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Switch And Swap





Chapter 1


Although swapping is most often denied as 'mate-switching' or 'mate-sharing' this definition is too confirming to be of any real value as a working definition. In truth the term 'swapping' more accurately indicates that a certain individual is likely to become involved with more than one sexual partner either privately or publicly. In truth a person may be single and yet be involved in swapping. Not all swappers are by any means married.
Mate-swapping is not a product of our present day generation. It existed centuries ago as Roger Blake notes in his study, THE WIFE SWAPPERS…
"Mate-swapping, however; like most all forms of human sexual behavior, has existed in one form or another since the most ancient civilizations of mankind. It exists today as an intrinsic part of the customs and cultures of many groups and tribes in Asia, Africa and South America. It was undoubtedly as prevalent in the monarchist Europe of a century or so ago as it is today, if not more so." (3)
Society has always more or less permitted men to have their sexual freedom. A man who occasionally visits a bawdy house or is seen in the company of another woman is not as quickly criticized as a woman would be who was seen indulging in the same activities. Up until this present generation there has always been a kind of 'double-standard' applied to the actions of men, which, on the other hand, have never been applied to women. It has always been assumed that men, because of the strength of their intense physical desires, would occasionally wander from their marital bed-but such privileges and rights have never before been granted to women.
Women's Liberation movements, the fight for equal rights for woman at home, at work, and even in the bedroom, are presently underway as a kind of side-effect of "The Sexual Revolution." Today's liberated women, even the married ones, want the same standards and set of rules set for them as exist for me. And, since this includes the area of sexual freedom, many women are demanding equal rights in selecting their own mates. Today's women are inclined to be as sexually aggressive as men, and they are also inclined to believe that they have as much right to obtain their intimate sexual satisfaction as men.
Today's women, married and single, are inclined to agree that variety is the spice of life. They recognize the fact that their own husbands occasionally wander, and that any boy or man is allowed to have perhaps a multiple of sexual contacts before marriage. Many single women are demanding that they be granted equal rights to be aggressive concerning their physical desires. They also want to have the stigma removed from them if they should become involved with more than one man. The young ladies of today are realizing that 'sex is fun', and that if men can flirt from flower to flower before finally selecting a mate, that women should be granted equal rights and equal opportunity to indulge in polymorphous and plural incidents of sexual abandon.
Let us take a look at the case history of Sylvia Beechwood, an attractive girl of twenty, who was forced to leave home when her mother began complaining about her open promiscuity with men. Sylvia consulted me in a very distraught and upset state. Sylvia confessed to me the extent of her sexual activities. It seems evident that Sylvia's deep psychological problems stem from the fact that she had a dominating mother who ruled her life dictating her own puritanical set of morals.
Sylvia has long flowing coal black hair. Her vivacious eyes are a sparkling dark brown. Sylvia has an attractive pug nose and a dimpled chin. Sylvia's breasts are well-formed and solid, giving emphasis to her broad hips and her tapering legs. It is quite evident that Sylvia might be found attractive, if not desirable, by any virile male.
"The way my own mother acts…" Sylvia complained, with obvious irritation, "you'd think I was an out and out whom Mother tried to keep me away from boys for so long that she finally drove me to them. I admit girls today might act a lot different than in her generation-but our times are changing. I've found out that I could never be happy living the kind of life that mother wants me to. My mother lives in a morbid fear of sex. I've found that my body is a source of pleasure-and if I like a guy I don't mind sharing it with him. I believe that women today have a right to their own sexual freedom. After all men have been libertines since the beginning of times."
"You sound strongly in favor of sexual freedom for women… " I noted. "Can you give me any reasons for these feelings?"
"Yes… " Sylvia chimed, fingering the dimple in her chin. "I remember as a child mother and dad fought over sex all the time. I remember one time dad brought a young girl home when mother was in the hospital. He had sex with her right in our very home. I remember it so well because my father was practically delirious as he achieved his explosive climax. Mother found out about it from a neighbor who happened to be watching through the partially open window. It ended with mother suing dad for divorce and driving him to drink. I haven't seen my father since then."
"In other words you feel your mother is too strict"
"Definitely-yes…" Sylvia sighed, heavily. "Mother has never been a real person to me. She's always stood for some unbreakable set of rules. I really don't understand how mother laid still enough to conceive me. In fact, I can't even imagine it. It's a wonder she didn't tell me she had an 'Immaculate Conception'. When mother gets sniffing the air for sex she's like an inquisitor."
"Do you blame your mother for your sexual permissiveness?"
"Not really…," Sylvia complained. "It just seemed natural to me that my body was a source of pleasure. I mean-at the age of five I discovered that a resourceful child could amuse itself for hours just by manipulating its fingers between its legs. Surprisingly mother caught me masturbating a few times. But I was a prolific masturbator. I was always digging my finger into my vagina, and flicking my thumb back and forth over my throbbing clitoris. The soft waves of sensual pleasure drove me nearly out of my mind. My own orgasm would become a hot liquid pouring from between my thrashing thighs. I would groan an A my body would almost go through passionate spasms as I released my hot liquid orgasm.
"Mother never succeeded in convincing me that my body was dirty… " Sylvia noted. "She tried. But I've always loved myself in a kind of physical way. I love touching myself as I apply scented lotions. I began dating boys too, I admit I went all the way when I was thirteen. But I knew enough from older girls to know to make the boy wear a rubber. If a boy didn't please me and bring me as violent a climax as I could obtain with my own finger I went out on him. I dated several boys and yes, I admit, I had screwed with all of them. I like nothing better than to have a boy violently bite my titties while his hand moves suggestively between my legs. It's even more fascinating when he gets me hot and makes his move to put the meat in."
"Go on…"
"Mother got the word that I was promiscuous then…," Sylvia smiled. "I had to invent ways to slip out of the house. My only pleasure became the few brief minutes that I was locked in a passionate embrace with some boy I knew."
"I see…"
"I guess I did get a bad reputation…," Sylvia noted. "Some of the girls called me a 'whore' and other things. I guess I was just more 'hot natured' than most girls. Or maybe I just needed love more desperately and didn't know where to find it. Anyway when I was eighteen mother literally 'kicked me out'. She told me that I was vile and filthy as my father. I've never tried to contact her since then."
"Go on… "
"I went to work in a department store…," Sylvia blushed, fingering her long dark tresses. "I moved to a boarding house which of course was restricted to women. No chance to bring a date home or any such thing. Sex became a series of parked cars in lovers lanes. I didn't enjoy it much because it's very difficult to have an orgasm inside such cramped quarters. I did get in on some good oral sex now and then. But you were always scared silly that someone was going to spot you!
"I went out with five different guys in the department stores…," Sylvia noted. "Because I put out on the first date I always got asked again. Some of the girls who had their eye on the men and had more serious intentions resented me. Too, the men began talking and comparing notes. I had to quit because all of the girls began giggling at me and the men began leering at me in a sensual way that made me overly self-conscious of my reputation. I had quite a few conflicts and problems…," Sylvia noted, "until I caught on to the swapping scene. I really discovered a wonderful thing when I met Vic Maloney. Vic's a guy who works in a gas station. He's fairly educated and he makes good money. But Vic is not about to be tied down to any one girl. Why should he be-when he can have the pick of the field?
"Vie has broad shoulders, bulging muscles, wavy black hair, dark eyes…," Sylvia confided, "and a mammoth sized cock that's very hard to satisfy. Vic seems to be able to fuck for thirty minutes before shooting his load. He's had a few complaints from girls that he's hard to make 'come' but in the end the girls like the prolonged fucking so well that they come back for more. Vic was the first one to tell me that I had a problem being seen out with so many guys."
"Look-baby…!" Vic muttered, "a guy can sleep around and not hurt himself. But a girl who sleeps around is automatically labeled a 'tramp.' Your best bet-baby-is to dig the swap scene with others like yourself who enjoy sex to the hilt-but don't want the reputation of being oversexed or promiscuous. Swapping has it over everything you've ever tried before. Imagine four guys laying you down and using their mouths on you at once! Swing with me baby and I'll show you a side of life you've never seen before!"
"Vie talked me into joining one of the swap groups…," Sylvia noted. "He took some nude photos of me and showed them to the swap members and they were one hundred percent in favor of letting me in their group. What shocked me was that several of the members were married. One guy was there with his wife and another was there without his mate. The other four members were single men and women who had joined for the pure pleasure of enjoying group sex!
"My heart skipped a beat…," Sylvia smiled, "at the thoughts of being involved with four different men and three different women. This really seemed to be the solution. Sex is a cozy shower. Food. Privacy. No one knew the nature of our liason except the members and we were sworn to secrecy. Here I could be banged by four different guys almost simultaneously and no one would know about it.
"It sounded like a wonderful way to save your reputation…,"Sylvia blushed, "while enjoying multiple sexual experiences all at once. Swapping proved to be even wilder than I imagined. This group was known as 'The Liberators' and was made up of select members from a hundred mile radius of our city. We met once a week and paid dues to provide refreshments and pay expenses. As I suspected, I had to undergo a "Initiation Ceremony'. I had to suck off four men and swallow their ejaculations. And then I had to perform an act called 'analinctus' on three of the women! I never thought I'd be able to go through with it but one of the members had some kind of Vietnamese marijuana and got me high enough off it to have blown a blimp!
"Vic was the first one to stand spread-legged in front of me…," Sylvia noted. "I was down on my hands and knees in a totally submissive position. Vic swaggered up to me holding his raging penis between firm fingers. He moved his finger back and forth over the head as he guided it to my mouth. Vic has a terribly hairy genital region. It's so thick that if you didn't see his cock bulging out you'd think he was a woman! Vic had dark hairs curling up his chest which I'd never noticed before. I mean-how can you tell much about a guy in the cramped quarters of some car! Here-Vic looked like a virtual giant! His cock was almost two inches thick and it shot out seven and a half inches long. When Vic approached me he looked like some bulging Spartan in battle! I felt a sudden intake of breath as Vic pushed his throbbing dick between my lips!"
"Take it all-baby!" Vic muttered. "Suck it slow-nibble it-bite it a little bit!"
"Ummmm…," Vic mumbled, as my hot lips engulfed his swollen cock.
"I had a good four inches of his pulsating tool in my mouth…," Sylvia noted, "when Vic began really pumping the meat in and out of my mouth. I gobbled the remaining few inches of his cock and almost choked. Vic bent my head back and almost rammed his enormous prick further down my mouth! Somehow-with a mouth full of his flesh-I didn't gag or anything! Vic wrapped his strong fingers around the back of my head and he began really screwin' my mouth like it was a snatch. I made the appropriate motions with my lips and tongue! I twirled my tongue around the tip and ran it up and down the underside that had so many blue veins that it reminded me of a road map!
"Vic practically unhinged my jaws in his desperation to have an orgasm…," Sylvia noted. "My nose was rammed against his wiry genital hairs and the smell of sex was hot in my mouth. Finally Vic spewed down my throat. He imprisoned his penis inside until the goo ran down my throat! I never gagged once. Vic was in me too good to allow that! Finally when his penis shrunk and his testicles released their load my mouth was free of its prisoner!
"Another guy-Alien-banged his stiff rod in my mouth…," Sylvia noted. "I went through the same motions again with two other men. Lenny and Bruce. Bruce was a handsome single guy who played football in high school. He really knew how to make a girl tackle his manhood. I'll say that!"
"The three other women were Loretta, Florence, and Norma… f" Sylvia blushed. "Norma was a truculent redhead with violently sparkling green eyes and desperately long fingernails. Her breasts were an alabaster whiteness and the nipples were a violent red color instead of a golden brown.
"First Norma rubbed her hairy muff in my face…," Sylvia laughed. "Gawd-I'd never eaten a snatch before! God-here was some woman rubbing herself off against my mouth like she had a rod!"
"I'd rather have her eat my box…," Norma challenged. "I'm not so sensitive in my ass!"
"The members conferred and it was decided that I would have to suck Norma to an orgasm first…," Sylvia muttered. "I was hoping Loretta and Florence would also want cunnilingus but both of them tormented me with the fact that I was going to kiss their unwashed ass-holes!
"Norma began softly moving her clit over my face…," Sylvia noted. "Norma clasped her fingers around the back of my head and rubbed my nose in her belly. At first I was repulsed by the smell of her hot sex in my mouth but when I finally located her clitoris and began sucking it and it began to throb like a miniature penis IT I realized I was enjoying the initiation ritual very much!"
"When I climax-baby…," Norma whistled, "ram your finger in my asshole!"
"Oh,-I-ummmm!," Sylvia gasped. "Oh-Gawd-what a HOT tunnel!"
"Love it-, baby…!" Norma babbled, moving her cunt in rhythmic circular motions against my face. "Oh-gawd-suck it-baby!"
"I couldn't resist the urge to suck her entire genitalia into my mouth…" Sylvia blushed. "I had her labia minora, her labia majora, her clitoris and everything. I moved my tongue into the opening of her vagina and began sucking and blowing."
"Umnmim-honey-screw!" Norma gasped. "Oh-a-gawd-a-mighty-do you know how to suck a box!"
"Norma was wildly bucking…," Sylvia smiled. "She was juicing up something terrific. That girl really secretes some hot stuff! Norma went wild and almost pulled my hair out by the roots as I moved my mouth, tongue and lips wildly over her pussy. I felt her orgasm about to erupt."
"Stick it-baby!," Norma cried. "Shove it up my ass!"
"As her orgasm erupted in my mouth…," Sylvia blushed, "I jammed my finger up her asshole. Norma came all over the place. She held me and made me lick her snatch until it went dry!"
"Florence was in a desperate hurry to get me to lick her ass-hole…," Sylvia noted. "Florence is a bit of a sadomasochist anyway. She bent over exposing her raw and gaping butt to me. I almost puked as I stuck my tongue between her bulging nates. Finally Vic suggested to Florence that she go into the bathroom and clean the area real good and then put some sweet smelling perfume on it!"
"Florence came back smelling like the inside of a whore house…!" Sylvia laughed. "Her butt was clean and scented. I placed my hands on her hips and moved my tongue inside her slit. I wondered how you could suck someone's ass to a climax. It was then that Florence told me to move my hands between her thighs and masturbate her from the front!"
"Play with my cookie…!" Florence laughed, "And ream out my butt!"
"I made my masturbatory efforts effective…," Sylvia noted, "because I wanted out of that ridiculous and embarrassing position as quick as I could manage. I kept licking and sucking that tightly-drawn ass-hole and occasionally probing my tongue inside while my fingers worked the front!"
"Mmmmmm… b… a… b… y!" Florence gasped. "What experienced fingers. They must have got a lot of practice at home!"
"I increased my efforts to make her have a climax…" Sylvia noted. "Thank heavens Florence responded to my fingers on her clit and she released her liquid explosion, Florence turned and made me tongue her cunt until it went dry before allowing Loretta to spread her butto to me. I got rid of Loretta very quickly. She was practically having an orgasm by the time I got my fingers and mouth working on her."
"Go on…"
"Loretta came real quick…," Sylvia laughed. "The one thing I remember about her is she had had recently shaved her box and the hairs were growing back like wire bristles. They irritated my face as she rubbed her muff against my lips!
"Four guys pulled me down on the carpet…," Sylvia noted; "I felt four mouths dive for my body. I felt one hot mouth on my right breast, another on my left. Bruce had my clitoris in his mouth and he was kissing me everywhere. Vic was kissing up the inside of my thighs, leaving violent red blotches as souvenirs of the occasion. I felt Vic's mouth on my thighs, sucking… and I began moaning, groaning and tossing and turning."
"Ohoo… N… O!" I gasped, in sensual ecstasy. "Oh-gawd-you're ki… ll… me! Ummmm-oh-un-r-owwwwwwwww!"
"Vic's mouth moved down my legs, while Bruce's tongue lapped incessantly between my thighs. The two mouths sucking on my tits were driving me out of my ever… loving mind!"
"Watch her twist and turn…!" Florence laughed, moving her anxious fingers to her own wet and wanton box.
"Ummmmm… oh… ohoooooooo I," Sylvia gasped, recalling the explosive force of her orgasm. "I came like an inter-stellar explosion! My relief was like a thousand skyrockets exploding simultaneously. When I relaxed I almost collapsed. Still these mouths moved over my body sucking and bringing me a thousand sweet pleasures!"
"No-more!," Sylvia gasped, watching as Florence, Loretta and Norma pulled the men away from her. "Suddenly everyone was embracing someone. I had Bruce's hard rod thrust solidly between my thighs. I was pressing his buttocks frantically trying to push more of his rock-hard penis inside me. I was pumping and gyrating to the frantic rhythm of his lust. My body was about to burst from the fullness of his love."
"Hold on-Baby!," Bruce groaned, smothering my lips with his hot and violent kisses. "Let's make it together-honey!"
"Oh-jeez!," Sylvia gasped. "I'm co… mi… ing! Oh! Oo-oooooooo!"
"Get it-baby!" Bruce groaned, releasing the full volume of his load.
"When Bruce rolled off me*…, Sylvia noted, "I was full with his seed."
"Alien was sporting a solid unsatisfied penis…," Sylvia blushed, thrilling at the memory of her lust filled evening. "Alien stretched out on the thick carpet and bid me to straddle him. I spread my thighs across his abdomen and moved on my knees up over his throbbing penis. I guided his bulging rod into my vagina and moved slowly up and down on it. I felt the sweet and delicious sensations of hot and passionate sex moving inside me."
"Oh-ooooooooo!," Sylvia gasped, moving more frantically.
"It was even more pleasurable doing the frantic mating motions myself…" Sylvia blushed. "I moved to the tempo of my own arousing passion. When I got to really moving and just about the time that Alien was ready to shoot his load he pulled me forward so that I was laying on top of him as he spewed his hot male semen inside me."
"Gawd-," Sylvia blushed. "I thought that was the end of sex for me, but just then Lenny mounted me from behind. We were forming what is called a "menage a trois" meaning a three-way sex sandwich. Alien had his flesh in me in the front and Lenny shot his greased penis into my ass-hole. I was being pumped and pounded from fore and aft. Lenny moved his pulsing flesh in and out of my rectum and I have to admit it hurt in an awfully nice kind of way! I was moaning out of my mind with pleasure as Lenny pumped his huge thing in and out of my rear."
"Ohooo-ummmmmmm!," Sylvia gasped.
"Just then Lenny reached around and began masturbating my clitoris with his finger…," Sylvia noted. "I was being excited from all directions. My body did not remain unresponsive! I had a hot and violent orgasm and if I didn't know better I'd swear that my arsehole shot out it's own liquid proof of pleasure. It feels so utterly sensational when a guy creams your butt!"
"After that much sex…!" Sylvia blushed, "I was exhausted! We engaged in a wild daisy chain of oral sex. We girls mouthed peters while the men sucked out clits. The party lasted until way after midnight. Vic was well pleased with my performance and informed me on the way home that I would become a regular member."
"I suddenly stopped dating the men at work…," Sylvia noted. "Boy did that cause a minor scandal. Some of the girls claimed I had gotten Religion' and others claimed I was scared stiff of getting pregnant I was on the pill though and taking every precaution necessary. I was just good and tired of men using me and then bragging about it later-so that I became the talk of the community."
As my activities became more secret…," smiled, "the talk died down. I became so crisp and sarcastic with the men where I worked that they no longer dared even ask me for a date. All the girls believed I had turned modest. Now and then I would be seen in Vic's company and a few eyebrows would be raised. The damnedest thing happened after that Vic and I began getting serious about one another. We swapped every week and enjoyed polymorphous and perverted sex with the other members. But during the week I would go to Vic's private apartment and we would make love for hours. Since I was staying at a boarding house I never got a chance to invite Vic in."
"Go on… "
"Swapping was a groove-man," Sylvia blushed, "and my relationship with Vic was marvelous. I was the happiest person in the world when Vic surprised me with an expensive diamond engagement ring! You could have really knocked me over!"
"I see…"
"The news was so wonderful that I just had to tell my mother…," Sylvia blushed. "I mean… I thought she would be thrilled that I was getting married and making my desires legal in the eyes of God and man. After three years mother didn't seem glad to see me. I was sorely disappointed. I told her I was going to be married. All she said to me was… 'isn't it a bit too late for that!'"
"When I almost cried mother softened some…," Sylvia blushed. "She asked me to bring the boy by to meet her. I was pleased. I got Vic dressed up for the occasion. In a black suit and tie he looked handsome. Mother seemed pleasantly surprised. Only she kept her eyes riveted on Vic's crotch and seemed to be studying him. Then mother asked me if she could talk to Vic alone. My heart did a flip-flop. But I left mother and Vic alone. In about ten minutes I heard mother's shrill voice saying… 'Your children will be born in sin. My daughter is a fallen woman!"
"Oh-God!" Sylvia gasped. "Oh-mother-no!"
"I ought to know…," Vic said, acidly, turning to mother with an angry frown. "I'm the one who introduced her to swapping. We're both sorry to have bothered you!"
"Vie stomped out the door angrily…," Sylvia noted. "Vie told me that mother had given him an account of my sensual activities since childhood. Vic was furious-suspecting that mother wanted to break us up."
"I don't mind marrying a fallen woman…," Vic laughed, squeezing my hand and affirming his affection for me. "It just proves to me that you're human. Now that I've met your mother I understand a lot of things. As long as we both enjoy swapping…," Vic laughed, "we'll indulge. When we get tired of it… I guess we can become a normal monogamous married couple. At least I'm sure that you're a normal woman in every way. Which is more than I can say for your mother!"
