memoirs of a gash gourmet

Autobiographical candor
reaches new heights as Bob
Greene details with devas-
tating graphic power this
story of a fantastic Negro’s
four decades of bedroom ad-
ventures. Psychologically
revealing and socially sig-
nificant, Greene’s masterful
narrative has an impact
that naked truth alone
can produce.




SEX REBEL: BLACK

...is the startlingly candid account of
how Bob Greene, a Negro without a
racist message, devoted four decades of
his life to bodily and empathetic assoc-
iations with humankind. Autobiography
seldom reaches the heights of revelation
and understanding to be found in this
psychologically and socially significant
story of a man’s multitudinous bedroom
adventures.,
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Introduction

By Dale Gordon, Ph.D.
SEX REBEL: BLACK

Not since My Secret Life has any book been des-
tined to create the tempest Sex Rebel: Black undoubt-
edly will. This controversial, almost incredible volume
is a non-iction sexual self-confession, an intensely
personal autobiography. It is so sexy its pages fairly
sizzle, yet it tells the story of the current sexual
revolution better and more accurately than anything
published in recent years.

Here we see four decades of “swinging,” wife-swap-
ping and sexual freedom pass before our eyes in erotic
episode after erotic episode, described as they were
actually experienced. We visit the sexual underground,
meet its inhabitants, hear their stories in their lan-
guage, and vicariously participate in their winters of
discontent and summers of joy. We are invited inside
the minds of people who walk thinly veiled behind the
headlines of the sensation-seeking press, and perhaps
for the first time we understand these people who rebel
against society and its accepted standards.

Among the more amazing things about this book are
its breadth and scope. Beginning in the lean, hard
years of the depression in Chicago, we see the social
and economic changes wrought by World War II, the
affluent society of the forties and fifties, and then cross
the Pacific to have an in-depth look at the homogenous
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6 BOB GREENE

society of Honolulu and return to the mainland to view
the current “swinging” society of Southern California.
And although all of this is seen strictly through one
man’s eyes, it is a view few of us have ever been
privileged to witness.

The author’s sexual exploits will excite some, shock
others, be repulsive to many and absolutely curl the
hair on the censors’ heads. Mr. Greene, however, han-
dles this so beautifully in his foreword T feel little can
be added. His purpose is not to shock, but to spell out
his life as he actually lived it. And in so doing he gives
us one of the most candid views of our sensual society
yet published. He shows us how, in his world, sex was
first used as a crutch and then became a means of
self-expression. His is the approach of the hedonist, sex
for nothing more than the sheer physical pleasure it
brings.

Clinical psychologists and students of human be-
havioral patterns will find this book invaluable in their
research. In a very real sense it’s a casebook on both
normal and abnormal behavior. We see fear of impo-
tency, latent homosexuality, sadomasochism, urolag-
nia, an inferiority complex and emotional insecurity all
in one kaleidoscopic personality. All these sexual aber-
rations are portrayed not from the imagination of some
fiction writer, but as they actually take place in every-
day life. And even more important, the author freely
admits his psychological condition.

Many will feel this is an illustration of one man’s
struggle against homosexuality, and there is ample
evidence to make such a case. The author was strongly
attracted to his mother. The incident in the privy
where she urinated on a lizard to kill it was certainly
traumatic in the author’s life. At that moment a fas-
cination with the female genitalia was born, and this
was to follow him for the rest of his life. In fact, this
single incident provides us with the foundation for
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many of the author’s subsequent behavior patterns. His
desire for female urine, seminal fluids, or, for that
matter, anything that comes from the vagina, can be
traced back to this incident.

The author’s absolute and unfaltering devotion to
cunnilingus may be viewed as either a fear of impo-
tency or a fear of castration, both of which are impor-
tant parts of the homosexual syndrome. The same may
be said of his hypersexual activity, his driving need for
continuous sexual conquest. The “cocksmen” of our
society are often those who are fighting the hardest
against sexual inversion.

Greene tells us he does not enjoy anal intercourse in
any form. While this may appear odd coming from one
who claims total sexual emancipation, it could very
well be one more facet of his struggle against homosex-
uality. In his own words, he is a “gourmet of gash” and
his every act must be directed toward the female
gerdtalia. .

