e

i
i

i%ﬁw’vmmmmx A

F

S
i

L
St
e
e

S

o

o
e
e

e

- :
..,.H,;,.uuum
e

G

L

-

o

o

s

i

FALL 01\

St

ki

TR
ki




Editor’s Thoughts
Welcome to the 9" issue of Lips: Expressions of Female Sexuality!

This semester, our theme was “The Prude/Slut Reconstruction Project”. We wanted people to take the !
oppressive concepts of “The Prude” and “The Slut” and the binaries that they produce, and redefine, |
reconfigure, reconstruct and rebuild them into something healthy. Obviously, this is a huge task, but |
we've received some great submissions this semester. We've seen a lot of different takes on our theme, |
from those who proudly reclaim the slut label, to those who try to burst apart the term, to those who
wrote about being branded a slut while still being a virgin.

The words “Prude” and “Slut” are used to police women'’s sexuality, both by men and by
women. They arise from the conflicting desires expressed in our media — for a woman who is both
“sexually inexperienced” and “sexually available”. These words are also used by women, to regulate
and check the sexuality of other women, and keep others’ sexuality from becoming too dissimilar to
their own.

The discussed usage of these words imposes judgment on the sexuality of others, whereas it is
the opinion of this Lips Editor that the only person whose sexual behavior you are responsible for is your |
own. | hope you enjoy the zine we have put together, and we thank everyone who submitted and who |

worked to make it possible! % L ?Fj é(j{ “fof\
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You get to have behefs Of your own | R __ . S

Hirsute

For weeks now, a razor has not touched my skin. I like the look of dark hair on pale flesh, I've
decided. Each filament is thick, pore-penetrating, and resistant to the wandering hand. I'm Black \
Irish to my bones. I’m not your smooth girl, velvet-limbed and slippery-white between the

sheets. I am Eva Green, arms thrown back with soft shameless sighs. I am my own perfume. I am
L’Origine du monde. On my map of Tasmania, all trails are happy.

We encourage you to expiorei
your own realities and create,
your own ethos — one that spurs you
b onward In your evolution, that supports |

you as you grow,

and that reflects your;"

pride and happiness |

In your newfound relationships.




So they say you're supposed to go to the GYNO after you get over the realization that you've lost your
virginity to an ass hole who you won't talk to 2 years down the road because he's busy having babies
with a chick who's 5 years younger than him- OR You can go when you're 18. Well I did neither,

mainly because when I discarded my V-Card I was 14 and it's not really the thing Imma tell my pops §
(his “sex talk” consisted of him telling me to make it count and be worth it because the prostitute that |

his platoon in Vietnam chose wasn't that into it by the time his turn came up)- cbviously not in my list &
of things to to him about | Y e axran ;

__

: ™ 4 And when 18 came, shit I thought I've had enough peOpe 1
there for them to tell me if so

\

ooking down
mething was wrong. But fine, my friends pestered me enough to get the
hell over there and have that lady look at my jank and feel my tits and tell me how susceptible I am to g
breast cancer and about all these great new shots and patches and whatnot- come on I don't really want |
to be having a conversation right now and I'm really self conscious about my lawn care at the moment.

Anyway I go in and get to have the doc's perfect VT daughter staring at me with a big ass smile on her §

perfect face and her mom and dad on each shoulder, everyone pretending to be oblivious to the crazy
young sexual experiences that kid is bound to be havin
and what's the first question? |

g. With that in mind she starts asking the usual,

“Do you have a boyfriend?”§ ' Ll .
Do I have a boy.. friend. Like one word? Or can I just have the boys that are friends and sometimes |

they cuddle me but then decide not to acknowledge my existence outside of the fuck setting? Or those |
 dudes that you go out with but don't hook up with but you know they think you are m
with that guy

“Yes.” (Should I add that it's not exactly a monogamous relationship?..nah)

|
ore - sure we'll go |

“When did you start having sex?”
“With my...boyfriend?”

“Yes."” Okay so if I HAD a boyfriend this would obviously be easier to answer, but then again I
usually fuck a dude before I test out the dating battle with him- and usually I lose.

