knitters as my sherpas, plenty more cocktails ahead to sustain me, and good ol' curiosity, I am excited to begin my next journey: The Good Girl's Guide to Porn.
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