While all this may be true, we cannot casually
dismiss Greene’s argument that he is a hedonist—the.
complete sex machine; as it were. What happens to the
homosexual theory when we find Greene performing
fellatio on another male? While it is true that he
engages in this act only a few times in his life, we must
remember that he does so willingly and without reser-
vation. This can hardly be a man who resists any overt
homosexual act. It could be argued that Greene uses
fellatio with other males to gain sexual experiences
with their wives, but this is far from the entire story.
What we actually see here is the emergence of the
bi-sexual personality in our modern society. Those who
embrace the hedonistic view approach sex from the
purely physical aspect. They make no differentiation
between sexes and seek pleasure for the sake of pleas-
ure. By running along the physical plane they feel
that they can successfully avoid the hazards of emo-
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tional hang-ups. This is a philosophy, a creed among
millions of people today and it cannot be dismissed
lightly.

When Bob Greene takes another man’s penis in his
mouth, he does so to provide pleasure for the man.
And while there may be strong homosexual tendencies
in his personality, this particular act is not so moti-
vated. He is here fulfilling his desire to be the complete
sex machine, the instrument of pleasure for his partner,
regardless of gender. In each encounter, Greene’s
satisfaction comes -only after he has satisfied his
partner.

The separation of the sexual act and emotional
involvement is certainly not unique. William and Jer-
rye Breedlove, in their Swap Clubs, and Matt and
Kathleen Galant, in Sex Rebels, reported that this was
the philosophy of the hundreds of couples they inter-
viewed among the wife-swappers. Like Bob Greene,
these people believed in and practice sexual freedom
without emotional involvement. This in itself would
not be remarkable if only a small minority were in-
volved, but sexual researchers have published docu-
mented evidence that an estimated ten million married
couples in this country have participated in some form
of wife-swapping. If we use the 1960 census figures,
there are approximately 40 million married couples
between the ages of twenty-five and forty (the average
age in the wife-swapping set). This would indicate that
one out of every four couples in this age bracket has
participated in wife-swapping!

I think that is what makes this book so important, It
gives us an intimate and in-depth look at the modern
generation. We see the progressive steps toward what
many sociologists call the “sensual society.” Sex be-
comes the be-all, end-all, of g restless, insecure society,
whose individual members have to search farther and
farther afield for stimulation and satisfaction.
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We see this reflected in the author’s life. From his
rather normal beginning in sex, Greene progresses
through almost every stage of sexual deviation until he
ends up in the bizarre, fetishistic, sadomasochistic
relationship with Flame and her husband, Andy. The
more he experiments, the more it takes to satisfy him.
The more bizarre the situation, the more he enjoys it.
Yet through all of this, he somehow maintains a deli-
cate balance. Disregarding for a moment his fixations
on cunnilingus, semen and urine, which influence him
from almost the very beginning, we never see Greene
go off the deep -end in any single direction. He remains
consistent, and that is amazing considering the circum-
stances.

The author emerges as two distinet personalities in
his autobiography. As a young man he seeks an iden-
tity, both in his own ethnic group and in society as a
whole. This quest is fulfilled in the almost poignant
love story of his affair with Diane and Ermnie. Here his
emotional involvement is total. He literally loves the
couple, and the three form an empathetic commune in
which each shares on an equal basis. His world is
shattered and his life is meaningless when tragedy
strikes this relationship and Bob Greene goes to pieces.
He withdraws into a shell, pulling his emotions in after
him, and his search must begin all over again. From
this point on, he struggles to recreate the relationship
he had with Diane and Ernie. His affair with Hilda,
his marriage to Charlene, the encounter with Dorothy
and Lloyd in Honolulu, and finally the orgies with
Flame and Andy are all part of this search, the attempt
to recreate the “sharing” he had found and then real-
ized was so important to life’s continuance. For it was
through this “sharing” that Bob Greene found his
identity in the world.

There may be some who will doubt the authenticity
of this intensely personal autobiography. I must admit
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that even my eyebrows lifted several times as I read
the original manuscript. Several years ago I did exten-
sive research in the wife-swapping syndrome sweeping
the country, and I interviewed, and became friendly
with, some of the leaders of the swinging set. To
satisfy my own curiosity about Bob Greene, I called
Adam Fredricks in Chicago. Adam is a long-time
swinger and owner-operator of the Kindred Spirits
club for modern sophisticates in the Midwest. Here is
a capsule version of the tape-recorded conversation I
had with Adam.
DOCTOR GORDON: Adam, Tve just read an
almost  incredible autobiography of a Negro
swinger who lived in Chicago some years ago.
ADAM FREDRICKS: It’s got to be Bobh Greene!
DOCTOR GORDON: How in the world did you
guess?
ADAM FREDRICKS: No guessing to it, Dale.
That cat is the absclute end among swingers,
Everybody up here knows him. He was the life of
every party when he lived here,
DOCTOR GORDON: ...Some of the things he
describes seemed so fantastic. .
ADAM FREDRICKS: Listen, Dale, if that man
recounted all of his experiences it would take six
or seven volumes! I haven’t read what you've got
but there isn’t a thing he could have described’
that he didn’t experience, believe me! I can get
you a half a dozen testimonials from satisfied
chicks if you want. Better yet, call Linda and
Dave in Hollywood. Bob’s out on the coast now I
m-iderstand, and they’ll give you a rundown on

