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ONE:
Dimension Of Female Bi-Sexuality

“When we first began to get into swinging, our whole orientation was rather innocent. By this I mean that our concept of swinging was limited to the one fundamental idea of mate-swapping. That was what we thought swinging was about—you met with another couple or with a group of couples, you paired off and went to separate houses or rooms, and you had sex.

“Variety was a big appeal, but it was all the idea of a variety of partners. You could enjoy sex with different partners without sneaking around or cheating. In fact the whole thing became a part of the marriage instead of an extramarital thing, in that you went into it together and discussed it and all . . .

“But neither of us ever thought in terms of a variety of acts. Of course we expected to learn new things with different partners, that was only to be expected, but that was as far as our minds went. Essentially we expected to do basically the same things with these other partners that we did with each other. Group sex was something we had not really contemplated. Our image of group sex was simply that a group got together and paired off. The first time we switched partners and made it all in the same room together, I remember it was something of a shock. It was tremendously exciting, naturally. It added a whole new dimension to the experience. Nevertheless, it was a shock.

“More than that, neither of us ever considered the possibility that there would be any homosexual relations involved. This may be hard to believe when you realize that we had read quite a few books on swapping. And in these books absolutely everything happened—group sex, homosexual relations, intercourse with animals, absolutely everything anyone could imagine. But the thing was that these books were obviously nothing but fantasy. They were novels, and there would be long drawn-out descriptions of sexual relations that couldn’t have been more detailed, and absolutely mindless character motivation and unbelievable dialogue, and we just thought of these books as the pornography they obviously were and didn’t take them seriously as a description of the swinging scene. They occasionally turned us on and I suppose in certain ways they made us more amenable to swinging, but neither my husband nor I thought that, just because these cardboard characters in these tacky books did thus and so with each other, that actual people in real life would behave that way.

“Well, you live and you learn. Just because the books rendered the whole thing so implausibly didn’t mean that people didn’t perform all of the acts that the books so elaborately described. And just because the people in the books were nothing like us didn’t mean that we didn’t find ourselves duplicating their behavior to a surprising degree. To make a long story short, we found out we liked group sex, and I found out I liked making love to another woman. In fact I can hardly envision swinging nowadays without lesbian relationships. The one is part and parcel of the other.

“I suppose it’s possible to be a swinger, to be really into it, and to avoid this. But it’s damned rare. It really is. I don’t know what the statistics would be. There’s a new book out that I haven’t read yet, a hardcover book on swinging by some professor, and in the advertisements there’s something to the effect that ninety-two percent of the wives who get into swinging also get into homosexuality. Or bisexuality, whatever you want to call it.

“Ninety-two percent is as reasonable a figure as any other, I guess. As far as I’m concerned, what it means is this—ninety-two percent of the wives are into swinging with other women, and the other eight percent haven’t gotten around to it yet. That’s what it really means, because when we meet a girl who isn’t ready for it it’s almost invariably a case of her and her husband being new to swinging. In fact what a girl will say in those circumstances isn’t that she doesn’t dig making love with other women but that she’s not ready for it yet. As if she already accepts the fact that sooner or later it’s going to be an okay scene for her.

“The way I’ve come to see it, and a couple of years ago I never would have believed I’d be saying anything like this, is that all women are bisexual. All of them. One hundred percent of women are bisexual, in swinging or out of it. The only thing is that not all of them realize it . . .”

•  •  •

All women are bisexual.

If this is so, they are rather like Orwell’s creatures in Animal Farm, where all animals were equal but some were more equal than others. All women are bisexual, but some are more bisexual than others. Some are aware of it and acting on it; others are not.

Every day, more women are finding out.

For the past decade, I have spent a major portion of my time as a close observer of the American sexual underground. Occasionally I have suspected that a close long-term association with mate-swappers, swingers, or what have you, gives one a somewhat unrealistic perspective of contemporary sexual behavior. In a sense, generalizations on this theme based on observations of the sexual underground are like generalizations about the American social structure based on observations of life in Southern California. But a continuation of the analogy is instructive. Southern California, however one feels about it (and one can hardly avoid having ambivalent feelings about the place), does show us in a great many ways what the rest of America is going to look like in ten or twenty or thirty years time. And the sexual underground, the swingers, very definitely represent a direction which is being and will be taken by an ever increasing number of Americans . . . however one feels about it, and however ambivalent one’s feelings are likely to be.

This last is an important point. A decade ago, even five years ago, I was considerably less inclined to take this position. At that time one could as easily argue that swinging in its sundry forms was a passing fad, important to study and understand for various reasons but unlikely to have any lasting impact on the American socio-sexual scene. One could regard the wife-swappers (a term now lamented as an example of the worst sort of male chauvinism, but unequivocally accepted then) as on a par with the hula hoop and the Twist. In a larger sense, one could explain the sexual underground as an understandable reaction to earlier extremes of native American puritanism facilitated by various liberating social forces unleashed after the Second World War. The whole phenomenon could be viewed as cyclical, with a swing toward conventional morality ultimately likely to counterbalance all of it.

Well, swinging is now ten years older—as are we all—and what seemed logical then seems less logical now. Not only has there been no countertrend but there has not been even the beginning of a countertrend, nor has swinging ceased its constant pattern of acceleration. The sexual underground grows ever larger and ever more vocal.

I would hesitate to predict that, in a greater or lesser period of time, what is now the sexual underground will become the sexual overground—i.e., that there will be more people engaged in swinging than not. Yet I would be equally hesitant to predict that this will not ultimately be the case. One cannot fail to acknowledge the possibility.

Some months ago, I appeared on a Dayton radio program to discuss another book, The Wife-Swap Report. This particular book dealt with one couple whom I was privileged to interview in great depth over a period of several months. It had seemed worthwhile to me to abandon in that instance the usual pattern of dealing with eight or ten cases in a single book so that I could instead examine one couple’s experiences at length and show the full role swinging had played in their lives and its effects upon them.

One result of this approach was that the ordinary lay reader, well-insulated from the sexual underground, was able to see a pair of swingers very much as people, with full human dimensions and rather typical human problems. The radio program’s host, Ted Ryan, commented on this in a pre-program interview, and asked at the time if this whole phenomenon of swinging, with which he was manifestly unfamiliar, could possibly exist in a town like Dayton.

I told him it could and did. I told him further that I would be enormously surprised if the program did not draw at least one telephone call from a self-acknowledged swinger in his audience.

The program consisted of perhaps ten minutes of straight interview and an hour during which listeners could call in with questions or comments. A large number of callers merely wanted certain information or desired to speak out strongly against swinging, usually accompanying their views with biblical references. But among the callers were two women who stated that their husbands were interested in swinging and had attempted to persuade them to give it a try. Both seemed about ready to take a tentative step in that direction. Then a third woman called to reply to the anti-swinging forces, announcing that she and her husband had had two years of a bad marriage, had joined a mate-swapping group, had been members of the group for the past seven years, and credited it with saving their marriage and enriching their lives. “Don’t knock it if you haven’t tried it,” she advised.

Almost immediately, after her call, a fourth woman called in to ask if there were any memberships open in the third women’s group, and how she might get in touch with her!

While one can draw several conclusions from all of this, the one I find most significant is perhaps the least obvious. And that is the fact that it would have been wholly inconceivable for that same radio program to have been aired five or ten years ago. I would never have been invited to discuss such a topic over a Midwestern radio station in the early afternoon had not our overall sexual attitudes undergone considerable change in the interim.

•  •  •

The foregoing may seem a digression from the theme of the present volume, which is of course a discussion and survey of female bisexualism in swinging. But the point is that the trend toward female bisexual relations is very much a part of the overall trend of swinging itself. And its rate of acceleration has been extraordinary.

When swinging first began to manifest itself to any appreciable extent, typical swinger behavior was very much that anticipated by the young wife quoted at the beginning of this chapter. For most couples, swinging consisted of nothing more than exchanging partners and retiring to private quarters for what was essentially a duplication of activities carried on in the nuptial bed. One did with this new partner what one did with one’s own husband or wife.

Gradually, swinging in general went through the same evolutionary process as this couple did in microcosm—proceeding a step at a time to sex in one room, to heterosexual group sex, and ultimately to group sex in which bisexual relations play a part.

An analysis of advertisements in a typical swingers’ magazine quickly shows just how much things have changed. An overwhelming majority of these ads specifically imply a distinct interest in female bisexuality. Ads in which a desire is expressed solely to swing with other couples will often stress that the wife is “bi-minded” or “versatile”—these being the two most popular euphemisms for bisexual at the moment. Even more ads aim at a meeting with couples or bi-minded single girls. Other ads, placed by a wife, aim at a meeting with other bi-minded women; a common phrase in such advertisements is “Husband participates if desired.” And other couples desire only to swing with single bi-minded women.

(This last preference, for a threesome or ménage à trois involving a man and two women, is so significant a behavioral trend that I devoted a book, Three Is Not A Crowd, specifically to it.)

Why female bisexualism? Why, in the permissive world of the swingers, is there such a predominance of lesbian relations as compared to male homosexual relations? And is this trend toward female bisexualism being echoed to any extent by a trend toward male bisexualism?

To answer the last question first, there is a definite trend toward male homosexual relations in the context of swinging. It has emerged more slowly and has reached dimensions nowhere near those of the parallel trend toward lesbianism, but its very real existence is undeniable. Male bisexual swingers are inclined to see themselves as the vanguard of the future. In a few years time, they say, male bisexualism will be every bit as common and unremarkable among swingers as female bisexualism is now. Barring any reversal of present trends, I suspect they are right.

At the present time, however, they are very much in the minority, and it is important to understand the very real reasons for this “sex gap.” One aid to understanding is the realization of the very great difference in society’s attitudes toward male and female homosexuals. Straight society has always had an infinitely greater fear of and contempt for the male homosexual. He has been subjected to police harassment and social ostracism to an extent far greater than that applied to the lesbian.

In a similar vein, our social norms are such that the non-sexual behavior of males is circumscribed in certain ways which do not affect women. It is considered perfectly acceptable, for example, for two unequivocally heterosexual women to walk down the street holding hands, to kiss upon meeting and parting, to hug each other, and so on. Men simply are not encouraged to behave in this fashion.

A young girl with an enthusiasm for sports or other typically male activities may be labeled a tomboy, but not in a distinctly pejorative sense. A young boy with a comparable inclination for dolls and cooking and sewing is labeled a sissy and scorned for his preferences. A girl in a shirt and pants is perfectly fashionable; a man in a dress is in drag, and is damned likely to be arrested.

Finally, our attitudes are such that male homosexuality is widely considered to be specifically unmanly, a negation of virility. A man is considered less of a man for making love to another man. This is very much less the case with women. While the deep-voiced, broad-shouldered butch lesbian is defeminized in our eyes by her manner, the ordinary lesbian is not; her enjoyment of sexual relations with members of her own sex does not in and of itself detract from her essential femininity.

This helps to explain why, outside of the sexual underground, females are more likely than males to be bisexual. Traditionally, males have been far more likely to be “either one thing or another”—either homosexual or heterosexual, as if the enjoyment of relations with one sex precludes the enjoyment of relations with the other sex. This has been noticeably less true with women.

An inquiry into this particular gulf between the sexes could go on at greater length than present space limitations permit. But we will return to this theme periodically in the pages which follow.

•  •  •

The interviews which follow have been selected not because they are typical, whatever precisely that may be construed to mean, but because I feel they are instructive. They show a variety of ways in which female bisexualism has manifested itself in the world of swingers, and show too a variety of effects which such behavior has had upon the persons involved.

The reader will note that I have kept my own remarks and observations to a minimum and have let the subjects of these interviews speak in their own voices. My own work has consisted in large measure merely of cutting extraneous material and streamlining the presentation in the interests of clarity and brevity. An interview frequently runs quite a few hours, and a verbatim rendering of such material would fill several volumes in and of itself.

With this stipulation, and with the obvious admonition that all names, places, and comparable details have been deliberately altered, the interviews are presented in the subjects’ own words, and the author, like the reader, is essentially no more than an interested listener.

•  •  •

In the pages to follow you will make the acquaintance of several very interesting women. All of them have recognized within themselves a capacity for the enjoyment of sexual relations with both men and women, and have accommodated themselves and their sexual life styles to their desires, in the face of society’s implicit insistence that such life styles are immoral, unnatural, and perverse. But for their willingness to share their ideas and experiences first with me and finally with you, the reader, this book could never have come into being.


 

TWO:
“You Don’t Lose Your Taste For It”

I never expected to have relations with another girl again. I thought it was over and done with. I had managed to build a particular compartment for it, a pigeon hole I could stuff it into and close it off. I thought of it as a particular part of growing up. Sort of a schoolgirl thing that I had, oh, outgrown. Put it in the drawer and close the drawer and forget about it.

Only I never completely forgot about it. It was always there, you know. Something that had happened and that had been vitally important in my life at the time and that I was now completely out of, but that I couldn’t really pretend had never happened.

At the time I had gone through this thing, thinking that I was a lesbian, worrying that I was a lesbian. Which is perfectly natural the way you’re conditioned to think in terms of names and labels and categories. You tend to think that being a lesbian is like being pregnant, you either are or you aren’t. And of course this simply isn’t true.

Then, when I first got into a decent relationship with a man, I threw the whole gay scene over completely. Again, more of this you-are-or-you-aren’t way of thinking. Here I had discovered I could make it with a man and really enjoy it, and this seemed to mean that I was normal and heterosexual and all of that, and so I had to give up what I had done before. The way I did this was by telling myself it was a stage I had gone through. I had read all about how so many boys and girls would get involved in a homosexual scene during adolescence and outgrow it, and I decided that was what my relationship with Eileen had been, a stage I had gone through, a part of developing that I could forget about now because it was over and done with and no longer a real part of my ongoing life.

Swinging was something I resisted for a very long time. At least it seemed that way at the time. I don’t suppose it was really more than a few months from the time Ron brought up the idea to our first date with another couple, but it was so much on my mind during that time, and then I would push it out of my mind and he would bring it up again, and it seemed as though it was a process that was going on forever.

Finally I went along with it . . .

It worked out well for us from the first time. I guess this isn’t always the way it happens. I have heard so many stories from people who have had rotten initial experiences. So many girls have told me about being so enormously inhibited the first time that they were literally unable to have sex with the other man. Literally incapable of it, vaginal muscles tightening up, the whole thing. Or else they went through with it and couldn’t relax and enjoy it. Or the other couple was weird or old or ugly or in some other way managed to turn them off completely. Or they were self-conscious, any of a number of things that added up to their having a rotten time of it.

No such problem for us. We swung with a really nice couple and it was all pleasant and relaxed and cool. The first couple we met were very much in the same position as we were. I think that probably helped. They had had a handful of swinging sessions but were not terribly experienced, they had only been into it for a couple of months. This made us feel a lot more at ease. Also, they were people we had a great deal in common with and we managed to relax and open up conversationally before we got around to the sex part, so it wasn’t like meeting a couple of total strangers and balling with them before you learned anything more about them than their names. This can be groovy, but it’s a bad idea for your first time.

Through all of this, I must say that I didn’t consciously have any thoughts about making it with another girl. I suppose you could say that there was a homosexual element to the whole thing. I have read that argument so many times and I think I understand it, although I’m not sure it really means anything. The idea that you get excited by the idea of having your husband screw another woman, that it’s a way for you to make love to her by proxy. And vice-versa, that for your husband to share you with another man is a way for him to have that other man without being physically intimate with him. So in that sense there was a homosexual element involved, but it was nothing I was conscious of and if it really played a role or not in my enjoyment of swinging is something I’m not sure about.

I would find certain of the women we swung with attractive, some more than others, but I didn’t think in terms of making love to them, just that they were attractive and that I was glad because it would make the evening more exciting for Ron. Now some of the time when I was with a man I would imagine what Ron and the other wife were doing. I would have this fantasy in my mind while I was with the other husband, either thinking about it or actually picturing them in my mind. You could argue that I was identifying with Ron and enjoying the woman in fantasy but I don’t know whether or not it was exactly like that. I think it was more just a general voyeur thing, the way you enjoy watching other people screw, except I was watching them in my mind, in my imagination, instead of literally sitting there watching.

Almost from the beginning, we were both aware that there was a lot of female bisexualism in the swinging scene. Not as much as there is now. This was, let me think, it was almost five years ago. There was a lot of it in the ads and a lot more actually going on than you could tell from the ads, but it wasn’t nearly as prevalent as it is now.

When we answered ads, we generally tended to avoid the ones that came right out and described one or both of the couple as versatile. It was easier to avoid those ads and not have to worry about any hangups arising. Besides, we were mostly looking for less experienced swingers, people like ourselves with whom we would have the most in common, rather than really seasoned swingers who were into all sorts of things that we weren’t really ready for yet.

Looking back on it, it’s easy to see that there were a few couples who were interested in a bi scene long before we got into it. Some of the girls gave me looks or said things with a double meaning which I honestly didn’t get at the time, and then they let it pass. And I remember one couple we swung with, I balled her husband in the living room while Ron took her to bed, and as we were leaving she put her arms around me and gave me a kiss and said something like, ‘I can understand what you boys see in Leila, I could go for her myself’ or words to that effect. It was all said in a friendly joking manner but I’m sure she also meant it in a very literal way, and I guess I realized as much at the time but didn’t dwell on it.

Then a couple of times it was brought up more directly. I remember a husband suggesting it once. We had all made love and were sitting around taking a breather and talking, and he went into this story about an act two wives had put on at a party, and I forget now how he put it, but it was to the effect that his wife and I ought to try it just to see how we liked it. She thought it over and said she supposed she was willing if I was, and I said I didn’t think so, that it wasn’t my scene, and we left it at that.

When we got home that night Ron said he thought the other girl had been willing and was actually quite interested in it. I told him it seemed pretty obvious to me that she had done it before and didn’t want to come right out and say so, that the scene the guy had been talking about was one that his own wife had taken part in. The same way people will tell you a story about some unnamed friend of theirs and you know damned well it happened to them and not a friend at all.

“Well,” he said, “if you ever want to try out something like that, go right ahead.”

I said, “Wouldn’t it bother you?”

He said, “Why should it bother me? If it doesn’t bother me to have you make love to another man, why should it bother me if you made love with a woman?”

I almost told him then about Eileen, but I decided not to. It was something I had never mentioned to him. But one result of it was that I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About Eileen, and also about the possibility of having sex with a woman. I remember one afternoon thinking about that particular girl, the one whose husband had made the suggestion, and I remembered that Ron had gone down on her, and all at once I got this tremendous flash of what it would be like to french her. To eat her. I got this total sensory image, as if I was imagining my mouth on her, the taste and smell of her and everything. It was overwhelming. I sat there in the middle of my living room and picked up my skirt and masturbated. I let the fantasy take hold of me and I touched myself and I had this positively overpowering orgasm in the middle of the afternoon and in the middle of the living room.

Afterward I felt . . . I don’t know how to describe it. And then I would have thoughts that lesbianism, that the sort of schoolgirl sex I had had with Eileen, was a stage you outgrew, but so was masturbation supposed to be a stage you outgrew, and actually I had never entirely stopped masturbating, it’s still something I will do now and then when I happen to be in the mood for that sort of thing, and maybe that meant that you never outgrow anything.

Then not long after that we were with a couple we had swung with before, we had swung with them actually several times in the past, and instead of hinting around it came right out in the open. The girl said right out that she was bi, that she enjoyed making love to other women once in awhile, but only if it was someone she really liked and someone she was really attracted to. And she felt that way about me and would like to make love to me.

I was a little rattled. I said that it wasn’t my scene, I wasn’t really interested. She asked if I had ever tried it and I said I hadn’t. Then she said I ought to try it once and find out if I liked it or not, that I should at least find out, and that I wouldn’t have to do anything, I could just lie there and let her go down on me. That it would give her a great deal of pleasure to do that and she wouldn’t expect me to do anything in return.

Now this is funny, Jack. What went through my mind at the time was that I really wanted to go down on her, that I wanted that more than to just lie there while she did me. And I wanted it very very much. I was really quite hot from the conversation and I couldn’t look at her without wanting her, and the result was that I was becoming very uncomfortable about the whole thing. Because I had this hangup, I wanted to do it but I didn’t want anyone to know I wanted to do it, because I didn’t want to identify myself as a lesbian. I was so afraid of the label . . .

When we got home again we talked about it, and Ron was actually trying to talk me into doing it. And he used the same argument she had used, that I ought to give it a try just to see how I liked it. And he went on to say that it wouldn’t bother him, that it wouldn’t make him think less of me, that he would find the whole thing very exciting.

Finally I came out and told him that it wasn’t something I had never tried. I just told him that much, and he badgered me for details, and before I knew it I had gone on to tell him the whole story of my relationship with Eileen, what we had been to each other and everything. He kept asking questions, what we did, how I had felt about it, what it felt like for me, whether I was in love with her, everything.

Evidently it had been terrible weight for me to carry about all that time, because telling him about it was a great cathartic experience for me emotionally. Once I really started talking I opened up completely, and I would find myself actually weeping and he would hold me and comfort me, and we would get into whole areas of my past that I had never been able to talk about, my feelings about my parents and various things in my childhood that I don’t really want to talk about now, but that it was very important for me to talk about at the time. It was an extraordinary experience for me, really opening myself up for him as I had never opened up in the past, and I think it did me a lot of good in a great many ways.

One of the effects was that he became enormously excited. I guess there are dozens of reasons why it turns men on to imagine their wives with other women. Dozens of reasons why men find lesbians exciting. The reasons don’t really matter. What it comes down to is that this is something that really turns on maybe ninety-nine men out of a hundred, and Ron was not the exception to the rule. He made really wild love to me all night long.

It was some evening. I would talk and talk and talk, and he would hold me while I sobbed and cried, and then we would fuck like maniacs, and then I would start talking again and we would go through the entire process again start to finish, and it kept repeating that way until daybreak.

The upshot of it all was that I was able to face certain things about myself for the first time, and after that night it was inevitable that I would have sexual relations with another woman.

But we didn’t want to hurry it. We decided not to bring it up but to let it just happen naturally of its own accord. I wouldn’t make any passes or anything, but as soon as a girl propositioned me in one way or another, and if she was a girl who appealed to me in that way, then I would let it happen and we would both be secure about it, knowing it wasn’t something that could make either of us think less of the other.

So of course then we went through a long stretch of nothing at all happening. We swung once a week, week in and week out, and nothing happened as far as my making it with another girl was concerned. Nobody brought it up conversationally, none of the other girls made even the subtlest sort of overtures.

You can’t imagine how frustrating this was! I was really uptight about it, because all at once this was the only thing I could think of. We had stopped talking about it after a little while. Ron and I, that is. Because that was part of letting it happen naturally, just not even talking about it among ourselves so that we wouldn’t be making a federal case out of it.

Not thinking about it was something else.

Finally we got in touch with Harry and Beverly. They were the couple that started the whole thing. Beverly was the girl who said she wanted to do me. To french me. I called them and invited them over to our house for an evening. Bev seemed slightly reticent on the phone, as if maybe they didn’t want to swing with us, and she said something about having to check to see if they were free that night, that she thought they might have to go out of town and she would have to wait until Harry came home and check it out with him.

After I hung up I thought about it, about her attitude, and I thought maybe it was that she didn’t want to swing unless I wanted to have sex with her. But not so cut and dried, actually. More that there was a certain amount of tension that had built up that night, and if it was still there it would make a bad situation for all of us, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to get involved in something like that.

So I called her right back, and I hemmed and hawed for a minute and then more or less blurted out that I had been thinking about what she had said and I wanted to try it. And I told her my reasons for calling back, and she admitted that she had been having thoughts along those lines, and we made the date and went through with it.

It was such a strange scene. Because naturally I was enormously nervous about the whole thing. You can’t imagine how nervous I was. What I was most afraid of was that I wouldn’t like it. That I had it all built up in mind but that if I actually tried it I would discover it seemed unnatural to me. And I thought how terrible it would be if this happened. How unpleasant it would be for her, how unfair for her.

Beverly must have realized right away how nervous I was. The four of us sat around having drinks and she asked me to help her in the kitchen. When we were alone together she told me not to worry, that I didn’t have to go through with it if I had changed my mind. I told her that wasn’t it at all, that I wanted to go through with it. She asked me if I would like to go upstairs, just the two of us. This was precisely what I wanted. I didn’t want anything to happen in front of Ron and Harry. Not the first time, at any rate. I just wanted to be alone with Bev. We went upstairs to the bedroom and she closed the door and locked it. Then she turned and looked at me and I looked at her and we . . . we fell into each other’s eyes. That’s the only way I can describe it.

I thought how beautiful she was, those high cheekbones and eyes like a cat and that small but really voluptuous body. I had seen her with Ron and now we were standing there looking at each other with all our clothes on and I was remembering what she looked like naked and I was beginning to burn. When she kissed me I didn’t hold anything back. I opened my mouth and her tongue came inside and I let myself get completely lost in the kiss.

“Oh, my,” she said. And she gave me this long quizzical look, and I blushed and nodded, and we got undressed and made love.

It was, oh, more than I had hoped. Much more . . .

And all that worrying. It was really silly. I had thought that learning to enjoy sex with men would make sex with women impossible for me, or that it would seem like nothing compared to the other, but if anything it works the other way around. When I was with Eileen I wasn’t a wholly sexual being. I had never really been fucked, I didn’t know what to do with my body, I wasn’t really into sex. But now, after my relationship with Ron and with all the swinging I had done, I was a fully sexual person, and as a result I was able to get completely into sex with Bev, and it was incredible.

Afterward she told me she couldn’t believe it was my first time. That I was just too sensual and too good at it for me never to have done it before. And I admitted that it wasn’t, but that it was the first time in, oh, too many years to count. And I told her about Eileen and everything.

She was really interested, because she had never had any sexual relations with other women until she was into swinging, and it was the other way around for me. We talked about it for awhile before we went downstairs to rejoin the men, and I told her how afraid I had been that I wouldn’t like it. But I discovered that you just don’t lose your taste for it . . .

•  •  •

At thirty-three, Leila is a poised and attractive woman. Her blonde hair is fashionably styled, her makeup sparingly but artfully applied. She is tall and quite slender, small in the breasts and hips. Her legs are extremely well-shaped, and she favors mini skirts that display them advantageously. In conversation she tends to cross and recross her legs frequently in a manner that constitutes a threat to an interviewer’s professional detachment.

She has been married for almost twelve years, and she and her husband Ron have been swinging for almost half of that time. She has come to regard herself as fully bisexual and seems able to accept that definition of herself with no discernible mixed feelings.

Leila’s statement that “you don’t lose your taste” for lesbian relations is indisputable enough, if touched slightly with double entendre. In her case, however, her previous homosexual experiences almost certainly served to delay her entry into bisexual swinging. While her college affair with Eileen made her quick to realize that she could enjoy sex with another woman, it also engendered fears on the subject which kept her from accepting early advances.

Leila herself is aware of this.

•  •  •

When I was with Eileen, I just wasn’t ready to let go and be myself. I was too immature and too insecure and that got in the way. One of the big problems was that I did not have any concept of bisexuality. I didn’t know such a thing really existed. Of course I had heard the expression AC-DC and knew what it meant but I couldn’t take it seriously. I thought a person who functioned that way, who had sex with both men and women, must be a lesbian at heart who was having sex with men to prove something, to prove that she was normal, I guess.

I was so inexperienced. I had had no experience with men to speak of and what sex I had had with men—boys, really—was frustrating and unsatisfying. All of that routine with the boy trying to get as much as he can from you, and you trying to satisfy him while giving as little of yourself as possible. Naturally in a situation like that I couldn’t get excited, and not being excited made me worry about myself, and without going into detail it got me to the point where an affair with Eileen seemed perfectly natural.

