
Inequality
by Stephen  DeVoy

Heather  and  Stan ha d  been  da ting for  several m o n ths. Heather  was  17  years  old. Stan 
was 20  years  old  and  a  college s tu den t. Heather  was  an  intelligent  girl. She was t he  
younges t  in her  family an d  grew u p  the  center  of her  da d dy's  a t ten tion. Her fa ther  
m a de  her  feel like a  p rinces, t hough  she  was no t  a  p rinces, jus t  very loved by da d dy.

Stan was infatua ted  with  Heather. She was beau tiful an d  innocen t. Stan, however, like 
m os t  young  m e n  his  age,  t hough t  abou t  sex  several  times  an  hour.  This  was  no t  
abnor mal.  Young  me n  tend  to  be  t ha t  way.  Perhaps  it  served  so me  evolu tionary 
p u rpose  in  our  pa s t,  bu t  t hings  were  differen t  now. It took  m a ny  years  for  a  child  to  
beco me self sufficient. Society ha d  beco me highly s pecialized  an d  m os t  young adults  
did  no t  finish  t heir  education  u n til  t heir  early  or  mid  twen ties.  Having  children  too  
young  was  no t  a  good  thing,  a t  leas t  in  t hese  times,  an d  it  was  even  worse  for  
females  because t hey would  of ten  find  the m selves s tuck, alone, s u p por ting a  child.

Like  m os t  m o dern  young  American  adults,  Heather  an d  Stan  faced  this  pa radox. 
Their  bodies  were  already adult  bodies, bu t  t heir  emotional  an d  econo mic si tua tions  
were  no t  equal  to  t hose  of  adults.  This  is  no t  to  say  tha t  t hey  were  less  intelligent  
t han  older  adults.  Indeed,  t heir  minds  were  p robably  keener  an d  fas ter,  bu t  t hey 
lacked  the  experience, finances  an d  s tability t ha t  m os t  older  adul ts  had  acquired.

Heather  did  no t  think  of  sex  as  frequen tly as  Stan. In fact,  s he  ha d  never  ha d  sexual  
intercourse.  She  loved  m en,  in  t he  sense  t ha t  s he  wan ted  a  m a n  in  her  life,  bu t  her  
need  was  m ore  e motional  t han  it  was  sexual. Her  father  ha d  always  t reated  her  with  
respect  an d  affection.  That  is  what  she  sough t  in  a  m a n.  She  longed  to  be  held.  She  
longed  to  share  her  inner mos t  t hough ts. She longed  to  be loved.

Stan loved Heather, bu t  he  also wan ted  sex. He didn' t  know why he  wanted  sex, bu t  it  
crossed  his  mind  frequen tly. When  they were  apar t,  even  for  a  day  or  two, he'd  miss  
her.  He'd  mis s  her  conversa tion.  He'd  miss  her  s mile.  He'd  mis s  t he  feeling  of  her  
nearness.  However,  when  they  were  together,  his  de sire  for  sex  would  overco me  
m a ny  of  t hese  m ore  affectionate  feelings  an d,  as  she  sough t  affection, his  desire  for  
sex would  beco me all t he  s t ronger.

The  two, t hen,  foun d  the mselves  in  a  difficult  si tua tion.  Stan  was  no t  only ready  for  
sex, he'd  ha d  sex before. Heather  was  no t  ready for  sex, a t  leas t  no t  full, all ou t  sex. 
As  Stan  beco me  m ore  and  m ore  insis ten t,  she  felt  m ore  an d  m ore  u nco mfor table. 
Yes, she  wanted  to  please  him  bu t  her  needs  were  differen t  and  they were  no t  being  
me t.

One day the  two t raveled  down to  Ocean  Beach Park in Connecticut. It was  a  day t rip.  
They  enjoyed  the  sun  and  the  san d.  After  a  day  of  lying  next  to  each  o ther  in  t he  
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s un,  Stan  was  feeling  sexually  aroused.  Heather,  on  t he  o ther  han d,  was  feeling  the  
con ten t ment  of m ale com panions hip  which, for  her, was  impor tan t.