1 didn’t bother calling Linda and Dave. What Adam
told me about Bob Greene convinced e there wasn’t a
word of fiction in this book!

i
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Each of us will see something different in this man’s
life. Bigots—both black and white—will criticize it on
the grounds of bedroom integration. Puritans will pull
their hair over the candid descriptions of sexual expe-
riences. Sexual-freedom advocates will find an eloquent
plea for their cause. Sociologists will see one of the
most penetrating views of the modern sensual genera-
tion yet published. And the average reader will delight
in the honesty and integrity of the man. He describes
his failures as well as his successes, and carries us to
the depth of his despair as well as to the height of his
joy.

If this introduction seems enthusiastic, it is intended
to be exactly that. A book of this depth and quality is
truly a literary event. Perhaps its frankly erotic theme
will keep Sex Rebel: Black off the national best-seller
lists, but is is a book destined to be around for many
years to come. Not so very long ago this book could
not have been published in the United States. Our
enlightened generation has finally broken the strangle-
hold the Puritan censors held on the literary world and
we can now learn more about ourselves and our fellow
men through books of this nature. Even so, it is rare to
find a man who has lived a life like this, and even more
rare to find a man who is willing to candidly discuss
his life and at the same time has the literary ability to
turn out such a poignant, powerful and moving book as
Sex Rebel: Black.

Dale Gordon, Ph.D.
San Diego, California, 1968



FOREWORD

Memo to members of the under-forty generation who
think swinging and swapping in America is scmething
they devised: I've got news for you. I've been at it
since 1937, in Chicago—with interracial partners. And
there were countless cthers before me.

I'm black. Well, not exactly black. It’s more medium
brown, if you want accuracy, but since my ancestry is
predominantly African, I'm considered black. I'm also
college educated, middle class economically, oriented
toward literature and the arts, and in behavior quiet
and usually reserved.

I'm a nonconformist, a rebel, a maverick, a heretic. I
own a large libido. Early in adulthood I began accept-
ing what for me were normal sex desires.

During my teens there had been this unresolved
conflict: conform to accepted patterns and become
neurotic through frustration, or do as your libido de-
mands and worry over possible exposure as a freak. I
chose freedom, and with the passing years learned to
ignore labels.

I know neither shame nor guilt. Currently there are
at least 5,000,000 Americans who swap and engage in
multiple sex activities running counter to our generally
accepted moral code. All of us have this in common:
we believe in the right of self-determination in sexual
practices.

I admit, however, that my sex syndrome may be
more complex than that of many swingers and swap-
pers. Under certain circumstances I am bi-sexual. In__
addition to cunnilingus, at times I enjoy analingus. I
an inferested in urolagnia. I'm also a voyeur and
exhibitionist. Occasionally I am mildly interested in
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sado-masochism. I have often wished I had two Penises
to enjoy simultanecusly the double—but different—
sensations of oral and genital copulation. As you see, [
partake of many of the variations that our Puritans
label “perversions”—a term which to me carries moral
judgement and therefore has no place in my erotic
vocabulary.