Well, the thing of it is that of course it was perfectly natural; I relaxed and enjoyed sex for the first time, and that scared the hell out of me. Because that made me a lesbian—that was the way I immediately saw it—and being a lesbian meant I couldn’t possibly have a normal life. Being a lesbian meant never having children and never being married and never doing any of the things I had always taken for granted I would do with my life.

It was very scary, very unpleasant in that respect, and that bothers me to this day because there was no need for it to be ruined that way. The time I had with Eileen could have been something beautiful if I had only known enough to let it happen and enjoy it for what it was. And Eileen was as naïve as I was in this respect. She had had experience, experience with one other girl before me, but she still had about as immature an understanding of human sexuality as I did. It’s a shame, because if either of us had been more sophisticated about it, I’m sure it would have worked out better for both of us.

We had a very intense affair, loaded with guilt on both sides, very exciting in bed but very nervous outside of bed. We weren’t really together that long. Just a few months, and not all that much sex in the course of those months because we would go through periods of giving each other up and then we would go back together again, and it remained an on-again off-again kind of thing until it wore itself out and we stopped permanently, probably because neither of us could take the emotional strain of it.

I thought I was over it. Time after time I thought I was over it, and as I said I had an enormous need to make it with a man, but also a fear of making it with a man, which kept me a virgin longer than most girls. I was so afraid of going to bed with a man and not having an orgasm, which to me would be proof that I was a lesbian.

Ron was the second man I slept with. The first was a boy I had been going with for a month or so, and he wanted to lay me, that was all he really wanted from me, and I gave in and slept with him because I wanted to prove I could enjoy sex with him. I was terribly uptight and didn’t enjoy it in the sense that I didn’t have an orgasm, but there was no pain to speak of and I was if anything relieved to discover that I didn’t absolutely hate it.

What I thought, afterward, was that it was something I could put up with. I could stand it, I could even enjoy it a little. My body didn’t enjoy it completely but the sensations were pleasant, they were enjoyable more than they were off-putting. And there was a pleasure for me in the way my lover was excited and the way he got so much obvious enjoyment out of making love to me.

So I decided I could live a normal life. At this point I had already shoved the affair with Eileen into the past and was telling myself it was simply a stage in development. I had read that people go through a homosexual stage in adolescence and that was how I interpreted this. Now I felt I had no desire to make love to a girl again, and I also felt that it would not be at all unpleasant for me to marry and make love to a man night after night. I even felt that sex was a more important thing for a man than for a woman, that women did not necessarily experience very intense pleasure. And that my response with this man was thus normal.

Then I met Ron, and fell in love with him, and I realized I had never been in love before. And the love led to bed, and the first few times were maybe nothing spectacular but they were certainly better than anything I had experienced before, either with the other man or with Eileen. You see, because of our hangups, Eileen and I couldn’t really get into sex in a complete way. Our hangups held us back and so did our general sexual ignorance. So although I could have climaxes with her, and although I very much enjoyed the physical things we did, and enjoyed bringing her to orgasm, it was still nothing like the sexual intensity I found myself having with Ron.

And that made it easy to banish the memory of Eileen entirely. The more satisfying my relationship with Ron became, the more the thing with Eileen tended to look like kid stuff. Like nothing important, which of course was how I wanted to think of it.

Then we got into swinging and there it was again.

•  •  •

Ron and Leila got into swinging in a not-unusual manner. The pattern is one which recurs time and time again in the backgrounds of swinging couples. A strong emotional bond and an intense sexual relationship—the first such relationship for both husband and wife—led to marriage. Both the sexual and the emotional bond deepened in the early years of marriage. Then, after not too many years, the glow began to wear off and, for the husband especially, the desire for sexual novelty and for an indefinable “something more” began to assert itself.

Extramarital experimentation by one or both parties often makes an appearance at this stage. This was not the case here, although Ron did entertain fantasies of such an affair and made tentative overtures in that direction, lunching several times with a girl from his office and carrying a call girl’s phone number in his wallet for weeks without ever summoning up the requisite courage to call her. Simultaneously, the sexual relationship between Ron and Leila began to deteriorate. Ron found himself with more sexual desire than ever during the day but with substantially less desire when he was actually in bed with his wife. For the first time he began to experience occasional difficulty either achieving or in maintaining an erection. He would attribute this to tiredness from overwork. When they did have intercourse, he often tried to make the experience more satisfying by having fantasies that his partner was someone else, either one of several women he knew and found attractive or a faceless stranger.

Leila also found sex not only less frequent but less enjoyable when it was performed. While she did not consciously think in terms of extramarital sex, she was aware that something was definitely missing from their life together. She resumed masturbating, performing the act after unsuccessful intercourse or, occasionally, during a dull afternoon at home. Her masturbation seems to have been largely mechanical, with little in the way of fantasy reinforcement.

It was Ron who first suggested swinging. He had come across the practice in his reading and found the idea instantly exciting. It seems to offer all the pleasures and excitement of extramarital sex without the furtiveness and guilt of a clandestine affair. A conversation with a co-worker made the idea of swinging real for him. Previously he had not entirely believed that swinging happened, or felt it was a practice confined to the east and west coasts where he lived. While the friend with whom he discussed swinging did not actually admit that he and his wife practiced it, the implication was present, along with the assurance that the co-worker “knew for a fact” that couples in that very city were swinging on a regular basis.

Leila resisted the suggestion, but from the start her resistance was ambivalent. She found the whole idea at once exciting and distasteful.

•  •  •

I could picture swinging in my mind and it was an exciting picture. But where I had trouble was putting myself in that picture. I did not think it could be right for me. I had an image of a swinger as someone who was basically immoral and unconventional and I did not feel that I fit that image. I had what I would suppose are the usual worries. That Ron, no matter what he said and no matter what he thought, would have to think less of me for having relations with another man. That sharing sex with other people would leave us with less for ourselves. That marriage meant fidelity, sexual fidelity, and that if you started having sex with others you would be doing something bad to your own marriage.

Also I felt that I would hate myself in the morning. That I would be doing something immoral and that I would find it hard to live with.

But at the same time it turned me on. The idea of it. And here is where I guess I gave Ron a hard time for a month or two, because we would be in bed together and fooling around and talking about swinging and I would get caught up in the heat of the moment and agree that it would be a good idea at least to give it a try, and then afterward when I had cooled off I would change my mind. On-again off-again, and it must have been frustrating for him.

Ultimately of course I decided yes, let’s give it a try. I would be hard put to say what convinced me. I guess I finally realized that this was not something that would go away by itself. That it was always going to be on our minds and that it was something Ron really wanted to do, or at least he thought he wanted to do it, so that the thing to do was really to give it a try and see what would happen. I was fairly sure that nothing too terrible could happen. Either we would like it or we wouldn’t, and then at least we would know one way or the other.

In a way, I suppose I was less worried about a bad experience than a good one. In other words I was afraid I would like it.

Ron teased me about that. Like the little boy who won’t eat the cabbage. “I hate cabbage, I’ll always hate cabbage, and I’ll never try cabbage because I might like it and I hate it.”

In other words I was afraid of being a swinger. And the same thing happened later on, with bisexuality. The same sort of fear. That I might like it if I tried it.

Well, to make a long story short, I tried it and I liked it.

I never expected to like it as much as I did. No, wait a minute, that’s not what I meant to say. What I mean is that I never expected to like it in the way that I did. I expected something very weird, something earth-shattering. Either that or something terrible.

Instead what happened is that we corresponded with this other couple, exchanged I think three letters each, sent photos of ourselves and received photos of them, and eventually arranged to meet them at their house for an evening with no strings attached. The understanding was given on both sides that if anyone didn’t want to swing for any reason whatsoever that was perfectly all right and there would be no hard feelings on anyone’s part. From their letters and photos we knew they were a couple similar to ourselves in many respects, attractive but not movie star types, and just a year or two older than we were. They had swung before about half a dozen times but still considered themselves novices.

I was glad of this, that they had had some experience but not too much. It’s interesting that the average couple wants to start out with people who are more or less in the same boat as themselves. You would think it might be the other way around, because of course you can learn much more in less time if you swing with people who are old hands at the games, but it seems to be human nature to want to be with people with whom you have the most in common, not only in age and social standing and everything but in terms of sexual and swinging experience as well.

We went over there and everything went very nicely. We had a few drinks and got along very well, and there were times when I had to remind myself that we were there to swing, that I was ultimately going to go to bed with this man. Of course when the conversation was turned to swinging that was always on my mind, but when we talked about other things I would get involved in the conversation and it would just seem like any social occasion with a congenial couple.

Ultimately the other husband said that they liked us very much, and that they would like to swing if we were agreeable. Ron and I exchanged glances, and he said he would like to, and that put it up to me, and of course I was still of two minds about it. I hemmed and I hawed. Eventually the other man said why didn’t I let him kiss me and at least we would see if we turned each other on at all. There was no way to say no to that and he sat next to me on the couch and we kissed.

I enjoyed kissing him but couldn’t really get with it at first. I was not letting go completely, I was still too much aware of things. Then we broke the kiss and I looked over and saw Ron and the other wife necking on the couch. She had her dress down to her waist and her bra off and he was kissing her and touching her breasts.

I remember being very pleased that her breasts were smaller than mine. I’ve had what you might call a complex about the size of my breasts. So for some reason it reassured me to see that I could compete with her in that department.

We went back to kissing, and then he put his hand under my dress and touched me. I felt very conscious that this was another man, that he was not my husband, and that every time he did anything whatsoever to me it was a first time for me and there would be no undoing it.

The next time I looked up Ron and the wife were gone. Which meant that they had gone to the bedroom, of course. The fact that I was alone now with this man relaxed me. I felt able to let go, and it turned out that I was able to let go.

He undressed me on the couch and we petted. I wanted him to screw me immediately. Not that I was passionate because I was not really that. It was more a matter of wanting to get it over and done with. For better or for worse I wanted it to be done with.

At one point I told him I was ready and to please do it. He laughed and said, “Oh, you’re not ready yet. Just see how much readier you get in a little while.” And he asked if I didn’t like what he was doing to me, and I said I did, and he told me to just relax and enjoy the way it felt and not worry about what happened when.

Which was just the right thing to do, not rushing me and not letting me rush him, and somewhere along the line I really did manage to let go. I got out of my mind and into my body, which is what you have to do. I let go of myself and I stopped thinking about what I was doing and just enjoyed doing it. There was a point where it felt very natural to be on that couch and have him running his hands over my legs and kissing my breast and touching me.

He went down on me very expertly. Ron had done this all along but more to get us both ready for intercourse. We had both always approached it that way rather than for full pleasure in the act itself. This time I let go and he kept doing it, and doing it so beautifully, and I had a powerful orgasm that way. I was still in the throes of coming when he got on top of me and began to screw me. He came almost immediately, but not until he had tipped me over the edge for another orgasm with him.

Afterward we got dressed and shared a cigarette, and he kept kissing me and telling me I was beautiful, and I felt more at peace with myself than I thought possible. After awhile Ron and the other girl came back to the living room and we had some coffee and talked.

It was so much better than I thought it could be, not wild crazy sex but just something very warm and exciting and pleasurable that was as good afterward as it had been while it was happening.

You would think, with that for background, that I wouldn’t have made so much fuss about trying bisexualism. That I would have gone through with it for the same reason—to see what it was like and if I liked it, with the knowledge that, if it didn’t work out, it wouldn’t be anything disastrous for me, wouldn’t change me.

And if it hadn’t been for Eileen I’m sure I would have tried it right off the bat in exactly that spirit, just as I’ve tried other things in swinging that I never had thought of before. But here I was desperately afraid that I would like it, and that it would mean I was abnormal or perverted.

Thank God it didn’t take me too long to get over that. Perverted! What a curse it is that girls grow up thinking of homosexuality that way. From what I know about myself and other women, all women are bisexual. Some of them are just not aware of the fact.

And that’s true on both sides of the imaginary line. By this I mean that a woman who never makes love to another woman is missing a full life, and at the same time a woman who only makes love to other women is missing something. Eileen, for example, became a full-fledged lesbian. She had a few experiences and liked them so much that she threw up barriers to make it impossible for her to ever get it together with a man. I went the other way, figuring that I would have to stay away from lesbian sex entirely in order to be a normal woman. Either extreme is a mistake. In fact I would say that either extreme is abnormal and bisexualism is the only way a woman can really fulfill her total sexual potential.

I’m sure that’s a statement not everyone would agree with. But the way things are going, I think it won’t be long before the majority of women recognize themselves as bi. God knows that’s already the case among swingers. With almost any couple that’s been into swinging for any substantial length of time, the wife is bi. And with the younger couples who are starting to swing, couples in their early twenties who are getting into group sex, the wife is usually bi almost from the start. It’s only with novice couples in their thirties and forties that the wife is exclusively heterosexual, and the odds are that she won’t be for long.

Of course the whole country isn’t swinging, and it may be a long time before it is, if ever. But the way things are going it’s hard to be sure, isn’t it?

At least I know I’m bi, and I honestly wouldn’t have it any other way. It doesn’t make me enjoy sex with men less, any more than swinging made me enjoy sex with Ron less. On the contrary, the one always enhances the other. It works that way. It really does.

•  •  •

On the surface, Leila gives the impression that she never had any reservations about bisexual activity once she had first experienced it as a swinger. This is not entirely accurate, not so much because she has purposely altered facts as that time tends to blur the edges of uncertainty. This is true in any number of areas. I have noticed, for example, that the longer a couple has been swinging, the less apt they will be to dwell on their original doubts and fears. When, on the other hand, I speak with a couple who has just begun to swing, or to a couple considering the step, these doubts and reservations are far more in the forefront.

In Leila’s case, the worry that she was basically homosexual, that homosexual acts rendered her performance abnormal, did not vanish instantly. In later conversations it became evident that some of this anxiety persisted for a period of at least a month. As repeated contacts with other women in a swinging context continued to be pleasurable and did so without rendering heterosexual relations less enjoyable, this anxiety gradually withered away and disappeared, presumably entirely.

It is interesting to note that Ron himself experienced a certain amount of anxiety over his wife’s relations with other women, anxiety which came as a complete surprise to him and which he hesitated to voice. He had earlier become familiar with the bit of folk wisdom which holds that no woman who has ever experienced lesbian lovemaking will ever again be truly satisfied by a male. This is a very persistent myth and one that he could not completely dismiss, although he had very much wanted his wife to have sex with other women, perhaps because of his desire to watch such activity, perhaps because of latent homosexual impulses of his own, perhaps too because he wanted her to be able to experience new avenues of pleasure. Whatever the reasons, he did very much desire to see Leila have homosexual relations, enjoyed seeing her do so, found the experience exciting and pleasing, found that his wife became a more exciting woman in his eyes by virtue of this new role—and yet, somehow, worried that she would enjoy lesbian acts to the point where she no longer enjoyed lovemaking with him.

When his fears failed to materialize, his anxiety dissipated accordingly.

Since then, bisexual relations have been a standard component of swinging for Leila. In the ads which she and Ron run, they describe her as bi and express a preference for meetings with couples who are similar to themselves in this respect. When they answer ads, they select only those in which the wife is so described. They have participated in a number of trios with bisexual girls but have found such encounters somewhat less satisfactory for one reason or another.

They have also had a certain number of encounters with couples in which both husband and wife are bisexual.

•  •  •

The first time this came up, it was at a group scene. There were three other couples. One of them we had swung with previously, and they invited us to a party with these two other couples whom we had not met before. There was the usual group sex, and then one of the other husbands went down on the host and frenched him while the host was doing the same for one of the girls. This was the first I had seen of male homosexual relations, and it was a surprise although I won’t say it shocked me.

Later in the evening the same man asked if he could french Ron, and Ron just said politely that it was not his scene, and it was left at that.

We discussed it afterward and he said that the presence of male homosexual relations at the party did put him off slightly, but that he was hardly going to moralize about it and didn’t really mind as long as he was not required to participate.

Then another time we met a couple through the mails, and both were bi although this was not mentioned in correspondence, just that she was. We were all in the same room and I had made love with the man and Ron with the wife, and we had been in a group thing in which the other girl and I ate each other while the men screwed us, which is a very exciting thing and very common when you have two couples and the girls are bi and the men are not. And then, I don’t remember exactly how it happened, but Ron and I were both petting the other wife and kissing her breasts, and the other man began to play with Ron’s penis. Ron didn’t say anything and then the man went down on him and began to suck him, and Ron stopped what he was doing to say that it wasn’t his scene.

The other husband said he wasn’t exactly bi but could relate to another man in a group situation, and that he would like to do this to Ron, and what difference did it make if it was a man’s mouth or a woman’s mouth that was frenching him, that he could just relax and enjoy it and there would be no question of him frenching the other man in return.

Ron let him go ahead, mainly because he didn’t want to make a big thing out of it and also out of curiosity to see how he himself would react to it and wondering if a man would perform the act differently from a woman. He said he concentrated on making love to the wife and not thinking about the fact that it was a man who was frenching him, and he did have an orgasm eventually.

After that there were several occasions in which more or less the same thing happened. And there was another occasion where Ron suggested that he have anal intercourse with the other wife. I don’t enjoy this but Ron does and will do so with other women if they happen to enjoy it also. The other wife did not but the other husband said that he would be glad to have Ron fuck him in the ass if he wanted, that he was not regularly bi but enjoyed it now and then if he could be having sex with a woman while it was going on. So I frenched the man while Ron had anal intercourse with him.

We are at the point now where Ron not only feels it’s normal for a woman to be bi but that it’s normal for a man also, but does not think he can really relate to another man enough to do it. He will permit a man to perform fellatio on him but has never performed it on another man in return, and does not know whether he wants to do so or not. He says he is of two minds about it. On the one hand he would like to try it because he thinks he might enjoy the act itself, but on the other hand he thinks it is something he can enjoy in fantasy but that it would put him off completely in actual practice. That he cannot think of another man as a sex object in the way that he can think of a woman, and also that he cannot think of himself as someone who could make love to another man.

In a way you might say that he is going through something similar to what I went through, except that it is different because of the different ways people think of bi males and bi females and of there being more shame and guilt connected with a man engaging in that sort of thing.

So on the one hand he will submit to frenching and will use another man’s anus, or at least did so the one time, but on the other hand he has a desire to know what it’s like to go down on another man and what it’s like to be fucked in the ass, but he has trouble getting himself to the point where he will go through with it. I expect he will try it one of these days when the time is right, especially he will try sucking a man, but whether he will enjoy it or not and how he will feel about it afterward I don’t know.

As far as how I myself would feel about it, there again I do not know since you can never tell in advance how you will feel about something. You really never know ahead of time what will go through your mind when something does take place.

I don’t think that I will think less of Ron if he does this, and if he enjoys it. I have noticed my reactions to other bi males and do not think less of them for it. The fact that Ron is my husband should not enter into it in this case, I don’t think. But I will not get a thrill out of it, either. By this I’m referring to the fact that Ron gets a particular thrill out of watching me making it with another woman, and I am sure I would get no comparable thrill in return. I would enjoy it, just as I enjoy watching him with another woman or just as I enjoy watching any sexual act, for that matter, but there would be no special thrill in it being a matter of watching two men together.

In one way I will be glad when he crosses the line and becomes completely bi. I guess by the way I just said that it shows that I think this is what will happen. I believe that is the case, that sooner or later he will try it and that he will like it.

And the reason I will be glad of it is that then it will not be such a big deal, whether to do it or whether not to do it. This business of standing on a threshold is a nuisance because it usually means that you attach too much importance to something that later turns out to be not all that important at all. You do it and either you like it or you don’t and at least you know one way or the other.

Also, I suppose I have the feeling inside me that it is more natural for both the husband and the wife to be bisexual than for just the wife to be. I don’t know whether you would call it women’s liberation or you would say that what was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander. But it seems to me that what is normal for the woman should be just as normal for the man. Although here again I am stressing something that does not really matter that much to me either way, and again it is because of this business of being on the verge, which keeps things on your mind all the time.

As it stands, I have no regrets for the way our lives have turned out. There was a time when I did have one particular hesitation, and that was when I worried that sex was simply playing too great a part in our lives. I guess that happened shortly after my first bi experience. It was a new world for us, and as a result we were swinging two and three times a week, and spending the rest of our time talking about it. As you know we have no children, and thus we have a lot of free time on our hands, and it began to seem as though all of that free time was being devoted to sex, which is to say to swinging.

Of course that was nothing to worry about, because as the novelty wore off somewhat we found it easy to put swinging more in its proper proportion. I don’t know what would be proper proportions for everyone, but for us it means once a week. Generally Saturday night. We might occasionally swing more often, on an occasional Friday night for example, and on summer vacations we generally travel so that we can see various swingers along the way, but as a general rule it is a once-a-week thing for us and we have found that it works out best that way.


 

THREE:
“Fit To Be Tied”

I never actually thought I could talk about this with anyone. There were times when I wanted to go to a psychiatrist and see if I could work things out with him, and I have to admit that the thing that kept me from going was that I knew I could never bring myself to come right out and talk about myself. As a matter of fact I did go to a psychiatrist once. I told him I was depressed and having trouble sleeping, and I waited for him to draw the story out of me, and I thought it would work out but it didn’t. He asked me questions but I just answered them with short and simple answers and completely left out what bothered me. The swinging and the bondage, I never mentioned a word of it. And he wound up writing out a prescription for me for something, tranquilizers or anti-depressants, I don’t know exactly what they were because I never got the prescription filled. I paid him the twenty dollars in cash. I couldn’t write him a check because I made the appointment under a phony name, just to show you how nervous I was about the whole thing. I paid him the twenty dollars and left his office and threw the prescription away as soon as I was out of there. I didn’t see any point in taking the drugs. I hadn’t gone there for drugs and I wasn’t really so depressed and didn’t have trouble sleeping either. It was just something I made up to tell him, to give me a reason for being there.

Anyway, even when I do have trouble sleeping I don’t like to take drugs. I’m basically a fanatic on the subject. I would rather stay up all night than take a pill to make me sleep. I don’t even take aspirin when I have a headache. I don’t believe in alcohol or drugs or tobacco. It’s funny how firm I am about not being a slave to any of those things, when in sex it’s being a slave that turns me on.

When I wrote you I never expected to hear from you in return. I guess if I had thought of you as a real person I never would have written, but I thought of you as the author of a book and that made you sort of unreal for me. I mean I had this particular image of you from your book but didn’t see you as a real person in any complete way.

Then when you wrote back and said you wanted to interview me I felt very weird about the whole thing. I felt that I could trust you and that it was possible I would be able to do myself some good by talking with you, but still I was worried about the whole thing, that I would just clam up completely and you would be wasting your time coming here.

I talked about it with George and he was very much in favor of me talking with you. He pointed out something that I realize myself, and that’s that I’m completely at ease with other couples that we swing with. This is not always the case; a lot of people who are into the same sort of scene as we are very nervous about talking about it, even when we’re all together. I’m not like that. George says it’s as if I’m two different people, one who’s enormously nervous and secretive about herself with other people, and another who’s absolutely at ease about the entire thing when she’s with other people in the same scene.

But you know, it’s a very funny situation. Swingers are either into bondage and discipline or they aren’t. It’s like there’s no middle ground. With other things, people may do them once in awhile or not like them too much but tolerate them at a group session. But B-and-D is something else. People will say in their ads “no B-and-D.” Meaning that they absolutely don’t want to get involved in it and don’t want to have anything to do with people who are into it. So on the rare occasions when we swing with people who aren’t into bondage, I never let the subject come up. Because if you do, people stare at you as though you’re some kind of a freak. And I don’t know for sure how I feel about it myself. Sometimes I think that I am some kind of a freak, and other times, when I’m with people who groove the same way I do, I feel as though the entire situation is the most natural thing in the world.

One nice thing is that you’re amazingly easy to talk to. I am also glad that you met George last night, and that the three of us sat around and talked, and that I’m meeting you alone this time, because it’s always easiest to talk with someone when there are just the two of you. Because I have this feeling that I can say whatever comes to mind in front of you, and that you won’t judge me or disapprove of me, and of course you don’t really know me and never will, so I can talk to you and at the same time in a way I’m basically talking to myself.

•  •  •

Pauline is a small, intense, birdlike little woman. Her hands flash and expressions play over her face as she talks. She bears a remarkable facial resemblance to Joan Didion, the author.

She is twenty-eight and has been married for four years to George, who owns and operates an electrical appliance store in upstate New York. It is a second marriage for both of them. George, thirty-four, was divorced six years ago after several years of marriage. His ex-wife was granted custody of his two children and has since moved to the West Coast. Pauline was married first at seventeen and divorced within two years. She and George have had no children, and do not plan to have any.

I received the following letter from her in response to a book of mine:


Dear Mr. Wells:

My husband and I read Three Is Not A Crowd and found it very enjoyable, although that is not our particular scene. I have been wondering if you ever wrote anything about bondage and discipline, which is of special interest to us personally. I know that in so many books on these subjects they tend to put down B-and-D as something for kooks and freaks, and by the way you are generally sympathetic to people I thought you might write something which would show that there is not necessarily anything abnormal about people who happen to enjoy this scene.

I do not think that I am a masochist in any way. I think it is a mistake to think of bondage and discipline in terms of masochism. Of course a great many people do get their kicks out of it in that way but there is a great deal more to it as well. For example I have no particular desire to be spanked, although it can be exciting in a sexual context. But I find it enormously exciting to be held in restraint in one way or another. For example to be tied up, and in that position to be forced into various sexual relations. I suppose it is a hangup in certain ways but I also know that it makes sexual acts very exciting which I would otherwise not be able to enjoy.

I suppose you must think I am crazy to be writing a letter of this sort to a total stranger, but then you must be used to getting kooky mail in your business, probably a ton of it. Besides you suggested in Three Is Not A Crowd that people write to you.

I am twenty-eight, married, no children. My husband and I have been swingers for almost two years . . .

Well that’s about it. Just wanted to tell you I liked your book, and to find out if you’ve written about bondage and if so is it possible to buy a copy? If not, I think it would be a good subject for you . . .



I wrote back saying that I had written about bondage on several occasions but had not yet gone into the subject in any great detail, never having devoted an entire book to it. I added that I did intend to deal with the practice at somewhat greater length and would be interested to know more about her own experiences. I suggested that we might manage this through correspondence or, since her home was not that far from New York City, that I would be pleased to come up and visit her and her husband if they were agreeable to the idea.

I received no reply at first and expected that this would be another case of a promising initial letter with no follow-up. Then, almost a month later I received a short note from Pauline in which she expressed a tentative interest in being interviewed. She furnished her phone number. I called her the same day and made arrangements to interview her the following weekend.

The first night I sat up for hours with the two of them. The evening was spent more in general conversation than in any real interviewing. (This is often the case when one talks to more than one person at a time. In conversation, if not in group sex, the presence of a third party has an inhibiting effect upon the other two.) We did get along well, however, exchanging anecdotes and doing total damage to a quart of Teacher’s. Perhaps it’s as well that nothing too vital came out in that evening’s talk, as my memory was spotty in the morning.

The following afternoon I went to their house again as arranged. George was working at the store and I was able to spend several hours talking with Pauline. I stayed for dinner and talked with them both for awhile longer. The bulk of Pauline’s discussion here derives from the time I spent alone with her.

As far as their own personal interaction is concerned, it seems pertinent to mention that their particular sexual tastes are in no way mirrored in the manner in which they relate to one another. There is no master-slave relationship in evidence, no pattern of domination or emotional sadomasochism. On the contrary, they seem to have a well-balanced and fundamentally honest marriage. George is the stronger personality of the two, but to no more pronounced degree than in a majority of marriages.

