I like to feel his fantasies. I like to imagine what his scenarios are like. I like to call him names for thinking all the things he thinks. “Stroke that fucking cock, idiot.” “You want her, don’t you?” I masturbate to the thought of him masturbating. I call him names. What it is he thinks up makes me laugh but it also makes me want to rub one out. So I do. I’m masturbating not so much to him as I am masturbating to the thoughts he has in his own fantasy. I am mocking him but at the same time basking in his sex dream world.
 
I don’t know if I’m disgusted with him or fascinated by him. I guess that’s what sexual excitement is sometimes. He still bases his sexuality solely on the female form and for that I can only take pity on such depthless desire. 
 
But it’s an extreme turn on, his unenlightened sexuality. Because he knows the totality of sex is what is truly erotic. But he only gets so far. Always seeking the forbidden, never contented by fulfillment—with the possible. All the games he plays in his mind to avoid true intimacy. At least he has that dick. Thank heavens for that. He wouldn’t look nearly as good without it. Always a prisoner to his own desires. But for right now I am a prisoner to his rigid imagination and his cock. Gratification that depends on the scarce, the unattainable.
 
Poor is the woman whose pleasures depend on the visions of another.