PSYCHOLOGICAL COMMENT:
This most interesting case history came to my attention when Sylvia consulted me concerning her very real problem with her mother. Sylvia's faith seemed to be shattered. She complained that she thought her mother hated her and secretly wanted to destroy her. Not having met Sylvia's mother I was not in a position to voice an opinion… however the facts are evident that Sylvia's lack of communication with her only close relative caused her much psychological trauma.
Sylvia went over intimate details of her childhood. She had masturbated heavily. But then that was nothing new or unusual I noted that it quite often happens that children develop the ability to obtain satisfying orgasms at the age of two years or more Sylvia revealed that she had always lacked 'love' from her mother and that she had tried to seek it in other ways.
Sylvia seems to have learned that love and sex are quite different and that sex is merely the physical expression of love. Sylvia is coming to understand the violent physical needs of her body and she no longer experiences any deep-seated guilt problems concerning her swapping activities.
Sylvia genuinely wants to be a good wife, and in the future, a mother to the children that she and Vic may have. I interviewed Vic and found him to be a level-headed and stable, emotionally mature man. In discussing sex Vic admitted that his own desires were quite extreme and that he thought it would be almost impossible for him to remain faithful to one woman for the rest of his life. Vic admits he is strongly interested in oral sex, anal intercourse and analinctus. For this and other reasons Vic claims he is glad that he had married a girl who is also sexually mature.
Both Vic and Sylvia admit they suffer extreme physical desires which are best satisfied within the swapping scene. Neither feels any shame for their desires. Both Sylvia and Vic seem to respect their bodies and feel that swapping is the best means of satisfying their desires.
Sexual acts which were once termed 'perversions' seem to be quite popular in the world of swapping. Frequently members indulge in oral sex, analinctus and acts of anal sodomy.
In SODOMITE PRACTICES by Roger Blake, the author notes…
"Analinctus, the tonguing of the love partner's anus and the lingual penetration thereof, is indulged either actively or passively at one time or another by a great number of people with frequent sexual contacts." (8)
In SODOMITE PRACTICES, Roger Blake notes also…
"The anal area is erotically responsive in some individuals… As many as half or more of the population may find some degree of erotic satisfaction in anal stimulation. There are some males and females who may be as aroused erotically by anal stimulation as they are by stimulation of the genitilia, or who may be more intensely aroused." (8)
Author Roger Blake concludes in SODOMITE PRACTICES…
"I have never known of a heterosexually active male who has not participated in anal-intercourse with a female at least once. And I find it to be a popular indulgence of many erotically active females, perhaps as many as 50%. With a great number of women it has become a preferred practice and a means of achieving orgasm." (8)
In swapping sessions it is quite common for two men to make love to one woman. Or for two women to make love to one man. Although the term "Troilism" refers more specifically to a love-session between three persons we sometimes refer to the sex-sandwich in which three persons are involved as a 'menage-a-trois,' through most swapping adventures consist of more than three persons.
Sylvia comments that she was made love to by two men at once when one penetrated her vaginally and another utilized her anus for his intimate physical needs.
In TROLISM: LOVE FOR THREE author Roger Blake comments…
"And hardly ever is a triangular love session devoted only to simple genital-to-genital contact. Nearly all of the variations are employed to satisfy the polymorphous and plurisexual needs of those in the trio." (4)
Men and women who participate in swap sessions may become involved in practicing sodomy, cunnilingus, fellatio, three-way love sessions and any combination of sexual perversions that they can imagine and that they might find desirable at the time.
Since man is both human and animal at the same time he often has much difficulty in understanding his own physical desires. Sylvia admits she felt guilty about her ‘bad reputation' but verifies that by engaging in swapping she limited her promiscuous activities strictly to members within the group.
Sylvia admits she is glad that her husband is a swapper. She testifies that she believes that few men are faithful to their wives. Sylvia admits she would hate to deceive her husband about her own desires. Since both Sylvia and Vic seem to be sexually active people with strong desires perhaps swapping does seem to be the simple solution to their erotic desires.
Today's morals are changing much faster than we can record them and give an authentic account for these changes. Young men today seem much more interested in finding a wife that can please them sensually than in finding a 'pure virgin'. Surveys taken among college males prove that 'chastity' is not one of the most important factors when a man goes shopping for a wife. This shows that our moral and social patterns are undergoing a radical change.
In today's times the emphasis seems to be on social and sexual compatibility more than on chastity. The increase of swapping activities among adults and teens is another indication of our quickly changing times. In future Chapters we hope to explore this phenomenon more carefully.



Chapter 2


Wife-swapping is becoming more and more popular as the conditions of our society become more confused and as we become more unsure of our future and our ultimate destiny. It is as if we are trying to find something permanent, something pleasurable and reassuring, in our unstable world.
Most laymen think of the couples who indulge in swapping as unstable, probably unhappily married, and emotionally immature. However, the facts seem to indicate the opposite. Though many critics consider the practice immoral it is not considered to be unhealthy by many practicing psychiatrists and psychologists. Many indeed regard mate-sharing as the answer to the problems confronting mans' over-active libido. Many psychiatrists argue that it is a safety-valve allowing for the release of sexual tensions without guilt. Indeed, in many cases, swapping becomes a way of sharing the guilt and pleasure equally among husband and wife.
In THE SEXUAL VARIANTS; author Harvey T. Leathern notes…
"Immoral as wife-swapping may be-immorality, of course, being outside the realm of our study-unhealthy it is not. The theory that a marriage in sexual trouble will be bolstered by the use of a strange sexual apparatus in place of the familiar one is wrong-because sexual disharmony always indicates certain emotional conflicts, and wife-swapping is a most unemotional, if very sensual, pastime." (16)
Harvey T. Leathern also observes in THE SEXUAL VARIANTS…
"To the contrary, most married couples who practice wife-swapping-the act could be called husband-swapping as well-have extremely well-adjusted sex lives. It is this factor of being so sexually sure of one another that permits each to allow another person access to the partner's sexual favors-naturally, the couple must be psychologically sure of each other's love as well." (16)
Nor is wife-swapping restricted to persons of low moral fibre who lack the education to distinguish between right and wrong. Statistics tend to prove that the more educated a person is the more he is inclined to indulge in sexual experimentation.
In THE SEXUAL VARIANTS author Harvey T. Leathern notes…
"Most patients of mine, who have admitted to indulging in their organized or spur-of-the-moment trading of husbands and wives, are fairly sexually sophisticated-and better educated than the usual person. Wife-swapping is not in other words a low-call, low-morals activity, as many believe. It should not be forgotten, as Kinsey discovered, that the higher the level of educational attainment, the more prone a person is to sexual experimentation." (16)
Wife-swapping sometimes becomes a way of combating martial boredom. Some couples may be so well attuned to each others sexual responses that they no longer find the same thrill and excitement even though copulation or noncoital techniques may lead to orgasm. In such instances many husbands and wives claim that swapping has helped rekindle their desire for one another in a deeper and more meaningful way.
It is not always the husband who leads the wife astray. Most women realize that their husbands crave sexual variety and respond sexually to attractive women. Most wives find that their own desires are just as insistent. Many women realize that 'swapping' is a solution to the growing problem of martial infidelity. Since so much guilt is experienced by the transgressor in an extra-martial affair many husbands and wives find that swapping together relieves any guilt feelings they may have, while allowing their pleasures to be shared in each others presence as well.
Though wife-swapping has long been condemned as an immoral practice it does not seem to be harmful to a marriage that is mature and where a husband and wife are broad-minded concerning their own desires.
Concerning the active role played by the female in arousing a mate's interest in wife-swapping author Roger Blake notes in CASEBOOK: FEMALE BEHAVIOR.
"Mate-swapping has been called "America's Number One Sex Kick," and still goes more often by the title of wife-swapping. But like the control of consumer purchasing in the U.S., it is the American female who may be responsible ultimately for S0% or more of all the spouse-switching which goes on today." (17)
Let us take a look at the case history of Sabrina and Anthony Pruitt, a well-to-do young couple in their mid-thirties who seem to have the best of everything that life has to offer. Sabrina lives in a ten room brick ranch house surrounded by three acres of cultivated flower gardens and shrubs, a huge swimming pool which is surrounded by a high fence and many of the luxuries that indicate that Sabrina and Anthony truly belong to the 'upper class'.
Sabrina is a remarkably attractive blond, with a long aquiline nose and haunting blue eyes that sparkle with a strange sexual vitality. Sabrina's long flowing blonde hair hangs free adding to the aura of sexual vitality that seems to surround her.
Anthony is a man in his late thirties, who, despite the appearance of a firm paunch, presents an attractive and wholesome appearance to the world. Anthony is just short of six foot tall, he has wavy black hair slightly streaked with grey, and dark brown eyes. Anthony's lips are full and sensual, his hands both fleshy and masculine, testifying to the fact that he is a person of enormous sexual vitality.
Sabrina and Anthony have been married for eleven years. They have no children. Sabrina has a morbid fear of pregnancy and disfigurement which she feels would be the result of childbirth. Sabrina suffers from 'Maiensiophobia' which is the fear of going thorough childbirth. Contrary to the layman's opinion, however, Sabrina is not at all 'frigid' as will be amply illustrated by her perverse and polymorphous involvement in bizarre sexual escapades.
Neither Sabrina nor Anthony truly desire to have children. They are seemingly content in their world of polymorphous and plurisexual sex with their upper-class friends.
Sabrina and Anthony did not consult me as patients. There is little about their life-style or personalities to indicate any deep emotional conflicts centered around their sexual patterns. Sabrina and Tony have been life-long friends who have occasionally provided me with information concerning their swapping activities for inclusion with my psycho-erotic studies. Because of their high-charged sexual interests and because both Sabrina and Tony are very well adjusted and very much in love with one another I thought their case history might prove worthy of inclusion within this present volume.
"If you want.me to be entirely honest…," Sabrina admitted, with a quick flashing smile, "I'll have to confess that I got Anthony started in the world of swapping. My husband has some business interests that require him to be on the road quite a bit of the time. Anthony and I both have a sexual life that is remarkably free of hang-ups. By that I mean that we enjoy sex to the hilt. Our methods and desires are unrestricted and uninhibited. The only thing is that after eleven years of marriage even the ritual of sex becomes a bit monotonous. Anthony makes me have an orgasm almost every time but some of the fire and fury has gone from our relations!"
"I guess I'm spoiled by having the best of everything…," Sabrina smiled. "The only thing I lacked before was passionate sexual companionship. I've always known that my desires were stronger than Anthony's. After one orgasm Fm ready to climb my way to another, but then my husband is ready to sleep and he cannot be aroused to a second awakening!"
"I made the mistake of being unfaithful to Anthony one time…," Sabrina smiled. "It was with the young man who always delivered our whiskey once a month. Anthony has a standing order at one of the liquor stores. This youth, Mark, brings it around once a month. This guy is so well hung, flashing a perpetually stiff penis inside his tight blue trousers, that I found him irresistible. I guess Mark studies the way that I watched him and my interest in his sexuality because one day he made a pass at me while he was carrying the booze down into the cellar. I tried to resist at first but when he clamped those hot passionate lips over mine and when those thick virile hands moved up under my blouse I knew that I was gone. I'm an attractive woman and I guess the youth found me vulnerable. So naturally he tried forcing himself on me. He didn't have very much trouble either!"
"Mark had been driving by about once a week when he was delivering in our area…,"Sabrina noted. "One day Anthony came home and caught him. I was laying naked in our king-sized bed and Mark was dressing to leave. My husband came in cool, not one bit ruffled by the scene. He pulled out a twenty dollar bill, stuffed it in Mark's hands and told him he was 'fired'. Anthony changed his order and placed it with another store. After that we had a real serious discussion about our sexual lives and problems."
"It's not that I'm dissatisfied…," Sabrina related, "I consider our sex life to be nearly perfect. It's just that my desires are more insistent and demanding. That I find myself thinking of hot and violent sex at odd times during the day. Haven't you ever had the desire to be unfaithful to me once?"
"Of course…," Anthony softened, "but then I thought, men experienced these desires more than women."
"After talking it over…," Sabrina smiled, "we both admitted that our sexual desires were overwhelmingly strong. Anthony even admitted he had had an affair on the side once or twice. He confessed they were merely for sex, while his relationship was with me was strictly for 'love'." Anthony was the first to mention that we didn't need to cause a scandal by becoming adulterers publicly. When Anthony mentioned he knew some business associates who indulged in 'swapping' and had long been inviting him to join my heart skipped a beat."
"Of course…," Anthony gulped, "I never thought you'd be interested!"
"It sounds like the ideal solution…," Sabrina vouched. "I mean-we are both adults and mature enough to have complete trust in one another. We enjoy everything else we desire… why not our bodies also?"
"Anthony started the ball rolling by inviting two swapping couples to our house for a party one weekend…," Sabrina laughed. "He invited Connie and Grant Vincenti and Ethel and Lewis Endicott. Both couples were quite attractive and well-to-do. Connie was a tall red-head with lively blue eyes and a gregarious personality.
"Being wealthy has it's disadvantages…," Connie blushed, sipping her martini. "I have my life so simplified that my major problem seems to be confronting boredom. It has become a real problem; I found several years ago that my thoughts turned to sex. Grant said I thought about it so much and became so demanding of him that it was time to do something about it. That was when we got together with Ethel and Lewis and began mate-swapping. We actually switched husbands and they took us each to a different hotel and the first time. Then we got together and laughed about it and decided we ought to do it openly in front of each other so that we could derive pleasure from each other's erotic involvement."
"One time when Lewis was making love to me…," Connie laughed, "Grant leaned over and kissed me. He broke off though when Ethel began really sucking his penis towards completion!"
"That first party was the wildest moment of my life…," Sabrina smiled. "We sat around and got high off martini's first and then we began playing strip-poker. No one was sure how I would react because it was my first time. As Lewis stripped down out of his shirt and slacks I noticed a massively bulging dick sticking out of his shorts! I was sitting around in my bra and panties with my boobies becoming suddenly erect when suddenly I got the desire for hot and violent sex."
"Let's stop playing games…,"Sabrina suggested, s‹and get down to business!"
"Listen-boys!," Lewis laughed, "that woman wants sex!"
"That's the name of the game…," Grant smiled, striking his chest like an ape in a jungle. "Anthony, old fellow, I think Lewis is about to seduce your wife!"
"And I'm about to seduce yours…!," Anthony grinned, suddenly grasping Connie's hand as he pulled her up and out of the chair.
"That leaves Ethel and me to make it together…," Grant blushed, removing his restrictive jock-shorts. "How about a fast '69-baby-and then a nice slow fuck?"
"That leaves Eethel and me to make it together.
"Mmmmmmm-you know what I like…!," Ethel smiled, pulling Grant down on the bed beside her.
"Lewis led me off into a separate bedroom where we could have some privacy. My husband and Grant were both making love in my bedroom. But Lewis had sense enough to realize that my first time would be something special and that he needed some privacy to really bring out a full and complete response from me."
"Lay down-baby,…!" Lewis suggested, pushing me down on the firm mattress.
"Lewis was standing stark naked…," Sabrina smiled. "Lewis had blonde hair which he wears cut short. He has light complexion and an amazingly long and broad penis. His genitals are not too hairy which made him all the more appealing to me. I hate men that look like apes. Lewis was every inch which his distended penis testified to."
"Lewis lay beside me…," Sabrina sighed, "First he kissed my lips, inserting his tongue deep into my mouth. I allowed him to suck my tongue and move his warm hands all over my breasts. My nipples became stiff and hard as Lewis kept manipulating them."
"Ohoo-ummmmm!," Sabrina gasped, feeling firm fingers move down between her hot and eager thighs.
"Lewis' passionate lips moved down to my ripe breasts…," Sabrina noted. "The tip of his hot tongue twirled about the erect nipples. Lewis began sucking and mouthing my nipples, pulling on them like young pups nursing from their mother."
"Ohoo-ooooooo!," Sabrina moaned, spreading her thighs wider.
"Your nipples are soft like fuzzy rabbits!," Lewis gasped, moving over to the other aroused breast.
"Lewis concentrated his efforts on my breasts, while moving his hand warmly between my thighs. His finger found my clitoris and began moving it around in an erotic kind of way. I began to feel the familiar throb that I felt sometimes when I violently masturbated myself. Lewis's lips moved on down to the soft rise of my belly. Lewis was biting me in arousing little love-bites while his finger worked my clitoris. I felt his tongue probing in my black love forest and these soft lips moving down towards my vulva!"
"Oh-suck me!," Sabrina gasped. "Suck me!"
"Lewis's hot tongue moved into my slit…!," Sabrina smiled, wantonly. "He sucked first one of my labia majora and then the other. Then his mouth moved over the inner folds of my cunt. His tongue probed in the slot and he began sucking gently in and out. Then that tongue began darting back and forth over my throbbing clitoris and those hot passionate lips enveloped it like it was a miniature penis. Lewis began sucking and driving his tongue harder back and forth over my clitoris until he had me weak and on the edge of passion."
"Ohoooo-oooooo!," Sabrina gasped. "Oh-do it-damit-do it!"
"You're on fire-baby!," Lewis whistled, moving his muscular body up between my thighs.
"Lewis began kissing my lips as he guided his manhood between my legs…," Sabrina noted. "He was slow and careful. I liked his style. My husband was sometimes too impatient for his own satisfaction to insure mine. I liked the change of pace and welcomed it."
"Let's take it nice and slow…," Lewis gasped, guiding his penis into me in slow and rhythmic strokes.
"I felt the entrance of his thick prick into my steaming cunt…," Sabrina noted. "I dug my fingernails into his shoulder and pushed my abdomen up to meet his slow hard thrusts. I began a twisting and turning, literally begging for release."
"Ummmm-baby!," Lewis groaned.
"I've always had extra good control over my vaginal muscles…,"Sabrina whispered, with smoldering pride. "I clamped my vagina tightly against his thrusting – penis and attempted to hold it captive there. I gripped that hard cock as hard as I could and felt the sweet delicious sensations of our physical unity."
"And now we are one!," Lewis gasped, violently.
"All of a sudden Lewis put his hands under my ass…," Sabrina laughed. "He drew me up tight. I felt him begin pumping and pounding as he rotated his hips in violent circular motions. I felt that penis moving deeper inside me, pummeling and pumping me towards my own liquid orgasm."
"Ohoo-baby!," Lewis groaned.
"Those hands mashed me violently up against his body…," Sabrina smiled. "My vaginal muscles were gripping violently at his fast moving tool. I began to rise to meet his thrusts, pushing my hands down mercilessly against his buttocks. My fingernails dug into his flesh urging him to greater efforts. Lewis became a wild man, abandoning his lusty body to the mutual desire that spread through us like lustfire. The bedsprings began groaning with the violence of our passion."
"Let's make it together-BAB Y!"
"All of a sudden my orgasm erupted like hell-fire spewing on Judgment Day…," Sabrina cooed. "My body became entwined with Lewis's. My own orgasm erupted moments before it. I felt the pure sensual pleasure of my liquid release. Then I felt the hot jet-spray of his warm potency!"
"Ohoo-ohoooooooo!," Sabrina gasped, hotly.
"Welcome to Sin City…," Lewis nodded, rolling off of me. His lips grazed my swollen breast.
"That was just the introduction to 'swapping'…,"- Sabrina whispered. "After that our orgies were performed simultaneously. Most often on our thick and plush living room carpet. I spent a minor fortune furnishing our living room in all of the expensive conveniences. Our carpet was one of the more expensive items."
"Go on…"
"Grant has one of the most unsavory habits imaginable…!," Sabrina confided. "I really don't dig this single perversion and try to avoid sexual relations with Grant for one simple reason. Once Grant has released his load he likes to pin a woman down and then piss inside her! No fooling-he likes to urinate right in her vagina! He acts like he's having a second ejaculation when he does that!"
"I didn't know my husband was a piss-nut!," Connie laughed, when I first observed Grant in action with Connie on our rug. Grant had Connie pinned down and he had just had a violent orgasm. Grant leaned back, thrusting his penis deep into Connie, and then Connie got the funniest look on her face when she felt that warm volume of urine being released inside her."
"Damn it-Grant…!," Connie blushed, "stop that! Stop pissing in me-right now!"
"Ohoooo…," Grant smiled, ecstatically. "Drink up my pee-baby!"
"Damned if I drink your piss…!," Connie argued, moving violently under him.
"The tragic result was…," Sabrina sighed, wrinkling her nose, "that his urine went all over my carpet! Made a big stain and I had to send it out to be cleaned. I remember one time in the bedroom alone with Grant when he was making love to me. He had worked me to an orgasm quite well and I was ready for him to roll off me."
"Hold it-baby!," Grant sighed, placing his fingers around my throat. "I have a little added pleasure for you!"
"Not that-Grant-please!," Sabrina gasped.
"That damn fool held me down…," Sabrina sighed, hopelessly, "and he actually pissed inside of me. It didn't feel too bad, I admit, somehow like a second ejaculation, only less intense. But when the urine began running out all over the bed I got angry!"
"If you insist on such vulgar habits…," Sabrina chastised, "you need to have your orgies in a bath-tub or a swimming pool!"
"What a marvelous idea-honey fuck!" Grant smiled. "Let's have a real orgy down at your pool!"