•  •  •

George and I were involved in bondage before we were into swinging. I don’t honestly know whether it’s more typical that way or the other way around, getting into swinging and then getting into bondage afterward. Of the people we’ve met, either they started in bondage first like us or they had swinging experiences first. But of those who swung first, most of them had had an interest in bondage beforehand but had never gotten to the point of doing anything about it together.

Actually, George did have some swinging experience before we were married. He and his wife had a swap date with another couple shortly before their divorce. The marriage was on the rocks and the two of them thought maybe swinging would put some life back into it for them. They enjoyed the evening, especially George, but if a marriage is really shot to hell swinging isn’t going to work any miracles, and they did get divorced shortly thereafter.

Then, before he met me, George had a few swinging experiences, mostly consisting of joining another couple for threesomes. He had told me about all of these experiences but not with any idea that this was something that we would do. Neither of us originally thought of swinging as something we would have in our marriage.

I did find the whole idea of group sex awfully exciting. But at the time it was purely in the realm of fantasy for me. There was never the feeling on my part that I would ever do anything like that, that I could be a part of a situation like that. Of course I had been married before and I had been intimate with another boy before I married my first husband, and had had a couple of love affairs between the time of my divorce and meeting George. So I was not entirely without experience by any means but I still could not imagine having sex with another man while I was married to George.

The way bondage came about was through oral sex. I suppose that’s a funny way to put it. What happened was that George would often go down on me. I have always enjoyed this tremendously, and had never experienced it before George and I met. He would do it to me, and then he would want me to do it to him, to perform fellatio.

Now at the time I did not enjoy doing this at all. I wanted to for the sake of his pleasure but I always had mixed feelings about doing it. Even though I knew better it always seemed dirty and distasteful to me. It is one thing to know for a fact that something is normal and natural and another thing to really feel that way about it, and there is a streak of puritan in me a mile wide. I suppose it sounds silly for a swinger to say this but it’s absolutely true to this day. As a matter of fact I would go so far as to say that puritanism has a great deal to do with bondage, at least as much as masochism does.

So what I would do with George was to go down on him, but I didn’t do it well and I never let him finish that way. I would just excite him for a little while with my mouth and then we would finish in intercourse. He would tell me to take it deep into my mouth and do various things with my tongue, and to suck hard on it, and I would never do it right because I could never get involved in what I was doing.

This one night we went to bed and he went down on me and it was heavenly, and then he wanted me to do the some for him. We had both had a few drinks, which made it easier for things to come out in the open. I told him I really didn’t like to go down on him, and he said he wanted me to do it and to do it right, and what he really wanted was to come in my mouth and have me swallow the whole thing. I said if that was what he wanted he could go and get himself a whore, and he said he had done just that a week ago and didn’t see why he had to pay good money for a decent blow job when he had a perfectly good wife at home.

It was funny, because we began arguing and having a scene, and at the same time we’re both getting excited by the scene and the conversation and all. I asked him what the whore was like and what she did that was so great, and he said maybe he would bring her home and let me watch her do it, that I might learn something. “She could do you too while she’s here,” he said. “I wouldn’t mind watching a woman eat you. Maybe I’d learn something myself, as far as that goes.”

Then at one point he grabbed my head and pushed it down toward his cock. “Now eat it and do a good job,” he said, “Or you’re going to get a spanking.”

I said, “You wouldn’t dare.”

He said he would, too, and told me to take a mouthful or he would show me whether he was kidding or not. I was very trembly-excited. I wouldn’t do what he wanted, and he jerked me down across his lap and began spanking me. He really gave me a hell of a pounding, hitting me full-force on my bottom.

It’s not that I got pleasure from the spanking exactly. Since then I’ve learned to get excited by the physical aspects of a spanking. There’s a real physical response, you know. It draws blood to the area and simply makes you hot. If a person really knows what he’s doing, starting gradually and then building up regularly, he can make you come just from a spanking. You don’t have to be a masochist for this to happen. It’s purely physical.

But all I knew was that it hurt and I yelled for him to stop. He paused and asked if I was ready to do what he wanted. When I hesitated he slapped me again and then I told him I would evidently have to do it, that he was giving me no choice.

I started to do what he wanted. He had gotten highly excited spanking me and had a huge erection. I started to do it, then stopped and told him I wasn’t going to go through with it.

I guess by this time I knew what I was up to. Of course I wanted him to spank me again, not for the sake of the spanking but so that I could be forced to do what I actually wanted to do. I wanted to suck him off but only if I could tell a part of myself that I had no choice. So I stopped and got him to whale the daylights out of me again, and then agreed to do anything he wanted, absolutely anything.

He sat in a chair and made me kneel on the floor in front of him. He told me exactly what to do and held me by the hair so I couldn’t move my face away. While I sucked him he kept telling me that he would beat me if I stopped and I absolutely had to take the come in my mouth and swallow it.

And, telling myself it was something I had to do, somehow I let go of myself inside. It was like a weight falling off of me. I found out I loved to suck his cock. I literally loved it and just about had an orgasm doing it. A couple of times I started to gag on him but managed to control myself, and when he came it seemed perfectly natural and even pleasant to suck it all up and swallow it.

We both went to sleep right afterward. Not a word was said on the subject the next morning. Then at night we got to talking about it, neither of us quite ready to bring the subject up, and once we opened up we both admitted it was the most stirring experience of our lives. We talked it out at great length and discussed the way I was able to do things and get excited doing them when it was a case of being compelled to do them. It turned out too that George also got great pleasure out of being able to force me this way, that it gave him a sense of power which he found very exciting. He told me he had always had fantasies of having a girl completely tied up and fucking her while she was tied so that she couldn’t move. I said I thought I would like that, and I thought I would be more willing to experiment sexually if he spanked me, or particularly if I were tied up.

It was really comical because there was no cord in the house, and we wound up cutting the cords from a pair of Venetian blinds. That was before we got the drapes. He tied me up spread-eagled on the bed and got an erection just from the act of tying me up. Then he screwed me and it was simply fantastic.

Well, you can just imagine. We were like kids with a new toy. We just couldn’t stop playing with it and thinking of new things to do. George brought home some literature on the subject. It was all of the disapproving sort, trying to be pornography but at the same time giving the hypocritical impression that the author thought people like this were sick sick sick. In between the lines, though, it gave you some ideas of things you might not have thought up by yourselves. For example it led us to experiment with spankings, and eventually both of us could come from being spanked.

Most of the time I was the one who was spanked or tied up, but occasionally it would be George’s turn and I would force him to eat me or something of the sort, or would spank him or something.

We first started this about a year after we were married, and it was a year later before we had our first experience with swinging. Except for one experience we had a couple of months after first discovering bondage, which you wouldn’t call swinging but which would qualify as group sex. It would also qualify as my first bi experience.

As it happens, it was something George had mentioned that first night, namely having a prostitute come to the house and service both of us. We would talk about that occasionally to excite ourselves, the idea of actually doing it, and George frequently would say that he would like to see me with another woman. I told him I had no inclination in that direction, which I must have thought was true at the time. He said he couldn’t believe it because I seemed to get hot talking about it, and I said there was a two-way thing operating and I was sure I couldn’t relax enough to get anything out of it, that I would be constantly nervous about it.

Well, he said, suppose I was tied up? And I had to admit that this would probably make a difference, and ultimately we both decided it would be worth trying if the prostitute was willing to go along with it.

The girl he brought was by no means a big-time prostitute. George had gotten her name and number from a business acquaintance, I think a salesman. What she was was a girl who actually worked days as a stenographer and would accept a date for money maybe once or twice a week. She enjoyed sex and liked to buy more clothes than she could afford on her salary, and she didn’t really think of herself as a whore. But the salesman had said there was nothing she wouldn’t do, so we thought she would go along with our scene and it certainly cost nothing to find out.

George met with her and came right out and told her what it was that we wanted, and said he would give her fifty dollars to spend a few hours with us. That was fine with her and he brought her home that very night.

George tied me up in the usual position on the bed. Then they made me watch while she went down on him, telling me I could learn some technique that way, pick up a few pointers. She stopped before he came, and then she got on top of me in the sixty-nine position and he fucked her dog style. She frenched me while he did this. After he came she squatted down on my face and they made me eat her and suck all his come from her. I struggled but they made me do it, and George got excited again and screwed me while I was doing it, and the same thing happened as always, the inhibitions dropped away and I found everything wildly exciting.

She stayed for hours and we did all sorts of things. We tied up George and she and I did things to him and made him watch the two of us together. I was able to enjoy this even though I was not forced, and thus realized that I was unquestionably bi, but never would have been able to make the discovery without having been tied up originally.

To this day I can only completely enjoy bi experiences when there is some element of B-and-D present. This is strange in that it does not necessarily have to be me who is tied up. It is similarly exciting if the other girl is bound. It is the whole bondage and discipline syndrome which is so difficult to explain to someone who does not understand it.

•  •  •

Although both George and Pauline enjoyed their night with the prostitute immensely, they never saw the girl again. The fact that she was a hired participant kept them from repeating the experience. They felt that an ideal threesome would be one involving a third person whose motivation was identical to their own.

Swinging struck them as an obvious answer, and one to which neither of them had any strong objections. Their interest in swinging from the beginning was based not so much on a desire for new partners through mate-exchange but for the possibilities of group sex.

They also felt a very real desire to become acquainted with other persons who shared their enthusiasm for bondage and discipline, not merely for sexual reasons but because any deviation from the norm, like misery, craves company.

•  •  •

The way we both felt about it, I suppose it’s a surprise it took us as long as it did to make contact with swingers. It wasn’t so much a question of making up our minds as it was a matter of working out how to go about it.

This is a small town. That doesn’t mean there are no swingers here, because there certainly are. But what it means is that there are no places locally where you can buy the club bulletins. George knew people from before that he could have tried to get in touch with, but these were not people who were into bondage, or if they were he didn’t know about it, and we were very determined to have contact with people who were in the same boat we were. Swapping for its own sake did not particularly interest us.

As a matter of fact, I was by no means sure I could go through with group sex without the bondage element being present.

We finally did get one of the magazines, and after sitting around with cold feet we did answer a couple of ads but got no reply. That of course is what is so discouraging about getting together through the mails. You go all through the book and pick out the ads that appeal to you and go to the trouble of writing a good letter and sending along some photographs, and then you enclose a one-dollar forwarding fee for each letter you send them, and weeks go by and you never get a reply a lot of the time. You would think people would at least have the courtesy to write Not Interested on a postcard and send it back, but all too many of them don’t even do that much.

Well, to make a long story short, we sent more letters and got a couple of replies, and we picked one couple that seemed right and engaged in correspondence with them for quite some time. I think we must have sent and received four letters each way before we finally met with them. They were just what we were looking for, bondage enthusiasts like ourselves who were completely turned off by anything really painful. You have to be very careful on that point, incidentally. There are a lot of people who are essentially interested in torture or making people do painful or distasteful things, and they will also often describe themselves as interested in B-and-D, which to us means something else entirely.

This other couple had been swingers for several years. They were our age, professional people, well educated and had children. Also they lived less than thirty miles from here, which was convenient. The wife was bi and the husband was not, which was again what we were seeking. We had discussed the possibility of George’s having bi experiences and felt it was something that would come up naturally sooner or later but did not want it to be a part of our first stab at swinging with another couple.

As it happens, George knew he was capable of enjoying sex with another man, or at least that he had no strong hangups about it, in that he had done so once when he swung with a couple as a threesome. He had also had homosexual experience when he was in the service.

We met them finally, after all this circus of exchanging letters and spelling out to the nth degree just what all of us liked to do. They turned out to be really nice people. Now I knew from the letters that they were regular people like ourselves, but at the same time I couldn’t quite believe it. I guess I went there expecting them to have horns or something. I guess down inside I couldn’t believe that anyone who was into bondage wasn’t fundamentally weird. I accepted it in myself and George but still thought of it as perverted for other people, which may not make sense but it was the way I felt. In fact I really wanted them to turn out to be great regular people, because that would mean that decent people could be bondage enthusiasts, which in turn would mean that I could consider myself decent, if you can follow that sort of roundabout logic.

We didn’t spend a lot of time getting to know them. With all of those letters back and forth, we already knew them fairly well, or so it seemed. We had a glass of champagne each—we had brought champagne along—and then we got right down to business.

Suzanne and I took turns being tied up. When one of us was bound, the other three would go to work on her and force her to do various things. When it was Suzanne’s turn I made her eat me while the men did various things to her, and then I ate her until she had an orgasm. Similar things were done to me when it was my turn.

Also that evening George said he had been wanting to be spanked and frenched at the same time. We had tried this ourselves once but it was very difficult to manage physically when there are just the two of you, and it was impossible for me to concentrate on both the eating and the spanking and to do a good job on both of them. So he was tied up more or less bending over a table and I gave him a good spanking while Suzanne sucked him off, and afterward she forced him to take his own come back by kissing him. He said later that if he had known she was going to do that he probably wouldn’t have liked it, but coming as a surprise it actually did turn out to be rather enjoyable.

We not only enjoyed ourselves tremendously that night but made a pair of friends we have continued to see on a regular basis. Also we made a great many contacts through them. I would say that we have made by far the majority of our contacts through other people than through the bulletins. You need bulletins to start off, and of course you find yourself answering an ad now and again, but it’s much safer to make arrangements with someone who has been recommended by a friend. For one thing, you’re sure that you’re not getting mixed up with a lunatic that way, and although we’ve been lucky enough never to have bad experiences that way, we’ve heard stories from other people that would curl your hair.

Actually, we don’t concentrate all that much on meeting new people. I would say that’s a big difference between a lot of people in straight swinging and people in B-and-D. When your main interest is in getting into bed with someone new, you have to keep finding new people. Certainly there are some bondage people who are like that, but there are many more who are more interested in the acts than in looking for new partners. In fact it’s more fun to swing with someone you’ve swung with before because everybody is comfortable together and everybody knows what everybody else likes to do, and it makes for a more relaxed evening.

•  •  •

Shortly after the two began swinging, George began having bisexual experiences fairly regularly. The first time this happened was when George was bound and Pauline urged the other husband to “make him suck your cock.” The man complied, with George offering only token resistance. George enjoyed his role in the act, although he seriously doubts that he would enjoy it in a non-bondage situation, and says that he finds the thought of sexual relations with another man unthinkable without women present. For her part, Pauline found that she took great delight in watching her husband perform in this role, delight which she had by no means anticipated.

It seems evident that the bondage scene in swinging involves a large amount of doublethink and the purposeful acting out of what the participants themselves recognize as sheer fantasy. Obviously two couples who see each other regularly and engage in various sexual acts regularly know what to expect from each other, and know that no one is being “forced” to do anything, that all acts are not only voluntary but are desired at least as much by the forced person as by those doing the forcing. A voluntary suspension of reality is called for and quite readily achieved. A variety of little psychodramas are commonly enacted—that one person is guilty of something and has to be punished, that one is inferior and must serve one’s betters, that one is dirty and foul and has to be humiliated, that one is pure and is to be defiled. All of this is very much a game, and the players have to be able to take it seriously while not losing sight of the fact that it’s very much a game. And, interestingly, the same persons will often pursue one variation of the game one night and another one the next night. Yesterday’s serving wench is tonight’s virgin; tomorrow she’ll be a slut.

In many cases, the games seem to be an excitement in and of themselves, whether or not the particular fantasy being acted out is one which has particular charm to all of its participants. George told me about one couple with whom they had swung several times. The man was quite a few years older than the woman, and the two had devised a father-daughter fantasy. They would pretend to be father and daughter, she dressing in children’s clothes and speaking in a child’s voice. The pattern of the night’s entertainment was always the same—the “daughter” would do something presumably bad, either spilling her glass of milk or literally wetting her pants, and the father and his friends (ie., the guest couple) would join in to punish her, first with a spanking and then by abusing her sexually. The “father” and “daughter” would stay completely in character throughout the evening, with the woman never slipping out of the little-girl voice. George said he suspected they played the same roles whether company was present or not, and that they are totally involved in their particular fantasy trip.

I felt George and Pauline were unusually objective and self-analytical, and rather more able to recognize the way they used bondage situations than the average B-and-D fan. Often a bondage enthusiast will keep up a very strong pretense of not enjoying sex, of going to sex sessions assuming they will be purely social, and of being overwhelmed by surprise when, as always, the evening ends with him or her tied up and sexually exploited. It is interesting to speculate how much of this pose is purposeful fantasy reinforcement and how much is neurotic self-deception.

George and Pauline are not locked to any particular fantasy. Indeed, they are sexual varietists, but their desire for variety manifests itself not in a desire for a constant supply of new partners or even for an endless array of new sexual acts; instead, it operates as a desire for new fantasies, new variations on the bondage theme.

•  •  •

We like imaginative people. I think that’s the most important thing we look for in swinging partners, that they are bright and imaginative people. And that they’re able to get into game situations in a complete way. Not to the point where you literally believe it, but playing it as seriously and completely as an actor playing a role. The worst thing in the world is being at a scene with somebody who doesn’t take bondage seriously, who thinks it’s funny. We’ve had that happen occasionally at group parties, where there will be say half a dozen couples and one of them is just there for laughs. Of course they don’t enjoy themselves, which is their business, but they manage in the process to bring everybody else down and spoil everyone’s fun for the entire evening, and that’s a shame.

Besides imagination and general sanity and decency, we aren’t very hard to please. I always thought that looks would be terribly important to swingers. That everyone would be tremendously concerned about physical appearance. I was a little worried, for instance, that I might not turn men on because I’m not exactly gorgeous, and also because my breasts are small. I had heard that so many men have this extreme breast thing and if a girl isn’t well endowed in that respect they’re not interested. And the male swingers are even more anxious at the beginning. Will they be able to get it up? Will they be able to screw long enough? Will the other wife be upset because they have smaller cocks than she’s used to? All of those worries, and then you get into swinging and find out you were worrying about nothing at all.

Of course there are people with certain hangups like that in any avenue of swinging. I know of a woman who has an incredible age thing—she absolutely will not swing with any couple unless the man is at least her age. If he’s two months or twenty years older than she is, fine. If he’s a day younger, she’s completely turned off. I think of that as a weird hangup, but that’s her business.

And you do get a certain number of people with physical things. Fat turns a lot of people off. But we’ve found that we really don’t care much about appearance, and it’s been our experience that the longer people have been swinging, the less any of that matters. As long as a person isn’t grotesque, it doesn’t make too much difference what they look like. If a man or woman is gorgeous, that’s an added turn-on, but if they’re not it doesn’t much matter.

In our particular scene, sexual ability isn’t absolutely vital either. We know of several couples where the husband is sexually impotent, for instance. Absolutely cannot get an erection no matter what. It doesn’t matter. You just structure things so that he does something else.

But imagination and sincerity are so important.

Of course the whole thing is a game, you know, but games are important. You could really say that our hobby is sex, that it is swinging. There are other things we’re interested in but not nearly so interested as we are in swinging. For awhile this worried me. I was more concerned about it than George. I liked what we were doing and I didn’t feel badly about any of the things we did, but it seemed to me that it all played too prominent a role in our lives. Again, the puritan in me coming to the surface. We were swinging three nights a week, sometimes more, and I thought it was too much.

How much is too much? That’s a good question, isn’t it? I honestly don’t know the answer, or if there is an answer in the first place. But I managed to sell myself on the idea that swinging once a week was all right but that swinging any time you felt like it was perverted. So George went along with me, and we cut down to one night a week, and one day I looked at myself in the mirror and told myself I was an idiot, because if there’s something you like and it’s not doing you any harm you might as well go ahead and do it as often as you want. It wasn’t as if there was any conflict between us, one of us having the desire to swing more often than the other. Our appetites are pretty much the same in that respect.

I don’t want to give the impression that we operate on any kind of a schedule. Sometimes we’ll go a couple of weeks without swinging, although that’s not usual. Sometimes we’ll swing three or four nights running, although that’s not usual either. I guess it averages out to a little more than twice a week.

•  •  •

Whether or not Pauline and George are to be classified as perverted is a matter the reader may decide for himself, depending on his own definition of the word and his particular inclination to apply it. My own feelings on the subject range from (a) there is no such thing as a pervert to (b) we are all perverts. All in all, I’m happiest when the word doesn’t come up.

The definition of perversion which seems to make the most sense holds that any form of bizarre sexual behavior constitutes a perversion when it is the sine qua non of sexual satisfaction—i.e., when sexual pleasure is impossible without it. By this line of reasoning, a man is not a pervert because he enjoys fucking a loaf of bread, so long as he also enjoys fucking his wife some of the time instead.

If we apply this standard, I would have to say that Pauline and George would be considered perverted in that bondage is invariably a part of their sexual behavior, whether with another couple or couples or alone in their marital bed. It is physically possible for them to make love without the presence of the bondage component. Similarly, it is possible for them to make love with their clothes on. Because they find it more enjoyable, they do use bondage and do make love in the nude. Is this preference, indeed insistence upon nude lovemaking, a perversion?

Obviously not. And yet it would have been considered as such in most American circles less than a century ago. I am not convinced that we gain anything by labeling any act or preference perverted. One man’s fish is another man’s poison, after all.

Speaking of perverts (or not speaking of perversions) one recalls that this is a book about female bisexuality, and we thus ought to pay particular attention to the importance of bisexual relations in Pauline’s sexual life style. How central is it?

Quite central, I think, although not to the extent that she participates in swinging in order to have opportunities for bisexual relations. It is more that, for her and for her husband as well, bisexuality is an intrinsic component of group sex to the point where group scenes in which it is prohibited seem artificial and relaxation becomes difficult.

•  •  •

“When you swing,” she says, “you want to be able to touch anybody who attracts you. If you have to make an effort not to touch or be touched by certain persons in a crowd scene, you can’t help being nervous about it. I can enjoy myself in a swing if I’m the only woman in the room. That’s all right. But I can’t enjoy myself fully if there is another woman in the room, and the two of us have to be very careful not to do anything with each other.”

•  •  •

At the same time, Pauline’s bisexuality is very much a function of her bondage orientation. Her style of bondage involves not pain or punishment so much as violation and the forced performance of forbidden acts. That a certain act is taboo makes it particularly pleasing in these circumstances. Thus Pauline’s desire for lesbian relations only in a bondage situation. Thus, too, her urging another man to “force” George to fellate him.

For several months now, Pauline and George have belonged to a small group that meets regularly on the second Saturday of every month. There are five couples in all, all of them living within fifty miles of one another. Pauline and George had previously swung several times with all of the member couples, but had never been informed of the circle’s existence until they were asked to join. Previously the group had existed for a period of about three years, starting as a three-couple union, adding a fourth couple after a few months, and finally enlarging to its present size with the addition of Pauline and George.

The meetings are very specialized and highly ritualistic. All meetings are held at the same home, that of a childless attorney and his wife who have fitted out their basement recreation room as a bondage fan’s dream. At each monthly meeting, one of the wives takes her turn as the victim. She is stripped and bound, subjected to mild and largely symbolic tortures, and possessed sexually in a variety of ways by the five men and four women. Sex acts are performed solely upon her, the others do not have relations with one another, and the meeting is over when they are through with her.

Pauline had recently played the Victim role and related the evening’s experiences to me in considerable detail. I had initially thought to present this material in summary form rather than include it verbatim. I thought to do this chiefly because her account reads like the scenario for a pornographic film, and I like to think I write these books out of a higher purpose than the vicarious stimulation of the reader.

It is of course impossible to write candidly about sexual behavior without producing something that a greater or lesser number of readers will respond to. I am beginning to grow used to remarks like, “I really enjoyed your last book. I thought it was very interesting and well written, and I jerked off three times reading it.” I suppose, after all, that any writer should be complimented to learn that his books made people masturbate; personally I’m gratified to learn that they don’t make people throw up.

I am concluding this chapter with Pauline’s account of the meeting of the club. I feel it is valuable in understanding not only Pauline but a whole type of bondage enthusiast, and far more valuable in her words than in mine. The reader ought to keep firmly in mind, however, that the club meeting is very much a special event for its members, that their lives the other thirty days of each month do not approach this level of drama and artifice.

•  •  •

For at least a week before the meeting, I walked around tingling. You know in advance when it’s going to be your turn, and every five months your turn comes up again. One reason we’ll probably never enlarge to six couples is that it would mean waiting an extra month between turns.

We didn’t do any swinging during that week. We did make love, though, and had relations almost every night. Some couples abstain for a week to make things more intense. We haven’t found that necessary. We were so turned on by the anticipation that we absolutely had to have each other.

We arrived at the meeting at eight-thirty. The other couples had already been there for half an hour getting things ready. George went inside first. I waited in the car for ten minutes. I was wondering what was going to happen. It’s never exactly the same. The ritual always changes so that it won’t be predictable for the Victim.

I was both excited and frightened. It’s very frightening not knowing what’s going to happen. You can’t help thinking that it will be something you don’t want. It never is, it’s always good for everybody, but you can’t get the possibility out of your head.

I went to the door when it was time and knocked. The hostess opened the door. She is a good friend and we have made love often but we both acted as though we had not met before. She had her red hair piled up on top of her head. She was wearing high tight boots with spike heels and a black body stocking. She said, “Enter, Victim” and led me inside and down a flight of stairs to the basement. Then I was forced to strip to the buff.

Before I went into the room she came up behind me and slipped a black silk hood over my head, tying it around my neck. Then hands grabbed me by the arms and led me into the room.

“I caught this whore sneaking around outside,” she announced. “She’ll have to be punished.”

Someone said, “Why not just kill her?”

“Let’s amuse ourselves first,” someone else said.

I stood there swaying while they all came up to me and touched me, making comments on my appearance. They talked about my legs and breasts and bottom and mentioned the things they would like to do to me. Then the talking stopped completely. My arms were still held. Others took hold of my ankles and I was lifted silently into the air and turned around several times until I didn’t know which direction was up.

Then they made me ride the horn. It is one of those buckboards that are used in gymnasiums, a raised leather cylinder which they modified by mounting an oversized dildo on it at the appropriate angle. I was placed on it with the dildo inserted in my vagina. My hands were tied together beneath the buckboard and so were my ankles. I couldn’t move at all, and the dildo was large enough to be painful stuck all the way up me. My head hung over the end of the buckboard. My breasts were squashed flat against the smooth leather.

I was still wearing the hood and couldn’t see anything. I was able to breathe through it, but in that situation you tend to re-breathe a lot of the same air, which gives you a slight feeling of dizziness.

For awhile they played with me. Hands touched me all over. Someone worked a finger into my asshole and poked at me. After a few minutes of this the whipping began. They used a birch switch which marks the skin but doesn’t break it. It stings fiercely but the pain goes away completely after a few hours and the marks are usually gone within a day.

Just before the birching began, one of the women said, “I want to hear that whore scream.” This was said partly to remind me that the room was soundproofed and I could scream if I wanted. This is good because in a situation like this you want to be able to scream and beg.

The birching was fantastically exciting, especially because of riding the horn. I was comfortable in that position but completely helpless and couldn’t move at all. And of course the dildo was deep inside me and when I writhed from the birching it drove that much deeper. They whipped me expertly, building me up just right and then stopping just when I was on the brink of coming and letting me down abruptly and then starting in again. The pain was just excruciating. Normally I do not like pain at that intense a level, which was part of the point of the whole thing, that I would be getting a little more than I wanted and that this would make it more real for me.