According to many psychiatrists T should feel guilt
when I satisfy my normal sexual desires for variety—
of activities and partners. But I do not think highly of
many psychiatrists. So many of these peelers of the
psyche are blindly dedicated to support of the ridicu-
lous Judeo-Christian moral code. They are slaves of
the status quo. This means that if your desires run
counter to what our society calls acceptable sex prac-
- tices, these headshrinkers consider you “sick” and try
to “cure” you—for a nice fee, of course. On the other
hand, if you feel no guilt you are ‘“‘abnormal” and
therefore need their help—still for a fat fee. So if you
aren’t screwed up over your habits, many of these
mind-menders will do their damnedest to screw you
up. There simply aren’t enough liberated psychiatrists

of the caliber and realistic outlook of Dr. Albert Ellis.
~ Although this is a complete sex autobiography and I
feel no guilt over anything I have done, I realize I
would invite trouble if I named those with whom I
have enjoyed supreme pleasure. Our 20th Century
Torquemadas still love to torture and punish heretics,
Therefore I have changed names and identities. How-
ever, all incidents I have described have been taken
~ from actual experiences. Since I have tried to accurate-

ly portray these happenings, I frequently use such
specific Anglo-Saxon words as fuck, suck, cock, cunt,
etc. Nobody can write realistically of sex encounters
without using words common to intimacy. T have yet to
find a partner who in the heat of passion and nearing
orgasm will whisper, “copulate with me more intense-
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Iy!” instead of rasping “fuck hell out of me!” U':e,i.ng
such phrases as coitus, oral-genital contact, cunnilin-
gus or fellatio does not change the.act, nor df)es
replacing prick and pussy with penis and vagina
change anatomy. .

If I seem to enjoy minutely blueprinting many of
my activities, you are quite correct in your c.onch:]smn.
I do. Should I appear to cater to the “prurient inter-
ests” of various readers and cause them to be.come
erotically aroused, that too is intentional, for sex is the
greatest and most intense of human pleasures; if I can
induce more fucking, maybe there’ll be less fighting.
You can’t do both at the same time. I would much
rather have my kids aroused by reading detailed (?e-
scriptions of the varieties of sex acts than .to be in-
duced to rob or cheat or kill by seeing graphic presen-
tations of these anti-social acts on television. Many
scientists now believe what is called pornography has
great therapeutic value. .

Our contemporary Comstockians still mouth the ri-
diculous myth that the sole purpose of the sex act is
procreation. If such were true, women would show
desire only those two or three days each month when
they could conceive. Yet sexologists know that women
usually have their strongest erotic drives immediately
before or after menses—a time when they are least
likely to become pregnant. The logic of sex-for-repro-
duction-only would preclude female interest in coitus
after menopause, when they were unable to become
pregnant because of some physical malfunction, or
after they had conceived and before term. As for the
male, this absurd belief is at the opposite pole from the
monogamous marital state on which our society insists.
Males have sex desires from before puberty to the age
of 100 or more. Not only would polygamy be necessary
but the number of non-pregnant women needed in
any given year to satisfy horny males striving for
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offspring would be so astronomical this poor little
planet could not hold them all—and think of the
additional room needed for babies!

It is obvious that this whole concept of sex-for-re-
production-only carries with it contempt for women. It
Implies that women were created solely to bear chil-
dren and provide sexual satisfaction for men and have
no business wanting sex as normal human animals. If
both men and women repressed their desires until they
wanted progeny, the population would be even more
neurotically loused up than it is—and I shudder at the
thought. The natural desire of both men and women
for sexual relief is so strong that when frustrated it
bounces up in other—often anti-social—forms, produc-
ing cur most dedicated racists, religious bigots, hired
killers and censors.

This idea of procreation-only is an insult to the God
in which the champions of this concept profess belief, T
cannot imagine a Supreme Being, supposedly compas-
sionate and all-loving, instilling in mankind the persist-
ent drive for sex activity and then telling us we
cannot satisfy this consuming desire when we need to,
but instead must wait only for those times when we
want offspring. Such a God would of necessity be the
Supreme Sadist laughing his holy ass off at, first, daily
tortures inflicted on those who abstain through fear of
His displeasure and, second, at contemplation of eternal
punishment in hell for those who ignore His dictum
and go ahead getting the relief their bodies demand. I,
for one, refuse to accept such an insane idea of a God.
I believe sex is primarily for pleasure and, if there is a
Creator, He stuck in reproduction as an after-thought,

