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‘D oes sexual fantasy
enhance intimacy?” It
depends on whom you
ask.

Fantasies exist along a continuum.
Favorite fantasies include sex with more
than one partner, domination, submission,
and sex in taboo locations or in some
romantic hideaway. If your secret fantasy
enhances your intimate connection, it may
work for you. But if it leads to other
attachments (personal or otherwise), you
may be venturing into dangerous waters.

Norman and Carla, in their late 30s, have
been married for 8 years and are without
children by choice. They are successful
management consultants with sky-rocketing
careers. Both are marathon runners who
have cultivated a solid network of friends, but
they have one problem — their marriage is
sexually boring. “Swinging” (having sex
with other couples) became their solution.
Up until now, they had only fantasized about
involving others in their sex lives. But one
day they crossed the line.

It started out innocently last New Year’s
Eve, after too much alcohol and too little
inhibition. Alex and Penny, their closest
friends, hinted flirtatiously about bringing
the party upstairs. Norman and Carla were
turned on by the “naughtiness” of the idea
and went along.

“Everyone used condoms,” they said. After
they returned home, their own sex was
blistering hot.

They got together with Alex and Penny
several times after that evening. As long as
Norman was in the same room with Penny
and could watch Carla with Alex, he wasn’t
concerned. The voyeuristic part of the
experience turned him on so much that he
failed to notice Carla’s growing emotional
attachment for Alex. She was falling in love
with him, or so she thought. When Norman
insisted Carla call it quits, she refused. After
a tortuous struggle and two failed therapies,
both marriages crashed and burned.

Although some couples claim to
successfully compartmentalize sex from
attachment, I question the good sense of this
decision. The more people you invite into
your bedroom (real or imaginary), the more
you risk diluting and complicating your
primary intimacy bond.

Sally encountered a different kind of
complication. A thirtysomething single
website designer, she thought she had found
“the one” at a local speed-dating event. Paul,
a 38-year-old university history professor,
had it all . . . tall, toned, well-dressed and
charmingConversation was easy; chemistry
was abundant. Within two weeks, they were
talking about moving in together.

Then he suggested the “f” word . . . fantasy.
She was game. His fantasy was dress-up.
“What harm could there be in that?” she
thought. So the next evening, Paul presented
Sally with a pair of lacy cerulean blue
panties and matching bra.

“How sexy,” she thought. What she didn’t
know was that Paul would be modeling them.
But he was such a great kisser and had such
a gorgeous body that the steaminess of the
moment overwhelmed her. She thought it
was just a little quirkiness, a one-time thing.
He thought he had finally found someone
who would accept his passion. But it soon
became obvious to Sally that if there was no
lingerie, there was no excitement for Paul
and no sex.

When fantasy crosses over into fetishistic
behavior, the objects of gratification
(lingerie, shoes, etc.), become the focus of
attention. Even though Sally knew other
women might be fine with this, she wasn’t.

Keep in mind that thinking is not the same
as doing. If you decide to incorporate fantasy
into your relationship, go slowly. Be prepared
for any feelings that may be stirred in
yourself or your partner.

Fantasy can be a fun addition to your love
life — as long as you have a clear
understanding of the rules and be sure to
respect each other’s boundaries.

>>Dr. Sandra Scantling is a licensed clinical
psychologist and certified sex therapist in
Farmington. You can e-mail her at
AskDrScantling@aol.com; herwebsite is
www.drsandy.com. This column is not
intended as a substitute for professional
advice. Casematerial used here is not
intended to represent any actual individuals.
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T odd Brown will run his 15th
Boston Marathon Monday. His
wife, Kim, will be handing out
towels to sweaty runners lining

up to shower.
Todd Brown has the easier assignment:

crowds cheering him, volunteers handing
him drinks, wrapping him in a foil blanket,
crowning him with a medal at the finish.

Kim didn’t see it coming when, in July
2005, Todd drove up at the reservoir in West
Hartford with music blaring out of his
convertible BMW Z3.

They were both there for the Hartford
Track Club’s weekly run. Todd chatted
briefly with Kim, a fresh face visiting from
Nebraska on a business trip.

She was training for her first marathon.
Todd left her in the dust, an inauspicious
sign.

“Since I was from a flat state, the hills in
the reservoir killed,” Kim said.

After the run, Kim discovered that Todd
lived near her hotel in Rocky Hill. She
thought, “If I take him out to eat, maybe I
could follow him back.”

“Oh, yeah, I’d love to go to dinner,” Todd
recalled saying. “I was 40. I’m a bachelor, just
me and my dog.”

They ate with Kim’s business host, and
Todd led her to her hotel parking lot when
they were done.