Everyone took a turn birching me, and on the last turn I was allowed to have a complete orgasm. I don’t know if I can describe how I felt. I felt as though I was getting out of myself completely. I have read about astral projection, where you learn how to make your soul leave your body and go on little trips around the world. I don’t know if I believe in this. It doesn’t make much sense to me. But I think I know the feeling of getting out of yourself. Except it wasn’t so much a matter of getting out of my body as of getting out of my entire self.

I felt free. I was bound and blindfolded and being whipped beyond the point of pain, and what I felt was this incredible sense of liberation.

After the birching I was fucked anally by the five men. I came almost constantly during this.

Then I was removed from the buckboard and the hood was taken off. I looked around the room at all of them and it was as if they were strangers. I knew them all so well but everyone stayed in character, as if they were these weird Satanists and I was someone who had been caught sneaking around their meeting. They all absolutely glowered at me.

While I stood there they discussed what they would do to me next. One of them said the girls should all eat me and make me come until I died of it. Another one said she didn’t want to eat me because my pubic hair was filthy. So they decided they would shave me.

I thought this was just a threat that wouldn’t be fulfilled because it had never been done before. I was grabbed and forced to the floor and they brought in a razor and a can of shaving cream. I still didn’t believe this would actually be done. They washed me with hot soapy water and then lathered me, and when they actually started to shave me I realized it was actually happening for some reason or other I was terrified. I screamed my lungs out and they simply held me immobile and shaved my pubes absolutely smooth.

Then I was frenched repeatedly by everyone present and forced to french everyone in return, both the men and the women. The men discharged deep in my mouth and I was forced to swallow their come. I also was compelled to perform anilingus on both the men and the women.

At one point one of the girls suggested that they shave my head. By this time I believed they would go through with it, having threatened to shave my pussy and having done so when I did not expect it. I went absolutely crazy because I am very vain about my hair and certainly did not want my head shaved. But of course they had no intention of going through with it.

Shortly after that the Victim part reached a peak and stopped. And then I was released and led to a soft mattress. They put a salve on my bottom where it still stung from the birching. It took away the last of the pain. Then I was washed from head to toe with scented towels, and more oils were massaged into my skin.

Someone said, “We all love you, Pauline, and now we are going to be gentle to you.”

And they all kissed and stroked me at once, all of them, very gently, while I simply lay there and received caresses to every part of my body. It was a very warm and loving experience. Nine people all concentrating all their attentions upon me, kissing and petting me everywhere. I had this feeling of well-being and security that I cannot describe. I’m sure it would be wonderful at any time, but after what I had been through it was especially good. After it had gone on for ages I had a sweet drawn-out beautiful orgasm and then it was over.

I lay there with my eyes closed until everyone had dressed and gone home, and the host and hostess had gone upstairs. Then I found my own clothes and went outside to the car where George was waiting.

The glow that I felt lasted for days.

I couldn’t go through that once a month, or once every two months. While it was happening there were times when I wanted to call it off. I yelled for them to stop and really wanted them to stop.

When I think about it now, I can’t wait for it to be my turn again.


 

FOUR:
“Just Looking For Mommy and Daddy”

I have my own special definition of bisexual. The usual definition, the correct definition, is that a bisexual can enjoy sex fully with both the same sex and the opposite sex. My definition is more precise. I would say that a bisexual is someone who can only really enjoy sex with both a male and a female lover.

I guess what I really mean is that there should be a special term for people in my situation. When I have relations with a man there is something missing to the point that I would rather not have relations at all, although I may be able to enjoy the act to a degree and have an orgasm. The same thing holds true when I have relations with a woman. It may be exciting and even fulfilling but something important is missing and I can’t help noticing the omission.

Thus the ideal situation for me is to swing with a couple. I have done other things, such as foursomes and group scenes, but I don’t like that as much and haven’t been in a scene of that sort in a long time. These were just possibilities I explored during a period of time when I was trying to work things out for myself and figure out where I was at sexually speaking. What I discovered was simply what I said, that my ideal scene is a relationship with a couple. Now that I’ve learned this much about myself and gotten past the hangups that made it difficult for me for so long, that’s really the only sexual activity I have—myself and a married couple.

I consider myself very fortunate in this respect. By this I mean that I have a requirement that is very easily satisfied. Sometimes it seems to me that every couple in the swinging world desires to meet with a bisexual girl. You can easily get this impression reading the ads. Ad after ad says the same thing. Couple desires to swing with bi-girl. Couple desires to swing with couples or bi-girls, but no single males. Wife desires to swing with bi-girl, husband participates if desired. It has never been necessary for me to run an advertisement of my own. I just answer the ads that appeal to me, and almost all of the time I get a letter back by return mail.

In fact I can pick and choose, so that I can limit myself to the ads that are specifically a couple wanting to meet a bi-girl, not bi-girls or couples, which sometimes means they know an extra guy who will be glad to make a fourth. By sticking to couples who specifically want to make a threesome, I’m more likely to get together with someone who wants the same basic thing I do.

Not that it always works out that way. Naturally it isn’t always perfect. There are a lot of things that can be right or wrong about a scene of this sort. Anybody who thinks all threesomes are the same just doesn’t know very much about threesomes.

But even if it isn’t perfect, I can almost always have a good enough time to justify spending an evening. I may not necessarily want to see those particular people again. Whether I do or not, I usually have a good time, a better time than I could possibly have with either a man or a woman alone.

All of this comes right out of the way I grew up and the particular problems I had. I knew that much on my own, digging into myself and thinking about it, reading things and relating what I learned from books to what I already knew about myself. There was a time when I did go to a psychiatrist, and had five sessions with him. He helped me tremendously. I’ve heard so many stories of people who got nothing out of psychotherapy or analysis or whatever, and I guess I have to say I was damned lucky. Either it was because I went to a good man or because I was ready to make the insights he pointed out for me. Whatever it was, I’m damned grateful for it.

He helped me see a lot of things about myself and helped confirm some things I had already guessed about where I was and how I got there. And the best thing of all is that he encouraged me to relax with myself and go on being myself instead of trying to change it.

“You happen to be bisexual,” he said. “If you were exclusively homosexual and you were worried about it I would regard it as neurotic, and I could probably help you learn to relate sexually to men. And if you were exclusively heterosexual and worried about it I could help you relate that way to women, but no one ever comes to me for that kind of help. But you’re bisexual, which is very possibly more normal than either of the two extremes, and what would be the point of reinforcing a guilt pattern over this form of behavior?

“At the present time you have rather highly stylized sexual requirements. You have to relate not to a single individual of either sex but to a couple. Your life style is such that you have every opportunity of gratifying this desire as often as you wish. I would think that, as you grow and mature, you’ll learn to broaden your horizons to a degree. You’ll most likely learn to relate to individuals as well. You might ultimately form a relationship with a bisexual male, or with a man who approves of female bisexuality, rather like some of the men in the couples with whom you’ve had sexual relations. This sort of change will come when you’re ready for it. Until it does, or even if it doesn’t, you’ve evolved a way of coping with sexual desire that seems to be serving you well. The only problem you have is a feeling of guilt about it, and that will recede the more you know yourself and understand yourself. You can come back and discuss this further with me if you continue to feel troubled from time to time, but I won’t be at all surprised if you find it’s not necessary.”

I consider myself very fortunate. He could have had me locked into a once-a-week situation with no trouble at all, and he wouldn’t have had to be a confidence man to do it. So many of them honestly believe that that’s what a person needs. And I suppose I could have afforded to pay twenty-five dollars a session once a week if he made me feel I had to. But instead he helped me and then let me fly on my own, and I’ve been in better shape ever since.

I’m not sure if I believe, at least for the time being, that my orientation will eventually change and that I’ll eventually want to have a permanent relationship with a man. I date men occasionally—it’s hard to avoid it in my work situation. Frankly, most men stop seeing me when they realize I don’t want to go to bed with them. I’m not blaming them for this. I’m not taking the they’re-only-interested-in-one-thing position. I have the feeling that everybody is only interested in one thing. But I don’t usually want to have sex with the men I date, and I guess it’s because I don’t want to get involved.

In fact I’m sure that has a lot to do with it, because there are two men I sleep with occasionally, and have been dating for a fairly long time. And they are both married, and not the type who would break up their marriage over another woman. I know very well that I feel secure having a continuing relationship with them because I know it can’t go anywhere, and I don’t want it to go anywhere.

What I have with these two men is more a friendship thing than a heavy passion thing. I went out with each of them for a long period of time before anything sexual happened, and when it finally did happen it was because I had the feeling that it was an artificial thing on my part not to sleep with them. That I knew them well enough and was emotionally intimate with them, so it was only right to share the physical intimacy as well.

I can enjoy relations with them. Largely because it’s a warm feeling, and because they enjoy it so much. But it is nothing to compare to the feeling I get making love with the right sort of couple.

It’s not hard to see what it’s all about. It never has been, even before I saw the psychiatrist.

It’s a very obvious parents hangup. I don’t go to bed just with a couple, I go to bed with my parents. All I’m doing, really, is just looking for Mommy and Daddy.

•  •  •

Monica is twenty-seven and looks several years younger. Her hair is honey brown and she wears it long and flowing almost to her waist. Her face is closer to cute than to beautiful—small turned-up nose, a sprinkling of freckles on her cheeks, a pointed chin. She has an excellent figure, with thrusting breasts and a narrow waist and generous hips and thighs. All she needs is a white letter sweater and a megaphone and she could lead cheers at any high school football game in America.

Her background includes elements that appear again and again in case histories of emotional maladjustment. Her father died before Monica’s third birthday, and she is unsure whether she remembers him or not. She has pictures of him and thinks she may remember his face but cannot know for certain whether she simply remembers looking at the picture itself. She also says she remembers sitting on his lap, remembers him smelling of whiskey and tobacco and holding her close, remembers having a tremendous feeling of well-being in his embrace. But she realizes herself that this may well be a false memory triggered by her desire to remember the man in this fashion.

Her mother remarried several years after the father’s death. When Monica was seven years old, her stepfather seduced her.

•  •  •

I don’t know if I remember the first time that it happened. He liked to have me sit on his lap and cuddle with him, and he gradually came to touch me more and more. I was very ignorant of what was going on. Sometime or other we reached the point where I would masturbate him to orgasm while he touched my body. It happened so gradually I don’t think I was aware of ever crossing a particular line.

I remember he used to come on a handkerchief. Then he would tuck himself in and put the handkerchief in his pocket and tell me how much he loved me and that we would have to keep this a secret from my mother.

I felt both good and bad about this. I didn’t like to keep secrets from her but I liked the way it made me feel to be close to him. I felt loved and important.

I also liked to be close to my mother. My stepfather had a factory job and left the house early in the morning while we were still sleeping, and he would come home about three in the afternoon while my mother was still at work. He always came to my room before he left the house and would kiss me goodbye. Sometimes he might touch me a little but it never went further than that in the mornings, maybe because my mother was in the house and he knew it wasn’t safe. Afternoons, before she came home, were the times we would get sexy together.

After he left, I would get up and get into bed with my mother. I would curl up next to her. I can remember the way she smelled, warm and sleepy and doughy like fresh bread. She always slept naked. I would put my face up against her breasts and cuddle close to her and she would put her arm around me and we would stay like that.

I don’t know if she responded to me sexually or not. If she did, I don’t think it was something she was aware of. I know she liked to have me there with her and I know that my feelings in bed with her were virtually identical to my feelings when I was with my stepfather. The same sense of being warm and safe and loved.

I remember one time touching her genitals. Part of this was curiosity. I wanted to know how she was built there. But part of it was a desire to make her happy the same way I made him happy. He liked it when I touched him and I thought she would like it also.

She was half asleep. I remember marveling at how she was made the same way I was but that there was so much more to what she had then what I had.

She let me do it for awhile, then asked me sleepily what I was doing. I said I just wanted to touch her.

“You shouldn’t be doing that,” she said. But she let me go on and I kept my hand on her. Eventually I guess she enjoyed it more than she cared to and she giggled and moved my hand away.

Then one day she came home and caught him with me.

I was sitting on his lap. He was fingering me and I had his penis out and was jerking him off, and there was just no way in the world to pretend it was good clean innocent fun. It was all too obvious what was going on, and it must have been obvious that it wasn’t happening for the first time, either.

An ultimate traumatic moment . . .

Since then I’ve fantasized so many alternate endings for that scene. They all amount to the same thing. Instead of reacting antagonistically, Mommy comes over and embraces both of us and we all go to bed and make love to each other. Countless variations on this theme, but all of them adding up the same way. The permissive-seductive parent fantasy, I think it’s called.

That wasn’t the way it happened at all, of course. She blew up completely. There was a horrible fight during which she threw things at him and scratched him and called him every possible name. He threw some clothes in a suitcase and left the house.

I never saw him again. When I tell people that they don’t believe it at first. People don’t drop out of your life that abruptly. It simply doesn’t happen. It’s like those convenient car accidents and plane crashes in bad fiction, with characters just dropping neatly and permanently out of the picture.

But that was the way it happened. I never saw him again and neither did she. She had threatened to call the police and that may have scared him so much that he left town immediately and never looked back. I don’t know, but he was gone and he never came back. I have no idea what has happened to him since then. Whether he’s alive or dead. Where he might have gone, what might have become of him.

Of course I’ve thought about him over and over again. A few years ago I ran a series of ads in newspaper personal columns, asking for information about him or for him to get in touch. I got some tracts in the mail from religious fanatics and one reply from a man with the same name but a different middle name who had never even been in the same state. He wrote to say that if there was a legacy due he might be a surviving relative or something. When people smell money, they really come out of the woodwork, don’t they?

After Mommy was gone I had dreams of meeting my stepfather again. In the dreams he was married to another woman and the two of them made a home for me and we slept together in the same bed every night, with me in the middle and my stepfather and my new stepmother on either side. As I got older the dreams became more specifically sexual but they were essentially the same all the way through.

Mommy—I still think of her that way, not my mother but Mommy—wasn’t mad at me at all at first. All her fury was directed at my stepfather. I was the young innocent and he had corrupted me, and all she wanted to do was hold me and tell me that everything would be all right now.

For the next two weeks I spent every night in her bed. All night long we would lie together. I kept wanting to touch her again but didn’t. We would lie close together and fall asleep together and wake up together. And she would talk to me for hours on end. These were not conversations. They were one-sided; she talked and I listened, trying to take it all in although it was miles over my head.

She would tell me again and again that she had been a fool to remarry, that she should have stayed true to my father’s memory, that it was a weakness of women to need a man around and we were really better off by ourselves. And she would stroke me and tell me that the two of us would be together forever.

I think she must have come very close to seducing me during those two weeks. Our closeness was very physical. Also she was drawing close to me after an unhappy time with a man in the same way that a lot of girls are drawn to lesbianism after the same kind of thing. I know now that my feelings toward her were definitely sexual, and I’m sure they were reciprocated. In fact I think she began to realize this, and couldn’t handle the realization, and that may have had a lot to do with the way she turned against me.

I still have trouble understanding how that happened. I’m sure it must have happened over a period of days but in memory it’s all compressed in time until it’s just about instantaneous. One minute she loved me and the next minute I was a whore and a pervert who had taken her man away after seducing him and who would seduce her if she gave me the chance and, oh, I still can’t talk about it without getting myself all upset. I’ve been over it so any times and I still feel myself choking up inside when I remember that scene and the way it made me feel. There are some things you never really get over. You think you’re over them, but let yourself get back into the feeling of the moment and they’re as strong as ever . . .

Essentially what happened is that she had a nervous breakdown. Whatever that means—I’m not sure I understand the term, or even if it has any real meaning medically. She certainly broke down. She worked herself up into a rage and began beating me. I just stood there and took it for the longest time because I thought I had done something horrible and must deserve it. It’s a wonder she didn’t do any real damage. She had no control and was swinging full strength at me, and she was a tall and fairly strong woman. And I was a small child. I was just eight years old then, just barely eight, and small for my age in the bargain.

Ultimately I did run out screaming, and she came screaming out after me, both of us stark naked in the middle of the street. Some neighbors restrained her and someone called the police and they wrapped a gray gown around her and took her away in a police car. She wound up in the state hospital and stayed there for three years until her death. She died there following abdominal surgery. I was in a foster home at the time and didn’t even learn about it until weeks later. I had never been allowed to visit her—from what I understand she never recovered emotionally and spent those last three years of her life in the violent ward. And I couldn’t accept her death. I couldn’t believe it had happened. That she was really gone. It took years for me to believe it. And all along I felt responsible. That I had killed her by having sex with him, just as I had made her lose him the same way.

It is so terrible what people do to children. I think that is the ultimate sin when all is said and done. Neurotic people who lay their own neurotic trips on small children who have no idea how to handle them. How could either of them have been so sick as to do all that to me? How could anyone take a child’s mind and act so cruelly to it?

I can’t understand it.

But I can understand how everything that happened afterward grew directly out of those early experiences. I don’t mean that it was inevitable. The same set of childhood experiences will have totally different effects upon two different children. Other things influence you. Your own built-in personality, the arrangement of stars and planets at your moment of birth, all sorts of things we can’t completely understand.

For me, though, my own development was all marked out from that point on. Even with totally different occurrences in the orphanage and in foster homes, I am fairly sure I would have wound up in about the same place. It might have taken me a shorter or longer period of time to get there. I might have wound up more stable or more disturbed if I had followed a different route. But all of the roads would have led to Rome. It was all mapped out for me and I can’t see how anything would have changed it.

•  •  •

Monica spent the next eight years, from her mother’s breakdown shortly after the child’s eighth birthday to her sixteenth birthday, shuttling back and forth between the county orphanage and a series of foster homes. The process was not a happy one. It rarely is.

The county orphanage seems to have been no worse than most institutions of its type. Like almost all of them, it was drastically understaffed and underbudgeted. The physical plant, while antiseptically clean, was emotionally sterile. Meals were high in refined starches, low in proteins, tastelessly and unimaginatively prepared. Supervision guaranteed the physical health and safety of the children while making no provision for their emotional health and security. Weekly movies, athletic equipment donated by the local Rotarians, Thanksgiving and Christmas dinners—these could not change the fact that a county home is no home at all for the children who live in it.

And the greatest faults of the orphanage were ones that no increase in appropriations could ameliorate. It is little exaggeration to say that a child is better off in the worst sort of family conditions than in a public institution. It is fashionable in the counter-culture to point out the flaws in the modern nuclear family and to insist that the passage of time will see the family unit replaced by some alternative lifestyle, perhaps a form of communal tribal living. This may or may not be so, but whatever the inadequacies of the traditional family, its superiority to institutional living is monumental and undeniable.

Largely in recognition of this fact, the county in which Monica lived maintained a state-aided foster parent program designed to place as many orphans as possible in quasi-permanent families. True adoption for children like Monica was never in the offing; indeed, adoption of children much more than a year old is rare. Those children who were placed in foster homes almost invariably hoped ultimately to be adopted by their foster parents. Whether the foster-parent relationship did or did not work well in an individual case, actual adoption almost never occurred.

The motives of the foster parents varied from family to family. Often a foster child was taken in as a sort of free slave, expected to earn his or her keep by working around the house, often by functioning as an unpaid baby sitter for the couple’s own younger children. Other foster parents take in children because, by judicious paring of expenses, the venture can be marginally profitable, with the cost of supporting the child lower than the sum paid by state and county for the child’s upkeep. This is especially true in rural areas, where home-grown produce greatly lowers the cost of “another mouth to feed” and where a child’s hands can be useful.

Certainly many foster parents are sincerely motivated by a desire to provide love and comfort for children greatly in need of family life. One only wishes that such a altruism were the rule instead of the exception.

Many of the children Monica knew were never placed in foster homes but remained constantly in the orphanage. An attractive appearance and a pleasing personality are factors that lead to adoption for one child, while a less favored orphan, perhaps far more in need of placement, is passed over. Monica, attractive and charming, was placed repeatedly in such homes. Her six placements ranged in duration from less than a month to somewhat over a year. Her failure to remain longer in any of these situations was partly a result of unsuitability of the foster parents and partly due to Monica’s own emotional state.

Once she voluntarily asked her caseworker to return her to the orphanage; her foster parents in that instance had worked her like a draft horse and beat her for fancied acts of insubordination. Another time she was returned by a couple who had decided that what they really wanted to do was adopt an infant. In the four other instances, Monica’s placement was terminated for specifically sexual reasons.

One foster mother returned Monica because she felt, with reasonably good reason, that the girl was making a sexual play for her husband; while the man had not yet seemed to take notice of Monica’s flirting, the woman decided, probably wisely, to nip the problem in the bud. Another foster mother herself seduced Monica, found herself unable to bear the ensuing guilt, and took the girl back to the home with the simple explanation that “things were not working out well.” In a third instance, the foster father seduced Monica; the mother learned of the relationship, tolerated it for an extended period of time, and ultimately decided she could not put up with it any longer.

The fourth situation, and one which most accurately foreshadows Monica’s subsequent sexual development, is described by Monica below.

It is important to note that the sexual sophistication of children in the most closely-supervised orphanage is astonishingly high. Monica experienced both heterosexual and homosexual relations almost immediately upon entering the orphanage. Throughout the institution, sexual experience greatly outdistanced sexual knowledge. Sex education, like virginity, was nonexistent, to the point where children with only a vague understanding of the biological mechanics of reproduction were performing those acts which traditionally lead to reproduction.

Sex in the orphanage, as Monica described it, was a function of neither love nor friendship. It was purely recreational, and largely exploitative. Homosexuality was more common than heterosexuality, presumably because sexually segregated sleeping arrangements facilitated the former. Older children would force younger children to submit to them, and Monica’s first experience consisted of being coerced into performing cunnilingus upon a quartet of girls several years her senior; it was, they explained, her initiation.

Monica was not aware of any of the orphanage staff ever having sexual relations with the children. Her particular institution may have been remarkable in this respect. She says, though, that the staff was well aware of what was going on, just as guards in adult prisons are aware of homosexuality. They chose to overlook it. Indeed, it is difficult to see what else they might do.

The point of this is that, in the incident described below, Monica was at once very much the innocent and very much the experienced child-woman. It is beyond dispute that the persons who seduced her were well aware of what they were doing, that they in fact planned it well in advance. But it is similarly indisputable that they chose well in selecting Monica, as the fulfillment of their own fantasy constituted the fulfillment of hers as well.

•  •  •

They took me home with them just before my thirteenth birthday. I remember thinking of it as a birthday present and this time I was convinced immediately that everything was going to work out. The happily-ever-after concept. I always managed to make myself believe this to an extent, even when I knew better, but with Gene and Marcie I really believed it. Everything seemed so right about it, They made a tremendous fuss over me when they picked me out and they went on making a fuss over me in the car on the way home.

They told me from the beginning to call them by their first names. Sometimes foster parents would want you to call them Mother and Father, or other times Mr. and Mrs. So-and-So, but I had never been told to call any of them by their first names before.

I guess they were in their late thirties or early forties. Somewhere around there. He owned a chain of three drugstores. They were both very attractive and dressed well. You could tell right off that they were successful.

They lived in a ranch house on the outskirts of town, everything clean and modern. It must have been a fairly ordinary house but of course I thought it was a palace. I remember being completely thrilled when they took me to my room. I couldn’t get over how lucky I was.

Just before they picked me, they returned another girl who had been with them for two weeks. This would happen all the time, people trading in children who hadn’t worked out and trying someone else. All the same I was a little worried about this because I knew that if they didn’t like me they could trade me in the same way. Sometimes people would bring back a girl and say they had decided they would rather have a boy, or else it would be a matter of the child and the foster parents simply not getting on. Or the child ran away. Some children always ran away, no matter where they were placed. They would stay for a few days and then run off.

They told me about the other girl that first night. “Cindy was a charming girl,” they said, “but we wanted someone who would become a part of our family. We have a lot of love in us and no children of our own, and we have to be able to share that love with anyone who becomes a part of our family. And Cindy wasn’t able to share our love.”

I decided I would be the most loving person on God’s earth. I was just terrified of blowing what looked like the all-time great opportunity.

Right from the beginning there was a tremendous amount of kissing and hugging. Every night Marcie gave me my bath and soaped and rinsed me. She complimented me constantly, talked about how clean and fresh my skin was and how nicely my breasts were growing. She would get undressed herself when she bathed me and we would compare the size of our breasts and point out how much more pubic hair she had.

It’s obvious now that all of this was sexual overture. It seems incredible that I didn’t recognize it as such at the time, especially because I myself was so sexually oriented and so strongly attracted to her and to Gene, too. But I was determined to repress anything I felt that way. I had blown three chances for adoption because of sexual relations and I didn’t want it to happen again. I was dying to reach out to Marcie but resolved not to.

Gene also hugged and petted me a great deal, had me sit on his lap and stroked my hair. Other men had started out this way but I thought less of it now because he didn’t do it in a secretive manner. He didn’t do a thing when he was alone with me, just when Marcie was also in the room. And since she didn’t seen to object to it in the least, in fact she often commented favorably on how nice it was to see the two of us being affectionate, I thus decided it was paternal rather than sexual on his part.

They didn’t know it, but they didn’t have to take their time with me. I wanted exactly what they wanted. To love them both and to make love with both of them.

As it was, it only took them a week. Marcie came to my room at night just after my bath. She said she wanted to give me an alcohol rub so that I could sleep better. It was a warm night and she said it would refresh me and help me sleep. She was wearing a nightgown and took it off so that she would not spill rubbing alcohol on it. I wasn’t wearing anything to bed. I never did.

She rubbed my back first of all, then turned me over and rubbed my front. All the while she talked love talk to me. How much she and Gene loved me, how I was really a part of their family, how close we would all be, how I belonged to both of them and they belonged to me. I was so completely in love at that moment that I thought I would die.

She just gradually began making love to me. Rubbing my breasts, touching my thighs. And suddenly kissing me on the mouth and putting her tongue in my mouth. I responded instinctively, wrapped my arms around her and returned the kiss thoroughly. I think the intensity of my response shocked her a little. I guess she didn’t believe I was so ready so quickly.

She lay down beside me and kissed me some more and felt my breasts and pussy. She asked me if I had done things with girls and we talked about that. She also asked me if I had done things with boys. I told her what I had done. She said when you really loved someone you had to be close physically, and she wanted to love me in that way. I was so happy I couldn’t stop crying. I told her I loved her and I wanted to do anything to make her happy but I was afraid afterward she would make me leave, or else Gene would. She said neither of them would ever make me leave, that they both wanted me to stay with them for ever and ever.

Then she spent about an hour eating me from head to toe. I had always liked sex but nothing was ever like this before. I had a real orgasm for the first time. I thought only boys could come. I didn’t know girls could have anything that powerful.

Afterward she said how nice it would be if Gene could be with us. I asked her if he would be mad. She said he loved us both and would want us to be close this way, and that he would want to be close to me, too.

“Do you love Gene?” she asked. I said I did. “Would you like Gene to fuck you?”

“But if he fucks me you’ll hate me,” I said. And I broke down and cried and told her about what had happened before, my mother and my stepfather, all of it. Except for one girl at the orphanage I never told anyone this story before.

She told me Mommy and my stepfather were puritans and sick people and that she could never feel jealous that way, “Jealousy is stupid,” she said. “Would you feel jealous when Gene fucks me? It’s nothing to be jealous about. The next time he fucks me I want you lying next to me and kissing me. And tonight I want to hold you in my arms while he gives you a beautiful screwing.”