“Three months ago, we've been together almost a year.” Yeah right like I could even dream of
sustaining a relationship past the epic three month mark. 'l

“And when did you first have sex?” [E |

Right. Okay obviously 14 is not the answer I'm going to spit out here lady but either way you're passin

Judgment so let's just go with the college life corrupting my innocence. ' o

- “18.” HA | I U ‘ :

Ssd “How often do you engage in sex?” 'l i . :

* Seriously? Even-if I had a dude this question is totally unnecessary, are you festing oul 1o see if my

kegel exercises are working? I don't even know how to answer that quesfz’an,. I mean lately I have >
definitely been on a fucking roll and it's awesome, what? 5 times a week, twice a day, three dudes- n
really the answer [ think she's expecling... j

“Once or twice a week.” Which is exactly why I'm NOT in a relationship.

[

“How many people have you had sex with in the past two years?” " e
Lady please I don't even know how many people I've fucked in the last two months and you want me to|,

& count years, | gotta be quick on this one though- a true answer ain't gonna cut it. Especially if I've

been with my fictitious boyfriend for a year and apparently started having sex when I was 18, my
sophomore year would look like a fucking whore roster.
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“IT's TIME T0 TEACH OUR. DAUGHTERS THAT mme
ABIL T)’ To Bz.: ook P”@F’LE DEF’ENDS oN THEE-

T At the age of four, | started masturbating because | accidently discovered that rubbing indirectly against §
my clit felt good. Pushing up against the corners of furniture with most of my weight, playing with a
pillow between my legs. My fantasies weren’t inherently sexual- in retrospect my thoughts frequently
contemplated the concepts of ‘power’ and losing ‘identity’ and ‘being corrupted’. The idea of someone
brainwashing me and forcing me to do their bidding, (often manifested in the monotony of chores) is
the first fantasy | can honestly remember. | think it was inspired in part by ‘Scooby-Doo and the Ghoul’s
School’. Coercion was a fickle concept- the idea of mind games and hypnosis both frightened me and
excited me. The idea of losing myself, losing my voice, losing my morality, losing my identity to take on
another- that c[ashed against an mnermost part of me and ! never really knew how to feel about it.

I dldn T qwte know the name of thls secret act (m my mind | always called it swinging’) until | was 15. |
was at a Catholic youth conference, leafing through a guide for an ‘examination of conscience’ prior to
penance. While looking at the sins listed under the commandment ‘thou shall not commit adultery’, | :
came across an unfamiliar word called ‘masturbation’ , and naively asked the priest what the word
meant in the confession booth. Afterwards, | cried like | had never cried before, feeling somewhat

liberated though st:II confused. Nothlng really made sense untll 1 got home and searched Wikipedia.

'. Confhcted isa good word Qulte often scenes from movies concernlng antagonlsts spawned questaons
for meditation and imagination- like during those final scenes of ‘Aladdin” where everything’s bathed in |
red: ‘what if Jasmine actually did fall in love with that sinister Jafar?’ reading The Giver, | found myself \
contemplating the society and the pretty girl Jonas was in love with and | questioned “what if | believed I
that killing people, eugenics, was moral? What if / was the person inserting the needles of death?” | |
would meditate on these questions, wearing my favorite pair of denim jeans, face towards the carpeted

floor, clenched fist against the pubic mound, body tensing and flailing against the ground in something | |

didn’t quite identify as pleasure.
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I'The chill of morning air
burns like your touch
used to,

And your Attention
Affection my
Conviction

Fades

quicker than the hickies
Your kisses branded [ o
on my neck -

not so long ago.
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DO YOU GET IT NOW!?12 | |
';' THIS! THIS is why | pushed you away, |
this is why | couldn't be with you!l’

And didn't want to try! iR

DO YOU GET IT NOw!?1?| :
 You did exactly what | knew you WOUId.! |
You waited until | gave you everything| |
and shattered me. JlE 7 D

You want Connecticn

L8
You want intimacy N

¥
But all | can give youis my LUST

y

I can get away with nothing

-The girl who wanted to be thought of as more

than her sexuality a year ago and has changed her mind

Let me be spanking and hair pulling
BRI
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tease and Kiss, and give in to bliss. ;

& go down ahd swallow and will do the '
1 get heid down with hands tied.
we left them all completely sati

{ 1l dress up to strip

N shether it be guar
T fuck this guy or that dude,
0 PLEASE stop being a prude N
Don't call me a WHORE-

; e B =

I Don't call me a WHORE-
. Q just don't want to hurt anymore

ve been emptied and torn, ripped ar;d draggeds %
I've been lifted up high and dropped down hards
| gave away a part of me to see it burst in flames
My trust was broken= |
My body abuseds
My worth was guestioneds
Now My smile has faded=

y feelings forceds

I My words are tainteds.