"Are you kidding…?"
"No-baby-no!"
"Grant went to everyone and interrupted them in their erotic reverie!," Sabrina smiled. "He suggested we have sex down at the pool. It was almost midnight. Anthony, my husband, went and turned on the floodlights down at the pool. You should have seen us. We were running naked across the front lawn with our boobies bouncing and our long hair streaming beneath the moonlight. All of a sudden Anthony, Grant and Lewis splashed into the water. We three women sat on the side of the pool laughing."
"I've never had sex underwater…!," Connie laughed, "but I guess there is a first time for everything!"
"We three women splashed into the water too!," Sabrina laughed. "Lewis dunked me twice and then he led me over to the ladder beside the pool. Mid-waist deep in water, with my heels and the ball of my feet on the ladder, Lewis began making passionate love to me."
"Let's do it like sea-nymphs…!," Lewis smiled.
"Let's not argue…," Sabrina whispered. "Let's just do it!"
"Ummmm-baby!"
"It was beautiful standing there with the blue-green water around us…," Sabrina smiled, "with Lewis mouthing my breasts while his fingers moved softly between my thighs. My hand groped towards his penis. It felt so much different underwater. I wanted to bend down and kiss it but I knew that I couldn't. I handled it until it grew stiff!"
"Suddenly Lewis's arm went around my waist…," Sabrina smiled. "I felt his blondish hairy chest against my own naked breasts. I felt our abdomens touching and his stiff projectile entering my wet vagina! I felt Lewis jabbing at me, pulling me down on top of his raging sexual organ. I felt his arm strongly about my waist Lewis moved me up and down on top of his rod; I clung to his shoulders. My lips touched his wet blond hair!"
"Oh-Lewis…!," Sabrina cooed. "It's even more wonderful in the water!"
"I actually had an orgasm…," Sabrina smiled. "Lewis really knew how to grind his wet cock into me. He knew how to move me about on his rigid rod, I let him make the motions. I found my own orgasm spewing from between my thighs.
"I gazed about and saw that my husband, Anthony, had Connie pinned down on the edge of the diving board. The diving board was moving bobbing up and down as Anthony had his cock into her yielding vagina. Grant and Ethel were frolicking beneath the diving board. They both watched as Anthony pummeled Connie to her orgasm. Then Grant reached up and pulled down on the diving board. Two naked bodies came crashing into the water, sending spray flying in all directions."
"Gawd-damn!," Anthony bellowed, swimming to catch Grant. "I didn't want to cool down that quick."
"My husband dunked Grant…," Sabrina giggled. "He was going to make Grant suck him underwater. Wrestling, both men got hot. They began to pursue us girls across the pool.
"One thing I love about sex at the pool…," Sabrina laughed, hotly. "We give each other these lavish rub downs with different scented creams and lotions. After we've tired ourselves out during the day and are resting on our blankets we always pair off and give rub-downs. It's a really exotic kind of thrill with all those slippery, sensual creams."
"Lewis rubs me…," Sabrina smiled. "Lewis starts at my neck, rubbing and working the* cream in deep. Then he begins massaging my shoulders, my back and my breasts. The lotion is cool and arousing. It excites me! Lewis begins working down my back towards my-thighs. He rubs deep and hard making my flesh tingle with excitement. Lewis can't help but notice my deep breathing! Lewis works his hand up from the bottom of my legs. He caresses my ankles, the calves, and thighs. Then he begins rubbing right in my crotch!"
"Oh-BABY!" I may gasp, turning over so that he can rub the front of my torso. "I love HOT hands!"
"Lewis begins rubbing breasts»… abdomen… thighs…," Sabrina smiled. "It's so sensual and arousing. I may take my turn and rub his body with lotion. Then we're both laying side by side. I am probably manipulating his penis with my hand and getting it stiff. I may ease downward. I put my hot lips around his flesh. I may begin sucking softly. I dart my tongue down the underside, counting the veins that run in criss-cross patterns. I sometimes completely swallow the entire phallus. I suck it until it becomes hard, throbbing for release."
"Come up-for air!," Lewis groans. He then urges me to straddle his waist.
"I straddle that anxious cock!," Sabrina smiles. "I lower my fuzzy muff down over it. Lewis holds it firm as I slide downward. Then I begin to slowly undulate in circular motions. Rising and lowering I force the penis inside me.
"Oh-gawd-ohoo!," Sabrina sighs. "Ohoo-ooooooo!"
"I'm bouncing up and down by then…," Sabrina smiles. "I really make every sensual stroke count, Lewis is fingering my boobies, making my tits stand out like baby birds with hard beaks! My orgasm is beginning to build up inside too. I can feel its approach with each hard thrust. I squeeze my vagina tight around that raging penis. I swing and sway my body to the tempo of erotic desire. All of a sudden the most wonderful things happens. Lewis and I both erupt and spew our sex juices together. I fall forward- laying on top of him. Our tongues softly entwine!"
"I've had sex with Grant quite often, too…," Sabrina switched. "I find his pet mania for pissing inside me quite offensive. But there is little that I can do except fight him off. In the pool I find the habit less offensive. At least he's not pissing on my expensive carpet!"
"Anthony and I really appreciate each other more after a hot round with our swinging friends…," Sabrina cooed. "By the time everyone is ready to leave to go home we're all sexed up pretty good. I mean-just in the right mood to really appreciate a round with our own mates!"
"A really hilarious thing happened last week…," Sabrina interrupted. "Lewis was driving their small Volkswagen home at about three in the morning. Ethel was laughing so hard that she cried as she told me what had happened to them. It seems that Lewis got a hard-on that became quite painful. Ethel bent over to unzip him. Ethel masturbated his bulging cock. Then she bent down to suck it. Ethel got Lewis so sexed-up that he ran their little blue VW right into the side of a telephone pole. By the time the police arrived Lewis had zipped-up. Lewis told them he slid in a puddle of water. Ethel almost laughed out loud as the policeman gave him a ticket for restless driving!"
"From now on…," Lewis related, "I'll jerk my own meat off!"
"Anthony and I are really hot for each other by the time that we've said good-bye to our guests. I am still wet and warm between my thighs. Anthony's rod is usually half-hard by then. We may sit on the couch and talk for a few moments reliving the singular thrills of the evening. We both get excited talking about our passioned sexual involvements. My hands move to Anthony's dick! I push aside the casual robe he is wearing. My lips move hungrily to his dick."
"This is the best moment of all!"- Anthony sighs, abandoning himself to me.
"My lips move hungrily, searching for the hidden sweetness that lies within…," Sabrina smiles. "I suck hard until my husband is fully erected. Then Anthony pushes me down on the couch. His rigid phallus is throbbing with passion as he mounts me. He drives his red hot organ deep inside me. He slowly pumps me towards my most intense climax. We take our time, moving our bodies together like two strangers. We softly explore all of the wonderful sensations that our bodies have to offer. When that desire gets urgent and insistent we tear at each other. Anthony slips his hands under my ass. He pushes me upward. I dig my fingernails into his shoulders. I moan softly, urging him on with voice and hand. Our bodies become one as a passionate orgasm spreads like fire between us. Our climax is usually simultaneous."
"Afterward, we're both ready to sleep…," Sabrina smiles. "That fire we thought had gone from our bodies is there, waiting just beneath the surface to be re-kindled. I trust my husband in everything. He feels that same way about me. We are sexually mature and compatible. We*re not unstable or neurotic. We've just found a good thing… and we want to share it with everyone. Really-I guess you might say that 'swapping'-is a very unselfish way of loving!"
PSYCHOLOGICAL COMMENT:
This case history illustrates that not all "swingers" and "swappers" are low-class persons from an illiterate- or semi-illiterate background. Surprising as it may seem authorities indicate that wife-swapping is a harmless activity that often produces some remarkable results in strengthening any basically secure marriage.
Harvey T. Leathern notes in THE SEXUAL VARIANTS…
"Contrary to all the inner turmoil and emotional involvement that goes with the typical extra-marital affair-the sexual activity known as wife-swapping is a purely physical indulgence, sexually speaking, and is undertaken with surprisingly few negative results to the practitioners."(16)
Swapping is usually indulged in by very erotically-minded couples who already enjoy every aspect of sexual compatibility with their own mates. Anyone who is frigid or fearful of sex would hardly seek admittance into a distinct swapping group. Swappers are usually erotically experienced and sexually versatile. Their problem may be that their desires are over-zealous and in some cases slight nymphomania and satyriasis may be noticed.
Swappers then are usually familiar with most of the variations of the sexual act. Some may be heterosexual, some homosexual, other bisexual-but all have one thing in common-they enjoy SEX. Because they are seeking new and greater thrills they often band together to enjoy broader sexual experiences.
As Harvey T. Leathern notes in THE SEXUAL VARIANTS…
"Again it should be emphasized that this 'sweetening' of the marital act, by the indulgence is promiscuous and orgiastic intercourse, only occurs with those couples who greatly enjoy sexual intercourse with each other already. And, in spite of the fact that a number of blasй young couples practice wife-swapping, most such activities are performed by older couples who have been married for a fairly lengthy period of time." (16)
Swappers then are not likely to be emotionally immature or sexually inexperienced. In this case Sabrina and Anthony are well-educated, financially secure, and sexually curious in addition to being polymorphous and perverse. Both find that swapping increases their desire for one another and arouses their latent sexual passions to the peak where they find repeated orgasms desirable.
Swapping is more of a physical involvement than an emotional one. Usually swappers are very much in love' with their own mates, but find that repeated sexual bouts with partners other than their own husband or wife excite their physical senses without leading to strong emotional senses without involvements such as are incurred with the extra-marital affair. Swapping then becomes permissive adultery among both married partners.
Authorities estimate that from five to eight million married men and women become involved in mate-sharing during their lives. This includes every possible and imaginable combination of sexual activity.
While Sabrina's and Anthony's sexual desires seem normal it is quite obvious that Grant's fondness for urinating within the vaginas of his partners is slightly deviate. Although it is not often discussed many men derive varying amounts of sexual pleasure from the scatological act of urinating either in the woman's mouth or in her pudenda. It is a form of psychosexual sadism in which the sadist (most often male) defiles and humiliates his partner. Most often such men are sexually cruel and have little regard for their partners. In most cases men who peruse these ends have little realization as to the origin of their own motivations. Yet an in-depth analysis of their motivations will reveal that such men think of women as little better than prostitutes. Many men are incapable of authentically loving any woman they have sex with since they view the sexual act itself as both vile and disgusting. In such cases many males choose to psychologically or sexually humiliate women and defile them.
Any abnormal interest in urination or defecation is known as 'scatology' in the terminology of those well-versed in the psychosexual field. As author Roger Blake notes in his study, CASEBOOK: FEMALE BEHAVIOR…
"Scatology, or abnormal interest in the processes and products of elimination, is one of the most difficult of the sexual abnormalities for the average person to comprehend, Generally speaking, it is a most unpleasant subject with which to deal. Yet the fact remains, that in its milder degrees it is one of the most common forms of erotic inspiration, and in more pronounced degrees it is not at all uncommon." (7)
Any abnormal interest in urination, and in the sexual abuse of such natural acts, is known as urolagnia. We may conclude that Grant's interest in urinary violation of the female vagina is a form of sadism involving his wish to degrade and humiliate his female sexual partner by 'defiling' her with his unsanitary waste material.
Sabrina notes that she found such a practice offensive, while she concludes she found no other erotic practice distasteful. Obviously Sabrina has no masochistic motivations and does not appreciate Grant's attempts to defile her. Which indicates that Sabrina is undoubtedly more mature and well-adjusted than her erolagniac partner. Of all the swapping members in their intimate little group Grant is probably the least stable and most immature.
Generally speaking, I find no indication that Sabrina and Anthony are in any need of psychotherapeutic help. But husband and wife seem well-adjusted and very much in love with one another. Swapping seems to have increased their desire for one another. Indeed it seems to have made their marriage a more intimate and responsive affair.
Swapping seems to be no real threat to their marriage. In this instance I believe that swapping indulged in by emotionally mature adults sometimes serves to enhance a marriage.
As Dr. Albert Ellis affirms in SEX WITHOUT GUILT (Lyle Stuart, 1958)…
"Actually, practically all normal humans are capable of plural love; and literally millions of husbands and wives do simultaneously care for their spouses and for another member of the sex. Wife-swapping, therefore, may sometimes greatly add romantic, tender, or companionship love to the lives of either or both mates who are doing the swapping. And in doing so, it may even enhance the existing emotional feelings between a husband and his wife."
In this case history, it seems, we may truly glimpse some of the more beneficial effects of wife-swapping.



Chapter 3


Not all swappers are alike in their desires and sexual requirements. While some swappers may limit themselves to strict heterosexual and more normal erotic activities there are some 'swingers' who tend to seek out the more perverse variations. Some swappers prefer to perform in large groups while others tend to seek out smaller groups, sometimes of no more than three or four persons. In this case history we are dealing with a small group swap session existing between two very young women and their husbands.
Because they thought their intense sexual desires for each others husbands were abnormal neither Andrea Barrington nor Justine Reynolds bragged about their sexual activities. These they kept strictly to themselves, hiding their passioned desires within their own households. Because they were next door neighbors Justine and Andrea found that interpersonal and intimate relations could be quite easily satisfied. After six months acquaintance both Andrea and Justine, Mark and Raymond agreed that a free-swap was the only solution to the underlying jealous desire that raged in their sensuous bodies for each other's mates.
Because a curious neighbor wondered about the 'too-close' relationship between the two couples and happened to observe some of the erotic activities between the intimate foursome a policeman was summoned to put a stop to a noisy disturbance created during one of the frequently too loud parties. Both couples were arrested for 'disturbing the peace' and for violations of the 'unnatural acts' ordinance, adultery in this case being defined as an unnatural act.
Because of the deep psychological disruptions and the traumatic implications, not to mention the-publicity that surrounded their arrest, both couples consulted me after a lenient Judge dismissed their case provided they all sought psychiatric counseling.
Andrea and Mark Barrington are a young and attractive couple in their mid-twenties. Andrea is tall with fair complexion, and though she is slight of build her breasts are firm and attractive. Andrea's hips are wide and feminine, testifying to the fact that she may some day easily bear children.
Justine Reynolds is a dark-haired girl of medium build. She has dark eyes that are emphasized by darkly curving eyebrows that give added emphasis to her oval face. Justine's lips are full and sensual, while her breasts are full, firm and appealing. Both girls are quite attractive, though neither of them is beautiful enough to qualify as a beauty star.
Andrea's husband, Mark, is tall and muscular. Mark has dark wavy black hair and large round eyes. Mark is ruggedly handsome, having a slight scar on his right cheeks that gives added emphasis to his very 'manly' appearance. Mark wears tight pants and a knit sweater that gives him a sensual appearance, and his very noticeable genital endowments are emphasized by the dark tight pants that he wears.
Raymond is less handsome, but more intellectual appearing, wearing horn-rimmed glasses and having fiery and intelligent baby blue eyes that many women might find appealing. Raymond is more aesthetic looking, but appealing in a very virile and masculine manner. Raymond has long tapering fingers, reddish brown hair and surprisingly his genitals and chest are quite hirsute. Raymond is always impeccably neat and conscientious about his dress. As a result he appears immaculately neat and clean.
"I don't quite know how it all got started…" Justine admonished. "Raymond and I had just been married a year. We were quite happy together enjoying the things that most newly-weds enjoy. I've got to admit that our sexual desires for one another were quite strong and hard to extinguish. But then, considering the fact that we hadn't engaged in sexual relations during our long courtship, it's understandable that we might want to cram an awful lot of loving into a limited amount of time. For a long time I thought Raymond and I were both oversexed. Because screwing is the first thing that we thought of in the morning!"
"I'm ashamed to admit it but sometimes Ray and I sleep naked when it's hot…," Justine blushed, exposing a small dimple in her cheeks. "Ray and I just can't get our nude bodies close enough together when we go to sleep. We wrap our legs around each other and cling to one another, We hold hands and sometimes kiss each other's fingers. It's a deep and romantic kind of love-which kind of makes it difficult to understand why we became so wild and perverted all of a sudden. I mean, loving each other so much how could we really desire anyone else?"
"Ray and I used to do some of the stupidest things…," Justine blushed, lowering her gaze. "After we had had sex and were ready to go to sleep I would roll up in a kind of fetal position. Ray scoots up close behind me with his soft penis resting between his thighs. He places his hands around me and I squeeze them tightly as we go to sleep. Usually we're in almost the same position when we wake up in the morning. Except for one difference. Ray's dick is hard and stiff. It's always right between my buttocks, touching the back of my vagina. Ray will move himself up close against me in a most sensual manner. My buttocks will become fiery hot where his body touches mine. Ray will begin pumping his bulging phallus swiftly into my vagina from behind."
"What a sweet delicious ass…," Ray sighs, heavily. "God-but I fall more in love with you each time we fuck! It's like I can't get enough of you!"
"Oh-ummmmm, Ray…," I usually murmur.
"Ray continues pumping into me from behind…," Justine notes. "He gets a few inches of his hard penis into me, he pumps and then he shoots his joy-juice in my clit. Ray rolls over. I pull back the sheet. His soft rod is shrinking. I move my tongue over my lips and then my mouth begins to work over that soft and flaccid erection. My tongue moves hungrily down the shaft, while my lips nibble down at corona. I suck the.entire cock and move it back and forth between my lips. It jumps with sudden life- stiffening. Ray moved to mount me."
"You're learning to give a good blow-job, baby!," Ray smiles, driving his sharply pointed genital-spear between my thighs. "I may make a proper wife out of you yet."
"When you get done with me…," Justine smiled, faintly, "I'll be equipped enough to work in a whore house! You're teaching me vices that I never knew existed. And the worst part about it is that I'm enjoying them."
"It just shows you…," Ray joked, "that a young girl is turning into a woman."
"Ray continued to pump die towards a fevered orgasm…," Justine laughed. "I find it necessary now to keep my fingernails filed short because I sometimes dig them into Ray's shoulders as he pumps me towards my own frantic climax!"
"Although I didn't realize it then…," Justine admitted, tossing back her long dark hair, "I was becoming very aggressive about sex."
"Go on… "
"Sometimes Ray would perform oral sex on me…," Justine noted. "He was pretty good at it-but when I got hot he always wanted to screw. Sometimes I wished he would just keep eating me to an orgasm!"
"As you can see…,"Justine smiled, "Ray and I have a beautiful relationship. That's why it came as such a shock when I discovered my own feelings towards another woman's husband."
"About that time Andrea and Mark moved next door to us in the house that stayed empty most of the time…," Justine blushed. "Of course Ray and I were curious so we watched them moving in furniture. Andrea was a tall blonde with light complexion, Mark was rugged and handsome. They had no children. Ray and I were glad they were near our own age. Ray bought a new hi-fi and sometimes he plays it too loud. A younger couple would be less likely to complain about the music."
"On the weekends Mark and Andrea sun-bathed out in their back yard,…," Justine noted. "Andrea wore a tangerine-colored bikini that revealed the lush curves of her body. Mark wore no shirt and strutted about in a frayed pair of blue jeans. His muscles were hard and firm. His broad shoulders were well-tanned. Mark lay beside Andrea, My husband stood watching them from our back door. There was a hungry look in his eyes."
"Hey-honey…," Ray laughed. "Those two are like us. They can't keep their hands off each other!"
"I glimpsed out the door in time to see Mark leaning over Andrea, moving his hands between her thighs as he passionately kissed her lips. They looked like two hungry animals feeding! Andrea locked her arms around her husband's neck and abandoned herself for a moment to the full sensuality of the gesture."
"I bet they don't know they have an audience…!," Ray laughed.
"Shh… aren't they cute!"
"I think she is…," Ray laughed, "He doesn't excite me very much!"
"Just then…," Justine laughed. "Andrea pushed Mark off her. She must have realized his passions were getting out of hand. We watched as Andrea got to her feet and carried the beach towel into the house. Mark followed, blushing, as he held his wife's hand."
"I'd like to see the end of that demonstration…," Ray gasped, ignoring the hard bulge in his pants.
"After that we got quite a kick out of watching Andrea and Mark out in the back yard…," Justine noted. "When he mowed the yard I sometimes watched him striding across the grass with the muscles in his arms and legs bulging like footballs. There was something graceful about the way Mark walked-like a proud lion in the jungle looking for prey. It didn't take much to figure out I liked his looks."
"Ray and Mark finally became acquainted…," Justine noted. "Ray's car wouldn't start one morning and Mark came out and helped him. That night Andrea invited us to dinner. It seemed we couldn't get to know each other quick enough. Mark and Andrea wanted children but they wanted to buy a house first. They were talking about buying the one next to ours! Ray and Mark hit it off with their mutual interest in bowling. Every Wednesday night they went out together bowling for two hours or more. Andrea and I spent the time playing cards or just talking."
"It was wonderful…," Justine smiled, "having friends our own age! Andrea and I talked about sex, I've got to admit. She complained that she couldn't lay in bed all day like Mark wanted her to do. And then one morning she confided to me that her husband was trying to persuade her to submit to anal intercourse when she had her period."
"Have you and Ray ever tried it?" Andrea inquired. "I don't think I like the idea. Mark insists I'm neglecting him at that time of the month. He even hinted, in a joking manner of course, that he'd go out on me if I didn't submit to his desires."