Which is exactly what happened. Gene came in and the two of them stretched out on either side of me and played with me. I kept laughing and crying with joy. And being sure that this was a dream and I would wake up in the morning back at the orphanage. Finally Marcie did what she had said, holding me on her belly with her arms around me and her hands on my breasts while Gene screwed me. To keep from getting me pregnant he pulled out at the last minute and shot all over my belly. Marcie licked me clean like a puppy dog, and then licked her way lower and ate me again and I came again, and then they tucked me in and said they loved me and would see me in the morning. I started to cry and they got very upset and asked what was the matter. I said I didn’t want them to go away. I wanted to sleep in the same bed with them. They took me into their room and I slept in their big bed with them, and slept there every night for the rest of the time I was with them. I still had my own room, but I never once slept in my own bed again.

It was too good to last.

If only it could have lasted. I really wonder what would have happened. Under normal circumstances I suppose that kind of experience over a period of years could be terrible for a girl. But my circumstances weren’t normal. Technically I guess you would have to say they seduced me. It wasn’t real seduction, though. I wanted it more than they did. And I loved everything about it and never felt bad about it once, not even for a minute.

It didn’t feel like incest. Because they weren’t my mother and father in that sense. They were Gene and Marcie and we had related to each other in this way from the beginning. I’m sure they sensed that potential in me and it was one of the things that led them to pick me.

If only it could have lasted.

It wasn’t just the sex. We were together all the time and close all the time and it wasn’t just the sex, either. They really had a feeling for me and I had one for them. The sex was wonderful and we did fantastic things together but it wasn’t just the sex.

Talking about it, it makes them sound like terrible perverts. If you just cover the bare facts, that’s what they come off sounding like. But they didn’t want to corrupt me or do things because they were evil or forbidden. They wanted this particular arrangement, a daughter who would be a part of their lives and be shared sexually by them. And they were at ease enough with what they wanted, especially because I was at ease with it myself, so that everything could be open and honest and loving.

It lasted three months. Then what happened was that Cindy was placed in another foster home, and there was some sort of misunderstanding between her and her new foster parents, and she wound up telling them that Marcie and Gene had seduced her and done various things to her. I had heard all of this from them, and what happened was that they tried to have the same thing with her as they later had with me, but Cindy wasn’t the right girl for it and couldn’t handle it emotionally. She let Marcie and Gene both make love to her several times and then got very guilty about it, and they agreed to return her to the orphanage and not blame her in any way if she would promise not to say anything about what had happened. And Cindy went along with this and meant to keep her promise, but I guess she got nervous or depressed or something and had to talk about it, and once she started her foster parents managed to drag the entire story out of her, all the gory details and none of the loving undertones that made it such a different thing from what it must have sounded to them.

They went straight to the authorities, and Gene and Marcie were arrested and I was taken into custody and badgered for hours by a couple of lawyers and a social worker. They trapped me with questions until I couldn’t help admitting what had happened. Then they told me that I would have to testify against Marcie and Gene at the trial, and I told them they couldn’t make me do it no matter what they did. Ultimately there was no trial. Gene sold his drugstores in a rush sale and they moved out of the state.

And I was back in the orphanage.

I was never placed in a home again. I made damned sure I wouldn’t be. When people came through, prospective foster parents, I was sullen and grumpy and made myself look ugly, and nobody showed any interest in me at all.

•  •  •

Monica left the orphanage at sixteen. Until then, she was listless, bitter, withdrawn. She was not allowed to write to Gene and Marcie or even receive mail from them; indeed, she did not know where they had moved. Gradually a certain ambivalence crept into her feelings toward them. She went on loving them but found herself blaming them for having failed to keep her with them. Even though she recognized this as irrational, it seemed to her that there should have been something they could have done. Why hadn’t they found a way to take her along when they left town? Why hadn’t they picked her instead of Cindy in the first place, so that all of this trouble could have been avoided?

Alternately, she blamed herself. It was she who had chased her stepfather from the house, banished her mother to an insane asylum and subsequently to her death. It was her sexual nature which had ruined three foster relationships prior to this one. Obviously she was an evil girl, and her bad fortune was just punishment.

She formed no friendships during those three years, had few conversations, became wholly asexual in her actions. She had no sexual relations with any of the other girls or boys, and did not even masturbate. She seems to have been successful in utterly repressing her sexual impulses. While they surfaced constantly in dreams, they never appear to have troubled her waking hours.

On her sixteenth birthday she left the orphanage. Almost immediately she left the state and moved to the East Coast, where she lived first in Philadelphia and, after two and a half years, in New York. She had learned typing at the orphanage and got an office job, living cheaply at the YWCA and taking night secretarial courses at a business college.

Twice she formed intimate non-sexual relationships with older couples, first with a woman in her office and the woman’s husband, later with her boss and his mistress. (The boss had a wife and children in Connecticut but maintained a New York apartment where he stayed four nights a week with his mistress while spending his weekends in the country. Monica assumed her boss’s wife knew of the arrangement and tolerated it.)

Both of these relationships were quasi-parental ones. The men became her fathers, the women her mothers. She confided in each set of mock parents, sought them out in times of stress and anxiety, and loved them not individually but as a couple. These relationships never took on any overt sexual aspects.

“I did not want sex with them,” she told me. “This was a conscious decision on my part. I definitely decided that I needed them and that sex could only ruin everything. I was attracted to both the man and the woman in both instances and I could not help wishing that a miracle could happen, but I resolved not to take a chance of ruining things. I just turned myself off sexually. If either man ever flirted with me, which happened very rarely and tentatively, I just pretended not to notice it.

“But if there had been a big play made for me, I don’t think I could have resisted. And I’m glad that never happened because at that particular stage it was just what I didn’t need from them. I needed security, and each pair gave me that in turn, and that was what I had to have more than anything else. The feeling that I could go to them with my problems. That I could be with them and be at ease with them. That mattered to me far more than sex.”

In Philadelphia Monica dated a boy a few years older than herself and, after a long period of courtship, had sex with him. The sex was disappointing, perhaps because of his lack of prior experience. She also had a brief affair with a married man which was sexually more satisfying but emotionally nerve-wracking, with considerable guilt on both sides. The affair terminated when she moved to New York, a move she undertook largely at the urging of her substitute parents, Monica’s co-worker and her husband. (These Philadelphia parent-figures were later replaced in New York by the boss and his mistress.)

Over the next few years, she drifted through a series of relatively brief sexual alliances. At one point she encountered Gene, who was in town for some sort of convention. He and Marcie had since been divorced, a piece of news that shook Monica badly. She wound up getting drunk with Gene and spending the night with him in his hotel room, but was “too drunk to remember whether either of us enjoyed it or not.” The entire experience left a bad taste in her mouth.

Her orientation toward bisexual relations with a couple returned shortly after the death of her boss. Monica was then twenty-two and felt that she had once again lost a father. She consoled the man’s mistress for quite a bit of time after the funeral but began to draw away from her out of fear that she would wind up seducing the older woman. (She had had intermittent homosexual contacts over the past few years but did not want to introduce this complication into what remained of their relationship.)

•  •  •

I was suddenly very much alone again and needed something to take the place of what I had had. There was a difference, and I believe it grew out of a combination of factors. I myself was older and the couples I began to become friendly with were either my own age or fairly close to it. In certain ways I still used them as parents, but all of that was happening on a much subtler and less obvious level.

What usually seemed to happen was that I would be dating a boy and meet a couple on a double date of some sort. I then wound up hitting it off better with the couple than with the boy I was dating, and I would find excuses to see them without having him along. I would stop over because I happened to be in the neighborhood, or I would happen to have a couple of tickets to something and give them to them because I couldn’t go myself, and they would pay me back by having me over for dinner. Sometimes I would just see them a few times and other times I would get more involved with them.

There was always sex in it, in that I was always thinking in terms of sex. Not right from the beginning, not consciously, I would really believe that I wanted friends, and that by being friends with a couple I would be safe from the sexual pressures that are present when you are in a one-to-one relationship with either a man or a woman. But the couples I sought out this way were ones to whom I was physically attracted, and as soon as we got to know each other I would find myself wanting to go to bed with either him or her. Or both of them—except I didn’t think this could happen. I liked to entertain it in fantasy and would play with myself thinking about it, or use it as a fantasy when I was having sex with someone else to increase my pleasure in the act.

In a few instances this led to actual sex. It is really pathetically easy for a halfway attractive girl to get almost any man to make love to her. Just about all you have to do is let him know you want to. I could spend an evening sitting over coffee with a couple, and just by flashing the guy the right kind of look a couple times in the course of the evening, I could virtually guarantee that he would call me at work the next day and ask me out to lunch.

I enjoyed this kind of sex more than otherwise. I had more fun in bed with a man if I was friendly with his wife or girlfriend. The problem was the tension it created. It tended to make other meetings with both of them uncomfortable.

Once on an occasion of this sort I nearly had sex with one of the girls. I watched television with both of them and we had quite a bit of wine to drink, both with dinner and afterward, and I kissed him goodbye and then she walked me to the elevator, and I went to give her a sisterly kiss goodnight and something happened. It turned out to be more of a kiss than either of us intended.

I’m sure she had been with girls before. The look of recognition that she gave me. Then she said, “I’m not ready for this, Monica.”

I said, “I want to kiss you again.”

But she shook her head. “No,” she said. “It’s not something he would understand. And I won’t do anything that he doesn’t want, or that I have to keep a secret from him. I wish we could just be friends but I don’t think we can because I don’t think I could take it.”

I wanted to cry. I said I knew she was right but that I wanted her to kiss me one more time. We fell into each other and went into a long clinch. We felt each other’s bodies and soul-kissed passionately. I found myself wishing he would come out into the hallway and discover us but he didn’t, and I got onto the elevator and went home. I called her a couple of days later. She was very friendly on the phone but refused to see me alone and said it made no sense for me to see them both, that it would just be frustrating for both of us. I agreed to drop the subject.

I was obviously feeling my way toward a certain kind of sex and eventually it happened. Another couple, the girl worked in my new office and her husband was in market research. The second night I saw them the subject of the conversation got around to sex, and we talked about permissive marriages and the new morality. Once again wine loosened things up. When he went to the bathroom she sat on the couch next to me and said that her husband wanted to go to bed with me, and that she could tell I found him attractive. I was flustered and couldn’t reply. She went on to say that she had no objection if I would like to make love to him. That in the six years of their marriage he had had other girls from time to time and she did not mind in the least. In fact she approved and felt that it made for a healthier marriage for them both.

I asked her if she had other men also. She said they had gone so far as to exchange partners with other couples on three occasions but she only did this so he could have other women. That she did not really enjoy sex with other men because various inhibitions kept her from relaxing in that situation and thus the sex was not very enjoyable. Besides she felt that it bothered her husband for her to be with other men, although he insisted this was not so.

When he came back from the bathroom we all sat there as if nothing had been said, although I caught an exchange of looks between them which indicated that they had planned to have her broach the subject.

I was very bold. I don’t know which had more to do with it, the wine or the excitement I felt. But I wanted everything to be right out in the open.

I said, “Karen says it’s all right if you and I go to bed. It sounds like fun to me. How do you feel about it?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Let’s see if we turn each other on.”

He came over and kissed me and I was on fire. He grinned at me and said that certainly answered that question.

“Maybe you won’t like my body,” I said. And took everything off. He looked me up and down very thoroughly and then removed all his own clothes. He had a beautiful erection. I got down on my knees and kissed the tip of it, then stood up. I turned to look at Karen. She blushed and said something about going out for a pack of cigarettes. I said, “But why leave? Wouldn’t you like to watch us fuck?”

Then I told her it would be sexier if she were naked, too. She got undressed and I looked from one of them to the other and thought how beautiful they were. I went over and kissed Phil and touched his penis. Then I told him to kiss Karen and got still more aroused watching them in each other’s arms. When they separated I went up to her and said, “Our turn now,” and before she knew what was happening I had my tongue in her mouth and my breasts pressing into hers and I was poking my pelvis against hers so that our hairs touched.

She had never been with a girl before. She was afraid of it but Phil and I talked her into it together. We both kissed her and I kept telling her what I was going to do. I purposely used dirty words knowing that they would turn her on. I told her I would have her sucking my cunt. I was very graphic about it. Then I went down on her and ate her while Phil came up behind me and fucked me.

I stayed there all night. The next day was Saturday and we barely got out of bed all day. She was an absolute bisexual and had never even suspected it, but by the time Saturday morning came around she damn well knew it. In no time at all I had her eating me and loving it. She didn’t have any of the problems with me that she had had with other men. I guess she didn’t feel that I was competing with her husband but that I was something different and thus no threat to her feelings for him. Whatever it was, she loved making love with me and he loved the idea of his wife with another girl, so what had started out as a plan for her helping him seduce me had turned into a case of me seducing her. Not that any of the three of us had anything to complain about.

•  •  •

Early in this relationship, Monica thought that the threesome with Karen and Phil would be permanent and exclusive. It did not turn out to be either. Karen and Phil found that they had a strong need for variety, and the success of their troilistic experience with Monica led them to desire similar experiences with other bisexual females. For her part, Monica found that sex with Karen and Phil, while enormously exciting and satisfying, still fell somewhat short of her ideal insofar as a permanent arrangement was concerned. The two were closer to each other than either was to Monica, and they intended to keep it that way. There was no suggestion that she move in with them, for example, although they did not tire of having her as an overnight guest.

This realization on Monica’s part, while at first quite disheartening, ultimately had a liberating effect. Quite consciously, Monica began “trying on” a variety of unorthodox sexual relationships, attended a few group sex parties, and ultimately narrowed her focus to threesomes. She became acquainted with the media of the sexual underground and engaged in some tentative correspondence which led to a series of one-night meetings with couples.

For a time this proved to be both satisfying and frustrating; she almost always enjoyed herself fully but never found quite what she was looking for. It was largely as a result of this ambivalence that she consulted a psychiatrist, and through talks with him came to understand that she would never literally find Mommy and Daddy and would be happier if she did not torture herself by holding up all her sexual unions against an impossible ideal.

She also was able to accept her bisexual nature more completely than previously.

As Monica said, the present composition of the sexual underground is such that she has abundant opportunity to have the sort of relationship she desires as often as she could possibly desire it. For a long time, she restricted herself to one-night liaisons. Whether or not she particularly enjoyed a couple, both physically and emotionally, she made it a point to swing with them only once. This came about as a result of two currents, a desire for as much diversity of experience as possible and a fear of getting involved, this last no doubt stemming from her earlier disappointment at caring more for Karen and Phil than they cared for her. She felt it would be better “not to let myself get hurt and not to lay any trips on other people.”

Now she has become less reluctant to meet couples a second time, although the majority of her contacts are still single visits. While she still occasionally finds herself wishing for a permanent ménage à trois which would be essentially a three-way marriage, she says she doubts she would really be able to function in that sort of situation if it should be proposed.

•  •  •

One thing I’ve come to see is that the very people who most want to see me again are apt to be the ones I least want to get involved with. Not because of physical appearance or sexual preferences or anything but because the sort of people I fantasize a long-term thing with are exactly the people who are trying to avoid involvement of that sort.

There’s a great deal of variety in the types of couples who want to swing with a bi-girl and the type of swinging they want to do. Some of them are acting out a fantasy very close to mine and others are in a whole different part of the world.

For example, I’ve met quite a few couples who use a session with a bi-girl as a prelude to couple-to-couple swinging. They want to swing with other couples but either the wife can’t admit to herself or to her husband that she would like to fuck another man, or the husband is a little uptight on the subject himself, or else there’s a feeling that I can’t exactly describe that the wife isn’t really committing adultery if she balls a girl, but she would be if she balled a guy. Maybe she has had lesbian experiences in the past and maybe not. Most of the time the wife says she hasn’t, but I think a certain number of them lie about it.

In most threesomes, one of the three is the center of attraction. Sometimes it’s the husband and he’s the sultan of the harem, with his wife and the odd girl making love to him simultaneously. When the two girls make love to each other, he’s inclined to think of it as a performance put on for his benefit. I’m generally turned off by this scene, not so much because the sex is not enjoyable as because the people themselves turn me off. The men are real male chauvinists who really believe in the whole double standard and think they ought to be able to have extra women but their wives shouldn’t have extra men. And they think lesbian lovemaking doesn’t count, that it’s just cute, something to get hot watching and then fuck both girls to show what a sexual superman you are.

In other situations the wife is the center of attraction. The husband and I will both make love to her. We may make love to each other, too, and everybody may do everything to everybody else, but she will be the focal point.

What I most prefer, which will be no surprise considering my basic attitudes, is when I am the center of attraction. It sounds as though the point of it is sexual greed. It’s not that at all. As a matter of fact I get more joy from giving sexual pleasure than from receiving it. But I prefer to be a girl—me—relating to a couple, rather than one of two women relating to a man or a man’s partner relating to another woman. It all comes back to wanting to be the child in bed with Mommy and Daddy.

Even with a couple oriented this way, there are differences. Sometimes I meet a couple who approach the whole thing in terms of a trade, an exchange, a quid pro quo. They take turns with me, and the husband permits his wife to make love to me in return for the privilege of fucking me himself. I don’t like this because they stop being a couple, a unit, and they’re like a brother and sister taking turns using the family car. It’s an ego trip for me anyway—both of them wanting little old me—but it’s not the ideal.

I’m describing all these things that I don’t like and it may sound as though I have more disappointment than enjoyment. That’s not true at all. It’s just that the right couple looking for the right sort of thing is so much better.

The best couples are very much in love and very honest and open with each other. And they want to make love to me as a couple, and each one takes delight in the other’s pleasure, and the two of them work together to give me pleasure and take pleasure from me.

These are the couples I am most anxious to see again, and even get a little involved with, and they’re also the couples who will want not to get involved because they are so close to each other that they could never let a third person in as an equal partner. And as a matter of fact I think what it amounts to is that the more anxious they are to exclude me from ultimate intimacy, the more strongly attracted I am. This is neurotic, this business of wanting something only if it’s something you can’t have. Because I can’t get in bed with Mommy and Daddy, and if they let me in completely it will only prove that they really weren’t Mommy and Daddy after all. But I’ve been getting less and less hung up with this sort of thing as time passes, which means either that I’m getting a little less neurotic or that I’m getting to be able to anticipate myself, which may be nothing more than two ways of saying the same thing.

I’ve been getting more at ease generally lately, and it’s interesting that the more I find myself relaxing and enjoying myself in threesomes, the more I’m beginning to wonder if I wouldn’t like to try some other combinations, if only to test my own reactions to them. I’ve been thinking about a threesome with two men, for example. Bisexual men in particular. I watched men together at a group thing once and I found it exciting. I also think a foursome might be good if all four of us were bi and everyone really related to everyone else. At least I would like to try it.

So it seems as though I may be building up to a period of experimentation again.

You know, I probably sound more at ease about everything than I am. Or than I always am. One of the difficulties about the sexual underground is that it is an underground and there’s another world outside where you have to keep part of yourself always hidden. The need to hide this way affects the way you feel about yourself and what you do. I can talk to you, Jack, and I can talk about all sorts of weird sex and know that I’m not going to blow your mind, which makes me not only relaxed in this conversation but relaxed in my feelings about myself and my actions. And when I’m with swingers who act the way I do and think the way I do I’m similarly relaxed.

But with other people, in the office, say, I’ll have conversations where I’m required to pretend to be somebody other than the person I really am. And then I often find myself absorbing values from the person I’m talking to, maybe even absorbing values from the role I’m playing, and I start wondering if maybe I’m not sick and disgusting and evil and unnatural and abnormal. I’m not going to call it guilt feelings. I don’t feel any real guilt over the way I’m living at the present time. It’s more a case of wondering why everyone else is out of step, and having to face the possibility that I’m the one who’s out of step.

Not that this happens all the time. As a matter of fact, I’m more likely to look at the straight people in my office and feel sorry for them. Some of them don’t know what they’re missing. And others—you catch bits of this in conversation—they do know what they’re missing, they have certain things they want very much to try, and they just won’t let themselves let go and do it. And those are the ones I feel sorriest for. The ones who have an itch and can’t get up the courage to scratch it.


 

FIVE:
“All Of A Sudden I Was A Lesbian”


September 15, 1970
Dear Mr. Wells:

My husband and I have read several of your books on sex. Most recently we picked up a copy of The New Sexual Underground which we missed when it was first issued. I found it most interesting. Especially I was impressed by your last chapter. (She refers to an impressionistic subjective report of my own reactions to a large-scale orgy—JWW.) While neither my husband nor I have ever been involved in that sort of “mob scene,” our own experience being limited to groups of four couples at the most, your feelings are much as I would expect ours to be in those circumstances.

There is something I have not seen mention of in books by yourself or others and I think it should be brought out to the public’s attention. I am referring to the dangers of experimenting with homosexuality. Specifically female homosexuality. You know how prevalent this is among swingers. I guess it’s the “in” thing because almost everybody does it these days.

There is a danger though that you will go overboard. A woman will have a bisexual experience without even wanting to do it and before she knows it she is in over her head. The effects of this can be very hard to handle.

My own case is living proof of this. After thirty-seven years of never even thinking about relations with my own sex, I up and left my husband of fifteen years and my children to live with another woman. I was sure this was the “real me” and that I would never want a man again. I went from woman to woman thinking this until I finally came to my senses. Blessed with an understanding husband I was able to return to my family. But it might have been otherwise. I had everything and threw it all away. It seems crazy now but how sure I was at the time.

I have known other women who have been disturbed in this way but not to the extent I was. And I think you might want to let people who might be considering this know that it can be dangerous if they are not prepared in advance. In my case, I was the last person on earth that anything like this could possibly happen to. And one day all of a sudden I was a lesbian out of the clear blue sky.

You may use this letter as it is or work up a story out of my experiences, or if you are ever out this way I would be glad to discuss it with you, or anything else you might care to discuss. The only request is that you change my name of course, and also not use the name of the town. Just say Southern California or Greater Los Angeles and let it go at that . . .

Sincerely,
Evelyn



I replied to Evelyn, telling her that I found her experiences quite interesting and felt they made an important point. I added that I had known of cases in which women who became involved in bisexual experiences in swinging had had trouble dealing with their new view of their own sexuality, and that Sheila in The Wife-Swap Report had been deeply troubled at one point by the thought that homosexual relations were playing a disproportionate part in her sex life. (Sheila and her husband were introduced to swinging by close friends, who quite literally seduced them. The wife later seduced Sheila into lesbian relations, and the two women began seeing each other not only when their husbands were present but in secretive afternoon meetings as well. Sheila was disturbed by the secrecy, disturbed by her own increasing emotional dependence upon the woman. The problem solved itself when the other couple moved out of state.)

Since the West Coast is out of my normal interviewing range, I suggested to Evelyn that she consider being interviewed via correspondence. I asked a variety of questions and told her to write at length about any aspects of her attitudes and experiences that she felt like discussing. I reassured her that her identity would be fully protected.

Several weeks passed, and I suspected that once again a very interesting initial letter would not be followed up. This often happens, and while it’s always disappointing one gets to expect it. Then I received a neatly typed letter from Evelyn. It was followed by several more letters, all of which appear below. My replies were brief and uninteresting, containing little more than acknowledgement that each letter in turn had been received and encouraging further correspondence.

I’ve found correspondence to be both better and worse than interviews conducted in person. Certainly letters simplify an author’s task—it is easier to sit here copying someone else’s words verbatim than to work at the recreation of a conversation. I prefer interviews because I myself can surely come to know a person far better through a face-to-face meeting. On the other hand, there may be an advantage to the reader when correspondence is reproduced verbatim. Then the reader is receiving precisely the impression of the person that I myself received; we are both confronted solely with words on a page. When I report an in-person interview, the reader is inevitably getting a portrait of the subject colored by my own personal perceptions.

Letter-writing ability constitutes a further variable. Some people, articulate enough in person, have never learned to think on paper and cannot express themselves effectively in letters. Others are articulate enough but hide from the page what they would willingly reveal orally. (Just as others will write frank and perceptive letters but freeze in conversation.)

Evelyn is a good letter-writer, and her tone is such that I expect her conversation would not be much different from her writing style.


November 2, 1970
Dear Mr. Wells,

I have been meaning to write you for some time but just have not gotten around to it. Perhaps I have been making excuses for myself.

I am not even sure what I wrote in my last letter to you as I did not make a copy. So if some of this is just repetition you can always edit it accordingly. I am typing this letter and am making a carbon so we will not have that problem in the future.

I am forty years old and my husband Leonard is forty-seven. We will be married eighteen years in March. Leonard is a sound technician in television and motion picture production. I was in nurse’s training but gave it up to get married and have not worked since. We have three children, a girl almost fifteen and two boys ages eight and ten.

I don’t know if any of this is of interest but will just put in what comes to mind.

We have lived in the Greater Los Angeles area ever since we were married and have been in our present home for a little over eight years. It is a pleasant house in the suburbs and while we are by no means well off we have always been able to live comfortably, and in recent years have had all the luxuries a person would want.

In sex we were well suited to one another. I had never went “all the way” with anyone before Leonard but dated throughout high school and as the saying goes I “spent a lot of hours in parked cars.” Leonard and I did not have intercourse until we were engaged, and were married within two months of our first intercourse.

Our marriage was always good and very good sexually or at least I thought so. Like most people we were very active when first married and gradually the activity dropped off with the passage of time. By the time I was pregnant with my older son there were weeks that went by without sex between us. My feelings were that the “honeymoon was over” but I felt this was to be expected. Also I always had orgasm now when we did have sex and this was not so at the beginning of marriage, when I had orgasm some of the time but by no means always. So as far as I was concerned our sex life was fine and I had never had an affair or even given it serious thought, believing that marriage was supposed to mean sex with one person and one person only.

The shock of my life was shortly after my first son was born when I discovered Leonard was seeing another woman. There were phone calls and various signs that I would have to have been a moron to miss. I was so hurt and frightened that I confronted him with it and forced him to admit it, although he insisted on lying for some time. Finally he admitted it and insisted she meant nothing to him and he had never meant to get involved with her at all. He agreed that he would stop seeing her. Gradually it came out that this was not his first affair by any means. But before this they were one-night stands with girls picked up in bars. I could not understand why he would do this when he had me at home waiting for him, especially because he still went on insisting that he found me more attractive and loving than the women he went with, and that there was nothing he wanted that I refused to do in bed. He finally made me realize that he wanted variety for the sake of variety. I could not understand this but came to believe that men were inclined to be like this while women wanted one man and one man only. Which I then believed completely, and was sure of in my own case.

He promised he would not see this girl, and I asked him if that meant he would have no more affairs. He said yes, and I asked how he could be so sure of it, whereupon he did an “about face” and said he could make no promises in that regard because it would depend on how he felt and what opportunities came up, and that it should not matter to me if I did not know about it. Because it would not change the way he felt about me.

This conversation gave me a lot to think about. Also it cleared the air. It was less than a month afterwards that the subject of swinging first came up and this conversation was responsible. Later I found out Leonard had been interested in swinging for a matter of years but had not felt free to bring it up even in a roundabout way.

We discussed swinging in a very general way without me dreaming that this was something he wanted to do. I kept saying how I thought it was a terrible way for people to live, and he kept defending the swingers and countering my arguments, and finally I said words to the effect that the way he talked you would almost believe that he wanted to do that sort of thing himself.

He said, “Well, maybe I’m interested.”

I couldn’t believe it. That he would want me to have sex with another man and not be his and his alone. Once again I had all the arguments and he had all the answers. We left it that it might be all right for some people but it was not for me, and then we went to bed and both of us were so much more excited than usual that I couldn’t believe it. We had great sex and afterward I teased him that he didn’t need other women when we were so good together.

He said, “Well, why do you think we were both so hot just now? Don’t you think the conversation put ideas in our heads? And turned us both on?”

I said maybe it turned him on but I was just excited by him, and he said he didn’t believe me.

Well, thinking about it, over the next few days I had to realize he was right. Also he brought books home for me to read, and also magazines of the club bulletin type. Finally I said I would swing but could make no guarantees.