Obviously I cannot agree that sexual intercourse is a
sin. When a religion tries to ban sex on the basis that it
Is sinful, it considers its judgment superior to that of
the deity it professes to serve; in this respect it denies
its God. A true religion will not say, “God, you're a
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jackass. We know better than You what Enankmd
should do.” I fully believe that if it were not intended
that we copulate from an early age .to t'he grave .we
would not have been born with this instinctive drive.
The sin is in denying ourselves fulfillment of our
esires.
no;ma?:l iware that this book will be objectionable to
the censors. But under their damp stones, I can e{1v1,-’
sion them smacking salacious lips over its “obscenity
and “pornography.” Right now I want to warn them
that if they publicly object too strongly, I shall not
produce any more volumes of this general t}_fpe, tl}us
diminishing the possibility of their future private jol-
ies being kicked off by this writer. .
he; realigze of course that I could placate the Puritans
oy making crime the main subject of this personal
history. But I have not murdered anybf)dy, nor }'xave I
staged a robbery. Thus I cannot descrlbe anyt'hmg of
“redeeming social value.” This is quite a somety. we
live in! When I watch television I see brutal beatings
and killings minutely detailed; I am s‘hown bombs
exploding and fellow humans blown to bits. But We.re
an actor to expose his prick, or some gorgeous girl
show her cunt on TV, the minders of our morals and
their human sheep would have mass apoplexy. In other
words, savage anti-social acts and passions are accept-
able for graphic presentation for children and afiults;
the passion of sex which brings people together, literal-
ly and figuratively, is taboo.
Ethics: love hate, and hate love!



CHAPTER 1

Doris and I had been married six years, and I was
contemplating separation, before we had our first
swinging time together with a third person. Of course
T'm a noncomformist in marriage. Our society makes a
virtue of physical fidelity, although many who pay lip
service to this idea are hypocrites and sneak around
for fornication. Personally I prefer emotional fidelity
and honesty. As long as my mate remains hooked on
me I don’t give a damn if she had discreet sex with
another. I want companionship, affection, rapport, sim-
ilar intellectual interests and emotional involvement
along with erotic compatibility. Bluntly, I can enjoy
coitus with unlimited partners but I have met few
women who have these essentials for the long, intimate
relationship of marriage. Also, I have no interest in the
double standard. But I do know I would wither and die
if T confined my sexual outlet to one woman; I need
the transfusion of other flesh.

These ideas were not completely clear in my mind
. when Doris and I married. I had been overpowered by
her sexuality and did not learn umtil later that our
relationship was deficient in other ways and we needed
more than marital sex, delightful as it was, to keep us
together. Yet the introduction of multiple relations,
engaged in jointly, forged a bond that kept us together
another eight years, incidentally proving the adage:
“The family that fucks together stays together.”

Physically, Doris was thoroughly desirable. Short
and voluptuously curved, she was the color of butter-
scotch, the heritage of Indian and Negro ancestors.
Straight, black hair provided a rich frame for a round-
ish face with upturned nose and very sensuous mouth.
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Normally quiet, she became an inferno when arcused.
Doris beasted big, firm breasts in a day before Heolly-
wood marketed mammaries; I called them “dinners.”
Hers was the soft, very feminine lock which unloaded
other thoughts from your mind and sent it scurrying to
the boudoir. At that uncomplicated period in my life,
this had been sufficient for marriage. In this respect I
was like most American males regardless of color.

The city, Chicago; year, 1937. We rented a small
three-room rear apartment on the first floor of a build-
ing on South Parkway honeycombed with small units.
Other tenants shared a community bathroom; we were
more fortunate in that we had a private toilet and wash
basin just off our bedroom. Doris had become a close
friend of a younger woman named Clara who lived
with her parents in the front apartment on the same
floor. From New Orleans, Clara had a face like a brown
kitten, was slender and small with little breasts like
turnips. I had never considered her as a potential bed
partner although I knew she got around. At that time
her main flame was a cab driver. Our relationship was
~ such that Clara, Doris and I could talk and joke about

anything.
i One afternoon I came home from work and .found
them sitting on the bed, draining the life from a pint of
bourhon.

“Lapping it up,” I commented.

Doris nodded. “Clara’s got a problem.”

“What’re you trying to do—drown it?”

“The more we drink the bigger it gets.”

“All right. What’s the problem?”

“It’s been ages since Clara had a french lesson. She’s
simply dyin’ of neglect. Her boy friend won’t go that
way.”

“Obviously a man without taste.”

“So I figured you wouldn’t mind helping her out.
After ali, she is my best friend.”
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Two, three seconds, then it sunk in. Completely. I
glanced at Clara. Her kitten face in repose, she was
studying the ceiling. I half expected her to purr. I
turned and looked sharply at Doris. So she had been
discussing my boudoir habits after 1 had asked her not
to! The mores being what they were, 1 didn’t want
people going around spreading “lies” about me.