"It sounds ghastly…," Justine frowned. "Unnatural-but then I guess men have stronger desires than us women!"
"I used to masturbate my anus as a child…," Justine noted. "After that discussion I began doing it again. I thought of a hard penis going in and out and the thought turned me on. As we became closer friends it was obvious that Ray liked Andrea and found her attractive. And sometimes I noticed that Mark touched me in a sensual way. We had a party one night, dancing to records and listening to music. I danced with Mark and when he held me close, wearing no undershirt, I felt the passionate warmth of his body. Mark held me close, rubbing his groin against me. I saw the far-away look in my husband's eyes and I knew he was enjoying the closeness of Andrea's body."
"I think the booze is going to my head…," Mark whispered, impulsively kissing my ear-lobe. "Because „… baby… I'm thinking thoughts right now that no married man ought to be thinking."
"O-oooo…," Justine frowned, enjoying the casual intimacy of the moment. She pulled away, feeling the insistent rise of Mark's cock inside his jeans. She glanced over and noticed that the front of her husband's pants were bulging out like a tent. She noticed that Ray seemed to be doing nothing to inhibit the expression of his natural urge. Therefore Justine allowed herself to relax in Mark's arms even though his penis was rubbing against her in a suggestive manner.
"Andrea and your husband seem to like each other…," Mark whispered, gently rubbing the sides of my breasts with his hands. "They're too involved to notice us!"
"All of a sudden Mark's lips touched mine…," Justine noted. "I felt the rub of his moustache against my lips. I felt that cursive tongue between my lips. Instinctively, I began sucking it. I was aware that I was kissing another woman's husband. But with the warm fire in the pit of my stomach and the mood of the moment it didn't much matter-because my husband was desperately interested in another woman."
"Out of the corner of my eye…," Justine admitted, "I saw my husband kiss Andrea. I saw Andrea's lips searching hungrily for fulfillment I felt a momentary jealousy but as Mark pressed himself against me and I felt the insistent nudge of his penis."
"Two can play the mating game…*," Mark smiled, making an effort to really tempt me with his physical closeness.
"Oh-we shouldn't…," Justine stammered, suddenly overcome with guilt as she felt the strange urgency of her own desire.
"No one will know but the four of us…," Mark urged, hugging me close as he kissed my neck. "Your husband is ripe for the idea. Besides you get tired of the same old stuff night after night. We could make some pretty music together, baby… I can tell."
"No-Mark…!," Justine gasped.
"Honey-come on…," Mark whispered, softly.
"I allowed Mark to lure me into the bedroom…," Justine revealed. "I turned and saw a broad smile on my husband's face as he pulled Andrea close against his throbbing groin. I knew then that my husband wouldn't disapprove. Without saying a word I followed Mark into the bedroom. I lifted my lips to bЈ kissed. I allowed those curious male fingers to slowly undress me."
"I've wanted to do this for a long time…," Mark blushed, removing my blouse and bra. "Why don't you take out my cock and excite it a little?"
"Mark unzipped his penis…," Justine smiled. "It was a lot thicker and longer than Bay's. Mark handled it a moment. Then he took my small hand and guided it to his cock."
"I began fingering it…,"Justine blushed. "I squeezed it and moved my hand rhythmically back and forth. I felt it grown even more rigid in my own hand."
"Step out of those panties…," Mark sighed, "and show me your delicious cunt."
"I felt shy and embarrassed…," Justine noted. "For a girl who had been afraid to have sex before marriage I had come a long way. I felt like some strip-tease dancer displaying her body before hungry eyes."
"You're some dish…," Mark gasped, gazing down at his own rigid penis. "Everyone likes a change of diet now and then-even wives!"
"Mark had little trouble pushing me into a bedside romance…," Justine noted. "He eased me down in the bed. His mouth became hungry as he feasted his lips on my ripe and aching breasts. I studied the ruggedly handsome body on top of me. I had never been before promiscuous before marriage. Now suddenly I was acting like some brazen whore. The thought pleased me. I had never known that sex could be so exotically delicious before. It seemed somehow tragic and yet ironical that this shy girl was now embracing sex with another woman's husband with open abandon."
"Mark was like a ravenous animal…," Jus-tine noted. "My husband, Ray, was always so cautious and gentle in his sexual approach. Mark was exactly the opposite. He took me as if he owned me and I were his property. His teeth became rough violators of my breasts. His hands explored my vagina like scavengers searching for booty, He pried and plied my flesh with rough urgency, making me little more than his instrument of pleasure. Yet in his rough appropriation of my body he pleased me with an animal kind of sensuality. His mouth bit my abdomen making me cringe in pain.
"Mmmmmmmmmm-baby…," Mark gasped, panting hotly. "You look good enough to eat!"
"Oh-ooooooooo, Mark…," Justine gasped. "That hurts."
"I bet I could make you like it, baby…!," Mark laughed, rubbing his face in my love mound.
"I felt his teeth searching for my inner lips. I felt that tongue probing deep inside me…" Justine noted. "Mark was rough and downright painful in the way he treated me-yet the surprising thing was that he was making me respond to him!
"His mouth moved to my thighs…," Justine blushed. "He bit and sucked them, until I barely panted with desire, Mark moved his mouth back to my love-mound. He sucked my clitoris, sending sharp waves of pleasure through every nerve-ending in my body!"
"Oh-Mark…,"Justine gasped, "suck me-suck me!"
"Oh-baby!," Mark gasped, "are you hot!"
"Oh, Mark-ohooooooo!," Justine moaned, moving her thighs with eager abandon.
Justine twisted and turned, contorting her body wildly in strange poses, that expressed the inner turmoil of her desire. Justine's eyes rolled back, her lips parted in a sensual expression of passion, and she rhythmically rubbed her cunt against Mark's searching tongue and lips.
"Oho-Mark-ohoooooo!," Justine gasped, "I'm coming… I'm co… mi… ng!"
"Shoot-baby," Mark groaned, lapping harder. "Shoot!"
"I creamed Mark's lips…," Justine moaned, rubbing her arm. "I came all over his face. He tongued me until my cunt almost went dry. Then he lay on top of me and kissed my lips, sucking them painfully, for almost a half hour. I felt myself becoming wet between my thighs. Mark was the kind of guy who could make you come just by kissing you real erotically."
"You're ready-baby!," Mark whispered, sucking my tongue. "You'll be a honey once I break you in!"
"No-Mark!"
"I felt that rod moving between my thighs…," Justine blushed. "I lay there feeling him pushing into me. I rose to meet his thrusts and placed my hands down firmly against his buttocks!"
"Mark ploughed into me…," Justine revealed. "He slid his big broad masculine hands down under my buttocks. Roughly Mark pulled me up onto his dick. He literally whipped his rough hard rod in and out of my yielding flesh. My body became an instrument of pleasure, a pool of desire. I could feel myself melting under his passionate body. Each thrust was like an arrow released from a bow that struck target dead-center. Somehow I responded like a wild and primitive animal. I dug my fingernails into Mark's shoulders urging him on to greater passion. I rose to meet his thrusts, squeezing his hard cock with my vigorous vaginal muscles. The sensations produced were out of this world!"
"O-ooooo… la… la…,!" Mark blushed, thrusting harder. "Do you know how to f… u… c… k?!"
"Oh… Mark…," Justine panted, "screw me! Screw me!!"
"My pleasure-honey!" Mark groaned.
"Mark pummeled me to a fiery orgasm…," Justine smiled. "I came like a flash flood! I lay there exhausted and gasping for breath as Mark nibbled playfully at my nipples."
"We got up then…," Justine noted. "We crept down the hall. We got a long glimpse of my husband Ray, and Mark's wife, Andrea, laying on the couch and copulating with a wild urgent fury. I really was surprised to see my husband going at Andrea like a wild man. His ass rose and fell in a series of hard thrusts that had Andrea tossing and turning her blonde hair and screaming for release."
"Oh-RAY!," Andrea gasped, "oh-please-do it!"
"Hot assed bitch…!," Mark whispered in my "My husband pumped and pounded like a man in a kind of frenzy…," Justine blushed. "He was fucking Andrea with more wild urgency than he ever used on me! I felt a touch of jealousy. Yet I was proud of my husband and really glad that he was pleasing himself so thoroughly, I knew it was going to happen. Ray's body gave a tremendous jerk and he shot his load into Andrea's eager clit. Andrea cried out as her own violent orgasm erupted."
"Mark and I entered the room smiling sheepishly…,"Justine smiled.
"I didn't know we had an audience…," Andrea gasped, staring at her husband's limp penis. "I see you've been satisfied."
"Maybe we should trade mates for keeps…!" Mark laughed, pinching Ray's shoulder, playfully.
"Not a bad idea…!," Ray smiled. "Or maybe we should move in together and just share one big king-size bed!"
"Somehow we seemed like four terribly naughty children…," Justine blushed. "We gazed down at our genitals and we grinned. I felt slightly ashamed of myself. Yet I enjoyed the strange erotic scene that had taken place. I had loved every moment that Mark made love to me. And yet I loved my own husband, Ray, very much."
"We're acting like a bunch of evil minded children…," Mark teased. "But isn't it fun? I like being married. But I don't like the part about restricting myself to just one woman. Even if Andrea is the best wife on this earth. I guess we both got married, Ray, before we sowed all of our wild oats."
"Maybe we're just oversexed!," Ray laughed.
"Does anybody enjoy ass-loving… T Mark questioned. "Do you like it Justine?"
"I've never tried it…," Justine blushed. "I'm game though if you'll be careful."
"Honey-that's painful…," Ray interrupted, glancing at Mark's huge, half-erect sexual organ.
"I used to masturbate my anus…," Justine noted, with enthusiasm. "I wouldn't mind trying it"
"Mark disappeared into the bedroom long enough to bring back a jar of Vaseline. Mark greased his dick with it until it was standing out and arching upward…," Justine noted.
"Ray made me bend over…," Justine continued, "and then he jabbed a big wad of Vaseline up my rectum. Ray said he'd let Mark plough up his anus but he couldn't force himself to commit a homosexual act."
"I'm no pussy boy…!," Ray laughed, glancing at Mark's huge throbbing tool. "No wonder the women like you with a ram-rod like that!"
"You might suck your wife off…," Mark suggested, "while I slowly work myself into her butt. I guess she'd better get down on all fours like a dog."
"Down…Rover!" Ray teased, urging his wife down onto the floor.
"I got down in the floor…," Justine admitted. "I was nervous and expectant. I've got a great deal of passionate sexual curiosity and analism is one of my strong interests. I'd never approached Ray about the subject because I suspected that he might find it offensive."
"Brace yourself-sugar.!," Mark laughed, moving in behind me. "And Ray-get down there and give the snatch some tongue action. I want her mind off my rod until I get it in there!"
"Okay-daddyo!," Ray laughed.
"My hubby put a couch cushion under his head so that his mouth was right even with my box. All Ray had to do was open his eyes wide and he would watch Mark moving forward with that throbbing bowsprit to my arse-hole. I felt Ray's mouth on my snatch, gently lapping, and I concentrated on my response to his tongue efforts."
"Ummmmm-baby…!," Ray laughed, "are you juicy!"
"Andrea got tired of watching solo…," Justine noted. "So she began fingering her own clit I told her to come on and rub it against my mouth so that I might have something to bite into if Mark should hurt me."
"You're encouraging…," Andrea giggled.
"Andrea rubbed her muff against my face… " Justine noted. "I felt Mark pushing against my tight sphincter muscle. It hurt like hell the way he jabbed and pushed into me. Ray increased his lingual efforts on my monkey-box and Andrea rubbed her muff passionately against my mouth."
"I cried out once or twice as Mark worked his throbbing penis into my hole…," Justine smiled. "It hurt. But it was a delicious kind of pain. It hurt but in a very sensual and sexual way. The pain, as it increased, became sharp waves of pleasure spreading throughout my body. I thrust back onto that throbbing penis that had just painfully penetrated the tight sphincter ring. I felt Mark pumping and pummeling, holding tight to my hips, as he thrust that throbbing bowsprit deep into my bowels. The tongue moving on my cunt excited me to a feverish pitch. I just about came as Mark buried his genital-knife deeper inside of me."
"What a butt…!," Mark gasped, panting heavily.
"What a rod," Ray cried, raising his eyebrows as he studied the throbbing tool buried in my bottom.
"How about you sucking me off-Ray," Andrea suggested, moving away from my mouth. "Jus-tine needs to concentrate now on that rod in her bottom!"
"Sure thing-BABY!," Ray replied, moving eagerly between Andrea's thighs.
"It was pure heaven the way Mark pumped his bulging cock in and out of my bottom…," Justine admitted. "Sure it hurt like the very devil. But once it was in there and working inside of me the pleasure was out of this world. I've never felt anything like it before in my entire life!"
"I had a violent orgasm…," Justine confessed. "It was one of the wildest most explosive moments of my entire life. I'm not ashamed to admit that many parts of my body are sensual to sexual stimulation. I'm not really too ashamed to admit that I've made love to a man other than my husband. I guess Mark and I really are too young to really settle down and live a quiet life. Our bodies are full of sensual desires and passions.
"Go on…"
"I don't love anyone but Ray…," Justine admitted, "But when you get as close as the four of us were something is bound to happen. You start talking about sex and it isn't long before you're hopping in bed with someone. It's just like a natural instinct! The four of us were so young and innocent and so sexually curious. When we were thrown into close contact the inevitable happened."
"Go on… "
"Our idyllic life was rudely interrupted by a prying neighbor who had a set of binoculars…," Justine gasped. "That's why we're consulting you. It seems our loud hi-fi created some minor disturbance according to our 'old maid' neighbor. Anyway she phoned the police and informed them that we were mating like 'heathens' inside the house. The police surrounded the house and burst in on us. When they got our names it was evident that the men we were sleeping with weren't our own husbands. It even got a minor write-up in the paper with the heading saying something about "Newly-wed Swappers." It implied that we so quickly tired of our own husbands sexually that we became promiscuously involved with each other. We became the laughing-stock of the community, the brunt of crude jokes and insolent gestures."
"I guess what we did was wrong…," Justine noted. "I mean-legally and morally. But it seemed so right for us. Our bodies were young and hot. Since all this happened we haven't even dared to be seen in public…"
"Continue… "
"Andrea calls me every morning to make sure I'm alright…," Justine notes. "We're not mature enough to handle all this sudden curiosity and intrigue that our neighbors seem to be displaying. I'm actually afraid to go over and see my best friend because I'm afraid some neighbor may start a tale about us being lesbians. It was a wonder they didn't bring out that possibility. But then they would have been dead wrong."
"Are you strictly heterosexual…?"
"Yes…," Justine admitted. "This morning Andrea told me that Mark had accepted a job with a steel firm in New Jersey. They'll be moving in ten days. Ray and I would like to throw a going* away party for them but we're afraid to. As it is the neighborhood kids now make a habit of peeping through our windows to see what's going on. Ray and Mark haven't been close since the run-in with the police. Mark's family found out about it. They've disowned him. Andrea says Mark wants to get away from it all and leave the past behind."
"Do you think you may form a swapping alliance with anyone else your own age?"
"I doubt it…," Justine admitted. "For one thing, I've discovered that I'm very much pregnant. About five weeks into it, I think. As far as I know the child is my husband's. But there's always the very real possibility that it might be Mark's. Besides-Ray and I couldn't form that kind of friendship with just anyone. We never guessed such a thing would happen between us. It just did-on the spur of the moment! After the drastic consequences it will be a long time before we become sexually familiar with anyone else. We're trying to sub-lease our house now. We want to move into a new neighborhood. All of the children on the block giggle when we come out of our house and call us "The Lovers". It's downright embarrassing!"
"The Judge that let us off so light said we'd have to consult a psychiatrist…," Justine grumbled. "I don't think we're nuts. We're just a couple of kids who went too far in our affection. Honestly-for a while it seemed like we were back in high school-free doing as we pleased. Maybe we did go too far-but from what I understand we're not the only ones loose in the world seeking adventurous sex kicks!"
PSYCHOLOGICAL COMMENT:
Statistics prove that most swappers became interested in mate-switching after several years of marriage. Most swappers are middle-aged and sexually experienced. Often they become interested in swinging only after they become aware that 'marital boredom' has set in.
Yet the facts remain that a great number of young couples also engage in promiscuous sex when they become involved in group swap sessions. In this particular case history the sexual incidents were secretly carried out among four young, and basically immature, couples.
Mark and Andrea, Justine and Ray happened to be next door neighbors. They formed a close and fast friendship. This led to the participation in many activities together. One thing led to another and soon they began having weekend dance parties which involved much drinking and dancing. On one particular occasion both girls noticed that they physically responded to each others husbands. Since the sexual attraction was mutual among all four persons it seems quite natural that the inevitable occurred/Ray made a pass at Andrea and found her responsive, and Mark found Justine equally responsive to the suggestion that they should become more intimately acquainted.
Though their friendship began casually enough it is obvious that both couples' youthful interests soon turned to sex/Indulging in moderate drinking they found many inhibitions released.
As author Roger Blake notes in THE WIFE SWAPPERS…
"There are also instances where a drinking party of sophisticated couples which had begun as nothing more than a friendly get-together, has ended up in a Roman orgy." (3)
While many group swapping sessions consist of five couples or more, many groups never grow any larger than the original two-couple foursome.
In THE SEXUAL VARIANT, author Harvey T. Leathern notes…
"While large groups gain most of the publicity and attention,-at least one national magazine is involved in an extensive study, reporting monthly, on the sexual behavior of American wife-swappers-the majority of marital trading usually involves just four persons. Two married couples finding that a bit of genital variety adds a little spice to the sexual repertoire, become friendly and then intimate with each other-without ever desiring or considering the inclusion of a third or a fourth couple," (16)
Surprisingly many swap sessions are limited to an intimate four-some. When we become involved in presenting a clear view of the world of swapping we must consider that individual desires and interests among the participants may vary.
It quite commonly happens, among older and younger couples, that a close friendship often leads into erotic channels. Some swappers prefer the intimacy of a smaller group and never include any other couples.
In this case it was most embarrassing to be apprehended by the police in the act of 'mate-swapping' and even more psychologically harmful to be prosecuted criminally for indulging in an act which is engaged in by quite a large percentage of our population.
At this point both Justine and Ray are undergoing analysis. Both feel they need some help in coping with their guilt feelings and their deep embarrassment resulting from being apprehended in engaging in America's number one indoor sport.
Neither Justine nor Ray believe they will ever become involved in swapping again for quite some time. They are both saving their money to buy a home. Justine is eagerly awaiting the birth of their first child.
"I don't feel guilty about what Ray and I did…," Justine admitted, trying to honestly appraise her own feelings. "I'm just sorry that it ended up in the big mess that it did. Even mature adults get mixed up in the big wide world of sex! Ray and I have had our fling. Now we want to settle down!"
"I really feel sorry for Mark…," Justine related. "His family has practically disowned him. I don't think we were so wrong. I believe a lot of people are acting hypocritical for condemning us when so many thousands of others are doing just the same thing!"
Ray and Justine are maturing. I no longer believe they need psychiatric help. While I do not condone swapping I believe that much harm is done publicly exposing those who commit such offenses. I believe also that many of those convicted of such offenses suffer more damage from the conviction itself than from the practice of wife-swapping!
Such it seems, is the state of ridiculous confusion that exists when sex becomes investigated by those who would uphold the law. In many cases legal prosecution for illegal sexual offenses causes more psychological harm than the various acts themselves.



Chapter 4


Swapping groups come in various shapes and sizes ranging from the quiet and refined three-way swap to a modern day replica of the authentic Orgy involving hundreds of persons in abandoned sexual activities.
Not every swap session is a three-way orgy. Nor is it as large as the Roman orgy. Most groups would be better described as ‘miniature orgies' consisting of perhaps six to fifteen members. The miniature orgy is always larger than the three-way swap but smaller than the authentic Roman bacchanalia.
Statistics prove that many married persons are inclined to commit adultery. In WIFE SWAPPERS author Roger Blake notes…
"By accepting the Kinsey figures that fully 26% of the married women in this country and an estimated 50% of the married men commit adultery during the course of their married lives, it is easy to see that the basis for wife-swapping exists among a tremendously large portion of the married population." (3)
Swapping seems to have become a popular and convenient method of committing adultery. Since most of the members are bisexual a limited amount of perversions and unusual sex practices may occasionally be indulged in. Even sexual activities which are most often considered 'normal' may be indulged in to an abnormal degree.
As Roger Blake notes in LOVE CLUBS, INC.,
"There are literally hundreds of social, friendship, lonely hearts, "unusual interests", "unique," and "Bizarre" pen-pal and correspondence clubs advertised in the daily newspapers and weekly or monthly tabloids the country over." (2)
Let us study the swapping activities of Jerry and Brenda Breedlove, who are both young and attractive residents of a well-to-do community in Santa Barbara, California. Brenda and Jerry meet regularly with other swappers in their large plushly decorated basement.
"Jerry and I both think variety is the spice of life…," Brenda notes, lifting vivacious blue eyes. Brenda softly strokes her tight nylons which reveal smooth tapered legs.
"Really-neither of us is suited to a quiet married life! Both of us are too HOT to settle for steady repetition with one partner! I don't brag about the fact that Jerry and I are swingers. But I've admitted to myself that I need more than one man to keep cool! I guess you might say that Jerry and I are pretty uninhibited when it comes to sex. We do some pretty wild things together!"