We met another couple through correspondence and went to their house for cocktails. We sat around with the three of them more or less talking me into it, until I had enough drinks to see I was being ridiculous. I went over and kissed the husband and asked him to show me where the bedroom was. He took me to the bedroom while Leonard and the other wife used the couch.

I was excited by what was happening but not physically excited. The excitement was all in my mind. But he ate my pussy for what seemed like hours and got me hot as hell and fucked me like a stallion and finally shot a load of piping hot come into my cunt.

Oh, John Warren Wells, I should tear this up and not mail it. Writing words like that. But I have to admit I got a kick out of it. I am sitting at the typewriter shaking like a leaf. I am excited writing things like this and excited at the thought of you reading it. Is that a new kind of perversion I wonder? Probably not as there’s nothing new under the sun.

I suppose either I am boring you to death with all of this or else you are sitting there laughing your head off at this stupid woman who puts thoughts like this on paper to a total stranger. I will stop for now. Please let me know if you get this letter or not. And if you think there is any point in going on with this. All of this writing and there is nothing about lesbianism and my experiences with it. But I can put that in other letters if you are interested.

Evelyn




November 10, 1970
Dear Jack,

Is it all right if I call you Jack? That is how you signed your letter.

Speaking of your letter, I am glad you think what I wrote was worth your time and that you were not offended by anything I wrote. I told Leonard about the “dirty part” and how it excited me. He wanted to see the letter but I told him I did not make a carbon of it, not wanting to show it to him for various reasons. I will probably show him all the letters sometime in the future. But if I wrote with his reaction in mind it would keep me from speaking my mind frankly.

So here I am writing back quickly before you change your mind about looking forward to hearing from me! You did say to be as frank as I care to. Well, I don’t know that I care to be as frank in this letter as in the last one but we will see what happens. The kids are off to school and I am here at this typewriter and it is better than morning television at the very least.

To take up where I left off. From that first time onward I was a swinger. None of what I feared came to pass and Leonard and I were closer together than ever. Also I was pleased to know that he would now have no need of other women. That is to say that he would not be sneaking around on the sly but would have his cake while I had mine. I couldn’t believe I was the same person who could not understand why a woman would ever want to make love to anyone but her husband. We women must really let ourselves be sold a bill of goods when we believe that.

We swung no more than once a week because of the difficulty of baby sitters. Because of the children we never had people to our house, although other people with small children did not always take this precaution. As a matter of fact we were at someone’s house and I was in the bedroom upstairs with the husband and had his hot stiff cock halfway down my throat when his four-year-old walked in wanting a glass of water or some such thing. He acted completely casual about the whole thing and told the child to go back to bed and he would bring him the water in a few minutes. I was blushing purple but he told me to go back to what I was doing, and after I sucked his balls dry he got up and gave the damn kid his damn glass of water.

Well, Jack, I guess I am being pretty frank in this letter after all. If you ever put this in a book I will probably get hot and bothered reading it. Unless you change the words and I suppose you will have to.

Oh, my, Evelyn, you will just have to learn to control yourself . . .

On some occasions when we swung with a couple in the same boat we would all go to a motel together. I suppose the best thing would be to bring up your children so that it would not be necessary to hide things from them, but you would have to start from an earlier age than with our three.

To get to lesbianism finally, you may find it hard to believe but we were swingers for four years before anything happened that way. I suppose you would have to say that we were pretty square swingers and wound up running with a pretty square crowd. We did tend to see the same people over and over although we would also enlarge our circle of acquaintances by meeting new people who various swinging friends of ours had recommended.

I would not go so far as to say that there was no lesbianism among the people with whom we swung at the time. The thing is that people do not bring the subject up in such a way as to announce that they are bi unless they are pretty certain the person they are with is bi also, or is at least leaning in that direction. I am sure I did not give that impression because a bisexual experience was the farthest thing from my mind.

The subject did come up from time to time when the men suggested it. Often there would be stag movies shown and there is almost always lesbian action in those movies as you must surely know. The husbands were always excited by this and would sometimes try to get one of us to do things with the other, but this was always laughed off. We would say that there would be plenty of time for that if we ever got tired of men or make some joke along those lines.

I remember one such an occasion that one wife of a couple with whom we had swung many times admitted that she had had a recent bi experience. The other wife on that occasion was bi and said she would like to french her, and with both husbands encouraging it she finally gave in and permitted the other woman to suck her juicy cunt. She said the bi woman did not expect anything in return. I said that personally I thought my skin would just run cold if a woman did that to me. Leonard said I could always close my eyes and what difference would it make if it was a man’s or woman’s mouth. But I said the difference would still be in my mind.

Thinking back later, I expect the girl who told me that story was hinting that she might like to have a bi experience with me. I think what she had in mind was that if I was bi and enjoyed eating girls, this was her way of letting me know she wouldn’t mind being eaten, but that she would not want to give me anything in return. Perhaps I am reading too much into it but I am not sure. Anyway I don’t think it is really important.

I don’t know whether I changed myself or whether things just began to change around me. I know that we were loosening up in our swinging in certain ways. As time went by we found ourselves more and more often all having sex relations in the same room, and it was a rare occasion when we would swap partners and go to separate rooms. This only happened when we were with newcomers to swinging, or so it began to seem. I believe you wrote that most swingers go through something like this, as they are more or less evolving from swapping to group sex. This happened with us, although it may have taken us longer than most. Especially considering that here we are in sunny Southern California, where swinging is supposed to be far more freewheeling than in the rest of the country.

Being in a group sex situation made it easier for lesbian activity to rear its head. Also bi practices must have been spreading like wildfire at this time because the subject was always brought up, and not so much with hints. Girls would come right out and say that they wanted to have sex with me, no ifs ands or buts about it. This would happen with a couple we had met for the first time. Once for instance I was having sex with a man and his wife came over and began touching me. I felt a chill come over me and I asked her to please stop. She gave me a funny look and took her hand away. She said she had more or less taken it for granted that I was bi because she knew Leonard and I were experienced swingers, and she had found that with experienced swingers the wife was invariably bi.

It also happened on several occasions that the wives of couples we had swung with and who had been completely straight before had become bi. They didn’t necessarily come on to me but would admit that they had tried it and discovered that they liked it. I thought they meant they liked receiving oral sex from a woman as well as from a man—the old idea about what difference does it make whose mouth is frenching you—but they surprised me by saying they liked to do it as well.

I was very confused about this and began to go through conflicts. Leonard was no help as he still wanted very much for me to be bi. I told him if he was so keen on bisexual experiences he had my permission to have some of his own, but he said this was not something he was ready for. This was not the way he would have put it in the past. I asked if this meant he thought he might be ready for it some day, and he said he wasn’t ruling it out.

This gave me something of a shock, as I could not truly imagine my husband having sex with another man. I thought of him as manly and of such sex as not a manly thing to do. I began to wonder if he wanted me to be bi so that he would have an excuse to be bi himself.

At group parties, which we began to go to quite regularly at this stage, there was always lesbian activity. Either it took the form of a show that two of the wives would put on for the men or else it would be something two girls might do when none of the men were sexually “in the mood.” During such times I very definitely felt left out. It was understood that I was not inclined to participate and I was rarely teased for this, but I could not help feeling that I was regarded as a prude. Also I did not know what to do, whether to watch or not to watch. Whichever I did, I could not help feeling awkward about it.

Before I had always felt that a lesbian was less a woman than a normal woman was. Now I was being re-educated in my thinking, and I was beginning to get the impression that a girl who was not bisexual was a less sexual person than one who was, and that I was thus missing something and not a full woman as were the other wives.

Soon I began to wonder how I really felt about it. I worried that I was staying away from it because I was afraid of what it would tell me about myself. And I had dreams in which I had sexual relations with other women. I found myself wondering about the act. To the point of every time a man went down on me I wondered what it was like for him, and thus what it would be like for me to french another woman . . .

Well, Jack, you will have to forgive me for getting carried away and writing such a lot about a little. I can picture you shaking your head and saying, “Boy, this girl sure has problems, doesn’t she?” Well, not anymore, but they certainly come into focus writing these letters and remembering what I was going through. It’s very funny, because when I talk about that stage of the game with people now, I simply say that I thought about trying a bi experience for quite awhile, and then I went ahead and tried it. But that is not the whole story by any means, because when I stop and think about it, it comes clear how much will-she-or-won’t-she agony I went through at the time, trying to decide what to do.

I suppose if I just went ahead and tried it the first time it came up, then I suppose that it might have been completely different, without having built it all up in my mind and out of proportion. But that is the way people are, Jack, making a mountain out of a mole’s hill. And that’s enough for one letter before my fingers get sore typing this.

Evelyn




November 16, 1970
Dear Jack,

You are not much of a correspondent, are you? I empty my heart out and get back three sentences. Well I guess I write long enough letters for the two of us.

“My First Lesbian Experience.”

Time to get down to brass tacks. It happened with a couple from the Bay area whom we were meeting for the first time. They had come to Los Angeles for the weekend and had a hotel suite in Beverly Hills. They had gotten our phone number from mutual friends and we met them for dinner and then returned to their suite with them.

I must explain about them. Their names were Maggie and Bill, although it later turned out that Bill was not his real name. It also turned out that they were not married although they passed themselves off as a married couple and none of their swinging partners knew the actual truth about them. As it happens Bill really was married but to a woman who did not swing. He met Maggie at a party and the two of them teamed up for swinging. This was just a matter of convenience for both of them. They were not interested in each other to any great degree and would swing independently, but would team up in order to swing with other couples. Also they made it a point to pretend to be married, as many married couples do not like to swing with singles as I am sure you know. The reason is simple jealousy. You feel that singles will have nothing to keep them from getting involved, having nothing in the way of a marriage to lose, and so it can be dangerous, or at least people think it can be dangerous. At any rate, all of this was something I learned later, believing at the time that they were what they pretended to be, a married couple.

Maggie was thirty-three. Bill about forty, but when they were together she seemed the older of the two because she was more forceful. In fact it was possible to believe that she was his wife and that he was henpecked in the bargain!

We had a nice dinner and all swung. Then we began talking generally about bisexual experiences, and it came out that I had never done this. This got Maggie very interested. Without making a pass she began talk very seriously about how I ought to do this once and for all just to find out what it was like. That I owed it to myself to do this. That I was very beautiful and sexual and would enjoy it, or else would discover that I did not enjoy it and would have it off my mind. She seemed to know without my saying so how much it had been on my mind these past weeks and months.

I thought she was building up to making a pass at me and had more or less made up my mind to go along with it, because the time was right for me. And for all the reasons she had said plus some reasons of my own. But she surprised me by dropping the subject completely and we swung some more and then Leonard and I went home to our own house.

In the next few days I was highly disturbed and began having fantasies about Maggie. We had made no plans to see them again and I wanted to see them again but was also afraid. I did not discuss any of this with Leonard, who had had a good enough time making love to Maggie but nothing special. Also he did not much care for Bill, who was sort of dull and wishy-washy, nor had I myself enjoyed sex with Bill very much.

Then out of the blue one afternoon the phone rang and it was Maggie. This was almost two weeks after the night we met them. She said she was in L.A. unexpectedly and would like to come by and have a cup of coffee. I told her to come over. She came over and it happened as I knew it would happen. She made a big pitch for me and told me how attractive I was and began kissing me, and of course we wound up in bed.

Jack, let me tell you. I shake when I think about it. She was just another woman, no prettier than most. But it was like going to bed with the devil.

That is what it was like.

I don’t know why this should be so. I lost my head over this woman and left my husband and children for her and lived with her and thought I loved her. And I still do not know why it should be so. She did nothing to me that I had not experienced before. She went down on me, well hundreds of men have gone down on me. And it is true, if you closed your eyes you would not be able to tell if it was a man or a woman. They say women are much better at this. Well I do not know if this is so and I must say I think it is not. Maybe in the days when men did not go down on their wives and then the woman would have sex with another woman and it would be a completely new experience. Or with men who were not swingers and were thus bad at oral sex due to lack of experience or not enjoying it. But an experienced swinging man can do the same things as any lesbian in the world. The only difference being that it is a woman doing it and there is a difference in your mind about it as a result of that fact.

But Jack, I would have to say that she hypnotized me. That this woman hypnotized me. If she told me to jump out a window I would do it. At the time, I mean. I would jump out a window on her say-so.

She made me come a dozen times. With her hands and her mouth and with vibrators she had brought. Nothing I had not done so many times but it was like experiencing all this for the first time. Perhaps because it was forbidden and there were no men around etc. Perhaps because of how it had been built up in my mind. But also because she knew just what to do and how to do it so far as I was concerned, and in no time at all she had me eating out of her hand.

As a matter of fact she had me eating out of her cunt. Her wet tight hot cunt. I would have done it myself but she took my head in her hands and pushed my face down between her legs and told me what to do and I did it. Oh God how I enjoyed it! How I loved it! The most important thing in the world for me was to make her come, and when I succeeded I felt like I was on top of the world on a string. Oh I felt like God and the Devil in one.

She owned me. Body and soul that woman owned me. I was years older than she and I felt like her daughter. She could do as she wanted with me because I belonged to her.

Of course I told nothing of this to Leonard.

That weekend we swung again with another couple, and the wife was bi as I had learned when last we swung with them. This time all I could think about was a bi experience. To see if it was the same thing again. And I said I had finally decided to try it, if she wanted to, which she took as a matter of course but which surprised Leonard no end. And she ate me and I ate her and it was not as it had been with Maggie but tremendously good all the same.

And with the other husband I felt nothing. And also with Leonard I felt nothing, and that night I lay trying to sleep and thinking of nothing but Maggie.

I called her several times in the next two weeks and at last went to Oakland to see her. And it was the same as the first time, and by the time I returned home to Leonard I had decided what I was.

It sounds silly to write of it now. To think of it now. Because I managed to convince myself that I was a lesbian through and through. Not a bisexual at all but a lesbian. I decided that it was because I must have known this deep down inside that I had resisted so long and so hard. Because I knew I was the kind of woman who once she had another woman would never be satisfied with a man again. Maggie helped me think this way by telling me that she could only really enjoy herself with other women. That she enjoyed the power she had over men but only really felt equal in sex with another woman. And that she swung with Bill as a partner because it gave her an opportunity to get at other women through their husbands.

She liked it best when the other wife had no bi experience. Which was why she made the effort with me. This I learned gradually through living with her and watching her operate. Her thrill was not lovemaking so much as seducing. That was what she wanted, the thrill of turning a girl on to lesbian relations for the first time. Although I was ultimately to live with her and to become far more skilled at lesbian practices, I never thrilled her as much as the first time I went down on her, since it gratified her lust for power so greatly the first time my virgin tongue touched her cunt.

Within a week of seeing her the second time I had moved out on Leonard and began living with Maggie. It was a mistake from the start but it took a long time for me to realize this. At first it was a whole new way of life that felt like pure freedom to me. No more housework and cooking and caring for children. All of those years as Leonard’s wife and now I was free again. I thought it was lesbianism that was responsible for this feeling but it was the freedom itself, escaping from being a housewife. I could have been living all alone or with a zebra and it would have been the same feeling.

It began to go bad almost at once. Maggie was not the type to settle down. She got a thrill out of taking me away from my husband but that was not to be enough for her. She wanted to go on swinging, both with and without me for company. Swinging, constant sex, was a way of life to her. Before very long I could not take it any more but still did not consider going back to Leonard. I felt it was still the right life for me but that Maggie was the wrong partner.

And so I began that age old search for the “right one.” I began to become a part of the lesbian world in the Bay area and had a great many experiences with lesbians who were not swingers but merely female homosexuals. I lived with several of these women and sometimes thought I was in love, or sometimes they thought they were in love with me and I went along with it, and other times it was more because neither of us had anybody else at the time.

It is no sense rehashing this as it is not very interesting or pleasant either. As you know I ultimately came to my senses and saw the mistake I had made in the proper light. I got in touch with Leonard expecting no chance of a settlement but to my surprise he wanted me back. He said if I had come back to him sooner he would have been unable to accept me, but that he now knew he loved me and could take me back if I was sure I was over this, which I was positive of. And it has been true, as I have had no feelings since then of wanting to be a lesbian, and enjoy relations with Leonard more than ever before.

Well, that’s about it. Jack old buddy, I didn’t know what I was getting into when I first started writing these insane letters to you. And I’ll bet you didn’t know what you were letting yourself in for either. All of us nuts writing letters and opening our innermost secrets to you. I don’t know if I envy you or not.

Use these letters as you see fit. You can cut out the parts where I got carried away and wrote dirty or leave them in, it doesn’t matter. And do not worry that Leonard will be able to recognize this as our story, as I intend to show him the letters now. I just did not want him to see them while I was in the process of writing them. As far as other friends who might know who I am, either they already know the whole story or they wouldn’t recognize it, so I don’t guess it is anything for us to worry about.

Please look us up if you are ever out this way.

Evelyn




November 30, 1971
Dear Jack,

Thank you so much for your letter, and for the copy of your new book. I wanted to read it right away but will put it aside now and read it when I have finished this letter.

I didn’t realize that I had “left it open” as to whether or not Leonard and I had returned to swinging after he took me back into the fold. Yes, as it happens we did, and are swingers to this day. I thought we would be giving it up when I returned to him. All I wanted to do was be a good wife and get back in good with my husband and children. For some months Leonard and I had sex only with each other and dropped out of the swinging “scene.”

Then for many reasons we decided to get back into it and got into it completely. Right back where we were. Including bisexual relations, not only for me but for Leonard also. He had gotten into this during my absence in a threesome with a couple and enjoyed it well enough. So now we are both bi and swing with other bi couples, and sex with another woman is something I enjoy very much but not something that is of special importance to me. Which is how it should have been all along, but for all those reasons I wrote you I went completely overboard and “flipped out.”

I hope that answers your questions. Thanks again for the book. I’ll read it right now and let you know what I think of it. Not that I’m any great critic, but I’ll tell you my thoughts.

Evelyn

P.S.—Here is something that happened this past month that I was thinking about just the other day. It is so easy to be the way Maggie was. Which is why I say bi experiences are dangerous if a woman is not properly prepared for them.

We swung with a much younger couple and I swung with the wife. Her first time, although it was no seduction by any means. In fact when they wrote to us they stressed that she had been wanting to be indoctrinated into bi sex for some time, so it was assumed this would happen when the four of us were together.

I found it was a great thrill to be the first with a girl in this way and “turn her on” to something new, or to “bring her out” as lesbians would put it. That same night she took me aside and said she had never been so thrilled with a man as she had been with me.

Fortunately for her I am no Maggie. I told her briefly what had happened to me, and that it was not a greater thrill for her but that it was something different, and that was why she was reacting so strongly. I believe I straightened her out well enough and she will be able to be bi without going overboard. But I could have done the opposite if I wanted to be like Maggie, and she would have had little defense against me.

Evelyn




 

SIX:
“Swinging Made Everything Easy”

Of the people we swing with, all of the women are bi. This doesn’t prove anything in relation to the number of female swingers who are into bisexualism. Since our ads indicate that we are both bi, we naturally receive replies along those lines. But comparing notes with other people, and just reading the ads, you realize that the swinging wife who is only interested in heterosexual sex is very much in a minority.

A lot of them will try to give the impression that it’s no big deal for them. That woman-to-woman sex is something they can take or leave. And that they can only enjoy it in a group context, either with the husbands actively participating in a group scene or with the husbands watching. I know this is true for some women but I think it’s a case of them fooling themselves. They can’t enjoy sex alone in a room with another woman because that would mean they were enjoying a completely homosexual experience, and emotionally they’re not ready for that. It would be telling them something about themselves that they don’t want to hear.

And others really want you to believe that they just do it to excite the men. To put on a show and get the men hot and bothered. Maybe some of them start out this way, but I don’t believe swingers can go on engaging in sex acts that don’t do anything for them. This business of finding an act neither unpleasant nor pleasurable—I’m not saying it can’t happen, but if it did you wouldn’t go on doing it week after week. They enjoy it. If it’s one kind of breakthrough for the average swinging wife to go ahead and have sex with another woman, it’s another breakthrough for her to admit to herself and to everybody else that she just plain enjoys it.

I don’t simply enjoy it. I require it. I’m fully bisexual and believe I always have been. There was a period of time before I was married when I lived with a lesbian and had only lesbian relations, and before very long I found myself cheating on her with men. And when I was married I found myself missing relations with my own sex to a great degree, and when I started cheating on my husband I was cheating with women. I make love with both men and women the same way I eat both meat and vegetables. Eliminating either one from my diet would mean giving up something very important to me.

Personally I think this is the way all human beings were meant to be, and I’m sure it’s the coming thing. The signs are there to be seen all around. It’s not just that more and more straight people are opening themselves up to bi experiences. The reverse is happening, too. It used to be that if a woman was a lesbian or a man was a homosexual, once he accepted that he thought there was no more to it than that. This is less and less the case now. Now lesbians and faggots are beginning to realize that they can have heterosexual experiences now and then without giving up what they already have. In short that they can function as bisexuals. It’s as if the two worlds are coming together and the extremes are breaking down and disappearing on both sides.

As far as I personally am concerned I think this is a very good thing. I know that I am far happier functioning this way and when I look around me I can only feel that others are happier this way, too.

But sometimes I wonder if it’s good in the overall sense. Whenever some puritan is sounding off about the new morality and newsstands flooded with pornography and open homosexuality and all the other signs of sexual freedom, you always hear the Roman Empire brought up. And the suggestion is made that sexual freedom and license is one of the trademarks of a decadent society, and whenever morals loosen up, the society is on the way down and out.

I frankly don’t know enough about history to know whether to be glad or not about the way there isn’t anything more to it than that, it’s hard to know whether or not this applies. If it’s true, and if things are going. I can’t see what swinging and pornography and group sex and homosexuality has to do with a country falling apart. I don’t see how loose morals got us into this mess in Vietnam or screwed up the economy. As a matter of fact, the people who are real hard-line hawks on the war are the farthest thing in the world from swingers, and when you do meet a right-wing swinger they are the ones who are most uptight about swinging itself; their idea of a total freakout is to trade wives and make love in separate rooms with the lights off. So if the people responsible for the mess are puritans, why should swinging be associated with the mess?

How did I get into this political rap, anyway?

What I was leading up to was a way in which I’m a great deal different from most of the other women we swing with. Not different in what I am now, but in how I got to where I am.

In almost all cases, the girls I know got into bisexual relations after they got into swinging. They may have had an experience years ago, and sometimes I think that’s true more often than they admit it. But in a majority of cases they got into swinging for one reason or another—you know the reasons better than I do, I’m sure. And then after they were part of the swinging world for a certain period of time, for one reason or another they decided to give bisexual relations a try.

With me it was completely the other way around. I’ve been completely bisexual as long as I’ve been sexual at all, and I remained bisexual through the early years of my marriage, even going so far as to sneak around to have sex with other women. When the idea of swinging first came up, it did so because Norm knew about what I was doing and thought this would give me a good outlet for it. And the reason I was attracted to the idea of swinging was very much because of the opportunities for pleasure with members of my own sex. That was what drew me into it.

Here I was, a woman with what seemed to be a good marriage, and a very good sexual relationship with my husband, and a yen for other girls that wouldn’t lay down and die. I won’t say I was overcome with guilt about what I did. I’ve never been much of a one for guilt. It just doesn’t seem to play a very important role in my life, and I could never see how I was hurting Norm by having sex with other women—or other men either, for that matter—as long as I was always there when he wanted me.

So I wasn’t guilty, or at least didn’t feel guilty. But even so I didn’t like the sneaking. It’s a pain in the neck to have to be dishonest all the time. I can be dishonest as well as the next liar, but I’d rather be open about things. It’s more my nature. If I don’t feel guilty about something, I have to act as though I feel guilty about it and sneak around ridiculously.

I also wanted to be able to have lesbian sex without getting involved. I wanted it to be casual. Not completely anonymous, a quick gobble on your knees in the toilet of a gay bar. That’s not my kind of scene at all and I prefer any kind of sexual union to be with someone I can talk to and enjoy and relate to as a human being. Male or female, I want to be able to be friends with my lover. But I don’t want it to be more than friends. I have a husband and he is the man I love, the person I love, and our marriage is such that each of us is the most important person in the other’s life. The only important person in the other’s life, when all is said and done. As far as extracurricular activity is concerned, I want it to be casual and recreational, friendly but no more than friendly.

During my cheating period, before we got into swinging, this was a difficult balance to strike. The girls I met in gay bars wanted either more or less from me than I wanted to give. Either they just wanted to score with me in a completely anonymous way or they wanted to fall in love with me, and hoped I would fall in love with them. And for the most part they absolutely refused to believe I was bisexual. In their eyes I was an all-out lesbian, and I was making a mistake in maintaining my marriage because I could only be fulfilled in a relationship with another woman. No matter how I denied this, they went on thinking this way. They argued that I was just fighting myself, that I stayed with Norm because I was unwilling to face what I was.

You might think that they made me worry about myself, but this didn’t happen. If this had been my first venture into homosexuality I might have taken their arguments seriously. But I had been there before and I knew I needed both men and women so I didn’t let their talk shake me up. The only thing bothersome about it was that I couldn’t have the kind of scene with them that I wanted.

In fact I reached a point, although I don’t know if this attitude came about before or after we started swinging, where I felt that they were as incomplete in their own way as a person who has only heterosexual relations is incomplete. And I saw that the kind of woman-to-woman sex I wanted was with women like myself, women who were fully bisexual and had a generally similar sexual orientation.

Swinging made everything the way I wanted it. It gave me the sexual variety of having other men as lovers, which was something I had had a yen for but had not even considered doing anything about. It gave me the opportunity of having sex with other women, other bisexual women, and in such a way that no relationships that I did not want could form, either with these women or with their husbands. And on top of it, it gave me something I had not even taken into consideration, and that is the pleasure of group sex. The pleasure of watching people make love, of making love with more than one person at a time, of doing all the things swingers do. I’m a very highly sexed person, as I guess you’ve figured out, and I’ve been lucky enough to grow up without as heavy a dose of hangups and inhibitions about trying the unusual and enjoying it once I’ve tried it. I never got into anything elaborate like that before, threesomes and foursomes and moresomes, but I knew in advance that I would enjoy it and I wasn’t disappointed in the slightest.

When Norm first brought up the subject of swinging, I must admit, I didn’t foresee all of these benefits and advantages. I had a one-track mind, and what I saw was that I could have genuinely bisexual experiences with no hassles or hangups, and that was enough for me. Everything else followed from that decision.

And all down the line, swinging made everything easy.

•  •  •

Joanne is thirty-four, tall, dark-haired, well-proportioned with a high forehead and well-spaced brown eyes. She has been swinging for four of the seven years of her marriage. Her husband, Norman, is a certified public accountant with business interests in several of the firms whose accounts he keeps. Joanne manages a style boutique and dresses the part.

I found her an excellent subject. While she did not know me at all, she was able to open up conversationally from the beginning. Although she had a slight tendency to go off on conversational tangents, these tangents were generally interesting in and of themselves.

She was not reticent about her childhood, but neither did she feel that her early years played a significant part in the formation of her sexual nature. She was the third of four children. Her older brother and sister are both married and live far away from her, one in Oregon and the other in Southern California. Her younger brother lives in the Midwestern industrial city where Joanne grew up. Her father died a dozen years ago, and her mother has since remarried and moved to Florida with her retired second husband. Joanne maintains cordial relations with her mother and her siblings but sees them only on their infrequent visits to New York. She says she has never felt close to them, that she always felt herself a loner during childhood and adolescence and that there was little genuine communication among any of the members of her family.

