
 

No shame to touch yourself   Lilou 

 

My friends, like me, are in their late thirties. Most are already married, live 

together or have children. Me, I’m still a virgin. It’s not that it doesn’t bother me, 

it’s just that I don’t dare. The idea of someone sticking his cock in my vagina gives me 

the chills. I don’t think it’s normal that I put such scary scenarios in my head, but 

it’s stronger than myself. 

 

My therapist says it’s not me, it’s the way I was raised. I can’t blame her for that. 

My parents have never been the most loving people. I never saw them touch or kiss 

each other. Hearing my parents have sex, as most children sometimes hear, I’ve never 

heard. 

I remember when I turned thirteen and got my first period. My mother was furious 

and my father looked at me cold-bloodedly. Like it was my fault I lost blood.  

Every woman gets it anyway, why should I be an exception in this.  

My parents never allowed me to go out with friends, and after school I had to go 

home immediately. When we had sex education at school and there was talks about 

penetration, orgasms, fingering... I had no idea what all that was. 

When my mother saw me studying this material because I had a test for it, she got 

angry and called the school. It was unacceptable to her that such material existed. 

‘Sex is dirty and bad,’ she often said. ‘Don’t ever start, or you’ll burn in hell.’ 

Can you imagine if I had to hear such things since I was little. Of course I 

was afraid of it. I was even afraid of myself!  

 

When I was in my teens, I started to feel things I had never experienced before. I 

rub my vagina for a few seconds and it felt great, but in the back of my mind I 

heard my mother’s words and I put away the nice stimulation and never did it again. 

 

When I left home and lived alone. I discovered what freedom was, but even there I 

never took the step to seduce someone or to touch myself. It didn’t belong, it was 

dirty, it was bad... so why go looking for it. No thanks!  

My parents would be very disappointed if I introduced my love to them. My dad 

would sit with his hands in hers and my mom would scrunch up her nose and look at 

me like I was a piece of dirt. 



 

 

But I realized as I got older that this way of life didn’t make me happy at al. I 

felt lonely. I also started to realize more that I had always lived my life the way 

my parents wanted it to be. That’s why I decided to hire a therapist. She first taught 

me to look for myself. – Who am I? What do I want? What am I looking for? – 

After a year and a half in therapy, I am already moving in the right direction. I 

am learning and can finally stand up for myself, also towards my parents. 

 

Now, we’re at the next step. Discovering myself and my body. Step by step I learn 

to accept my body. To dare to look myself in the mirror and touch my breasts, while 

enjoying it. ‘Great job,’ my therapist encourages me. ‘When you are ready, you can 

move on to the next step. If necessary, take a small mirror, lie on your bed and 

spread your legs. On the basis of this you can see and discover what your vagina 

looks like.’ 

 

Oh that was a really big step. I thought the thought was dirty and bad. That’s 

why it took me a few days before I dared to take this step. With a very small heart, 

I did as the therapist told me, but it felt like my mother would jump in at any 

moment. Weird, because we don’t live together anymore and she doesn’t have the key 

to my flat, but I still had the feeling that she was watching. It took another two 

days before I dared to put a finger in my slit. 

 

I even found it fascinating, after a while, to explore with a little mirror. I 

stroked my labia, the inside of them and then I felt myself getting wet. It also felt 

good to run my finger around that little hole in circles. Only when I put a finger in 

it did I intensely feel how nice it felt. Especially when I added a second finger and 

made some movements. I longed for more. With one hand I held the mirror and with 

the other I stroked, played, fingered myself. The sight of the red and purple hanging 

lips no longer  bothered me. I started to like it. 

 

After a while I put the mirror away and used my other fingers. There I discovered, 

in the middle, a button that gave me heavenly sensations. I could not believe it!  

The more I stroked it, the more I wanted to move on. With my index and middle 

finer I made circles around it and with my other hand I put two fingers in my vagina. 

Gosh, that felt so delicious! 



I felt the rest of my body enjoying these actions. My breathing went deeper. I felt 

the sweat on my forehead and back. My mind, it was completely captivated by what I 

felt. I myself felt that at a certain point I had no control over it. I also heard 

myself moan. Weird, to make such sounds, but at the same time I found it very exciting 

to hear myself enjoying. 

At one point I rubbing faster and fingering myself faster, because I felt like 

something was about to come out of me, but it didn’t feel uncomfortable, rather 

indescribable. An explosion of intense thrills came and my body took control. 

WOW what was that!!! 

 

When I told my therapist that, she laughed. ‘They call it an orgasm,’ she had 

replied. Cum, I had cum. I was proud of myself at that moment. I had accomplished 

something on my own that no one could take away from me. 

 

I’m currently leaving the next steps for what they are. The fact that I accept 

myself and my body is the greatest gift for me. I’m still discovering new stimuli in 

myself, so as long as I’m still discovering this, I don’t need anything else. Because who 

needs a sex partner when solo sex exists... 

 

 

 