"We meet with other swingers through correspondence clubs…," Brenda blushed. "I get the HOTS just writing long sexy letters to different males and females all over the country. Jerry and I take revealing snap-shots of each other. We receive a lot of pictures too!"
"Some letters I receive from swingers really turn me on…," Brenda frowned. "I like the long HOT ones. I can get a good wet come if I masturbate! Men write me about how they like to screw a woman, how they love to eat ripe snatch, and how they love to rip their swollen cocks into a tight ass. I move my finger beneath my skirt. I never wear any panties. They just get in the way. I move my finger over my ripe love-button. I flip it back and forth like a nice hot tongue! The words begin getting to me! Guys mention sliding their cocks around in the wet sea of love and then eating their hot come out of some girl's box. Trash like that makes me hot. Sometimes I even lick, and suck my finger after I've finger-fucked myself."
"Our parties usually begin on a Friday night…," Brenda revealed. "After everyone gets transporting off from work they spend a lot of time transporting themselves to our place. But once our guests arrive we promise them a long relaxing week-end. Usually our bashes last until Sunday morning with everyone leaving just in time to get to work!"
"During the week I count the days until party-time. I sometimes close my eyes and count, visually count, our guests in erotic copulation. Jerry and I both love sex so much. We don't do many things that are considered wild or perverse. But sometimes I think we overdo what is called normal sex. Jerry and I throw some pretty wild bashes. We really got into one hell of a mess though when we got arrested in the act of banging with a minor! The police seized movies showing the adolescent girl intimately involved with adults. Jerry and I were told to consult a psychiatrist. So here we are."
"Tell me about the incidents leading to your arrest…?"
"Well…,"Brenda smiled. "Jerry and I write to a lot of swingers. My box is full of hot letters each day. We latched onto Vicki and her husband, Charlie, through the mail. Vicki is a young vivacious brunette with blue eyes that sizzle! Charlie is a middle-aged cat, handsome and athletic, with a mammoth sized penis. Vicki got to writing me about how their daughter had relations with Charles who was her step-father. Apparently their twelve year old kid, Patty, was pretty hot!"
"Jerry dug some of the nude photos they sent of Patty V…," Brenda said. "Patty was barely five foot tall. Patty has pale milky white flesh, dark brown hair that hangs freely over her shoulder, falling about her ripe breasts in a most enticing manner. In one of the snaps that Vicki sent us Patty was standing spread-legged with one hand caressing a ripe nipple! The other hand rested between her thighs. You could see the finger between those hairless pubic lips! That kid had the most abandoned smile you can imagine. It was spectacular. Jerry would sit in our living room nursing a fantastic hard-on as he read Patty's letters!"
"We ought to invite Vicki and Charles to a party…!" Jerry hinted. "Say about six of us together giving Patty a HOT thrill! I bet that kid could even turn you on-sugar. Vicki says she's marvelous eating a lignum or a yoni!"
"You mean-you'd stoop to laying a minor?"
"You bet I would…!," Jerry verified. "If her parents don't object… why should I…?"
"No reason… "
"Well…," Brenda continued, "we invited Vicki and Charlie. They were glad to come. Jerry talked to Patty over the phone. I thought the damn receiver would melt in his hand. When Jerry's ears turn crimson he's either worked-up or embarrassed. I knew that Jerry was just plain HOT. Patty proved to be even more passionate in person. She was well-developed for twelve. Patty's breasts were the size of ripe, full oranges. Her snatch was hairless. I later learned that Patty deliberately shaves her pubic tresses to present a youthful appearance!"
"Patty and my husband hit it off so well that I burned with envy…,"Brenda related. "We invited Laura and Duke Graves, Vicki and Charlie. With myself and Jerry it made seven of us. A nice intimate little group. We stripped down and stashed away a few mixed drinks while listening to party records. Patty slid right next to my hubby. Her small firm hand rested on Jerry's hairy thighs. Jerry couldn't keep from touching Patty. It was obvious both of them wanted to make a more intimate scene. Vicki and Charles proved very interesting. Both of them had been divorced once. Both desired variety in sex. So they decided to swap rather than divorce or run around on each other. Vicki told us all about how Patty got a 'crush' on her step-father and how their swapping involvements led them into sex with their own nubile daughter."
"I knew what it was coming down to…," Vicki affirmed, tossing back her dark auburn hair. "Everytime Charlie got around Patty he got an enormous hard-on. He'd get so excited spanking her buttocks that he'd have to stop! I knew Patty noticed this response. Because when she lay over her step-father's knee Patty Would always wiggle about over his crotch! Sometimes the way my husband would collapse and lean back against the chair I knew he had ejaculated! I didn't try to stop the romance. I'd rather my kid learn sex at home, from her step-father, than out in the bushes with some hippie!"
"How do you have sex at home…?," Brenda inquired.
"Menage-a-trois…," Vicki laughed. "Always the three of us in an intimate get-together. Sometimes when Charlie's on top of me pumping away Patty will go behind and part his buttocks. Patty will kiss those fleshy orbs and run her tongue into her step-father's ripe ass-hole. Patty really loves her step-father because she does some indecent things with him. Why that kid can suck Chuck's testicles for hours!"
"Hmmmm…," Jerry blushed, "I suggest we move this affair to the basement where we can loose!"
Our recreation room is fully equipped…," Brenda recounted. "Jerry spent over $2,000 down there. One room which measures 12x12 is nothing but wall to wall foam with soft sensual black vinyl covering it. It's easy to wipe clean after a fuck-out Cozy when you get six or seven people on it all coming at once!"
"Jerry led the party down the narrow stairs. Everyone looked surprised when they saw the movie camera and screen surrounded by over-stuffed couches."
"I think we ought to film this very special occasion…," Jerry blushed. "Duke-how about operating the movie camera? We ought to do something pretty spectacular to begin this reel. What do you want to do-Patty?"
"I'd love to eat your big beautiful dick," Patty hinted, inching forward. "It's sleeping so nicely now. I bet if I put my hot lips around it-it would jerk up and flop against your belly-button. What do you think big daddy?"
"It probably would-honey…," Jerry teased. "I fondled Patty's developing breasts. Why don't you put your soft lips around it and find out. For you it would jump like a jack-in-the-box."
"You thrill me… big daddy…," Patty panted, sliding her hand under the soft penis to caress the steaming testicles.
"Oh-baby!," Jerry raved.
"Hold on-daddy…!," Patty cooed. "Let's not waste that joy-juice in mid-air. Perhaps I can find a nice hot place for you to come."
"Patty bent down between my muscular legs…,"Jerry moaned. "First Patty raised her eyes upward to my aching penis. Then Patty guided it toward her mouth. She lashed out her hot little serpentine tongue aiming for the head of my joint. Patty's sensual lips parted as the head of my dick slid into her mouth!"
"Oh-baby!," Jerry gasped, gazing skyward. "Oh-beautiful baby-doll!"
"Ummmmm-daddy!," Patty sizzled.
"God-," Jerry gasped. "That child's fingers were moving over my testicle bag. She had me almost going out of my mind. She was gently pinching her sharp fingernails into my tender orbs. Her cheeks puckered in and out. Patty's hot lips moved down the pulsating length of my prong. I knew I would blast my wad at any moment… " Jerry recounted. "I gripped Patty's ears and drove my swollen organ into her tight little mouth. I began pumping like crazy… muttering passioned oaths… as I literally 'fucked' her jaws. Those lips grew hotter and tighter around my throbbing member. God-it felt as if she were blowing the sperm back into my balls!"
"Oh-honey-babe!," Jerry groaned. "You eat a mean joint. Now-slide your juicy little finger into my tight ass-hole. Move it-kid. I'm about to blow my wad!"
"Ummmm…!," Patty sighed. She caught a tremendous wad of sperm in her mouth.
"Oh-hon-ee-y…!," Jerry laughed, fondling firm young breasts. "Do you ever know how to blow a horn!"
"Instead of swallowing my load…," Jerry recollected, "Patty did a very strange thing. Slowly and sensuously Patty got to her feet, pressing her firm abdomen against my dwindling penis. Patty kept her lips tight together. Patty reached out to kiss me. I bent down, folding that firm young body in my arms in a steaming embrace. All of a sudden I felt my own milky substance flowing between my sensual lips. That kid was blowing my hot jizz into my mouth! When I had most of my load in my own mouth Patty began sucking it back into hers. Several creamy drops rolled down my cheeks. Duke zeroed in with the movie camera and recorded our intimate movements. Patty sucked the goo and then she passed it back to me. We became involved in a lengthy sperm-kiss that took up a hell of a lot of film. Everyone was so hot watching Patty and I in action that they neglected to do any active balling!"
"I want to score with Mrs. Breedlove next…," Patty hinted. "She has such nice big sexy boobies! I'd just love sucking on one of them. Would you let me-Brenda?"
"I-er-I guess you can…," Brenda blushed, "You seem to know what you're doing. Maybe you'd rather suck one of the men?"
"I like women too… " Patty laughed.
"Get a action shot of this one-Duke…!" Jerry directed. "My wife doesn't dig the lesbian scene. But I bet she turns on with this talented cherub!"
"That adolescent pressed one of the most mouth-watering kisses on my lips… " Brenda verified. "Patty's kiss was like a sharp bolt of electricity running down my spine. I sizzled all the way down to my toes. It's so damn sexy being made love to by a child! So damn unnerving! My hair stood on end as that tongue moved round inside my mouth. I felt firm fingers grasp my 36 C bosom. I felt them swell and grow firm in Patty's hand, I felt those soft and sensual lips moving to my tits. I felt Patty pinch my tits between her teeth in a painfully sensual gesture!"
"Oh-honey…!," Brenda cooed. "Oh-god- go down!"
"Want me to suck it-sweetie…?" Patty smirked, easting several eyes upward, "I bet if I flick my tongue like crazy over your clitty I can make you pop-off."
"Damn it-Patty…," Brenda raved. "Go down on me. Eat my box!"
"I shoved my muff against her f ace…," Brenda glowed in avid recollection. "My rough pussy hairs rubbed against her chin. Patty did not hesitate a moment in lapping between my labia! I felt her soft and sensual fingers probing the area of my buttocks. I felt the soft caressing, the probing fiery finger in my rectum."
"Oh-hit my ASS…," Brenda choked. "Suck my clit and poke it in my ass!"
"The whole escapade was recorded on film…," Jerry exclaimed. "Later the police confiscated my erotic reels of film. Fortunately Patty was the only minor involved in my erotic movies. And fortunately we happen to live in Illinois where it isn't a criminal offense to have sexual relations with other adults. But we almost got a stiff sentence for cohabiting with a minor. I guess the Judge felt sorry for us and decided to let us of f with a warning to seek psychiatric help. He could have been a lot tougher."
"What else happened with that child?"
"Everything-god-everything!," Jerry resonated. "Patty seemed to take forever eating my wife's cookie-jar. Brenda shot her Bartholin secretions into that kid's mouth. She groaned a grateful 'thank-you.' Patty climbed on top of my wife and rubbed her hot little body all over Brenda. I never thought my wife had a gay bone in her body but she sure 'turned-on-and-turned-in' with that kid."
"The rest of the evening was a fantastic group-grope session…," Jerry verified. "One big wild love-out! Every guy in the joint wanted to lay Patty. Duke disappeared and went upstairs for a long while. I heard the sound of the refrigerator door closing in the kitchen. Then Duke appeared downstairs sporting a mammoth erection."
"Get me and the kid on film…," Duke demanded, holding his expanding tool. "I'm going to give you a flick to remember!"
"You're one big man…!," Patty blushed.
(During this part of the interview Duke came with Brenda and Jerry and gave a first person account of his mating with the talented sex-child. Duke is a tall muscular man who works out regularly at the YMCA gym. His muscles are unusually prominent and solid. His whole countenance testifies to the fact that he is quite an athletic and undoubtedly sexually virile person.)
"I didn't tell anyone what I had done…," Duke related, "I wanted to make a flick that no one would forget. So I'd done something sensational. I had rubbed hot Tabasco sauce all over my aching penis. You know-the stuff that burns something fierce. That hot sauce! I've done it before with my wife Laura. It nearly drives her out of her mind. You can't imagine how that stuff burns once it gets inside you!"
"Why are you looking so miserable-bearcat…?," Patty inquired/approaching and glancing downward at my gargantuan prick. "You look like you're in pain."
"This gawd-damn stiff thing between my legs is killing me…," Duke gasped. "Come on-honey. Lay down. No preliminaries. I need to knock myself off before my jizz backs up and turns to stone."
"Poor baby!," Patty smiled, moving to the couch. "God-but you've got an enormous tool!"
"I'm a first class mechanic-baby!," Duke frowned. "I'm going to put your hot-box in order. Maybe you've met your match now. I hope so. I'm dying to get inside you."
"I literally pounced on that gaping snatch…," Duke laughed. "I drove my elephantine erection into that wet box. I paid very close attention to Patty's face. I motioned Jerry to zero in with the camera. You caught her expression, didn't you, when she realized what I was doing to her?"
"Yeah-sure!," Jerry resonated. "Patty's surprised expression came out fabulous on film. That girl jumped like a hot poker was burning her jewel. Her eyes popped wide open and rolled back in their sockets! Her mouth opened. Patty gasped out one of the most unearthly cries I've ever heard."
"What's on your dick…?," Patty hissed. "Gawd-damn-what the Hell is it? It's burning the fire out of me. Oh-gawd-it's burning. Oh-take it out Oh-love me!! Love me for gawd's sake and put out that fire!"
"I rammed it into her…,. I," Duke blushed* "It really embarrasses me to say this in front of you. But I knew what kind of film we'd get if I used that damn Tabasco sauce on my dick. It was that burning the hell-fire out of me. I slapped my hands under Patty's buttocks. I yanked Patty up against the root of my dick. I literally impaled her on my bursting tool. I was like a mad-man driving my pile-driver into her. Patty responded like she was being copulated by a stallion, Patty jerked and screamed. She even pulled some of my hairs out as I screwed her to an orgasm. The couch cushion was soft and yielding. I worked a probing finger into her anus, I sodomized that tight butt. My tool ripped into her burning vagina!"
"Oh-daddy-wooooooo!," Patty blushed. "I'm going into or… bit!"
"My jizz spewed into her vagina, cooling some of the fire and fury of her belly…," Duke blushed. "Patty had an exhausting climax. Her cream was all over my penis! Patty didn't move to get up off the couch."
"Patty's step-father took a crack at her…," Duke recollected. "I got involved with Laura, Jerry and Brenda in a four way fuck-out. I stuck my meat-stick into Laura while Jerry sodomized Brenda and we all were on that damn crazy foam wall-to-wall love pad! It's the damnedest sensation when everyone shoots their slippery cream all over that cool black vinyl. We all have multiple orgasms when everything gets going real hot. That means a hell of a lot of jizz is being spewed on that black vinyl cover. We all have a blast. We all get to sliding around on our mingled 'cum'. Now and then one of us will deliberately aim our spewing joints at the vinyl! Hell-I've seen Jerry so horny he pumps his swollen penis down against the soft sensual covering. Jerry lays there moving his thighs in circles as he mashes his swelling penis down against the vinyl. Too bad I missed getting an action shot of that!"
"A really wi… ld thing happened…," Brenda interrupted. "I think I should mention it. It might be important to you. I mean… it's something quite different and groovy! Patty went upstairs and got one of my toothbrushes! Also a pan of hot soapy water. I wondered if Patty were going to give us a demonstration of how she brushed her teeth. But no! Patty pushed me down on the couch. She literally held me still with her bony knee in my abdomen. She kissed my soft lips a moment until she had me absolutely steaming. Then Patty began to rub that damned toothbrush back and forth over my clitoris. Those semi-rigid bristles moved fantastically over my swelling love-pod. Slowly Patty began working that stiff-bristled toothbrush into my vagina. The sensations were out of this world. I couldn't remain quiet for a single moment. My movements became absolutely wanton as the arousing object solicited the intended response from my thrashing body. Patty kept diddling me with the toothbrush and dipping it into soapy water, gooing it up good with gobs of soapy, always lubricating so that it moved sensuously inside my vagina."
"This is the best method of keeping your puss clean…," Patty laughed. "You can do it to yourself too!"
"I felt myself being nudged towards a violent and explosive climax…,"Brenda spoke. "I wasn't aware of any sensations except the raw kind of sensual pleasure that each magnificent stroke brought me."
"Pretty cunnie… clean… cunnie!," Patty teased, with a moronic grin. Staring down at my juicing cunt. "When I get you broke into this method you're a likely candidate for the electric model. I can get pretty wicked with this groovy instrument if you go in for slight sado-masochism."
"No-er-no thanks…," Brenda affirmed. "This model is bad enough!"
"Okay-doll-baby…," Patty cooed. "Be a good baby-doll and come quick!"
"Everybody must have raided my bathroom…," Brenda laughed, "Because suddenly everyone had a toothbrush in their hands. Men and women were dipping the damn things in soap and rubbing it over their own genitals. Duke was being overly-aggressive with my husband Jerry. Duke was shoving it into Jerry's rectum. Thrusting it in and out… like a mad-man!"
"Owww-you bet that hurt!," Jerry verified. "Until that wild throbbing pain turned to pleasure I thought I would lose my mind. One of the girls gave me some instant relief when she began sucking my prong while Duke masturbated my anus and cleaned it out with that handy household item!"
"Duke…," Brenda laughed, "jacked himself off with the toothbrush then, rubbing it all over the rippled underside of his sleeping corona. When his cock stiffened and he proceeded to rough it up to an eventual orgasm, Duke allowed his spewing jizz to cream the bristles. Then Duke took that toothbrush and rammed it up into Vicki's cunt. Duke's ejaculation poured like wet cream into that slippery orifice. Lucky for Vicki she had had a complete hysterectomy because the way Duke jammed it into her it must have pounded against her cervix. Vicki had some wild reactions to that handy gadget. She couldn't resist venting her hot liquid orgasm either!"
"I want to say right now that we don't dig way out perversions…," Brenda related, almost as an afterthought. "Our sex is almost always either oral or genital. Sometimes-but only rarely-anal. We aren't out to set any records for being drastically deviate. We think the basic sexual positions become even more thrilling when they are explored considerably in depth in mutual group sessions."
"None of us are out to steal each other's husbands…," Brenda affirmed. "We're surprisingly satisfied with our own. We think we can share each other's mates and perhaps enhance each other's sensual awareness of our own bodies. No one in our group is a sexual deviate. We're just normal people who like sex and sexual stimulation. Sure we swap. But the basic expression of our highly-charged sexual urge is normal!"
"Continue… "
"I enjoy swapping…," Brenda stated. "Just because of one bad incident with the law I'm not ready to quite a winner. I think if a group of adults who are emotionally mature want to indulge in a bit of swapping it's their own concern. I admit we were in fault by allowing Vicki and Charles to bring their daughter to our house to swap. I admit-we may have made one hell of a huge mistake. But then who could turn down such an arousing and sensual temptation when it's offered completely free of any strings? I bet even the Judge would have found it difficult to keep his staff from jumping up against his belly-button under his robe. Patty is a groovy sensual kid. She has this overwhelming almost magnetic effect on you. I never thought our neighbors would spot any hanky-panky in our basement and then call the police. No one was more surprised than I was when we were raided."
"Continue…,"
"Well…," Brenda concluded, "Vicki and Charles were criminally prosecuted for contributing to the sexual delinquency of a minor. Patty was placed in a foster home with a Presbyterian minister and his wife who had remained childless for eleven years. Frankly I think they got their hands full when they took on Patty. But of course they were told about her very promiscuous background before they took charge of her. I think maybe the minister might lose some of his shining beliefs before it's over with. I mean-Patty could tarnish even the most shining angel! That minister is going to have his hands full if Patty gets her hot little paws oh him,"
"I realize now…," Brenda softened, "that kids have no place in the swapping world* I know now that Jerry and I both made a big mistake. But we had to learn the hard way. I admit my mistakes. So does Jerry. I just wish all of those beautiful reels of film hadn't been stolen. It seems they were left laying around the courthouse after our trial. They disappeared. Jerry and I are both sorry because we'd love to have some small remembrance of Patty. Even on film. Sometimes I wonder if the Judge didn't lift them to show in his own private chambers after hours!"
PSYCHOLOGICAL COMMENT:
This case history reveals that most swappers indulge in some form of sexual behavior which could be termed 'abnormal'. Few swappers who consider themselves sexually 'free' make very elaborate efforts to keep their activities secret. Many swappers advertise openly in correspondence clubs and monthly bulletins that circulate freely among millions of advocates of the new sexual freedom.
Brenda openly admits she occasionally participates in homosexual acts while swinging. Brenda, however, is quick to affirm that she is not latently homoerotic. She states that although she finds such acts mildly stimulating she indulges more to please her husband and other men who find such lesbian maneuvers arousing. Brenda notes her greatest homoerotic thrill came when Patty performed cunnilingus upon her.