She had no sexual experiences in childhood beyond occasional games of Doctor with other children in the neighborhood. This juvenile sex play was never discovered by adults and died off harmlessly of its own accord. She was very interested as a child in the growth of her older sister’s breasts and several times tried to spy on her in the nude, but was not successful in getting a good view of the older girl. The motive here seems to have been simple curiosity, and Joanne was never aware of a sexual “crush” on her sister, if in fact such a crush existed. Nor did she report anything which would indicate sexual overtones to her relationships with her brothers or parents.

Joanne discovered masturbation shortly before the onset of puberty. The discovery took place in the course of bathing, but unlike Archimedes she did not then run nude through the streets shouting “Eureka!” She merely found that it was quite pleasurable to soap certain parts of her body, and that the more industriously she soaped these areas, the greater her pleasure became. She generally masturbated when taking a bath, and occasionally before going to sleep. This activity was enjoyable but did not then lead to orgasm. Her first actual orgasm occurred in the course of petting with a boy; afterward, she strove to reach orgasm in masturbation and almost immediately learned how to do so.

Her first heterosexual experiences consisted of necking parties commencing around age thirteen. Her first homosexual experiences began very shortly thereafter.

•  •  •

They used to have articles in the teenage magazines “Do You Have To Pet To Be Popular?” The answer was always that you didn’t, and that someone like Frankie Avalon or Fabian felt that it was more important that the girl be sincere and a terrific person in her own right.

I’ve always wondered who writes that crap,

Where I lived, it wasn’t so much that you had to pet to be popular. It was more that there was nothing else to do. Popular meant you got invited to parties, and parties were where people made out, and if you didn’t make out nobody asked you to the parties because what fun would you be to anybody?

When I first started going to these parties, there was no formal dating in our social circle. About a dozen kids would be invited to one kid’s house. Half boys and half girls, logically enough. We would all go down to the basement recreation room—every house had a basement recreation room, knotty pine paneling and asphalt tile floor and a big record player in one corner. We would dance, and the parents would go upstairs, and somebody would turn out the lights and we would get together in couples and make out. The boys and girls were all the same age and equally inexperienced at sex. All we knew was that it was an enormous amount of fun. It wasn’t considered to be related to love. It was just something that was fun, and slightly forbidden, but perfectly safe and innocent, and it felt good. Some of the girls would be with the same boy every time, and others—I was one of them—would neck with a different boy at each party. In fact once in a while we would couple off early and make out, and then the lights would come on when somebody’s parent came downstairs to make sure nothing much was happening, and then when the parent left we got back to business and picked up new partners in the process. I suppose you could call it a juvenile version of swinging, although we didn’t think of it that way. It didn’t much matter who you were with. It was the thrill of it that counted.

Whenever some of us girls got together, we would giggle about it and exchange sly bits of double entendre and giggle some more. We talked quite freely among ourselves about what boys kissed well and what we had done with various boys, whether we had let them get inside our bras, whether we had touched their penises. About how some of them got hard immediately and stayed hard throughout, and some didn’t, and who had the biggest one, and if the boys shot or not . . . And giggling our heads off all the time.

After this had been going on a few months, I was invited to spend the night over at a friend’s house. We used to sleep over at each other’s houses all the time at this age. This particular evening her parents were not due home until midnight, and we were very daring and had two boys come over and visit us, but they brought a friend along so there were the three of them and the two of us. Naturally the evening’s entertainment consisted of making out, with the extra boy cutting in from time to time as if it were a dance. It was a smaller group than usual and there were no parents around, not even upstairs, and this made us quite adventurous. We went farther than usual. All three of the boys touched me under my panties and I reached orgasm a couple of times. We also jerked the boys off and they all came at least once. I was very excited, both by what I was doing and by what my friend was doing.

She had twin beds and we slept together in her room. We stayed up for hours giggling about what we had done with the boys and one of us—I don’t remember who—said something about wishing the boys were there now because she was in the mood for more. We talked about that some more and she suggested that we could do a lot of the same things by ourselves with each of us taking turns pretending to be the boy. And we giggled over the fact that we wouldn’t have to be afraid of going too far, since neither of us was equipped with a cock.

And that was how I had my first sex with a girl. It was the most natural thing in the world and we never even thought of it as something unnatural or taboo. It was naughty, of course, but in the same way as making out with boys was naughty. We thought of it exactly the same way.

I think that’s precisely the way it should be with children that age. It seemed natural to us because it was natural. We had a couple of horny young bodies and a yen to do something with them, and we had made no connection between emotional involvement and sex, so what difference should it have made whether sex involved a boy and a girl or two boys or two girls? Either way it’s the same—warm little animals doing what feels good and enjoying the discovery of new ways to feel good all over.

I had sex in about the same way with two of my other girlfriends as well. We did basically the same things with each other as we did with boys. We engaged in deep soul kissing, stroked each other’s breasts, touched each other’s genitals and worked ourselves to orgasm. We also mimed the act of coitus, with one of us taking the man’s part and lying between the other’s thighs, and then rubbing our pussies together until we came—if we were lucky.

Nobody always took the man’s part. It was standard for us to switch roles and take turns. There was no oral-genital sex, I think because no one knew of its existence. I don’t think we would have had any compunctions about doing it if anyone had thought to suggest it, but we didn’t know anything about it. We would kiss and suck each other’s breasts, but we didn’t think about kissing genitals.

Stupid of us . . .

The whole thing ended as easily as it had begun. One year when school started we were all dating boys individually and the parties stopped. It happened as quickly and completely as if someone had thrown a switch. And at the same time the sex between us girls stopped also, without anything being said about it. The subject was not mentioned at all, and we all went on dates with boys to movies or dances and did or did not make out with the boys depending on circumstances, and that was that. Oddly enough, when we began dating, for most of us it meant a definite decrease in sexual activity. Once we were in a dating situation all the usual rules applied—only neck with a boy if you like him, only go with one boy at a time, all of the nonsense that characterizes the dating system and prepares boys and girls for the unnatural joys of a monogamous heterosexual marriage.

I think most of the girls had no further homosexual experiences. It was something they regarded as unimportant, something done only for laughs. I might have done the same route myself, except that I became extremely close to another girl, one who had not been a part of the original group and who had very little experience with boys and none with girls. We became best friends, went on double dates together, and there was a time when she was sleeping over at my house after we had gone on a double date and it occurred to me that I would like to mess around with her.

I made an excuse, something about wanting to show her how my date had kissed me. I got in her bed and started fooling around with her, and one thing led to another as I had more or less hoped it would, and I wound up petting her to orgasm.

She began crying immediately. I wanted to know what was wrong, and she said that the two of us were lesbians, I didn’t know what the hell she was talking about. We talked for hours about it. It seemed that while I was having all of this sex she was doing a lot of reading, so although she didn’t have experience she knew more about all of it than I did. We compared notes and decided that we couldn’t be lesbians completely because we liked boys, so we might as well have some fun while we figured out just exactly what we were.

The fun we had involved cunnilingus from the first night. She was the one who suggested it, having read about it in some book or other. She did it to me, and then I did it to her, and then we “invented” the sixty-nine posture and did it to each other. Awhile later I learned, much to my chagrin, that sixty-nine had been around for a good many years. I honestly thought the two of us had dreamed it up all by ourselves, and it was so much fun I thought we ought to take out a patent on it.

We went on having sex together until graduation, when we went to different colleges. By then I had had sex with two other girls, too. And I had gone all the way with several boys, and discovered I liked it immensely.

I’ve never stopped liking it, either.

•  •  •

Joanne’s bisexual experiences continued at college, where she first became aware of the particular problems of bisexualism in a world divided into heterosexuals and homosexuals. There was a group of lesbians on campus, but she felt uncomfortable in the group, not sharing their antipathy for males. During her last years in college she felt herself forced into a cyclical pattern which she was to repeat until the time of her marriage. She would be exclusively heterosexual for a time, devoting herself entirely to a male with whom she fancied herself in love. Gradually her homosexual impulses increased in intensity, and as she found herself drawn to a girl she felt it was necessary to break off with her male lover. A bout of homosexual contacts followed, generally taking the form of a bevy of short-term sexual unions rather than an intimate and mutually exclusive relationship with a single girl.

•  •  •

I always felt it ought to be possible to have sex with both men and women on a continuing basis. But there didn’t seem to be a way to do it and I gradually let myself be brainwashed into considering myself a freak for wanting to live what I now consider a completely normal and natural sex life. I felt you had to be either a vegetarian or a carnivore and there was no middle ground. Whichever diet I tried, it only made me hungrier for what I was missing.

Sometimes I would think I was basically a lesbian and was having sex with men because I couldn’t accept myself as a homosexual. Other times I would be sure that lesbianism was just a stage I had gone through, a normal enough stage for a young adolescent but one that in my particular case had gotten fixed because I refused to grow out of it like others in my social set. I would switch from one point of view to the other depending upon the way my sex life was structuring itself at any particular point in time.

I got married largely to break the pattern. I thought I loved Norm at the time, although I know I didn’t feel a bond anywhere near as close as the one that exists between us now. But I did love him, and enjoyed being with him, and we made each other marvelously happy in bed. I told myself that marriage was a time when you settled down with one person and made a permanent go of it, and once you were married to one man he was the only person you ever slept with, male or female. Marriage gave me a way out of my present life, or at least I saw it in those terms. And I felt that, as I grew to love Norman more and more, and as we made a life together, I would cease to have any desire for anybody else.

It did work that way at first, too. He was—and still is—a wonderful lover. We were always good together in bed. And we seemed to want the same things out of life—interesting work, a good apartment, savings for the future, maybe a pretty ordinary life but a sound one. I was ready for it by then. I had knocked around long enough to appreciate the value of not having to wonder who’s going to be there in the morning. Of having the same person there every morning and being able to count on him.

Then I started to get itchy feet. Feet? I guess it was another part of me that got itchy. I thought about having a baby, and we talked about it. I felt it might settle me down. We tried unsuccessfully, and Norman found out that he was sterile. Just one of those things. It seemed tragic at the time, but afterward we talked it over and discovered that neither of us really wanted children. We each thought the other did and each of us was willing to go along with it, but now with the air cleared we decided that his sterility was a blessing in disguise. It kept us from starting a family neither of us really wanted and it enabled me to stop taking the pill.

But the itchy feet didn’t go away. And it became a very specific thing, a desire for a girl. Not a specific girl. Just a yen for female-type lovemaking which wouldn’t go away no matter how I might wish it away.

I took hesitant little steps in that direction. Walked back and forth in front of lesbian bars wishing something would happen and hurrying away if anybody so much as cocked an eyebrow at me. Exchanged long looks with fairly obvious lesbians in public places. And gradually talked myself into giving it a try, telling myself I wasn’t taking a thing away from Norm.

It was what I had been missing.

I said earlier that it’s the same thing making love to a man or woman. It is the same thing in the sense I meant it, that it’s natural and pleasant and enjoyable either way. But in another sense it’s as different as night and day.

When you make love to someone of the opposite sex, the oppositeness is the whole thing. The two of you are yin and yang, paired opposites that fit together to make up a whole being. The man fits into the woman, the cock fits into the cunt, the man gives and the woman receives, and it is the difference between the two of you that makes the physical excitement and satisfaction.

With another woman, it is as if you are making love to yourself. When I eat a girl it is as though I am eating myself; when she eats me I feel my own female mouth upon my loins. Making love with a man is harsh and hard and fierce, passion climbing up sharply, hitting a peak, falling off a cliff. With a woman it is a slower and gentler thing. A very gradual process with no rush toward any goal but a lot of good scenery along the way.

I must sound like a failed poet. But I think you can probably understand what I’m getting at. That’s why it’s so ridiculous when somebody wonders why a person who is bisexual can’t settle for one sex or the other on the theory that you can do virtually everything with a man that you can do with a woman. Sex is more than organs, more than bodies. It’s two people relating to one another, and who the people are determines what the sexual experience is going to be like. It’s one way with a man, another way with a woman. It’s something still different in a group situation where you make love to both men and women at once. In one respect it doubles the excitement, combines things. In another respect it’s not as good because you can never get as involved with a person when there are more than two people in the game. You have to divide your attention, and it’s more a game than an interacting human relationship.

Anyway, I needed both. Both men and women, and I started making the gay scene in a very furtive way, always terrified I would run into someone I knew, always scared that word would get back to Norman.

Ultimately I told him.

Not out of guilt, because that’s not what it was, exactly. It was more my irritation at having to keep this secret from him. I was deceiving him, and by making him the object of my deception I was castrating him in my own eyes if not in his, and I disliked myself for doing this to the man I loved. And I was in a turmoil at the time, and confessed to him much as I had married him, hoping this time that the act of confession would solve my problem for me. That he would forbid me to see women sexually, in which case I would obey him, or that he would think I was disgusting and want out of the marriage, in which case I would give him a divorce and try to make some different kind of a life for myself. Either way I thought it would bring matters to a head.

It more or less did, but not the kind of head I had in mind. Norman heard me all the way through, not showing anything in his face, and then he grabbed me up and swept me off to the bedroom and made love to me with more honest-to-Christ passion than he had shown in months. And he was always a passionate man, but this was like Gangbusters.

I said, “Wow! What got into you?”

“The conversation,” he said.

And he told me he had never known that I had had any gay experiences, but that he wished I had told him earlier because he frankly thought it was the most exciting thing going. I couldn’t understand this. He explained that a great many men are turned on very dramatically by lesbianism, either because they can identify with both parties or because of latent homosexuality or whatever. He said whatever it was, it certainly worked in his case. On top of that he said he wouldn’t be jealous in the least if I went on having girlfriends, and there was no need for me to keep it a secret from him. He would share however much of it I wanted him to share. If I preferred to keep it to myself, that was all right with him. If I wanted to tell him all or part of what I was doing, he would be interested.

And he added that if I ever wanted to bring home a friend for a three-way party, that was also fine with him. I thought he was just kidding when he said this. I didn’t realize he was saying what he meant but keeping it light in case it was something that disgusted me.

I did have some further lesbian contacts but they were unsatisfactory for reasons I explained before. I couldn’t be on an equal footing with these girls. I wanted a bi-girl in a similar situation, and how would I go about finding one?

I actually discussed this point with Norman, and the next night he brought home a book on swinging—not one of yours, I’m sorry to say—and a correspondence club bulletin. I took a quick look at them and asked him what he had in mind. He just shook his head and told me to read them both through and get my thoughts together on the subject, and then we could talk about it.

I read the book and the magazine at one sitting. The book was idiotically written, supposedly case histories but obviously manufactured by the writer. Still, there was enough to it so that you could get the idea of what swinging was all about and even absorb a certain amount of the swing philosophy. You had to work hard to get it, though, because the sanctimonious hack who wrote it went to great lengths to let you know that he personally thought swinging was disgusting. If anything, that gave it an added attraction for me. Anything he was against, I figured was probably fairly worthwhile.

The magazine interested me far more in certain ways because these were real people and it made the reality of swinging far more vivid. While reading the book it was possible to envision the entire thing as a part of a fantasy world, a very pleasant and interesting fantasy but fundamentally unreal. The magazine brought it all home. I enjoyed reading the ads and figuring out what all of the euphemisms meant. French culture, Greek culture, B-and-D, sun worship, and some other terms that were less obvious to me. The book, phony as it may have been, was helpful here. I learned, for example, that “versatile” meant bisexual, and that when a woman wanted to meet a generous man it meant she expected money for her sexual favors.

The magazine excited me. There were so many wives advertising to meet women, either with or without their husbands. I saw that this was exactly what I wanted, that it would supply what I had been looking for.

Then Norm and I had a long talk about it. We really cleared the air. I learned that he believed in sexual freedom to a far greater extent than I would have guessed. I guess I thought of him as the typical male, placing considerable importance on his wife being his own exclusive property. I thought he would think less of me if I had sex with others, whether male or female. And he in turn confided that he had wanted to swing for a long time, but had never brought it up out of the conviction that I would not be interested, that I was strictly monogamous.

I’m sure this happens a lot of the time. I’m sure there are any number of husbands and wives who enjoy swinging, who entertain fantasies in that direction and keep them to themselves, because they are taking it for granted that their spouse would not be interested. And so they both keep their true desires a secret and go through life frustrating themselves simply because they are unable to talk to one another. I know that Norm and I were headed in this direction. If I had not confessed my homosexual desires and actions to him, and if he had not taken it from there and brought up the subject of swinging, I’m sure either our marriage would have failed sooner or later or we would have gone through life settling for far less than we wanted, far less than what we both could so easily have.

In our talks, I learned that Norm desired other women—as I guess ninety-nine percent of the married men in the country do. And I learned that he would not mind if I had other men, or other women, and that whatever I did in this regard he would find very exciting.

This took some getting used to on my part. I wanted what he was offering me but did not believe it would make no difference to him. It’s interesting how completely American women—or maybe all women—let themselves be sold a bill of goods in this manner. We actually grow up believing that our husbands will think less of us if we have sex with people other than them, when actually, with a sensible and together man, absolutely the reverse is true. In Norm’s eyes, my relationships with other persons, both male and female, made me a more totally sexual being in his eyes. I can’t say that he made me believe this completely. It was more a case of my wanting to swing so much that I was willing to chance his losing respect for me. I just saw swinging as such a perfect solution to my own special problem that I was willing to take the risk. Then, when we did swing together and I saw that his reaction was as he had led me to believe, I was overjoyed.

The very first swinging date I had was by myself. Not literally by myself, of course; by that I mean that Norm did not come along. It was an entirely homosexual encounter. A woman advertised that she desired to meet women or couples for swinging, and that her husband would watch or join if desired. I wrote her a letter, probably a longer letter than was really necessary, running down my own situation and explaining that I would like to meet with her privately for conversation and perhaps sex if we suited each other, but that in this first meeting I did not want to bring my own husband along and would rather not have hers present, either. She called almost immediately saying she understood my position completely and would be glad to meet with me on those terms. I went over to her apartment during the afternoon and the two of us sat talking for several hours, getting so close conversationally that sex was almost superfluous.

Then, to prove that sex was not superfluous, we went to bed and made love. I felt as though I was having the first genuinely honest sex with a woman since I had been married. I was being honest to Norman, who knew what I was doing, and I was also being honest to this woman, who knew who I was and knew that our relationship would be casual, with no strings attached to either of us. Because there was no possibility of emotional involvement, I didn’t have to guard against being emotionally attached to her, or her to me, as I always had done in the past. This enabled me to let go of the controls that usually got in the way of my own enjoyment, and the two of us were able to relax and have a very fulfilling and meaningful sexual experience.

This was an icebreaker. Shortly thereafter we moved on to other things, meeting with couples, changing partners, having sex all in the same room together, getting into group sexual unions of one sort or another. I discovered within myself a capacity for enjoying all of these things that I had never suspected might be a part of my sexual makeup. I found that it thrilled me to watch Norm with another woman, especially if I had made love to that woman, or expected to make love to her shortly thereafter. I found that I could have pleasure with another man without feeling in any way disloyal to Norm. I found that it excited me to be observed or stroked by my husband while having relations with other persons, whether male or female. I found that plural acts were thrilling—two men and a girl, two girls and a man, all four of us involved together in some gymnastic sexual exploit.

It took awhile for Norm to emerge as bisexual himself. I learned that he had had sexual relations with other males on certain occasions. When he was a boy he had engaged in mutual masturbation with other boys at an age slightly younger than when I was first going to those necking parties. This was completely abandoned much as girls in my set abandoned lesbian experiments when we grew into dating behavior. He also got in the habit of seeking out homosexuals for a brief period of time when he was in the service. He and various friends of his would go to certain areas where homosexuals congregated, and would permit the homosexuals to blow them on those occasions when they were unable to have sex with females.

Norm told me that he and his friends in the service did not regard such acts as homosexual on their parts. At least they all kept up the pretense of not regarding them as homosexual, although he could not avoid thinking of them that way in retrospect, and felt that the other men may have felt the same way privately although they did not express their anxieties on the subject. As far as what they pretended to believe was concerned, they all agreed that this was something they did only because no girls were available, and that it was a way to get physical relief. Of course they could have had the same relief by masturbating, and the idea that it’s homosexual to go down on a man but not homosexual to let another man go down on you, that idea is a pretty silly one. Although you will occasionally find women new to swinging who act by the same standard—they will let another woman do things to them, but will not return the action, not because they don’t want to but because they cannot accept the desire within themselves. Some people tend to regard such girls as selfish, thinking that they want the fun of being eaten without the work of eating. This makes no sense unless you have the very immature attitude that sex is pleasurable only for the person on the receiving end.

Maybe some of these girls are selfish, but I don’t think that’s what it is. I think they really want to find out what it’s like to eat another girl but they’re afraid of it, afraid it will be an active homosexual act as opposed to the passive one of just lying there and enjoying it. Most of the time, it’s just a stage that they go through. As they become more experienced, they take the next step and play an active role, and generally find out they like that side of it as much or more.

Norman is a very perceptive and analytical person. He has remarkably few hangups and is very good at facing them when they do turn up. He was very good at facing my problem head on and coming up with the solution of swinging. As far as he himself was concerned, he told me that he thought he would probably turn out to be bisexual himself, and that we would wait and see what happened.

Our first swings were with couples where the girl was bi and the husband was not. Norm felt we ought to take one thing at a time in this respect. On about the third date, the other husband turned out to be bi and told Norm he would like to ball him if Norm wouldn’t mind. Norm said he would pass for the time being, but a couple of weeks later we called the same couple again and got together with them, and this time Norm had a complete bi experience. The other girl and I sat there cuddling while we watched our husbands take turns sucking each other off.

Norm found out he enjoyed this. He can only relate to another male as a love and sex object on very rare occasions, but can enjoy the acts themselves fully almost all the time. In this sense he is not bisexual to the extent that I am, since I relate fully to women and men in very much the same way. Norm, on the other hand, would never kiss another man on the mouth or feel the sort of tenderness one normally feels toward a sex partner. But he can get terrific pleasure out of performing fellatio or being fucked anally. In anal intercourse, he says he is able to understand better than ever before how it feels to be a woman in intercourse.

•  •  •

Swinging seems to have been an unqualified success for Norm and Joanne. Both are very much at ease about it and very much at ease with each other. They do most of their swinging as a couple, but each occasionally swings as a single with no jealousy stemming from such incidents. Joanne now and then meets privately with wives who want to make the transition into bisexualism; interestingly, female bisexualism is so nearly universal among swingers that women who are not bi are increasingly apt to regard themselves as abnormal, and to actively seek initiation into bi experiences.

Some of Joanne’s thoughts on swinging in general, its future and its implications, appear below.

•  •  •

When a group of swingers get together and talk about it, the conversation usually reaches the conclusion that sooner or later everybody in America is going to swing. That this is the direction our society is taking and there’s no stopping it.

Of course those of us who are into swinging have a somewhat special perspective on the subject. And when a group of us are talking it up, there’s all this group reinforcement to make us all more positive on the subject. Even so, I think there are real signs that this is not only more than a fad but that it is becoming a real part of American life.

For instance, a couple of weeks ago the Times devoted almost a full page in the second section to group sex. Honestly, the New York Times! Now something like that could never have happened before. The Times would have taken the attitude that maybe this sort of thing was going on, but it certainly wasn’t something decent people were into, and news about it just didn’t come under that old heading about all the news that’s fit to print. You could interpret it as a sign that the Times is loosening up a little. I think it’s more of a sign that the whole world is loosening up a little.

I think there’s more involved in all of this than just swinging. All of the old values are being held up and examined, and the ones that no longer fit the times are being dropped by the wayside. The young kids today are simply refusing to buy the standard American dream, the house in the suburbs and two cars in the garage and all-electric kitchens and all the rest of it. They look around and realize that the American dream worked out fine for a long period of time, but now it translates into pollution and prejudice and war, and a lot of them are bold enough and idealistic enough to want a life style that’s more suited to life itself.

They start communes and try to get back to the soil. They give up the idea of the traditional family and live in a tribal arrangement. They pattern themselves more on the Indians who used to live here than on the white settlers who drove out the Indians and carved up the land.

If I sound very sympathetic to these movements, it’s because I am. And sometimes Norm and I feel like phonies because we share a lot of these kids’ values but look at the life we lead—all caught up in the system. Norm an accountant helping companies dodge taxes and me running a shop selling people expensive clothes they don’t need. Our life is comfortable and it suits us, and yet we periodically have the urge to chuck the whole thing and go back to the land ourselves. I don’t know if it will ever happen, but I think it might.

Swinging—I can’t see the pattern changing in the near future. So many of the people we’ve been with have said that this was something they never thought they would consider, and for one reason or another they tried it and found it was what they had been looking for all along. Not everybody makes it as complete a part of their lives as we do, of course, but I don’t know of anyone who tried it a few times and then gave it up altogether.

People will talk about the possibility of a puritan revival. Sometimes you hear about the resurgence of fundamentalist religion among the college kids, and someone will suggest that they will rebel against our generation by becoming very rigid and straight about sex. I suppose anything’s possible. I don’t believe it, though. I don’t believe there are many kids in that bag, and I don’t believe the trend—if it’s big enough to be called a trend—will be with us for very long.

Of course there was a time when people said that about swinging.

I think everybody is basically promiscuous and everybody is basically bisexual, and I think this has always been the case. But now, for the first time that I’m aware of, people are not only beginning to realize this but to accept it as normal and desirable. So I don’t worry much about the comparisons to the Roman empire. I think our generation may go down in history as the last one with sexual hangups, the pioneers who showed the way past those hangups to the promised land.

I get a little carried away sometimes. But I really believe it.


 

SEVEN:
“Why Not A Book On Bi Men?”

In Three Is Not A Crowd, I dealt with the topic of the ménage à trois, specifically the permanent troilistic ménage consisting of two women and one man. The book consisted of my own introductory remarks followed by the case histories of four such arrangements with which I had become closely familiar. The four situations were quite different each from the other. One involved a man, his wife, and the wife’s sister; another comprised a married couple and the wife’s college roommate and former lover; a third a married couple and the husband’s sister, with whom he had had a sexual relationship during childhood and adolescence. The fourth was not strictly speaking a permanent ménage at all, but consisted of a couple who swung exclusively in threesomes with an extra girl, whom they shared sexually. (Their ideal situation is precisely that of Monica in the fourth chapter of this present volume; she wants to meet a couple who will serve as symbolic parents, while they want the sexual love of a symbolic daughter.) While they had not achieved a permanent arrangement, this was their ultimate goal.

The great differences in these relationships notwithstanding, there were also certain similarities which seemed to illuminate not only troilism and female bisexuality but certain general truths about human sexuality as well.

The book has been selling well, and has drawn rather more reader response than usual. (This may have been partly a result of my including an address for the first time. Readers are often nervous about writing in care of a publisher, although letters to me are always delivered unopened.)

Many of the letters were general, seeking the usual sort of information on swinging and how to get started with it. Two were from couples specifically interested in a ménage with an extra female, as described in the book. Two others stressed the other side of the coin and were related to male bisexualism, in one case specifically relating to the threesome, in another case more general.

A clergyman in his early fifties wrote that he took issue with the idea that most couples preferred a threesome with a second woman, adding that he personally thought it would be especially gratifying and exciting to share his wife with another male. He wrote at some length of the pleasures to be gained from watching his wife and another man engage first in mutual oral-genital contact, then in “dogstyle” coitus, a position his wife particularly enjoys and one which would afford him the best opportunity of watching her vagina penetrated by the extra man’s penis. While he did not mention any desire for contact with the other male, the bisexual implications of his fantasy are not difficult to detect.