As the  two  re tu rned  to  t he  car,  p reparing  for  t heir  t rip  ho me,  Stan  grabbed  Heather  
an d  kissed  her  passionately.  She  enjoyed  being  kissed  and  the  two  kissed  for  wha t  
see med  like  an  eternity. When  the  kiss  ended,  however, Heather  foun d  herself  being  
coerced  into reclining in t he  chair  an d  Stan  began  to  feel he r  breas t s. She was u neasy 
abou t  t his,  bu t  she  enjoyed  the  feeling  of  being  touched.  Stan's  han ds  beca me  m ore  
aggressive an d  Heather  pa nicked.

Heather  p us hed  Stan  away  and  told  hi m  to  s top.  Stan  a t te m p ted  to  continue.  This  
infuriated  Heather. She p us hed  him  away, ha rd, an d  said, "Look Stan, no  means  no!"

Stan  re turne d  to  his  senses,  bu t  was  no t  pleased.  His  desire  for  sex  was  hea ted  and  
he  was being tu rned  down.

"You  don' t  love  m e," he  said  to  Heather.  "You  don' t  care  abou t  my  needs.  Look, I'm  
20  years  old. It's  been  a  while since I da ted  so meone  tha t  refuses  to  have sex.""Stan, I 
do  love you," she  said. "I'm no t  ready for  t his. This is no t  wha t  I wan t  right  now. This  
is  no t  what  I need.  You say tha t  I a m  no t  sa tisfying  your  needs. Well, what  abou t  my 
needs?"

"What needs  a m  I no t  mee ting?" Stan  asked.

"Well, for  one  thing,  I want  to  be  held.  I wan t  to  be  cud dled.  I want  you  to  hold  m e  
like my father  held  me  when  I was  a  lit tle girl. He'd  jus t  hold  m e  and  I'd feel ha p py to  
be  war m  an d  p ro tected. He didn' t  p aw m e. He didn' t  want  anything in re turn. He jus t  
loved me."

"Look,  Heather,"  he  replied,  "I'm  no t  your  father.  I'm  your  boyfriend.  I wan t  to  be 
m uch  closer  to  you."

"No  you  don ' t,"  she  whispered.  "You  don' t  wan t  to  be  close  to  me,  you  want  to  be  
inside  of  me.  Closeness  is  no t  abou t  s ticking  it  in  m e.  Closeness  is  abou t  holding 
each  other, talking, and  s haring our  feelings and  thought s. It's  no t  about  having sex."

The  two  were  frus t ra ted.  In  fact,  t hey  were  very  frus t ra ted.  As  they  d rove  ho me  
neither  one  s poke un til t hey reached  Heather' s  house. Heather  opened  the  door, gave  
Stan a  kiss  on  the  cheek, an d  ran  into her  house, sh u t ting the  door  behind  her.

Stan  sa t  t here  in  his  car  for  a  m o men t.  He  pou n de d  his  fis t  on  t he  dashboard  an d  
s ped  off in his  car.

Heather's  m o t her  could  see  t ha t  Heather  was  sad  and  t roubled.  "What's  wrong?" she  
asked.
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"Nothing!" said  Heather  as  s he  sla m me d  her  bedroo m  door.

Later  t ha t  evening, while  Heather's  father  was  ou t,  Heather  foun d  her  m o ther  in  t he  
living  roo m,  sa t  down  next  to  her,  res ted  her  head  on  her  m o ther's  s houlders  an d  
said, "Men are assholes."

"Have you had  sex with  him?" her  m o t her  asked.

"No,  I haven' t.  We  have  been  close,  bu t  we've  never  slep t  together.  I've  never  ha d  
intercourse. I'm no t  ready for  it. I don ' t  wan t  to  have intercourse." Heather  sighed.

"He's  a  lot  older  t han  you are, Heather. I'm glad  you  don ' t  wan t  to  have sex with  hi m.  
You're  young, you  have  m a ny  years  of  school  ahead  of  you.  Getting  p regnan t  young  
might  ruin  your  life.  If  he  doesn' t  want  to  accept  you  the  way  you  are,  t hen  you  
s hould  break u p."

"Mom, he's  no t  m uch  older  t han  I a m. He's  only t h ree  years  older. Daddy is  10  years  
older  t han  you are," Heather  said.