During swap sessions many heterosexual persons indulge in homoerotic activities. In WIFE SWAPPERS, Roger Blake notes…
"… a wife-swapper, or any sexual adventurer or adventuress, may delve into many forms of vicarious or actual homosexual practices during a group love session, and still not consider himself or herself to be homoerotic." (3)
As Brenda swiftly observes, many heterosexual wives act thusly to please their mates. Roger Blake in WIFE SWAPPERS comments…
"In some instances of orgiastic swapping, husbands often insist that their wives make moves to each other while they watch. And many authorities feel that this in itself is an indirect expression of latent homosexuality in the husbands, although it may be nothing more than submitting to the will of their spouses by the women involved." (3)
While many husbands like to watch their wives in lesbian acts and may be latently homoerotic others are merely voyeurs. Swappers may be polymorphous, perverse, and plurisexual-some may even be latently homosexual-but mostly they are bisexual and capable of diverse physical pleasures.
Many swappers note they have engaged in sexual contacts with minors. Many broad-minded swapping parents introduce their children to sex through the group swap scene. Most often such incidents never come to the attention of authorities. Any sexual violation of a minor by any adult is a criminally illegal offense. Vicki and Charles were apprehended allowing their daughter to participate in group sex. The child was taken from her parents and placed in a foster home. Brenda and Jerry admit that they realized that carnal relations with a minor were illegal. But they felt that since the youth enjoyed the activities so much and had her parents consent that it would be safe to admit the child into their swapping circle. Jerry and Brenda are no longer willing to consider minors as part of their intimate group. While Jerry and Brenda found the experience with Patty thrilling they do not desire a repeat performance.
No two swappers are alike. While most are out and out hedonists who seem remarkably free of sexual hang-ups, others may be neurotic compulsives who can do little to restrict the perverse expression of their own desires. Surprising as it may seem, however, most authorities note that the majority of swappers are mature and well-adjusted, with those seeking ‘group sex' as an escape in a small minority.
My opinion is that Brenda and Jerry are quite normally and sexually responsive persons. Swapping provides the change for 'variety' which they both desperately need. I find no indications of perverse motivations in their behavior. I believe Jerry and Brenda will continue swapping but in the future will be most reluctant to include minors within their select group.



Chapter 5


A modern day replica of an authentic Roman orgy is difficult to stage. Besides being costly and ridiculously noisy it is indeed difficult to get hundreds of swappers together in a sexual bacchanalia without creating a major disturbance. Such orgies are bound to attract the attention of police and conscientious citizens who may object to the morally outrageous behavior of the participants.
Orgies are most often thrown by famous and well-known persons who can afford to supply the food and drink necessary to keep a full-scale orgy in swing. Most often the 'authentic Orgy' is held in completely private and secluded surroundings. Often hotel resorts are rented during the off-season. Perhaps secluded mountain cabins and hunting lodges become the sight of many an authentic orgy. Sometimes a jet-set swinger who just happens to own or have access to an island brings his friends there to enjoy abandoned bliss far from prying eyes.
Generally the genuine orgy is rare. Few swappers have attended one. Quite likely few who have would care to repeat the experience. Still the authentic Orgy as it is historically defined does exist today in exotic corners of our hemisphere.
I have taped an interview with Carl and Darlene Taliaferro who quite willingly gave me an account of the one and only authentic orgy that they had attended during their lifetime of swapping. Carl and Darlene are wealthy and free to travel. Together they enjoy swapping and gambling activities at far corners of the earth.
Darlene is an attractive bleached blonde with a long aquiline nose, blue-grey eyes and a remarkably attractive figure. Darlene is well past her mid-forties. Darlene is plump but her figure is altogether attractive. Her youthful vitality suggests that Darlene has done her best to maintain a cheerful and youthful outlook on life.
Carl is an attractive man in his early fifties. His hair is dark-brown. He is slightly bald. Carl has ruggedly red cheeks, evenly spaced white teeth, dark brown eyes and a middle-aged paunch that testifies to the fact that he is undoubtedly a faultless gourmet. Carl speaks fluently in several languages. Carl credits his linguistic ability with having involved him in many interesting affairs.
"Carl and I have been swinging all over the North American continent for a long long-time…," Darlene revealed. "There's very little going on in the sexual scene that Carl and I don't know about. I don't care how wealthy a person is, or how famous, his desires are just as passionate as the most bourgeoisie commoner. Wealth presents its own problems-you know! The well-to-do person's life has become so simplified that his main problem becomes boredom. When Carl received his inheritance we thought it was wonderful. But then we found even more time on our hands. Neither of us has to work so we are confronted with great wealth and idle hours… which together often compels one toward sexual adventure."
"Carl and I have always been broad-minded about sex…," Darlene frowned. "We don't belong to any particular church. We give to a variety of worthy causes and hope our donations help someone less fortunate. We aren't out and out cads! We realized we are fortunate in many ways. Carl has one weakness-gambling. I of course have my own personal failings-but they are more sensual and less costly. While in Hawaii, the Virgin Islands and other beach-side localities I hired numerous beach boys to come to my private suite. You'd be surprised at how easy it is for an older woman to find youthful lovers if she has money. In a pinch I've patronized male prostitutes for the brand of sex that I enjoy most!"
"Carl and I have always had a special itch to throw a real Roman Orgy…," Darlene stated. "But we've never had the time or place to throw one. We were fortunate enough to attend one international-orgy that involved nearly two hundred people from all over the world. We met on an unknown island. We were never told where we were being taken. I suspect I'll never live through the likes of such an event again."
"We were in Bermuda, around St. George's. Yes. I was occupying myself with young beach boys then. And a few of the talented male masseuse's which are easy to come by. For an additional fee these well-hung studs will provide the most sensual pleasures you can imagine. However if a rub-down is all you want they'll give that too!"
"Carl was on the town gambling…," Darlene smiled. "I find his hobby boring. The pure love of money has little hold on me. Carl has a fortune in stocks and his electrical manufacturing business. I don't really understand his love of gambling. I love sex. Carl does too. But he'd much rather gamble. Which means I get a lot of neglect."
"It was well after midnight and Antonio, my dark Basque masseuse was giving me the final touches of our regular session. He was applying some sweetly scented lotion to my body after having performed lengthy cunnilingus on me. I had no more than ushered him out the door when burst in."
"Pack up-baby!," Carl shouted. "We've got to catch a plane in forty-five minutes. This is the chance of a life-time!"
"I was most reluctant to leave Antonio…," Darlene testified. "But from the way Carl was packing the hotel was going to explode at any moment."
"Where are we going?"
"To an island-baby!," Carl huffed. "To what is called 'Orgy Island.' Our host is a wealthy Greek gambler who refuses to tell where we are going. He's involved in underworld operations in dope and illicit gambling. He has access to a private* island. We've been invited there."
"But-I hate gambling!"
"This is an island of Pleasure. Gambling. Drugs. Sex. You name it. If you've got money to burn this guy will give you your money's worth in whatever particular brand of vice you crave."
"I packed quickly…," Darlene noted. "I knew nothing of our destination. At the airport, gathering outside this privately owned jet, were odd persons of various nationalities. My husband got right in the middle and began speaking in different languages. Let me say right now the only tongue I understand is the one shoved between my hot thighs. I don't give a damned about the nationality of my lover. As long as he knows his business. The intimate sounds we make could be understood in any language!"
"I boarded the jet. Carl became engrossed in a challenging conversation with a young French wine merchant and his Portuguese wife. We were flying out over the ocean. I sensed we were into something BIG. It took us three hours or more to reach our destination. We all put our wrist watches, compasses and other items into a sac. The rule was that no devices which would indicate our direction or indicate the length of time from one point to the other were to be held by the passengers. It seemed that our host took no chances on anyone charting his direction."
"We landed on a sandy strip near the beach…! It was large enough to accommodate two planes. A large dark green bus met us. We were bussed to this massive stucco building with a tile roof. The furnishings were comfortably ornate. We were waited on by attendants, maids and servants of all nationalities."
"The only thing our servants had in common was their wide grins and their willingness to please everyone. Our porter was a young oriental boy who kept leering at me in a most sensual manner. Surprising as it may seem I've never had relations with an oriental male. With a female-yes. An attractive Japanese virgin! I've heard it rumored that oriental men have under-developed sex organs. It's also rumored that black Africans from Sudan have gargantuan sexual proportions. The oriental man did not please me with his long leering glances. Carl dismissed him with a tip!"
"Carl abandoned me…," Darlene laughed. "I never went into the casino. I know my husband lost over $9,500 during our six day spree. But sex-wise it was almost worth it. Women in bikinis lay fornicating on the beach. I put down my beach towel, my radio and my cigarettes. I had no more than pressed my belly into the hot sand than I was approached by a virile Hawaiian boy."
"Madame is alone…?" the curly-headed youth inquired, looking remarkably well-hung in those clinging briefs. "Perhaps you are a-widow…?"
"I informed him I was married. That my husband gambled. The brown haired youth squatted down next to me, surveying ray rising breasts.
"If I were he…," my beach boy smiled, "I would not leave you alone. Perhaps I may acquaint you with our island?"
"Perhaps…," Darlene smiled. "Your name?"
"Juan. I live here. I entertain many female guests all season."
"Where are we… Juan?"
"I do not know…," Juan frowned. "I come here at eighteen. I escaped from prison in my own country, was hiding in a port in France when "big Joe" brought me here and offered me this Garden of Eden. I will never leave. It is forbidden. I am twenty-seven, Madame. Discussing the Island is forbidden. We are allowed to do anything to please our guests. How may I please you?"
"I felt a warm hand pressing upward between the backs of my thighs…" Darlene noted. "I felt a hot fire flame throughout my body. I remained motionless as that hand began caressing. Our bodies were close and intimate. Juan moved to kiss me. Those soft sensual lips touched mine. Those thick fleshy fingers moved to my breasts. I felt my bikini top falling from me as if it were a veil. Juan pushed me down on the beach towel as his hungry mouth moved to my nipples."
"Oh… Juan. Oh… ummmmm!"
"People were fornicating everywhere on the beach. There were at least one hundred of us out there. Juan worked his hands between my thighs after he removed the bottom of my swim suit. His thick fingers worked through my dark pubic mound. Juan seemed fascinated by the dark freckles that covered my abdomen. Even as a child I had been ashamed of them."
"Oh… Juan… we're so public! Why everyone is having sex openly on this beach! Oh-how wonderful!"
"Juan removed his own briefs. His dick was enormous. It was so inflamed with passion that he almost turned purple in his genitals. He thrust that throbbing prick into me as he mounted."
"We live like healthy animals here…," Juan puffed, breathing heavily. "We make love publicly. Tonight is the Fiesta. You will be pleased a thousand ways! Perhaps you will remember this as an Island of Love."
"Juan was slow to arouse me. Once he got the rhythm of my body though he pounded me towards a frantic climax. Our bodies melted into one. Juan kissed me until my lips were sore. His hot hands moved under my buttocks as he pounded me to an explosive orgasm. We both erupted together and collapsed in exhaustion."
"That night they held the Fiesta on the beach. To start things off everyone appeared in the altogether. Anyone wearing clothing was fined $150.
"I'm not particularly ashamed to appear in public naked. But before it's always been in small groups. I felt different in front of hundreds of strangers. There were tables of food for everyone. Food, wine, whisky-all served elaborately by young dark haired women of foreign extraction."
"Carl disappeared with some virgin from Samoa. Three drunken women, including one.American, pulled me into the naked festivities. In the middle of the group a Polynesian woman was doing a dance with a snake. She stood spread-legged as dark tanned native boys banged on 'bongo drums' and other implements of musical discord. The exotic dancer forced the writhing snake into her vagina. I felt hands touching me everywhere. Soon my head was spinning. Two very dark-skinned youths dragged me into the bushes. I was forced down in the shrubs. I felt something hard being shoved into me. Then hot loins whipping furiously. Hands pulled me on top of the youth while we were in erotic connection. I felt a sharp stab in my rectum. I could not protest. It was a HOT knife being shoved in my ass. I cried out as the other boy whipped his penis into my anus. My cries of pain turned to shouts of joy."
"Oh… screw my ass!," I screamed. "Oh- shove it into my snatch! Oh-move both of them faster! Harder!"
"Dis lady's box es as big as a cow…," one boy shouted. "I bet dat her ass is as big as her mouth!"
"I felt insulted as both boys pushed me over the edge of a very hot and passionate climax!"
"The youths laughed. They pulled me up. One of them way-laid this tan mastiff thrashing through the bushes. I had no idea what they had in mind until one boy began manipulating my box and rubbing my juice all over my thighs. The dog approached. It sniffed. He was truly a massive beast. Dane and probably Elkhound. One of the boys jerked the sheath covering back and exposed the raw red penis. They made indecent gestures with their hands. They guided the dog toward me."
"Owww… yeowwww!," I shouted. "No-lit… hurts! O-mmmm!"
"Fuckie… suckie… dog…!," a native youth laughed. "You have puppies-lady! You be pretty lady with puppies suckin your tits!"
"The largest of the two unidentified boys had my head thrust between his thighs. He clamped those whipcord muscles about my neck. I was his helpless captive. I could not move free as that massive canine penis ruptured me. I was terrified-although I'd witnessed others in canine copulation!"
"American lady… she screw-ee dog!," one native youth shouted through the bushes. "American lady screw-ee DOG. Come, look… see!"
"A huge crowd gathered about me. I searched the gathering for my husband's face. He was not among the witnesses. I felt degraded. The mastiff socked the swelling dog knot in and out, causing me to experience sharp waves of pleasure.
"Oho-owwwww-NO!," I screamed. "Oh- owwwww!"
"The dog was pumping me painfully…,"Darlene blushed, looking away as she visually recalled the incident. "I felt the violent jet-spray of the huge mastiff s semen. It seemed like he flooded me three times with his jizz. All applauded my unavoidable climax. A homosexual was selected from the crowd. The pansy was pulled down and his buttocks exposed to the gratified dog who was eagerly licking his aching phallus. The dog sniffed. He showed no real interest in the faggots behind. A hot hand probed my clit, became wet with my liquid secretions. My juice was rubbed on the pansy's buttocks. The dog sniffed."
"The dog ain't queer…," one guest laughed. "He knows the difference between a woman's pudenda and a man's bum-hole. Still-he may mount yet. Don't fart and scare him off!"
"The tan mastiff paused before mounting…," Darlene noted. "That dog had a time poking his aching penis into that tight opening. The dog pumped in and out. He moved his hind legs closer, forcing his canine phallus inside. The pansy groaned with pleasure and began moving with the dog. Almost everyone was masturbating someone. I saw the smiling face of a man who must have been in his seventies. Surprisingly he produced a small amount of jizz as I jacked him off!"
"It was a wanton orgy!," Darlene shouted. "Three women dragged me into the bushes. All three made love to me with their mouths. At the same time. One ate my ass and sucked it until it hurt! Then they made me take turns sucking them off. I was sore and badly in need of a bath when they got through with me. Someone held me down long enough to tattoo the word "Orgy Island" on the inside of my left thigh!"
"All I remember was falling into the bushes when my head became too heavy to hold up! When I woke up in my own room I remember seeing Carl staggering in with his shirt outside his pants. His zipper was wide open. Carl took a long look at my filthy naked body. He told me he had lost $4,425 that night. I had wild visions of naked men and women and screaming dragons that night. I woke up with an unbearable headache. Carl had received the same tattoo. He told me he had received it while being 'eaten' by a dark native boy!"
"The following day was a mad orgy on the beach! A dark skinned beach boy informed me we were one hundred and thirty-five guests in all. He refused to answer my questions about our location. Because of the beach landing it would be difficult to detect a runaway from the air. I went on a tiring hike with a beach boy who made me climb mossy rocks that jutted out over the ocean. I remember being frantically fucked on a slippery pinnacle as waves crashed below. I ate his salty tasting penis and caressed those firm young testicles with delicate fingers. Afterwards we dozed off for only a moment. When we awoke our rock was being covered by the tide and we were almost captured by the wildly crashing waves. We scrambled back to shore over slippery rocks, squashing sea anemones and mossy ferns in our scramble for shore. We lay on the beach almost exhausted: Our passions were hot. My beach boy mouthed my tits. He fingered my slit. I lay there feeling the sand on his rod rubbing against my sore vagina. I squeezed my throbbing vagina down hard over his flesh. The sand and salt water made intercourse a kind of painful pleasure. Every nerve in my body was alive with the full awareness of my sexual response. My orgasm seemed so much fuller in the sea-side atmosphere. Later we returned to the crowd!"
"Everyone was naked on the beach. The sun was terribly hot. Clothes seemed like anchors about your body! All of us were moving about on the beach. We selected lovers at random. I doubt anyone claimed they were impotent in such an atmosphere!"
"The atmosphere in the hotel was more abandoned. We had access to sex, gambling, dope-any vice we craved. There were even domineering women for those whimpering men who craved humiliation. Maids wandered in and out of your room. All were lovely and under thirty. They would come in to make your bed. Carl would be in the bathroom brushing his false teeth. I remember one dark-skinned maid walked in. She brazenly extracted Carl's penis right before my very eyes! She slumped to her knees and lifted that swelling object to her lips. I became so absorbed that I had to masturbate as I watched my husband being aroused."
"Abysinia…," Carl groaned. "You have such lovely soft lips. Um-let it slide deep back into your throat. Move those soft lips ever so slowly over the tip! Eat me all the way to my root! Oh -baby-no one knows how to give a 'blow job* like you do! Oh-ummm-yes! Finger my testicles. Thrust your sharp fingernails into them- but don't hurt too much! Ummmmmmmm!"
"It was a wanton spectacle…," Darlene blushed. "That dark maid was gobbling down my husband's penis. I've always had to stop when I had taken half of it. I seem to choke now and then! Abysinia swallowed the entire length of my husband's manhood. I watched Carl rotating his hips and thrusting his hard prong in and out of her soft mouth. I watched him pulling her ears and rubbing the root of his penis against her chin, I saw that body stiffen, quiver and I knew that his potent semen was pouring down the back of her throat!"
"Abysinia looked like a porpoise swallowing fish…," Darlene noted. "She did not drop a single molecule of that potent fluid. She licked her tongue between those soft thighs, back to the ripe anus, over the testicles and up and down the now flaccid sexual organ. Carl then rubbed his shrinking dick on her hair and hid it inside his striped shorts."
"This is what I call 'service'… " Carl taunted. "That girl has a great set of jaws! No wonder no one wants to leave the island. If it weren't so damned expensive we'd take up permanent residence here!"
"I had quite a time with the male porters and house servants…,"Darlene noted. "A boy- not over twenty-strolled up and down the hall glancing into guests rooms. There were no doors on our rooms-I forgot to mention. All our valuables were locked in a safe. Everything was out in the open! I was standing in front of the mirror brushing my hair on this particular day. This youth came in and grabbed the brush from my hand. His breasts and shoulders slowly caressed. Our lips met. In front of other giggling tourists I allowed myself to be made love to by one of the Islanders!"
"Do I please you…?" the youth whispered, moving his eager hand in between my hot thighs.
"Oh-yes!," I gasped. "Oh-yes! So very much!"
His phallus… Darlene noted, jumped against his abdomen! "I felt him placing it between my thighs as he pushed me down on the edge of the bed. I felt it inching through my thick mound of pubic hair! I felt myself swooning with ecstasy. I placed my hands against his thrashing buttocks and felt the rise and fall of his penis inside me as he pounded me against the bedsprings! I could feel the hot pulsating sensations of my own body and his together. I became very wet and passionate."
"Ohoo-ummmmmm!," I cried. "All of a sudden the beach boy began knotting up a stray nylon which I had tossed across the bed. He placed about seven tight knots in it. Then he began violently stuffing it up my ass-hole. It hurt because he was quite rough with me. I felt those knots slip inside my rectum as he kept mercilessly pounding me with his raging phallus. I swooned and felt my orgasm growing inside of my body. Just as my body gave a momentous jerk, in unison with the sudden release felt by my lusty captor, I felt that knotted nylon stocking being jerked violently out of my anus!"
"Oh-gawd-ohoooooo!," I groaned. "Oh-what wild… wicked… pleasure!"
"Our jizz spewed all over the clean sheet…," Darlene noted. "The youth smiled and told me to summon a maid. One came in. She immediately joined our debauched fun. She licked my clit as the youth shoved his dwindling prong inside my mouth. We made frantic connection and then fell on the bed to make violent love. Guests strolling down the hall came in to join us before it was over there were twelve members naked and violently copulating in the room with us!"
"We could have stayed there forever if it weren't for the enormous cost…! After six days of idyllic bliss Carl sobered up and said it was time for us to leave. Never before had I been so perversely violated in every manner you can conceive! Never before had so much been going on so quickly. My orgasm became a succession of gang-bangs-one right after the other! There was nothing personal about most of the sex on the island. It was just one prolonged orgy! I hated to leave. But I was almost totally exhausted from too much promiscuous activity!"
"Twenty other guests left with us… " Darlene blushed. "Just as we were leaving another plane landed beside us with new guests to the island. We relinquished our watches, compasses and other directional equipment. Everyone was guessing where we were but no one really knew. My clitoris throbbed with excitement as the engines hummed. I glanced down at the island. I felt a moment of wild nostalgia. Carl moaned about how much money he had lost. Never before had his gambler's luck been so poor. As we soared away from the man-made paradise I knew that we were both the helpless victim of our vices.!"
"I've attended hundreds of smaller swapping parties. But nothing has ever been so boldly spectacular as that week on the island. Sometimes I begin to believe it never happened to me. That it's a wild figment of my imagination. But then I glance down at the fleshy part of my thigh. There inscribed in small bold letters are the words 'Orgy Island'. Every swinger I meet asks me for an explanation. They stare at me in open disbelief when I give them a detailed accounting of my activities. I know for a fact that full scale orgies do go on. But to most people they're like a unicorn. Few people have ever really seen one!"