The other letter ran as follows:


April 16, 1971
Dear Sir:

Having read your book Three Is Not A Crowd I find it most interesting. May I make a suggestion? Why not a book on bi men? Their frustrations, loneliness. Their continual search for the right one. The love of a woman who is bi herself and understands his or her mate. I frankly believe it makes for a better marriage.

I am a man of fifty-one, divorced, two grown children, and have had a little experience with two women and myself, a couple, and various different men. That’s what is bothering me—men. I enjoy it. But I enjoy a woman, too. Especially if there are two or more people present besides myself.

I have a terrific sex drive and have all kinds of dreams about men and women. Out here in New Jersey I find it very hard to meet people such as myself who like sex in all shape, manner and form. I have answered ads in some of the underground papers but frankly some calls left a bad taste. Such as wanting me to whip them. Ugh! I have thought to place an ad but got cold feet. I even have cold feet writing you but feel you are more or less a writer who has discretion and is interested in what makes people tick on the sex bit.

Respectfully,
Eddie



In my reply, I wrote that I did agree that male bisexuality deserved rather more coverage than it generally received. It seems likely to me that the disproportionate attention paid to female bisexuality is more than a reflection of the larger role of the phenomenon in our society. This plays a part, but another factor would seem to derive from the fact that a certain amount of the popularly available literature in the field of sexual behavior is written more to titillate the reader than to inform him, with purely fictitious case histories so styled as to present particularly vivid sex scenes in as erotic a manner as possible. Books of this sort follow a principle which has been a constant in Western pornography ever since the invention of movable type; i.e., highly-sexed women are portrayed as bisexual, while male homosexuality is omitted almost entirely. The theory has evidently been that the typical reader of pornography, the heterosexual male, is turned on by lesbianism and turned off by faggotry. (The obvious exceptions—De Sade, various homosexual writers—do prove the rule. They took their work very seriously and, whatever their merits, are in an altogether different category from pornographic hacks.)

Indeed, I cannot avoid wondering how much of the gulf in frequency between male and female bisexuality in swinging is to some extent the result of pornography and quasi-pornography. Perhaps this literature has reinforced the notion that lesbianism is sexy while faggotry is swishily contemptible. The usual arguments for the attitudinal distinctions notwithstanding, I suspect the concept of self-fulfilling prophecy is not entirely without influence.

At any rate, I told Eddie that I would be very interested in learning more about his own situation, either through an interview or through correspondence. I gave him my phone number, and shortly thereafter he called and we arranged to meet at an outdoor café a few blocks from my apartment building.

We met at the appointed time. Eddie is a thickset, good-looking man who looks several years younger than his fifty-one years. He has a strong, craggy face, an open expression, clear and straightforward blue eyes. He was dressed in good casual clothes and wore them with some flair. I ordered beer. He ordered white crème de menthe on the rocks—“an old pilots’ drink.” We chatted easily, and he mentioned that he had not been to Manhattan in several years, although his home in New Jersey was less than two hours away.

Eddie came across as a very positive personality, guiltless but somewhat driven, a man who enjoys people and likes human contacts generally. His speech reminded me of somebody, but it was hours later before I made the mental connection. There was something in the way he talked, either the tone or the manner of delivery, which brought to mind the interviewee in a Bob-and-Ray routine. (Don’t ask me whether he reminds me of Bob or of Ray. I can never tell them apart. It took me years to remember which one was Abbott and which was Costello. I never had any trouble with Laurel and Hardy, except for a tendency to get their first names mixed up.)

My original plans for this book—I was already well into it at the time of my meeting with Eddie—did not call for the inclusion of a chapter on male bisexuals. Nor did I expect at the time of the interview to use this material in this context. I have since decided that Eddie’s story provides a good counterpoint to the stories of bisexual women we have examined thus far. In addition, he presents a good picture of Kate, the bisexual woman who initiated him into swinging. This portrait of an aggressive bisexual female swinger is enough in itself to justify including this chapter in the present work.

The material below derived entirely from a single interview with Eddie over an hour or so at the outdoor cafe. Our conversation was interrupted only by the waitress bringing further drinks and occasionally by Eddie, who several times turned to call a cheerful greeting to attractive female passers-by. (There is no better place in Manhattan for dedicated girl-watching than this particular café.) The girls consistently ignored him, which did not seem to faze Eddie in the least.

Eddie was born in Toronto in the spring of 1919 and moved with his family to the United States when he was ten years old. He has one sister. “I had wonderful parents,” he said more than once, and characterized his childhood as a normal life with a “wonderful” family.

Eddie had little to say about his early sexual experiences, not out of reticence but because they did not seem remarkable to him in any significant way. He served in the Air Force in the Second World War and again in Korea, and has worked as a pilot in civilian life. Before his marriage he had a full and active sex life, consisting almost entirely of short-term relationships with girls he knew only casually.

•  •  •

I was married right after the end of the war and divorced eleven years later. I have two wonderful children, really wonderful children. The girl is married and my son is in college.

The marriage, what can I say, it wasn’t a good one. I have a terrific sex drive. I’m a very loving person. My wife was the other side of the coin entirely.

Let me put it this way. In eleven years of marriage I didn’t have my penis inside of her more than maybe six times. She didn’t like to have intercourse. She didn’t like to have sex at all except when she wanted it, and then it had to be her way. She liked it between her legs, gripping my penis between her legs but not letting me get it inside of her. Or else she liked to be on top. She enjoyed that, getting on top and rubbing herself against me until we would both come that way.

I had other women from time to time. Women I would pick up in bars. I like to go out drinking, go out to a bar and do some drinking and have some laughs. Kid around with some woman, maybe take her home if we hit it off, maybe not. I did this from time to time but it never led to anything serious, just a pleasant couple of hours and then I would go home to the wife.

Well, it was no good for either of us. To make a long story short it ended in divorce and I was on my own again. At the time I was about thirty-seven years old. For about a year I went on in the usual way, having a fairly full sex life with women I would pick up but nothing spectacular.

Then a year after the divorce I met Kate. She was a few years younger than myself. A very attractive woman, very positive personality, very sure of herself. A terrific figure, full in the breasts and hips but not fat. I met her in the usual way. That is I picked her up in a bar. We got to talking and I bought her a few drinks and we hit it off immediately. It was like the two of us discovering each other, and from that moment we were the only two people in the place. When it really happens that way it’s something.

We went back to her place that night and the minute we were inside with the door closed we were all over each other. It was the most fantastic sex I had ever had in my life. Not just what we did but the intensity, the drive. The need we had for each other. It was just a tremendous thing. We couldn’t get enough of each other.

I had lost a lot of my sex drive during my marriage. Not lost it. You could say I misplaced it. By this I mean that, oh, when you’re with a woman who doesn’t like sex it has to have the effect of turning the man off, too. But during that time I would dream of meeting someone like Kate, someone who turned me on and more important someone that I really turned on in a big way. Now I actually had what I wanted and it was very exciting to me.

The funny thing is that Kate and I were never in love or close to it. It was never like that at all. And we never lived together, either. She had her place and I had mine. Eventually she gave me a key and I could go over there whenever I wanted, but that’s a far cry from living together.

Actually all we had was the good times and the sex. Nine years of drinking and sex is what it all added up to. We would have conversations and tell each other things, but our whole relationship focused on drinking and sex.

The first time we got into what you might call a swinging situation happened after we had been going together for about a month. I was over at her apartment and we were drinking, and she had a girlfriend of hers over, a woman in her early thirties. A very attractive woman also. We were hitting the sauce pretty good, and at one point Kate turns to the other girl and says, “You know, Eddie won’t believe my breasts are bigger than yours.” And with that she pulls her sweater right over her head and she’s sitting there in her bra.

I didn’t know what to make of all this.

The other girl just stared at her for a minute, then at me, then back at Kate again. Then she stood up and went to the john. I thought she was probably embarrassed or something and I wanted to say something to Kate but she made herself busy freshening the drinks.

Then the other girl—her name was Susan—came back from the john. Kate’s still standing around in her bra. Susan gives us each a look again and what does she do but take her own sweater off, and she’s also standing there in her bra.

I’m tremendously excited. I’ve never been in anything like this before. All kinds of sex with women but never scenes with more than one other person at a time. I don’t have any idea what’s going to happen but I know it’s going to be something exciting. I thought—it’s hard to remember what I thought. That I might get to have intercourse with both of them, one right after the other. That I might get to screw Kate while Susan watched, which I suddenly realized would be tremendously stimulating for me. I don’t know what else I thought.

Kate had a record playing. She went over to Susan and the two of them began dancing and rubbing their bodies together. I stayed where I was and stared at them. They went on dancing and Kate kissed Susan, not a peck on the mouth but a regular soul kiss. She took off Susan’s bra and Susan took off Kate’s bra and they danced with their arms around each other and their bare breasts pressed together and went on kissing. They gradually undressed each other completely and wound up necking on the couch.

I had an erection like a steel bar. Susan was stretched out on the couch and Kate was bending over her kissing her breasts. I thought I was supposed to sit there and watch. I didn’t honestly know what I was supposed to do and was too excited to think straight.

Kate motioned me over to the couch. I knelt down and started going down on Susan while Kate went on kissing her breasts. Then I got my clothes off and Susan sucked me off, and the rest of the night was just a jumble of bodies. I screwed them both and watched them with each other and we all did everything imaginable.

It subsequently turned out that Susan was married, although this was not mentioned at the time. Two weeks later Kate invited me over and Susan was there, along with her husband Jim. We sat around drinking for awhile with nothing said about what had happened between me and the two women. I had no idea that Jim knew anything about this.

Then after awhile Kate said, “Come on, let’s put on a show for the boys.” Whereupon the two women got undressed and began doing a sixty-nine right there in front of us. I was watching and of course highly excited. Jim unzipped me and took out my penis and began stroking it while I watched the girls. I enjoyed having him touch me, and when he knelt in front of me and took me in his mouth I just relaxed and enjoyed it. When he finished I had the desire to do the same to him and did. I sucked his penis and took his come in my mouth and enjoyed it immensely.

This was an absolute first for me. I had never before had any contact with my own sex. Not even fooling around as a kid. In the service there were a lot of homosexuals and bisexuals but I had never had any contact with any of them, nor did I ever go to the gay bars looking for a blow job as do a lot of servicemen who consider themselves to be completely straight. No homosexual had ever gone on the make for me, really, so I can’t say that I would never have tried it if it had come up. But I never had to make the decision. In fact I never even had any thoughts about homosexuality. About having sex with other men. I enjoyed relations with women tremendously throughout all of my adult life and it never occurred to me that I could have similar pleasure with men.

And yet in that first instance I took to it like a duck to water. I never held anything back. Now maybe it would have been different if we were not drinking fairly heavily, because drinking will let you get into something without having to think about it as much as you might otherwise. That may have had a lot to do with my being able to accept it so readily, not only to have him go down on me but to go down on him as if it were the sort of thing I did every day.

I don’t know how I felt about it afterward. The next day, the next couple of weeks. Maybe I felt it was something that had just happened once because we were all drunk and would not happen again. I guess I didn’t think too much about it for the next little while. I knew I enjoyed the hell out of it but I didn’t know what it meant.

Two weeks later, the same scene. Kate and I are drinking over at her place and Jim and Susan drop in. Once again it’s Kate who’s the instigator. She was always the one to get the ball rolling. “Okay,” she says, “this time I think the boys should put on a show for us.”

Well, I was frankly a little nervous about this. I didn’t know just how I felt about it. The first time it was something that happened spontaneously, like in the heat of the moment when we were already hot and bothered from watching the girls together. The idea of doing it now with them watching, just plunging in cold, put me off a little.

But also I was excited. So we got undressed and did a sixty-nine while the two girls watched, and they got undressed also and it wound up a four-way orgy, with everybody doing things to everybody else. As for precisely what was done I don’t remember. I do know that once again I found everything exciting.

About this time I began to worry about myself. Here I was perfectly normal up to age thirty-seven and all of a sudden I’m enjoying sex with another man. I didn’t know what all this meant or where it would lead and I was anxious about it. I went to a psychiatrist, just the one visit, and I told him what had happened and various things about myself. He heard me out and then told me I was bisexual. I asked what he meant and he said it meant simply that I could enjoy sex either way, with men or with women. I asked was this normal and he said what matters isn’t what’s normal for the world but what’s normal for an individual. I asked how come I would suddenly become bisexual after all these years of never even having the vaguest sexual thoughts about another man. He said this happens more often than people realize it. That maybe I was not ready for it before, or maybe the conditions had never been right. But that I seemed to feel good about it. He said I wasn’t bothered by it so much as I felt I ought to be bothered by it, which seemed to hit the nail on the head for me.

I only saw him the one time. He straightened me out, not by telling me much of anything or making me see anything, but just by telling me not to worry, to accept myself for what I was. That was what I wanted to hear, and once he told me I was able to accept myself without any further hesitation, and to enjoy my sex life fully.

•  •  •

Eddie’s experience with a psychiatrist so closely parallels that of Monica (Chapter Four) that I cannot avoid calling attention to the fact. One hears so many stories of psychiatrists either actively screwing people up or else putting them through an endless regimen of therapy or analysis that it is gratifying to encounter instances like these in which well enough was left alone. This is not to suggest that therapy is not very often warranted. Still, I suspect many persons would profit more by the straightforward assurance that they are “normal” and “sane” and can continue to function in the way that is natural to them when this happens to be the case.

One shudders to think what might have been the results had Eddie gone instead to a psychiatrist who would have attempted to “cure” his homosexual impulses. There are men currently practicing a form of reward-punishment therapy, a Pavlovian approach in the course of which the subject receives an pleasant electric shock when shown pictures of members of his own sex and stimulation of the brain’s pleasure centers when shown pictures of the opposite sex. Militant homosexuals find this whole therapeutic approach singularly revolting; they may be assured that one need not be homosexual to be distressed at this type of “treatment.” The concept of “curing” homosexuals is uncertain at best, but to do so with methods one might use to make a dog walk at heel is outrageous.

•  •  •

I went on seeing Kate for a total of nine years. Nine years of drinking and screwing. She was the most highly sexed person I ever met. It’s funny that I never learned very much about her background. She didn’t talk much about the past. In a way it’s remarkable how little I know about her in that we were together off and on for nine years.

As far as group sex was concerned, it was usually very much the same as the first night with Jim and Susan. We never answered ads or ran ads of our own. Never engaged in correspondence of any sort. What would happen is that contacts would come about through Susan. She and Jim were swingers, and when they met another couple that they liked they would give them Kate’s number and the other couple would get in touch with us. Always it would be a case of all four of us being bi, and I would have sex with both the man and the woman.

I always found this to be very exciting. The experiences with other guys were always enjoyable. I got a tremendous charge out of going down on another guy, taking his come in my mouth, swallowing it. I never considered any of this to be disgusting or offensive. I also enjoyed and still enjoy getting fucked. You know, in the ass. There was tremendous pain the first few times. You have to learn how to make room for a penis in there. But after the first five or six times it didn’t hurt any more. Even when it was painful it was also exciting, and there was pleasure mixed in with the pain.

It was funny with Kate. I was her regular guy but she also had a sex life on her own. I remember one time going over there, I had a key to her place at the time, and I let myself in one afternoon and there she is in bed with a woman. A real butch type, male mannerisms, deep voice, the whole bull-dyke bit. I was not jealous at all. I was never jealous as far as Kate was concerned. It wasn’t that kind of relationship between the two of us. Nor did Kate mind the fact that I was there, but the butch got very upset over my presence. Kate told me that it might be a good idea if I left, so I agreed and got out of there and went home, leaving the two of them together. I don’t think we even discussed it later on.

The thing with Kate ended four, five years ago. It’s hard now to know exactly why. Maybe we got tired of each other. For one reason or another we lost interest in each other and broke it off. Also it was just sex and drinking and you can get tired of that sooner or later.

I haven’t seen her since then. Or heard from her. After the breakup I moved from Brooklyn out to Jersey to be closer to the airport where I fly out of. So I lost track of people I had known before.

I think Kate’s married. I’m not really sure one way or the other but think she’s married. Whether or not she is still swinging I don’t know. Knowing her I would suspect that she would be. Whether or not her husband was interested in it, she is the type of person who could get him to go along with it with no trouble.

I think about her sometimes. Mostly because when I was with her I had access to sex that I cannot get regularly any more. Thus I would like someone similar to her in certain ways, but have no interest in seeing Kate herself again, as that whole situation is over and done with.

•  •  •

The break with Kate marked the end of a stage in Eddie’s sex life. He was now a male swinger without a swinging partner, a difficult role at best in today’s sexual underground. His present situation in a small town in New Jersey does not help matters, as it is quite isolated from the swinging scene. While there may well be swingers in considerable numbers in his area, there is no way for him to find out who they are and initiate contacts with them.

•  •  •

Since the break I’ve had experiences with both men and women. But I haven’t had the one thing I really want, which is relations with both men and women at the same time. I can enjoy either men or women alone, but as far as men are concerned, I can’t really let go and enjoy myself completely without the presence of a woman.

I don’t know exactly why this is. Maybe it’s that I can accept being bisexual but cannot accept being homosexual, and thus need a woman around to ease my mind. But I don’t think that’s it exactly. Maybe it plays a part but there is something more. I just find sex with a man so much more exciting with a woman present. It adds something to the experience for me. It makes it fuller, more complete.

I’ll pick up women in bars, that sort of thing. Sometimes it leads to sex and sometimes not. Sometimes it’s a one-night thing. Once in a while we see each other for a longer period of time. But I haven’t gotten into a long-term relationship with anyone since Kate.

A couple of times I’ve tried to get girls interested in threesomes or foursomes. If you have a girl as a partner it’s simple to set things up. There’s nothing to it if you have a partner. I tried to interest various girls that I thought might go for it. But none of I them has ever been interested. Or if they were interested they were afraid to admit it. So nothing ever came of it.

I’ll have fantasies about group sex. Either as a result of something I read or something I imagine in my mind. Sexually I have a fantastic imagination. I’ll dream something up and picture it and masturbate while imagining that it is actually happening. Sometimes this is more satisfying in certain ways than actual contact by itself with either a man or a woman, but it is nowhere near what actually engaging in group sex would be.

Your book, Three Is Not A Crowd, I found very exciting in this respect. But I would have enjoyed it more if there had been male bisexuality as well. A threesome with two men and a girl, that would be ideal for me. Threesomes, foursomes, mob scenes, this is what I want but it is so difficult for me to arrange it without a bi-girl as a partner.

My dream is to meet the right woman. I think about this all the time. That is what I am really looking for. My ideal would be a bisexual gal in her forties, someone I could really respond to sexually and also someone I could care for. Someone I would ultimately marry and settle down with, and we would pursue the swinging scene together.

I’ll tell you something. It is a hell of a lonely life when you are alone. Not sharing anything with another person, not having a person that’s important to you and who cares about you and what happens to you. So much of the time I’m such a terribly lonely guy.

As far as women are concerned, I have the ones I pick up in bars. Also I’ll have sex with men now and then, but it’s impossible where I live. I have to come into the city or go to some larger town in Jersey. I meet fellows now and then in gay bars and go to a hotel room, or I’ll go to one of the public bath houses. I always enjoy this but not as I would if a woman were present. When it comes to men, I like a guy who is a regular man. Not the effeminate type. They just put me off. I like a man to be a man and a woman to be a woman. Very swishy men and very butchy gals I just plain don’t dig at all. I don’t know why. Just not my type.

I wrote you about answering an ad in Screw. The guy wanted me to whip him. Told me over the phone just how he wanted me to take a belt and beat the hell out of him. I damn near puked listening to him. Just not my scene at all. No way I could enjoy anything like that. I can’t even think about it without getting upset. Straight sex, any kind of straight sex—beautiful. But kinky stuff like that just turns me off completely.

Here’s something interesting. I’m sharing a house now with a guy out in Jersey. A nice fellow about my own age, a little younger. I don’t really know him too well other than to share a house with. He’s waiting right now for a divorce to go through and there’s a girl that he’s going with. She’s over at the house all the time. I more or less take it for granted that they’re sleeping together although she doesn’t live with him. And nothing has ever been said about it, but I more or less take it for granted that they’re having sex. Whether or not he plans to marry her after the divorce is final I don’t know.

Now the thing is I have absolutely no interest in having sex with this couple. Not that there is any reason in the world for me to think they would be interested. I doubt that they would be interested, although you can never know about these things. But I doubt it. And even if they were, I would have no interest in it. They are both very attractive people. I don’t know what it is about them but they are not my type, either of them. I think if I ever did get involved in a trio with them it would make me physically ill. I would get nauseous in a situation like that.

I don’t know why.

I have something going now that might turn out to be just what I’ve been looking for. I don’t know, though. I try to keep from getting my hopes up too high. You search and search for the right woman and never find her.

I met a girl named Toni in a bar. I was with another girl and she was with another guy but somehow or other we clicked and got to talking. She came right out and said she wanted to take nude pictures of me. And she more or less hinted that she knew another couple who might be interested in getting together. It’s hard to know just what we told each other because there was all this talking around the subject, but the impression I got is that she’s a girl who wants to swing, and that she digs me in that way. A good-looking girl. I would say she’s in her late thirties. I would also guess that she’s bi, but I don’t know that for sure.

So we exchanged phone numbers. She gave me the number of her office in Manhattan. That’s the part that’s inconvenient, me living way the hell out of town and her living in Manhattan. But maybe something will come of it. I’m supposed to call her Friday and we’ll see what happens.

•  •  •

I told Eddie I’d be very interested in knowing what might develop between him and this girl, and would be interested in being kept informed on any further developments in his sex life or any additional thoughts he might care to communicate. He assured me he would keep in touch, dropping me a letter from time to time and letting me know how things turned out.

As we left the café, he turned to me and said, “Man, I’m really horny today. Where’s a good place to make out in this neighborhood?”

I asked if he was looking for male or female companionship.

He grinned. “To tell you the truth, it doesn’t matter a damn to me the way I feel now. Male or female, it doesn’t matter one way or the other.”

It was the middle of a weekday afternoon, and the only available female talent was likely to be devoutly commercial in nature. I thus recommended a health club a few blocks away which has the reputation of swinging enthusiastically twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Eddie loped off toward the club while I returned to my apartment to type up a set of notes of the conversation.

When a few weeks passed without word from him, I dropped him a short note in which I asked how things went at the health club and if there had been any developments with the girl who wanted to take nude pictures of him.

I received the following reply by return mail:


May 15, 1971
Dear Jack:

Received your note. Many thanks. Sorry to say that Toni didn’t show. Called several times but she was not in. She has my phone number.

The bath house was okay. Wish there was a girl present tho. Everything here is the same. Still looking for that one gal. Guess that’s about it. If I can help in any way let me know.

Eddie



In a sense, no case history is complete as long as the subject is alive. But some case histories are more complete than others. Of those in this present volume, the reader will note that several persons have made what seem likely to prove to be final adjustments—they have gone through periods of conflict and uncertainty and have settled into a pattern which seems to suit them enough to be essentially permanent life styles. This may turn out to be illusory; today’s stability may lead in short order to tomorrow’s chaos. But at least their lives at present have leveled off and their case histories have a finished quality to them, to a greater or lesser degree.

Eddie’s certainly does not. He is in the highly lamentable position of knowing precisely what sort of life he wants, of being able to accept the ostensible abnormality and immorality of that life with no difficulty. In this respect he appears quite well-adjusted.

But, though he can describe the life he wants, he has not been able to achieve it.

Obviously a certain shyness on his part has been holding him back. As to the future, I find predictions extremely difficult. He may find the girl of his dreams and live happily ever after. He may find a girl who falls short of his ideal but who will serve as a swinging partner, giving him entry to the sort of sexual arrangements he so definitely craves. Or he may as easily continue as he has done for the past four or five years, having isolated contacts with both men and women, and limiting his group sex activities to masturbatory fantasies.

One may decide for oneself whether Eddie is better off for having met Kate and having awakened to his capacity for bisexual enjoyment. On the one hand, her influence opened up a world of far more intense sexual pleasures than he had ever experienced, or indeed even envisioned. On the other hand, given the dimensions of his present situation, one could maintain that he is like a person permitted a glimpse of paradise and then returned to earth. None of his current earthly pleasures can approach that quick peek at Heaven, and the result is frustration.

•  •  •

Some versatile ladies—and here a versatile gentleman. Persons involved in various facets of group sex, of swinging, of the New Morality, of Sexual Freedom. People who still must hide their sexual preferences from society, but who are now far more likely to be aware of these preferences, and far more capable of satisfying them, than ever before. People whose lives have been very much shaped by the sexual revolution and who in turn shape it themselves.

Are all women bisexual? I suspect they are, and all men too. The old Freudian theory of homosexuality as a stage of adolescent sexual development—and thus, in an adult, a sign of arrested development—has been pretty much written off lately. Will we shortly come to regard both exclusive heterosexuality and exclusive homosexuality as neurotic, indeed as twin aspects of the same neurosis? Perhaps we will. And perhaps the question is academic.

Earlier this month a lesbian journalist participated in a Women’s Lib forum in Town Hall and climaxed her speech with a bit of theater—two girlfriends joined her on the stage and the three rolled around making love. In last week’s Village Voice, a male homosexual accused her of lesbian chauvinism, pointing out that heterosexuals of the most bigoted sort find lesbianism glamorous, while straight intellectuals are still put off by male homosexuality. “Lesbianism is perverse, while faggotry is perverted; lesbianism serves as an appetizer at suburban orgies, while faggotry would be beneath contempt at these same orgies; lesbianism is exotic, or at worst, good for a laugh, while faggotry is viciously punishable or, at best, good for a laugh.” Thus a male doing as this woman had done would “set the cause back ten years,” while lesbians “get away with murder.”

Hmmmm.

I mused on this while reading a book review in this week’s Village Voice. Faubion Bowers was discussing half a dozen new books on homosexuality, and came up with this observation:

“Two things have always been true of sex in any form. One, it’s the only interesting thing boring people do, and two, everyone, literally everyone, not only has an opinion but is an expert in one way or another.”

Hear, hear!

The End
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But First This Word From Our Author

In the following pages you will make the acquaintance of the following people:

Evelyn, a divorcée, whose husband introduced her to swinging, and who is still swinging although she’s shed her husband . . .

Christie and Vernon, who like to bring home an extra man now and then . . .

Frank, a retired doctor who has made a permanent house call upon a young married couple . . .

Marv, a man who has managed to swing even though his wife isn’t interested . . .

Kate and Bob, who arrange threesomes with other couples in a most unorthodox way . . .

Jean-Paul, a model husband at home, but a practicing sadist away from it . . .

Lew, a uniquely gifted sexual con man . . .

Erica, a bisexual who swings on a never-ending pendulum from man to woman and back again . . .

Paul, who has found paradise by encouraging women to divulge their favorite fantasies . . .

And a couple more.

•  •  •

What do all these people have in common? (Aside from the fact that they’re all in the same book, that is.)

All of them touch in one way or another upon a subject I had the devil’s own time finding a title for. They are swingers, involved in casual sexual relationships for recreational purposes, and yet they are not in the traditional mold of couples meeting with other couples. They are people without mates, or people swinging without mates, or are sexually involved with such people, or—

It’s somehow more complicated to write this silly introduction than it was to write the book. Anyway, you get the idea. It’s not a book about single swingers, because that term usually means nothing more than unmarried individuals who have a rather relaxed attitude toward sex. And, title notwithstanding, these folk are not solitary swingers in the sense of swinging by themselves, all alone in a room somewhere.

Enough!

Enough, in fact, of this introduction. I’d far rather let the subjects of these chapters have a word with you than stand around in the way.
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