“Yes, I told Clara how talented you are,” Doris went
on. “So don’t let me down. Dot you wanta help 'out
our close friend—specially since she’s crying for relief?
Remember, you're supposed to love thy neighbor.”

Before I had time to even contemplate the social
oddity of my wife insisting, out of a clear sky, that I
french her best friend, she shoved Clara back on the
bed with one hand and yanked up her dress with the
other. Clara lay where she fell, legs parted and no
panties. One look and any inclination to.ward debate
fled. My lance rose straightway for the joust. When-
ever I find a strange slit challenging me from beneath a
chield of hair, I respond firmly. Conditioned reflex, no
doubt. -

In wild fantasies, I had envisioned complete coitus
with one gal while another looked on jmpatiently. Then
1 would shift to the second, fingering the first. But I
knew this could never happen in reality. That is, until
now. I licked my lips.

“Let’s take his clothes off,” Doris said.

Clara arose and together they unbuttoned may shirt
and removed it. Next came my shoes and socks and
Doris unbuttoned my fly. Clara reached in through my
shorts to seize my hard rod and fondle it briefly before
they pushed me down in the bed. It was strange,
having anocther wornan handle my sex in front of my
wife, but it was far from unpleasant. Each grabbed a
trouser leg and pulled. Both now stripped completely
as I snatched off my shorts. Clara lay back down,
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thighs wide and knees bent at right angles as Doris sat
down beside her.

“All right, Daddy,” Doris said, “Do your number.
And make her like it. You know how.”

I was ready to burst with excitement as I rubbed my
cheek against Clara’s curly bush. Of course her odor
differed from my wife’s, but it was basically the dis-
tinctive, piquant aroma of a woman aroused—undoubt-
edly the greatest of all aphrodisiacs. My lips fastened
upon her warm, wet labia and as my tongue explored 1
thrust my head as far as possible to one side to see
Doris’s reactions. She leaned forward, intently watch-
ing, her body tensing and face growing more lustful
each moment. When Clara’s moans and moving pelvis
indicated she was near orgasm, Doris unconsciously
started a sympathetic wriggling, meanwhile fondling
her own breasts. Then as Clara pressed her moving
thighs hard against my cheeks and rolled her head
from side to side at the zenith of climax, Doris trem-
bled as if she, too, were coming.

“Now, goddamnit, get on Clara an’ fuck hell out of
her,” she told me in a hoarse voice.

Clara raised her bottom to meet me, grabbed my
hard tool and pulled it inside her. I felt my wife’s
hands rubbing and pinching my thrusting hips. The
experience was so0 new, so devastating that I quickly
exploded and both Clara and I clung and clutched and
groaned. Finally I rolled off.

Hurriedly Doris got a towel. Slowly and carefully
she dried Clara, patting her gently. Just by watching,
life flowed back into my limber organ. Then Doris
turned to me and began dabbing and massaging with a
fresh corner of the towel until I was thoroughly firm.

She grinned. “That’s it. Now give me my stick
candy.” She lay down beside Clara and held her arms
up to me. And now with Clara looking intently on, I
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experienced the most pleasureable congress with my
wife since the early days of our relationship.

Sleep came slowly that night. I still tingled from this
radically new experience. I dismissed all thoughts of
leaving Doris. Obviously from now on our life together
would be wildly exciting. My lagging interest in her
had been fully revived. Our sex life over six years had
gradually lost its spice and was now no more than a
pleasant habit. After all, sex had been our main bond.
When it lost its edge the relationship had become
unglued because there was no real community of inter-
ests otherwise. I liked jazz and blues; her taste ran to
sugary Tin Pan Alley concoctions. I enjoyed good
literature, especially satire; Doris preferred True Ro-
mances. I kept up with world news; she did not care
what happened outside her own miniscule sphere. On
the plus side, she was a good cook and housekeeper.
We both liked to drink, although after a few shots she
often became belligerently argumentative. However,
constant association has produced emotional involve-
ment; at this time I knew no other woman with whom
T’d rather live. She knew how to wear clothes and was
attractive enough to have many admiring glances
turned her way when we went out together; this salved
my ego. Still, this was not enough to make my mar-
riage satisfactory to me. That is, until tondight.