"When  I  me t  Daddy,  I  was  25  years  old  an d  he  was  35  years  old.  We  were  both  
finished  with  our  education.  We both  ha d  jobs.  We were  m uch  m ore  similar  to  each  
o ther  t han  you  and  Stan  are  now.  At  t his  poin t,  af ter  20  years  together,  our  
difference  are  even  fewer. The  inequality be tween  two  people  is  no t  m erely a  m a t ter  
of  difference  in  age,  it  is  difference  in  m obility, difference  in  experience,  difference  
in  hor mones,  difference  in  education  and  m a ny  o ther  t hings.  Stan  is  acting  like a  20  
year  old  young m a n  you are ac ting like a  17  year  old  young wo man. The gap  between  
you  is h uge. Like all young m en, he  t hinks  abou t  sex m uch  m ore  frequen tly t han  you  
do.  He  p robably  has  very  different  needs  t han  you  have.  That  mis match  has  t he  
m akings  of disas ter." Her m o t her  looked  at  he r  t rying to  assess  t he  reaction.

Her  m o t her  could  see  t ha t  Heather  was  beginning  to  u n ders tan d.  She  looked  a t  
Heather  with  a  s mirk and  said, "Besides, m en  his  age m ake lousy lovers."

The two burs t  ou t  laughing.

"So, s hould  I find  so meone older?" Heather  asked  in jes t.

"Heaven's  no!" her  m o t her  replied.  "That  would  be  even  worse! Older  people  know 
m ore  abou t  how  to  m a nipulate  an d  u se  people  t han  younger  people  do.  You'd  be  
t reated  like a  door mat."

"So what  s hould  I do?" Heather  asked  sa dly?

"Let's  see,"  her  m o t her  said.  "Boys  your  age  are  awkward  an d  quirky.  Boys  a  lit tle  
older  t han  you  are  like  dogs  t rying  to  h u m p  so meone's  leg.  Older  me n  will u se  you  
u p  and  th row  you  away. Really, I do n' t  know  what  to  tell  you.  I guess  t he  bes t  t hing 
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would  be  to  da te  as  m a ny  young  me n  as  you  can  an d  don' t  allow  yourself  to  get  
a t t ached  u n til you are ready."

"That  soun ds  like a  plan," Heather  said.

Heather  re turned  to  her  roo m.  She  crawled  into  her  bed  and  sh u t  her  eyes  for  a  
while.  She  cried  an d  then  became  silen t.  The  tears  d ried  on  her  face  and  pillow. As 
s he  lifted  her  head, she  could  feel t he  pillowcase  peal off  of  he r  face. She sa t  u p.  She  
felt  a  lit tle be t ter.

Heather  walked  over  to  t he  mir ror. A picture  of  Stan  was  in t he  corner  of  t he  mirror.  
She took it down and  tossed  it in t he  t ras h  can. She was feeling m uch  bet ter  now.

In  her  closet  she  foun d  a  s hoe  box.  She  opened  the  d raw  where  s he  kep t  all  of  t he  
cards  Stan  had  given  her.  They  were  mixed  with  t he  d ried  rose  petals  t ha t  ha d  
accu m ulated  fro m  the  m a ny  roses  he  ha d  given  her.  She  had  a  habit  of  plucking  off  
t he  pe tals  when  the  flowers  d rooped  and  scat tering  the m  in  t he  d rawer.  Heather  
scooped  u p  a  han dful  of  pe tals  and  placed  the m  in t he  box. She scooped  u p  ano ther  
han dful and  did  t he  sa me. This was  taking a  while, so  she  grabbed  the  d rawer, p ulled  
it  ou t  of  t he  d res ser  an d  turned  it  over  let ting  everything  fall into  t he  box. Whatever  
missed  was tossed  into t he  t ras h.

Heather  p u t  t he  lid on  the  box. Pulled  ou t  a  roll of  tape  and  sealed  it. She placed  it in  
her  closet.

That  was  twen ty years  ago. Heather  doesn' t  know what  ha p pened  to  t he  box, or  Stan, 
for  t ha t  m a t ter.
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