“We talked for two hours in the parking
lot,” Kim said. “At 10:30, we realized we had
to get to work in the morning. Ladies’ man
that he is, he doesn’t ask for my phone
number or for my e-mail address. He goes
home, feeds his dog and goes to sleep.”

“I have no social skills. I’m a chemist,”
Todd said.

“I don’t stay up late,” Kim said, but “I went
back in the hotel and I Googled him,” to see
what she could find out about Todd. “I called
my friend Jennifer in Nebraska, then I did a
little work. At 1 a.m., she still wasn’t home.”

Kim left a message: “Jennifer, you’ve got to
call me.” She went to bed, but “I was lying
there with my eyes open. Finally, at 4 o’clock,
Jennifer calls. ‘Oh, Jennifer, I’m in trouble’,”
Kim said. “I told her about him. He was
different from anybody I ever met. He was
special.”

En route to work a few hours later, Kim
saw Todd’s office building and pulled into the
parking lot, but his car wasn’t there. “On my

way out I circled again, and I see his car,” she
said. “I go and I put my business card on this
car. It was a hint. He may have rocked my
world, but he didn’t get the whole dating
thing.”

“I’d been thinking of her during the day,”
Todd said, wondering how he could
discreetly get her e-mail address from her
business colleague in the track club. “I went
home and sent her an e-mail,” which Kim
was thrilled to get when she arrived home
that night.

“After that, we e-mailed very long, detailed
e-mails for months,” Kim said.

Todd, who has run 45 marathons, talked
her through her jitters the night before the
Chicago marathon she ran in. In early
November, he asked her what she was doing
for dinner on that Wednesday night.

Kim had a standing commitment, but she
told Todd, “Nothing.”

Todd doesn’t fly and said “You wouldn’t
want to do long distances” in a sports car. But
he drove 1,200 miles to Omaha with his dog
Asta in his two-seater, leaving on Tuesday
morning and arriving just as Kim left work
Wednesday. On that Friday, when he was
preparing to leave his hotel to head home,
Kim knocked at his door, crying. “I don’t
want you to go,” she said.

Kim came east for New Year’s and then in
February to accompany Todd to a race on
Martha’s Vineyard. Two months later, “I took
the train out to Omaha and packed up
everything in a U-Haul and drove back with
her and her two dogs,” Todd said. “We agreed

we had to make it through a winter before we
got married.”

On Sept. 3, 2006, they got married and
spent their honeymoon hiking and cycling
through Acadia National Park in Maine.

“I sold a brand new, 2-year-old house to
move out here,” into the house Todd bought
from his grandmother, Kim said. “This fall,
I’ll have lived in this house longer than any
house I’ve ever lived in my entire life.”

Kim runs half-marathons but prefers
cycling. “I can kick his butt on a bike,” Kim
says.

She volunteers her computer
programming expertise to maintain the
Hartford Track Club website, besides
assisting their runners in Boston, and she
does quilting and scrapbooking when she is
not exercising with Todd or joining him on
his quest to climb the highest peak in every
state. “He pushes me to do things that I never
could have done before. He genuinely wants
to be with me and to make me happy,” Kim
said.

“There are so many sides to her,” Todd
says. “Kim is very sweet and caring. I just
look over at her and get that warm feeling.” A
welcome image after the hills of Boston.

>>We’d love to hear your love story, or
about someone you know. Please send your
name, e-mail address or phone number to
Carl Dobler at dobler@courant.com, or by
mail to TheHartford Courant, Features Dept.,
285 Broad St., Hartford, CT06115.
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may have left Kim
behind in their first
run together, but he
left enough of an
impression that Kim
kept after him. And
Kim left enough of
an impression that
Todd drove 1,200
miles for a date with
her. Now they run,
bike and hike
together.
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Ray Labbe’s recovery
from cancer not
only restored his
health but gave him

a sense of purpose that guided
him for the rest of his life.

Raised a Roman Catholic, he
had drifted away from his
childhood faith until he became
seriously ill with non-Hodgkin’s
lymphoma.

“In the course of the cancer, he
reconciled his relationship with
God,” said his wife, Linda. “He
wanted to do full-time ministry.”

Labbe grew up in Berlin, N.H.,
the son of Julien Labbe, a
chemist at a paper mill, and
Florence Labbe, a lab
technician. He graduated from
Notre Dame High School, where
a schoolmate, Linda Dupuis,
asked him to a Sadie Hawkins
dance after a friend suggested
she was going to invite him.

“That was it,” Linda said, and
they married in 1972.

Labbe obtained a certificate in
electronics from New
Hampshire Vocational
Technical College. For several
years, he operated a television
repair business, then worked for
the state of New Hampshire
repairing audio-visual
equipment in schools around
the state.