so PLEASE be the one who listensy 3
Don't call me a WHORE-

¥ 1 just don't want to hurt anymore..«
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Blood Stain on my White Sheets §

“ It was a IIalf o Seduction. !

et

I've nevér. ‘
Moved that |
3 Fast befoﬁre

A mix of Hymenal and Menstral

Blood.lf-

Three weeks ago;
We had our moment of

Now you won’t even hold my
Hand. e

Shy Away from Touch.|

You had your first upon my matiress.|.
: You’d think
Strangers, [ wummmmm




bang
bang
scratch,pull
nibble,’sigh,
moan, gasp

sweat,sweat,sweat

her'fi_s.ts clenched about sheets

his hands clenched about skin

firm but gentle, knowing and naive
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one deep breath and Pl be over you,
Bt I’m 'lekting 9o SO mteh [’m hupnin out of gjr
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H hurts
Ard buns

o ' andtapes 4 piece of me.
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[No mohe pain- orqepe...op pelief Il feel ontil-that piece returns to me
And Rills this void inSide.. y
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|
Is it weird? (By Zeinah Zaki) Lm “’“ t

Is it weird that | love wearing frilly dresses and bright red lipstick and trying to be the hottest woman I can be?
Is it weird that | kind of feel like I'm in drag?
Is it weird that | fantasize about heterosexual sex....with a woman? ”0'
Is it weird that I love my breasts? ’ 4
Is it weird that | hate my vagina?

[s it weird that | want to feel like a man?

Is it weird that I'm scared? »‘0

Is it weird that | can’t let go?
Is it weird that | tried se hard?
Is it weird that | feel good in sexy women’s underwear?
Is it weird that | wouldn’t mind being a man inside them?
Is it weird that | want to just express myself but | don’t know how
Is it weird that | love ballet flats?

s it weird that | feel good in men’s pants? ‘n o‘
Is it weird that | tried so hard?

Is it weird that I'm starting to feel strange using the women’s bathroomp '
Is it weird that | don’t think 'd ever have the courage to use the men’s?
Is it weird that | want to be a girl sometimes? Not a woman or a man, but the girl | us
Is it weird that | never thought twice about the boy who was just as much there as the
Is it weird that “lesbian” isn’t feeling so true anymore, even though | don’t want sex with
Is it weird that I'm scared? o

Is it weird that | miss her? The girl inside me? é

Is it weird that he’s angry? The man inside me? L

Is it weird that I’'m scared?

Is it weird that | feel the most excited when I fantasize about being a man? When 1 feel myself getting aroused, as a

man? When | imagine touching myself, as a man? When | imagine making love to a woman, as a man?

Is it weird? '

Is it weird that | tried so hard to be that woman, the girl who sometimes loves this body?

Is it weird that | tried so hard to hide him, that man inside me?

Is it weird that he scared me, that | tried to love him as another but that he was always me?

Is it weird that | never thought anythlng of the varlent gender of myself in dreams?

Is it weird that I’'m scared? § rYone. !5 s ﬁ‘”ﬁ—}]

Is it weird that she makes me smile, that woman who's a m:x 0 all the women I've ever wanted and ever willr
"Is it weird that it's hard to imagine it? The way my life would be if | were real?

Is it weird that | think it’s easier to be this way, this frilly, girly woman everyone sees?

s it weird that | always thought no one could see her? That frilly woman?

s it weird that | always thought the world was imagining this man?

Is it weird that | never noticed that no one saw him but me?

Is it weird that I'm scared?

Is it weird that as I’'m writing this I'm blocking it out?

Is it weird that my whole life it's seemed pretty obvious?

Is it weird that | thought | was bisexual until | let myself like women, and now I'm so obv;ously gays

Is it weird that | thought | was gendergueer but---

Is it weird that I'm scared?

Is it weird that as far as | can remember, it’s been this way, but different?

Is it weird that | always dreamed about being some man’s woman'r‘

Is it weird that all | want now is to be some woman’s man?

Is it weird that | don’t care how weird it is?

Is it weird that I'm scared? g\;@,rf ohe. ?5 ot
“ Is it weird that as scared as | am, | hope that it will be

Because it’s who I am?

& F
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“Waterbed” .
- By: Patricia Datta



The Moloch of Marriage =, |
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