PSYCHOLOGICAL COMMENT:
As the reader can see the authentic orgy is a passionate and noisy affair that is best conducted far from prying eyes. Many orgies actually are conducted on small, far-away privately owned islands.
Other ideal locations seem to be remote houses and cabins which may easily be found in the classified ad sections of most any newspaper.
As Roger Blake notes in WIFE SWAPPERS…
"The more organized groups often rent isolated beach or lakeside cottages or hunting lodges for their parties. They can usually be found advertised in the classified columns of most newspapers and rented with a minimum of questions by placing down a security, deposit with the owner or agent. In the cases where one of the participants has a very privately located house or owns a cottage of his own, the others will usually offer to chip in for its use." (3)
In this case the international profiteer happened to derive a sizeable income from his island of vice. Obviously not everyone owns a private island so choosing the ideal location to throw an orgy often presents a sizeable problem.
Those swingers who constantly seek out large group swap scenes and become addicted to 'orgy-type' activity are often oversexed and more openly perverse than their smaller group swapping comrades. Those who seek out large abandoned groups are often jaded deviates who cannot find their brand of pleasure in smaller groups.
In CASEBOOK: FEMALE BEHAVIOR author Roger Blake notes…
"The Party Girl' or orgiast usually has traces of every erotic deviation in the book. She is at once a voyeurs, exhibitionist, at least partly Lesbian or bisexual, almost always interested in oral and anal sex acts, frequently nymphomaniac, sometimes scatological, a mate-swapper, a masturbator, and possesses some degree of sadomasochism." (7)
In the authentic 'orgy' each member is trying to out-do the other in perverse activities. Orgiasts indulge in more perversions strictly for the sake of being more deviate than other swappers. The true orgiasts is most always an extremely perverted person. I have interviewed several orgiasts who are constantly seeking larger and wilder sex parties. I have found the men to be sexually satyrs and the women to be border-line nymphomaniacs.
Even well-adjusted swappers would not enjoy the real wild bacchanalian type orgy. Many would be offended by the openly perverse sexual abuses; while others have noted they find the larger swaps to be entirely too jaded for their own private tastes. The feeling seems to run high among swappers that the authentic orgy is too perverse, too wild, too noisy to be enjoyable. Most complain that too much happens too fast. Many swappers are surprisingly moderate and free of perverse desires.
The true orgy is a 'once-in-a-life-time' experience for most swappers. Many swappers who have attended would not do so again. Anyone who continuously seeks out such large group scenes may be suspected of being a sexual psychopath. In many cases the true orgiasts are seriously deviate. Both Darlene and Carl admit that there were some things about their 'orgy' that they enjoyed -but both claim that smaller swaps offer a lot more in intimacy and authentic sexual pleasure.



Chapter 6


Anyone who participates in group swapping activities is bound to make occasional contact with a truly bisexual partner. The true bisexual finds that most plural swapping sessions provide occasional involvement in homosexual behavior and periodic interests in bisexual activity. For this reason many single and married bisexuals seek admittance into a variety of swapping circles in order that they may more readily satisfy their dual desires.
Many bisexual orgies consist of group sessions of seance-a-trois and menage-a-trois. Surprisingly many married persons find it convenient to admit a third party into their living quarters to form a somewhat permanent sexual relationship which often involves troilism or incidents of three-way sex. Obviously both husband and wife may be to some degree bisexual since such a relationship always involves limited homosexual activity.
It has long been debated whether the bisexual is a distinct species, as different from the homosexual and heterosexual as day and night, while behaving in a manner characteristic of both; or whether he or she is merely a homosexual in hiding. Opinions vary and the bisexuals themselves (those who have undergone some degree of analysis) present a wide range of erotic interests which vary with the individual. As might be suspected some bisexuals may be more homosexual than others.
In THE LESBIAN IN GROUP LOVE authors Matt and Kathleen Galant note…
"With 1,729 women out of 2,216 surveyed and interviewed, reporting incidence of lesbian activity, the first conclusion one might reach is that the wife-swapping world has an abnormally high percentage of lesbians among the participants. The statistics showed, however, that the number of true lesbians was actually very small. What psychologists term the 'bisexual' accounted for a much larger percentage of the women." (12)
In THE LESBIAN IN GROUP LOVE authors Matt and Kathleen Galant clearly define the bisexual personality…
"A person who is sexually attracted to members of both sexes and who can reach an orgasm in the sex act with a member of either sex. It is important to add to this definition that… the true bisexual does not have ft preference in the sex of her partner for a sexual experience and treats both sexes equally." (12)
Some bisexuals are aggressive and considered the 'active* party in any sexual relationship, while others remain passive to experience with both sexes-receiving both acts of homosexual and heterosexual love-without becoming active or aggressive in such relationships. The difference between active and passive bisexuals will become clearer as we probe into this history. Tracey and Hugh Genovese, an attractive couple in their mid-thirties, are both practicing bisexuals who seem to find ample opportunity to satisfy their dual desires with other swappers.
"I've always been very active when it comes to SEX!," Tracey smiles, "I noticed that the objects of my desire seemed quite confusing at times. For example, when I was eleven I had a crush on a fourteen year old boy while I was simultaneously having an affair with a ten year old girl!"
"My seemingly contradictory desires have always bothered me. For the longest while I never knew what was wrong with me. Yes-I've always indulged in homosexual relations. I began kissing and experimentally masturbating a girlfriend. I drove my tongue into Georgina's mouth and sucked her sweet tongue. My lips moved down the valley of her breasts, nipping first one love-pod and then the other. My mouth moved down the soft flesh of her belly. I found myself 'sucking' her clitty!"
"I went all the way with a guy in high school. I could obtain an orgasm if he moved in a way to excite my clitoris. I thought about girls a lot then. I wished I was having a homosexual affair. In college I got a whopper of a rooommate. Holly was a nympho! Holly must have sensed my homosexual desires because she had no difficulty in maneuvering me into a gay alliance. Our intimate relationship progressed. We were constantly sleeping together. We could not keep our HOT hands off each other's flesh! The funny thing was Holly was also shacking up with her boyfriend. I was just about to conclude I was really homosexual when I fell hard for this guy who made oral love to me!"
"I've really worried a lot about my mixed-up sex life…," Tracey blushed. "I began wondering if I was transexual, a hermaphrodite or what. My life was so confusing because of my dual desires. I asked one guy what he thought about a girl who would sleep with men and women. He said she sounded like a crazy mixed-up queer!"
"One time when Holly was applauding sex with her boyfriend I asked her if we both were homosexuals. I thought you had to be one or the other. At that time I was having a great deal of trouble deciding which was dominant in my life."
"My God-we're neither…!" Holly blushed. "God-baby-where have you been? Don't you know what's going on all over the country? It's a 'Sexual Revolution'. A complete turning upside-down of our sexual standards. And it's about time too. It's giving people like us a chance to create our own identity."
"How do you mean… Holly?"
"It's bringing into the foreground the fact that we're not all hetero or homo… " Holly defended. "It's proving that men and women have desires for their own sex. That we're somewhat hermaphroditic in our instincts. Our teachings inhibit our natural desires for our own sex. There have always been people like us-Tracey. We're a rare breed. We're the 'bisexuals*. We're more common than most people suspect and we want the best of both worlds. I'm damn proud of it!"
"Are we over-sexed?"
"I don't think I am…," Holly argued. "You can speak for yourself. I've got no hang-ups about my desires. I hope you don't suddenly develop any moral scruples. It would ruin a damn good relationship!"
"Holly introduced me to swapping…," Tracey confided, "She told one of the guys she dated that we sometimes had sex together. He turned on to the idea. Wanted photos of us in action. Anyway I got invited to a fraternity party. Holly got me a date. We put on a homosexual performance in front of the guys. Holly n' I were doing a frantic ‘69'. We were raising hell biting each other's pussy's when two guys began moving their mouths all over our hot bodies! This guy put his mouth right on my ass-hole. He sent me ape-wild! I climbed a tree when his tongue moved around my sensitive ass! He began sucking and blowing. With Holly working my cavern good it was more than I could stand. I climaxed! After that the guys put their hands on us everywhere. Five or six mouths moved over my flesh-biting and sucking!"
"How many of you were there?"
"Four boys…," Tracey nodded. "Holly and myself. We got so well-bucked that night we could hardly walk back to the dorm. Holly and I held hands and kissed as the guys watched us. I'd be going down on one guy and Holly would be eating me out. Some stud would be slamming it up her ass. I began dating a fraternity guy. On the weekends the six of us would go to a motel and briskly abandon ourselves to polymorphous love on the king-sized mattress. We made love every way we knew how. Ted thrust this Alka-Seltzer into my vagina. He ate me out as it fizzed. It was a wild sensation. We had private masturbation sessions. Anything you can name!"
"When did you become involved in group swapping outside of college?"
"After I went to work as a legal secretary, I met this real odd-ball type. His name was Hugh. He joked about fags all of the time. But from his looks and mannerisms Hugh was more than normal. He happens to be my husband now. Before that he was the youngest man in the law firm of Bagget, Laughton and Genovese. Hugh is a tall dark guy. He wears his hair curling about his collar. Hugh has broad shoulders and a firm jaw. The firm was quite a swinging place since three attorneys were young and single. I never will forget one terribly embarrassing incident. It's permanently engraved in my memory bank. Usually Hugh and his companions go to lunch at a nearby cafeteria. Generally I clean their desks and put things in order. I noticed that Spence Bagget's door was closed. I thought nothing about it and threw it wide open. I got the shock of my life!"
"Continue… "
"I almost passed out when I saw that Spence had a marvelously attractive female client bent over his plush executive desk. She had no panties on! Spence was pumping his sizeable penis between the girl's buttocks. I didn't stay gazing long enough to notice if it was entering her vagina or rectum. My mouth hung as if it had permanently become unhinged."
"I believe your phone is ringing… Miss Billings…," Spence quipped. "He held his partner immobile as she tried to cover her embarrassment."
"Excuse me!"
"I worked as Hugh's private secretary. But I cleaned up the other offices when needed. When Hugh came back from lunch he got the story from Spence."
"Hugh invited me to lunch the next day. He tried feeling me out about my reaction to Spence's involvement. Hugh cautioned me not to mention what I'd seen because the woman was married and the mother of four children."
"Hugh and I grew closer. I was sent on regular runs to buy copies of "Playboy" and other sex-slanted magazines. Our attorneys seemed to have overactive imaginations when it came to sex. Their conversations were mostly a repetition of one dirty joke after another."
"I went out with Hugh a few times. He drives this Mercedes diesel, he plays tapes and carries a full stock of booze under the front seat. We parked in this secluded lover's lane. Hugh began warming me up. I became so aroused that I neglected to take precautions. You see-for the first time I fell head over heels in love with a guy! It came as a shock when I later found out I was pregnant!"
"I made another important discovery…," Tracey blushed. "I was walking down the hall from the lavatory. All of a sudden I saw two pairs of trousers in the mirror. The door was slightly open. As I drew closer I noticed Earl Laughton down on his knees sucking Hugh's very prominent erection! I was overcome with nausea first. Then, as I watched Hugh pumping like a proud animal, I sensed for the first time that he was bisexual!"
"Hugh proposed to me before I ever told him I was pregnant. While we were out riding his motor-cycle we had a wreck. Miraculously we both escaped extensive injury but the cycle was demolished. I believe that accident caused me to have a miscarriage. We lost our baby! I was miserable afterwards."
"I attended quite a few social functions with Hugh. Some became quite promiscuous. Not long after we got married, Spence and Earl both got wed. I hit it off marvelously with their wives Cindy and Phoebe. Cindy was a ravishing blond while Phoebe was an attractive and vivacious brunette. Both had figures that would turn on a frozen Eskimo!"
"Things got 'close' between us. Hugh and Earl were always going off to the rest room together. We all knew what they were doing."
"They act like two love-sick fags…," Phoebe nodded, impatiently. "Spence seems to be the only solidly hetro male in the bunch. God-I always thought it might be fun to make it with a woman. But I've never had the nerve to seek out such an adventure!"
"My heart did a flip-flop…," Tracey blushed. "I stay turned on by Phoebe's hot little figure. That gal has a prominent bosom, and nice fat succulent thighs. You can tell she's a good lay just from the way she acts. Phoebe has a real saucy way of talking. She wears the damnedest perfume that makes my clitoris practically pucker everytime I get near her."
"Lesbians are so crude…,"Cindy affirmed. "I've always wanted to meet a passionate bisexual woman of some sophistication. I could never return sex that way. I mean-I could never do it to another woman. But I wouldn't mind letting someone do it to me once just so I could find out what it's like."
"I could probably do everything to a woman…," Phoebe blushed. "I don't know-maybe I couldn't 'go down' on her. If I were 'high' though I just might."
"Really…?" I gasped. "Would you both like to make it with a girl?"
"Sure…," Phoebe chimed. "What is good for the goose is good for the gander."
"Where do we find a willing lez…?"
"Not a lez-baby…," I grinned. "Just a willing and stiff-tongued bisexual."
"Who are you suggesting?"
"Myself…," I blushed. "I moved my hot hand to the small of Phoebe's back. I've had some experience along that line."
"You…," Cindy gasped. "I don't believe it! Not for one moment!"
"I had an interesting roommate in college. She taught me the best of both worlds. To hang loose and be bisexual. That way you miss nothing. While those conceited fags are off blowing their horns we ought to strip down and put on a real hot show!"
"Cindy was the most reluctant to undress. When I gazed at those ripe luscious boobies I knew I just had to have them between my teeth. When I gazed downward beneath the thin nylon panties and saw that full pubic bush I forgot everything else!"
"Continue… "
"The three of us stripped as naked as jaybirds,…," Tracey nodded. "We lay down on my thick carpet, I moved my mouth and hands to Cindy's supple flesh. Cindy eyed me with suspicion as I approached her. My lips hungrily sought those breasts. Phoebe watched a moment. When she heard Cindy sigh with relief Phoebe moved her wanton lips to Cindy's other breast. Phoebe watched me move my mouth down the gentle rise of Cindy's belly. Cindy moaned. She spread her thighs. My finger sought the divine wetness of her delicious hole! I watched Cindy panting with passion before I went 'down' on her. It's important to have a woman hot before you eat her for the first time. Otherwise she might be so overcome with guilt or revulsion that she becomes uncooperative. I manipulated Cindy's clitoris until it stuck out like a baby penis!"
"Oh-ummmmmm!," Cindy groaned. This is just too-mmmmmmm mu… ch!"
"My hands and mouth worked down her belly…," Tracey sighed. "I moved my tongue slowly towards the slit. Phoebe was so aroused from sucking Cindy's tits that she looked like she was on the verge of 'coming' all over herself. I was laying on my side. I motioned Phoebe to work her hands and mouth over my hairy genitals. Phoebe looked hesitant. Then she maneuvered herself so that her head fit between my legs."
"Just lick… and suck… gently…," I whispered. "It will come natural to you once you get accustomed to it. I'm already. HOT so you don't have to warm me up-baby!"
"Phoebe pushed my thighs apart…," Tracey noted. "I felt her fingers softly probing there. Discovering I was lubricated Phoebe nibbled first my belly and then my thighs. I felt that tongue-tip touch my pubic mound. Phoebe's tongue sought my ripe clitoris!"
"Ummmmmm-ba… by!," I groaned. "You're quite a tongue artist!"
"The three of us had formed an oral daisy chain…," I smiled. "I always keep my vagina clean and scented with perfume. As a result Phoebe was not having any bad reactions to her first performance of cunnilingus upon her own sex! Surprisingly she knew enough to concentrate her lingual efforts on my responsive clitoris."
"I doubled my efforts to 'eat' Cindy's very hot box. I had that poor girl just about out of her mind. I worked her close to her peak. I eased up allowing her slowly to slide back down to a not-so-fevered pitch. Then I began to make frantic love to her again. I had poor Cindy tossing her head from side to side and moaning and groaning like she was being turned on by a wild man!"
"Oh-gawd-do it, suck me off!…," Cindy panted. "Gawd-you're killing me. Oh- ummmmmmmmmm!"
"Finally I pushed Cindy over the edge just as Hugh, Earl and Spence rushed into the living room. The look on those three guys' faces I will remember forever!"
"Great gosh-a-mighty!," Spence whispered, shaking his head from side to side.
"What the hell-Phoebe?"
Hugh laughed like a fat Santa Claus. I sucked Cindy's bartholin secretions before answering.
"We got tired of putting up with your masculine hanky-panky in the bathroom…,"Phoebe laughed. "So we decided to have some fun ourselves. We've found that we don't need men after all. Why don't you demonstrate to us what you do in the bathroom so long?"
"Damn if we'll be outdone…," Spence argued. He stripped off his tight red knit sweater. "I don't dig it with guys as much. But if the women can switch-hit so can we!"
"Phoebe blew me over my peak… " Tracey nodded. "She watched eagerly as Earl began mouthing Spence's rigid penis. Earl was kneeling between Spence's enormously hairy legs. Earl's prick shot up, arching towards his abdomen."
"We all watched…," Tracey interrupted. "Phoebe lay down. Cindy squatted over her head. She thrust her bushy genitalia into Phoebe's mouth. I positioned myself between Phoebe's thighs. I began sucking. I lolled my tongue back and forth over that responsive clitoris. Phoebe fondled Cindy's mammoth breasts, The smell of sex and hot 'come' hung in the air. It was like a cloud of cigar smoke. You could hear mouths working, the uneven passioned breathing of six naked participants at the height of arousal. You could hear the sighs of relief as one orgasm erupted after the other like a volley of fire from a firing squad!"
"What a way to spend an evening together…," Spence laughed, licking the juice from his cheeks. "Reminds me of the time Tracey caught me in the act of socking it in the posterior vagina of one of my less prosperous clients."
"The six of us blended together…," Tracey nodded. "I had Spence, Phoebe and Earl working on me at the same time. Cindy and Hugh slipped off to the couch where they were busy doing a heaving ‘69'. Earl was working his erect rod into my rectum. Spence was sucking my pudenda. Phoebe was fondling my tits as she masturbated herself!"
"The wonderful thing about it was that none of us felt guilty about our activities which were sometimes homosexual. As long as we all kept the ball rolling and no one person was responsible for our actions we behaved like a flock of very sensual sheep following an undetermined leader! We tried to push Cindy into an aggressive homosexual role in a girl-girl relationship. Cindy tried to 'go down' on Phoebe. When she licked her tongue so desperately between that wet slip she began choking!"
"Oh-gawd-I can't…!," Cindy gagged. "I just CAN'T do it! I don't mean to hurt you Phoebe. It's not your fault Phoebe. But my stomach turns inside out. I can almost see germs- and piss-there. The thought makes me sick!"
"Some women can really be bisexuals and even lesbians and yet have an aversion to 'going down' on another woman…," Tracey clarified. "They're the femmes. They're willing to let an aggressive female set them flying. But they just can't stomach to return the oral sex act. A girl or a lesbian. I'm glad I'm aggressive when it comes to sex. I can come just lapping a good hot slit. The girl doesn't even have to touch me. I'm actively bisexual while Cindy is only passive. I think Cindy really fears getting*hung-up' on the lesbian thing. But-baby-all I have to do is roll my tongue over my lower lip, gaze into Cindy's liquid eyes and she's pulling down her nylon panties to give me a crack at that gorgeous jewel! I know what the girl wants. And I know exactly how to give it to her!"
"My marriage seems complete now. I've turned Cindy and Phoebe both on to swinging sex. We're even meeting with other couples. I've concluded that I am thoroughly bisexual in my desires. It's kind of a comfortable place to be. You relate more easily to other humans. You can be the life of the party, If one ever gets dull it can be 'rejuvenated' when two women put on a hot sex demonstration together!"
"Lots of our parties turn into group-grope sessions. If anyone's hesitant about stripping off we start the ball moving! By the time the reluctant ones see how much fun we're having-well- they're too aroused to resist their own basic instinctive urges. Humans are a lot like cattle; They'll mate freely once they get the notion and see a few others doing it. Some broads who have seemingly inflexible morals will allow a lez or a bisexual to eat them out as long as it is being done by someone else in the same room. No one wants to be first. Everyone grants to join once the fun starts. Perhaps that's the basic appeal of swapping."
"I don't feel guilty about my mixed-up sex life…," Tracey confirmed. "I've turned quite a few ladies in to their own bisexual interests, I've had lots of young and attractive men and women tell me they always wanted to try the gay scene. Many were just too ashamed to admit that they might be deviate. It helps a lot to know you're bisexual instead of a lesbian. Bisexuality is not a convenient cover-up for lesbians and fags. It's a way of life! Many women are actually very eager to embrace bisexuality once they've been convinced that they're not going to be branded as lesbians!"
PSYCHOLOGICAL COMMENT:
For quite some time there has been professional difficulties among various authorities as what characteristics constitute a truly 'bisexual' personality. Some psychiatrists assert that man is innately bisexual at birth. Social, conditioning they claim is the sole cause of his later heterosexual fixation.
The facts, however, indicate that we are all bisexual in infancy and through, some portion of childhood. Our more heterosexual behavior patterns only develop as we mature and learn to follow a set code of morality.