In the late 1970s, the Labbes
moved to East Hartford after
Pratt & Whitney hired him to do
sheet metal work. In 1985, Labbe
was diagnosed with cancer, and
during his recovery, he decided
to change the course of his life
and reach out to others.

After some research, the
Labbes decided to cast their lot
with Friend Ships Unlimited,
then known as the Park West
Children’s Fund, based in
Seattle. Headed by Don and
Sondra Tipton, the group was
refurbishing a World War II
cargo ship, intending to fill it

with food and medical
equipment and sail it to Central
America.

The Tiptons quickly accepted
the family as volunteers, and the
Labbes, whose daughters were
then 8 and 13, rented their
house, gave away most of their
furniture, and quit their jobs
(Linda was a licensed practical
nurse at a nursing home and
worked part-time in real estate).

They set off for Seattle in their
van in September 1988, taking
with them only what would fit in
the car. The children were
allowed one toy each.

The basic elements of middle
class life — a job, insurance,
school, a steady income — were
gone. “We were basically giving
up on our lives,” she said, “going
to live for nothing.”

In Seattle, the boat, renamed
the Spirit, was in the harbor, but
had no heat or hot water, and
there was no motor — in fact,
the Coast Guard predicted that it
would never run again under its
own power. Water and electricity
were jury-rigged — a long
extension cord for power and a
hose for water came from the
fish processing plant on the
dock. Gas generators provided
some power.

Together with a handful of

volunteers, the Labbes worked
to make the ship seaworthy.
They home-schooled their
daughters and collected food
from grocery stores that they
distributed to local homeless
missions. Labbe held prayer
sessions for groups on shore,
where he played his guitar.

They learned what it was like
to live without an income,
sustained only by donations of
food and clothing. Linda went
from being a well-dressed real
estate agent to “looking like a
street person,” and the
experience changed their lives.
“It gave us some insight into
how other people are perceived,”
Linda said, and helped them
realize they could live with less
— a lot less.

Finally, the ship was ready to
sail and received all necessary
permits. The maiden voyage
was to San Pedro, Calif., where
volunteers loaded the ship with
5,000 cubic tons of food,
medicine, syringes, beds, baby
formula, tractors and fire
engines.

In August 1990, the ship, with
a crew of 70, including the
Labbes, sailed to Nicaragua,
Salvador and Guatemala.

By this time, the Labbes had
decided it was time to go back to
Connecticut and start their own
outreach program. After the
ship returned to California, they
were ready, with only $32, and
planned to spend the night with
church members along the way,
but at the last minute, a pastor
showed up with a check for $300.

After their return to
Manchester in November 1990,
Linda went back to work as a
nurse and Ray stayed home to
teach the children. Living off
donations had made such an
impression on them that they
didn’t rush off to stores to
furnish their house or buy new
clothes.

“It just wasn’t important. Life
isn’t all about furniture. It’s

about people,” Linda said.
Each week, they took $35 from

their budget and bought food to
make soup and sandwiches,
which they distributed in poor
sections of Hartford.

Eventually they moved their
program, which they called
Isaiah 58 Outreach, to New
Britain, and slowly people from
various churches learned about
the program and began to
volunteer.

In 1993, the Labbes moved to
Glastonbury, where their tiny
kitchen became the nucleus of
their ministry. Grocery stores,
bakeries and Scott’s Orchard
donated their surplus, and every
week, Ray would cook up 35
pounds of meat. Volunteers from
churches in Hebron, South
Windsor and Glastonbury would
make soup, chili or sandwiches
on Saturday mornings and then
take the food and their prayers
to New Britain.

“We felt the only way to help
them is to meet them at their
practical needs,” said Linda.
“Over a period of time, they got
to know us. We’ve seen lives
transformed.”

When he wasn’t working on
behalf of his ministry, Labbe
loved fly fishing, and would
catch insects, freeze them, and
design flies that resembled
them. Friends said he had a
knack for catching fish no one
else could land.

Labbe’s lymphoma returned
in 1995, but he beat it after a
stem-cell transplant and
extensive treatment. He died
unexpectedly of natural causes.

“He had tremendous joie de
vivre,” said his wife. “He gave us
an adventure of a life.”

“Ray was a genuinely giving
person,” said Tom Healy, an
Outreach volunteer. “He was
trying to meet their basic needs
and at the same time, tell them
about Jesus. . . . There was never
any judgment. It was, ‘There but
for the grace of God go us.’ ”

By ANNE M. HAMILTON
Special to The Courant

A TRANSFORMED LIFE TRANSFORMS OTHERS
EXTRAORDINARY LIFE

RAYMOND J. LABBE, 56,
of Glastonbury, died Feb. 24.