As Matt and Kathleen Galant note in THE SWINGING BISEXUALS…
"Medical experts tell us that the human embryo is bisexual at it's conception and for the first three months of it's existence. At the beginning of the fourth month a balance of hormones takes place and the sex of the individual is evidenced. Dr. Henry in his sexual studies takes exception with this theory, but admits that there is evidence to support the fact that the human being is bisexual in the early part of its existence." (11)
In THE SWINGING BISEXUALS Matt and Kathleen Galant further note…
"From the standpoint of personality, most children are bisexual until a sexual identity is accepted through instinct at puberty. In most instances this acceptance of an identity is assisted by social conditioning. Boys are boys and girls are girls, with each learning the behavior patterns expected of them by society." (11)
In this documented case history Tracey recalls specific incidents of childhood homosexual behavior, college participation in bisexual swapping and other related practices.
Tracey made the acquaintance of three young sex-oriented attorneys when she went to work as a legal secretary. Tracey later married one of the attorneys whom she noted engaged in bisexual activities. She succeeded in later seducing the two wives of the associate attorneys. Tracey seems to be actively seeking to 'turn on' other females to their own bisexual instincts. Tracey thoroughly succeeds in making the two women sexually responsive, and later suggests they join other swappers in group orgies.
Statistics indicate that swapping involves a lot of homosexual and bisexual activity. While we might first be inclined to think that deviates seem to be swarming to group sex scenes, we may, upon further evaluation, conclude that the majority of today's swappers are bisexual to a certain extent. Because bisexuals are often publicly labeled 'homosexuals' many persons so inclined toward both sexes seek out group swap scenes where they know they are likely to meet others who share their own dual sexual interests.
It is hoped that this case history is an illustration of how one bisexual may reveal the latent potential in another and persuade them to enjoy their full bisexual responses. We may conclude that bisexuals often seek group swap sessions in order to indulge their own bisexual whims with others who may be militantly bisexual.



Chapter 7


As the rank members of the swapping world continue to increase with astonishing rapidity one thing becomes quite evident. There is a good deal of undeniably homosexual activity going on in the swapping world. A great number of those who embrace the new, "Sexual Freedom," are females who find the lesbian act to be as enjoyable as copulation.
Many women engage in lesbian acts to please their husbands. Many truly hard-core lesbians seek admittance into swapping groups because of the deviate practices they know to be popular within such groups. Many true lesbians find they can meet attractive women, whom they would not have met under any other circumstances, in such swapping groups.
The shocking truth is that a surprising number of females are engaging in homosexual relations with members of their own sex. In THE LESBIAN IN GROUP LOVE, authors Matt and Kathleen Galant note…
"In one survey we found that an astonishing 78% of the females involved in wife-swapping are willingly engaging in lesbian sex acts in a number of their wife-swapping contacts." (12)
This leads us to conclude there is a great deal of lesbian and bisexual activity being indulged in in the swapping world. Statistics indicate that many wives participate in lesbian acts to please their mates.
Another interesting development is the fact that stag movies feature a high percentage of lesbian acts in their films. Such pornographic films are bought by a predominantly male audience. It becomes quite evident that viewing lesbian acts pleases a male audience.
As Matt and Kathleen Galant note in THE LESBIAN IN GROUP LQVE.,…
"The majority of males involved seeing or reading about lesbian activity and received sexual stimulation from seeing or reading about this activity. The survey also indicates that a majority of the men in wife-swapping encourage their wife to engage in a homosexual contact." (12)
The same author further notes…
"It is interesting to note that 83% of the males interviewed and surveyed admit that they have at one time or another encouraged their wife to experiment with a homosexual experience." (12)
Many wives are indeed practicing lesbians. As the same authors note in THE LESBIAN IN GROUP LOVE…
"A number of psychologists point out that often a true lesbian gets married and engages in heterosexual acts with her husband in order to have children. The maternal instinct of women; which can only be satisfied through heterosexual contacts, are not lacking in the homosexual females. Many case histories*… indicate that a number of lesbians marry, get pregnant, and then desert their husband to return to their homosexual life. Still others, particularly in situations where they are the dominant personality on the marriage, raise their family and remain married for the security of a home, but continue their homosexual practices openly."(12)
This history given by Mickey Dulaney, formerly Karen Krump, will give testimony to the fact that many married women use the cloak of matrimony for their own personal gain while achieving their greatest thrill in a passioned embrace with a member of their own sex.
Mickey Dulaney is married. She is 37, attractive, with short curly brown hair and sensual blue eyes. Mickey has lips that are full and voluptuous. She is married to a man who is considerably older than herself. Harold is 49 but considered virile by other swingers. Mickey finds it ironical that her husband encourages her to have gay relations."
"Do lesbians have a place in the swap world…,?" inquires Mickey Dulaney. "You'd better believe it. More than 50% of my swapping contacts are with other women. Women who would flatly turn me down if I approached them on the streets fall into my arms at their husband's request! In this crazy mixed-up swap game anything is possible. I found out long ago that the best way to meet other women for sex without becoming a publicly known deviate is to join a swap club."
"The fact that my husband is a virile swinger helps too! Few of my female contacts suspect that I am almost 100% homosexual in my responses. The truth is I don't enjoy sex with men. Not even with my own husband. Fortunately Harry is like a jack-rabbit when sufficiently aroused before sex, I can get the whole unpleasant act over within a matter of minutes. My hubby makes good money as a stockbroker. I have wealthy friends, an estate and private pool, a thick check-book. Plus I have a daughter who may one day become homosexual, Marriage is tolerable for many reasons. The main one being that a known deviate has a rough time in this world!"
"There are lots of things about me that my hubby doesn't suspect. My name by birth is Karen Krump. I even had a prison record before I had my name legally changed. Inside I'm still the same girl I was then. Only I've tried to refine my basic instinct and fool the public a bit about myself."
"When I was eighteen I got mixed up in a burglary with a guy. I was sentenced to a woman's prison. I'd have gotten of f easier if I'd been a minor. But I had just legally become an adult. Girls in prison turn into lesbians almost overnight! I know. I was thrown into a tiny narrow cell with three other girls. I saw four bunks on the wall. I was given the top one!"
"I didn't like men much by the time I got to prison anyway… " Mickey noted. "I'd been jilted a few times. The guy, Al, who pulled the robbery had rammed a red-hot cigar up my puss! So I was pretty bitter by the time I hit that cell!"
"I received a very enthusiastic greeting from my new roommates! One big heavy-set gal stood looking me over like a fat cow on an auction block. Two other gals lay on their bunks. Both the blonde and the brunette surveyed me with cool interest. The heavy-set gal, Sandy, indicated my pad was the one on top!"
"Is this your first trip-baby?" Sandy questioned, gaping at the full-sized breasts under my prison garb. "You're cute kid. After seven years with these two any face is a welcome change. This is Kris and Ruth. Watch yourself around Kris-she's got a mean temper. She's serving a life sentence for killing a man."
"It didn't take me long…," Mickey confided, "to figure out that 99% of the girls were lesbians. The remaining 1% were compulsive masturbators. I watched girls hugging and kissing one another. When the lights went out at night you heard the damdest noises. Sandy began making erotic overtures towards me. I tried to stay to myself. But one night Kris and Ruth attacked me, pulling my arm behind my back."
"You're driving Sandy up the wall-baby…,!" Kris blubbered. "Give her a thrill. She'll make it worth your while. I bet you've never been woman-handled before. You look innocent. Sandy claims she goes 'nuts' at night laying in her bunk listening to you masturbate!"
"I couldn't very well object…," Mickey grinned. "Ruth and Kris pushed me against the cold steel bars. They removed my clothing. Then they shoved me down on Sandy's bunk. Ruth covered my mouth with hers. I felt her tongue shoved half-way down my throat. I had no chance to scream. I didn't want to!"
"The sensations as Kris sucked my nipples drove me crazy! Sandy was kneeling on the cold floor. She was tenderly kissing up the soft inside of my thighs! Her soft hands fondled my buttocks. I found myself helplessly involved in a lesbian love session with three hungry dikes!"
"I'd never experienced multiple orgasms before…!," Mickey noted. "But I certainly had my share that night. That soft tongue moving back and forth over my aching clitoris drove me wild. Kris sucked first one tit and then the other. Sandy had me skyrocketing over my peak in no time! Then they switched positions. Kris blew me off next! And then Ruth!
"I ended up naked in Sandy's bunk. I cried as I promised to be her lover. After that I had no doubts but that I was a true lesbian in my responses. Before I got out of prison I had maybe a dozen different girls off and on. I found that way of making love much more satisfactory than anything I'd ever done before."
"One girl there who claimed she was 'bisexual' advised me to get married if I found a rich man. She advised me to have a family and become fulfilled as a woman and have my fun with other women on the side. She gave me sensible advice. I moved to a bigger city. After I got off probation I had my name changed. I worked in a business district. I met Harold my husband while eating lunch in a crowded restaurant. Harry plied me with whisky and seduced me. I was unable to respond until he went into the bathroom to relieve himself. Then I masturbated myself while thinking about a woman and got myself creamy with my own liquid. Harry was deceived into thinking he made me have an orgasm!"
"I went to the village-yes-Greenwich Village now and then…," Mickey noted. "After Harry asked me to marry him I got to thinking about the advantages such a marriage could offer. Harry paid the rent on my apartment. He came by three or four times a week for sex. I always masturbated myself while he was in the toilet and fooled him into thinking he made me 'come'. When I saw how simple Harry was to fool I rushed him into a quick marriage!"
"I got myself pregnant in no time at all I felt a strong maternal instinct towards my daughter, Kimberlee. I call my ten-year old child, Kim, but Harry calls her Lee. We disagree on everything else so our daughter is no exception!"
"Kim may very well turn out to be homosexual…," Mickey noted. "I caught my daughter masturbating Judy, her closest girlfriend, one night. I had been hearing these light moans from her room. I crept towards the half-open door. I could see Kim kissing Judy and moving her hand under the girl's gown! I never reported such activity to Harold. Frankly if my daughter turns out gay I won't mind. I used to fondle her a little when she was a baby. I guess you might say I taught my kid how to masturbate!"
"I have quite a few luxuries…," Mickey blushed. "I'm not very satisfied with my sex life though. Harry flatters himself into thinking other women find him desirable! When he mentioned swapping I encouraged this interest. A dike I know in the Village assured me I could have some wild sex in a swap group. She claimed a smart butch could make every girl in the club without any trouble. Joyce even told me the men would enjoy watching. So naturally when Harry brought up the subject of swapping I appeared interested."
"Joyce had been right. It's fantastic the amount of homosexual activity that goes on in swapping. At our first swap session two men put on a demonstration of how two men could sodomize one another by jabbing their things in each other's rectums. Harry got so hot watching that he rubbed himself off on a rather corpulent woman's buttocks. There were sixteen of us in a circle watching the demonstration. It cost us about $45 a month but that paid the rent on the secluded cabin, and for our booze and food!"
"I made the scene with three guys that night B… f" Mickey blushed. "It was boresome but I didn't mind it when they performed oral love on me. I pretended innocence when the topic of girl-girl sex finally came up. One of the straight wives tried to maneuver me into a lesbian affair with all of the men watching. Poor woman-she got the surprise of her life when I clamped my hot lips around her palpitating clitoris!"
"Ummmm-sugar…!" Arlene gasped. "Do you have a sexy mouth! Ahaaaaa!"
"I'm inexperienced…!," Mickey laughed. "But willing to learn. Jeez-are you creamy!"
"Harry was getting a real ‘bang' out of watching me make it with a girl. Harry's eyes bugged out as this bleached blond masturbated his curving dong! I deliberately looked awkward licking -Arlene's twat/I didn't want any of the men suspecting I was a hot-blooded lez. Believe me-mating pussy from between a married woman's thighs with both of our husbands watching-is a groovy thrill. Every dike wants to take a straight woman away from her husband. This experience gave me the chance to do it! With the men watching-no less!"
"Everything-but everything-goes on in a swap session. It reminded me of how four or five girls used to make love to one gal in prison. At these swaps I'd be mouthing a pussy and another girl would eat me out. It was wild! I lured one married woman into the bedroom for a prolonged session of 'flat-fucking.' First I went down on her and got her hot enough to let me do anything. This was a hot sexy blonde about twenty-two. She was lubricated enough to have gone of f with a porcupine. I had her creamed up good. The slightest touch sent her up her own erotic tree! I kissed her soft lips. I rubbed my body on top of hers. I think Darlene thought I was a man because she kept reaching down between my thighs as if to place a tool inside herself!"
"No… no… darling…!" I whispered. "Not that way. Let me show you a much better way!"
"Oh… ummmm… love me…!," Darlene gasped, "Oh-stick it in-do it now!"
"My burning flesh touched Darlene's…," Mickey gasped. "I began to push my own pulsating clitoris down gently against hers. Our two sensitive buttons were being mashed together. I began to make thrusting motions. Pressing my buttocks against the mattress. I began to move in rhythmic circular motions causing an arousing friction to be created between our hot genitaiia! While our twin clitorises swelled it felt like we were rubbing two pricks together. The sensations got so wild that Darlene began groaning loud enough to be heard in the other room."
"Lookee-here…!," A guy named Mark shouted, touching his own aching meat-stick. "Look, at those gals go to it!"
"Look at Darlene respond…," Harry gasped, wide-eyed at my aggressiveness. "You'd think my wife was shoving the real thing into her!"
"It would be even better…,"… Rose giggled, "if Mickey were wearing an artificial dong! I've got one tucked away in a drawer somewhere. A big black one with straps! Let me find it. Hon-eey… get the camera. My movie camera. Let's get an action shot! I hope to hell I can find that damned rubber peter. It would be a perfect companion-at a time like this!"
"A camera zeroed in on us. Darlene was ripping and tearing her sharp fingernails down my flesh. She drew blood. Darlene was moving so fast under me that I thought she was going nutty. I jabbed my clitoris down on hers. All of a sudden we both exploded. Our passion juice flowed like wine from a punctured keg!"
"Hold on… Mickey…," Joe, Rosie's husband, stated. "Strap this silly thing on. Let's find a willing candidate for a girl-screw!"
"A broad named Adrian was elected because she never volunteered for any lesbian activities. I got the thrill of poking that damn rubber peter into her. Let me say right now it was a very artificial thrill for me. The only fun I got was when the rubber dick rubbed against my own clitoris. It wasn't half as much fun as flesh-to-flesh contact. One thing about swapping groups though. You pretty much have to go along with the wishes of the crowd. Anyway you care to look at it there are ample opportunities for lesbian activity in any swap group if you don't mind swinging with guys too. I poked that damn thing into Adrian long enough to make her pop off. Then some guy mounted me from behind and jabbed his bulging phallus into my rectum! Fortunately Jerry, even though he was highly intoxicated, had enough sense to reach around in front and manipulate my clitty with his thick finger. It seemed to take him forever to "pop off" inside me."
"Drunk men are funny…," Mickey noted. "They either get a perpetual hard-on that is hard to satisfy or else they can't raise it up enough to even get stiff. With a man drinking you either get too much or not any. That's one, reason I don't complain about Harry's drinking habits. Lots of nights my husband gets so intoxicated that he forgets he's pumping his rod off between my buttocks or on the mattress!"
"I love swapping…," Mickey blushed! "Now and then a guy managed to thrill me with his erection. If he's smart enough to manipulate the root of his tool against my clit he may get a small response. I get a charge out of making it with another guy in front of Harry. I like to think it makes him feel humiliated. But it doesn't. Harry even gets a kick out of indulging in homosexual acts with other men!"
"My greatest thrill came from 'flat-fucking* Darlene. Technically I think it's known as "Venus Observa feminae". Darlene invited me to her plush apartment for coffee during the day while her husband was at work. Since she lives in a crowded high-rise there's little chance her husband will find out about our erotic meetings. Believe me-lots of sensual women invite me to their apartments for coffee."
"I've had a few bad reactions from husbands who found me in their homes making love to their wives…," Mickey noted. "One guy got pretty abusive and asked me to leave his wife alone. Seemed he didn't mind it at parties where others could watch us… but he didn't like his wife being a lesbian in private. After that experience I rented a small apartment in the Village under an assumed name. I take the women I meet at swap parties there so we can have privacy. I don't want anymore jealous husbands breathing down my neck! I keep my play-pen stocked with booze and artificial stimulators which the gals seem to like so well!"
"One dame threatened t‹o blackmail me if I didn't make love to her all the time. For that reason I sometimes set up a camera in a closet with a self-timing device and take indecent photos of me and my partner. Not for blackmail purposes-but to keep me from a scandal! I don't hold these photos over my partners heads. I love the women I take to bed too much for that. It's merely a form of counter-protection in case one tries to blackmail me."
"Believe it or hot-Harry doesn't have the slightest suspicion that I'm a lez. Who would imagine a married woman, with a lovely daughter, who is so outwardly respectable-who would imagine she's a sucking dike? Especially when she goes to such extremes to please her husband?"
"I'm gay to the core…," Mickey admitted. "I do feel a little guilty about how I deceive my husband. I mean there's n$ real physical love between us. I submit and fake elaborate orgasms. It's my duty as Harry's wife to at least try and cooperate in the sex act."
"I don't hate my husband… no! It's difficult to hate a man who is so nice to you. It's not Harry's fault I don't come when we have sex. He sure tries hard enough to thrill me. I swoon in his arms, Sometimes I even become aggressive about the sex act. Harry likes for me to do that. Many times I'll masturbate Harry's penis and get it rigid. Then I'll straddle his belly and mount him in the position of 'coitus more ferrarum'. I literally suck his raging penis into my own hot hole. I slowly begin moving up and down. I'm always careful that he doesn't ejaculate prematurely. My vaginal muscles are firm and they can grip his cock firmly!"
"I like being active during an act of intercourse with my husband! I can finger-screw my own clitty as I move up and down his cock-pole. Harry has a wild time watching me masturbate in front of his very eyes! I get carried away then and sometimes I may really climax as Harry shoots his juice in me!"
"My hubby is a swap nut…," Mickey admitted. "We go to five different swaps a month. That's with five different groups. We swap about three times a week. I make love to just as many women during these sessions as I do men!"
"Swapping is a completely safe way to satisfy homosexual desires. For one, swapping is a wonderful cover-up for a woman's lesbian activities. I can pose as a married woman and still eat cunt to my heart's content without causing a scandal. Another important thing. The wives of the swapping men are a lot more lovely and attractive than the stuff you meet in the gay bars! I like making love to a woman who is heterosexual. I like bringing women out too! I like to think these normal women enjoy me as much as they do their own husbands! I have a ball making love to heterosexual women!"
PSYCHOLOGICAL COMMENT:
In most instances persons who consult me are troubled with problems of a highly emotional or sexual nature. In this case history Mickey Dulaney was a married woman who had, up until now, kept many secrets hidden from her husband.
Mickey admitted she was a confirmed homosexual who used the 'group swaps' as an ideal method of making contact with swinging heterosexual females. Mickey-admitted the women who engaged in bisexual acts in the group swaps were much more attractive and intelligent than the girls one met in local gay bars.
Not all married women are heterosexual. The truth is that many wives are homosexual, and even more are bisexual. Although Mickey submits to relations with both sexes she cannot be classified as 'bisexual' since she derives no pleasure from relations with the opposite sex.
As a qualified psychiatrist noted-'it's not how we act outwardly that counts-but how we feel inwardly.' A promiscuous whore can be a homosexual at heart if she does not enjoy her relations with me and if she longs to share the sexual embrace with other women.
Mickey must be classified as a married homosexual who finds bisexual relations somewhat distasteful but worthy of cultivation due to the fact that swapping leads her to a great number of sex contacts with her own sex.
In THE LESBIAN IN GROUP LOVE Matt and Kathleen Galant distinguish the lesbian from the bisexual…
"Homosexual practices between women have long been referred to as lesbianism, which is taken from the homosexuality attributed to Sappho on the island of Lesbos. The general usage of the word lesbian today is in reference to the female whose only sexual pleasure is obtained in a homosexual relationship with another female. For the purpose of semantics… we must differentiate between the lesbian and the bisexual. The female bisexual, while participating in homosexual acts with other females, also enjoys and engages in heterosexual acts with other males. The true lesbian, on the other hand, can only find sexual fulfillment through a homosexual act and is at least indifferent to, if not repulsed by, any heterosexual contact." (12)
Because Mickey fails to find any satisfaction in the heterosexual act she is a homosexual. Mickey reports incidents of homosexuality in childhood while admitting that she found pleasure with boys during adolescence. My opinion is that Mickey became actively lesbian-oriented after one specific incident of male sadism. Subsequent confinement in a prison environment more thoroughly enforced these feelings of alienation from the opposite sex.
Mickey feels guilty about deceiving her husband. She longs to please him more while enjoying greater pleasure herself. The fact that Mickey can tolerate repeated acts of coitus with different males indicates that she may enjoy some degree of response to the heterosexual embrace.
I feel that extensive psychotherapy may rid Mickey of her hidden but deep-rooted hostilities toward men in general. I feel that Mickey's true responses are temporarily blocked due to one unfortunate incident of sexual sadism.
Mickey genuinely desires to change her sexual orientation so that she may enjoy heterosexual copulation. Otherwise Mickey would not have sought help. Emotionally Mickey loved her husband very much. Through psychotherapy we are hoping that Mickey's feelings may be given more authentic expression. Then Mickey may feel that the sex "act" has become a thrilling mutual response rather than an empty theatrical gesture.
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