I was as eager now to remain with her as I had been
to marry her. I looked forward to a thoroughly fasci-
nating future. Clara was only the first step; not only did
I anticipate sessions with other of my wife’s friends,
but I might eventually be able to realize a dream so
fantastic I hardly dared think about it. That dream
was to watch another man make out with my wife.
Because she was my wife and there was emotional
involvement, the thought excited me far more than
watching any other two persons copulating, as stirring
as that, too, was.
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I had often tried to analyze and anticipate my
reaction should I ever surprise another jockey in my
saddle. T knew that, according to the code, I should
feel outraged, could even kill him under the unwritten
law and go free. But being a maverick, in my fantasy I
could never work up even a nadir of righteous indigna-
tion. Instead of imagining myself murderously mad, 1
just got hot as hell. If Doris were unavailable, T had to
masturbate for relief.

I had never told Doris of this burning desire, for she
had often said to me, looking sincere and solemn, that
she could never, never, never be intimate with anyone
but me, and if for some strange reason she were forced
to accommodate another male she couldn’t possibly
enjoy it. She insisted she was strictly a one-man
woman and that mine was the only stick candy she
could enjoy. Although I did not believe her, the story
was told with such sincerity I found it impossible to
suggest that she get horizontal with another stud while
T watched.

But everything would be different, trom this night
on. With one wall down, another would eventually fall.
However, no hurry. Right now I would be more than
satisfied with two-woman sessions. In order to get the
greatest possible simultaneous enjoyment, I started
thinking of techniques. With no blueprints available, I
had to figure it out alone. By the time I finally fell
asleep, I had it all planned.

Clara did not return until two nights later. When I
came home, she was lying across the bed clad only in
her slip with Doris sitting beside her.

“I was ready for Lesson Number Two last night,”
Clara said, “but at the last minute I had to go some-
where else. Nothing’s gonna stop me tonight, though.”

“Daddy,” Doris said, “dinner’s ready and waitin’ in
the oven. Do you want it now or would you rather . ..
uh... eat something else?”
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“My favorite food,” I said, “is right here on this
bed.” ]

“Meaning what, Lover Man?” Clara said.

“Nice, hot, tasty twat. What else?”

“Then quit talkin’ and start snackin’,” Doris said. )

“Fine. And I'm gonna start with a nice heavin’
helpin’ of you, Clara,” I said. .

“And if you don’t heave enough I'll help you,” Doris
cut in.

“Don’t worry about thing one,” Clara answered.
“I’m bound to shake it. I jus’ ain’t gonna break it.”

As we stripped, I revealed my blueprint for a trio.

“After Clara gets her french lesson, I’ll lie on my left
side at right angles to her, slide both my legs under her
right and scissors her left. That’ll put me directly on
target. Then Doris lies on her side facing Clara so I
can shove my head through her thighs. That way I can
take care of both you chicks at the same time.”

To my boundless delight, it worked. I hugged my
mate’s hips as I frenched her while Clara pressed one
hand against. my bottom to hold me inside her. .I
obviously couldn’t see, but it was evident from their
comments’ that soon they were grabbing each other’s
breasts.

“Sure wish you had something besides these little
mosquito bites,” I heard Doris say.

“Yeah? You sure got enough for both of us,” Clara
retorted. “For the whole building, if you wanna know
the truth.”

“Ooooh, that feels good, girl,” my wife said. “Pull
’em off, I don’t give a damn!”

“Sh-i-i-i-t, everything’s good,” Clara sighed.

I was having a double ball, simultaneously fucking
one and sucking the other. Doris climaxed first, trig-
gering me and I set off Clara. Afterwards we lay where
we were, in no hurry to move from our positions.



s i s

26 BOB GREENE

“Well,” Clara finally said, “that gets it like it ain’t
ever been got before.”

“Who taught you this?”” Doris asked.

“Nobody. Figured it out all alone, Like it?”

“You better not forget how.”

Clara returned three times the following week for
more of the same. Then one day before we began,
Doris said, “Old girl friend, I think we oughta try
somethin’ else.”

“Like what?” Clara asked.

“Bob’s been comin’ on with you like gangbusters. 1
think it’s your turn now.”

“You mean, go down on him? I'd like to, He's got a
fine—"’

“Not him, Me.”

“You? I ain’t never done that to another woman.
But, tell you what. I will if you do it to me.”

“Great!” I cut in. “This is something I been wantin’
to see.”

“Okay, I'm game,” Doris said. “But you gotta wash
first. I'm not putting my mouth on any funky crack.”

l‘f‘You wash too. You ain’t no Attar of Roses your-
se .,,

I suggested they wash each other. They spent so
much time at it that the real purpose became kicks
instead of cleanliness.

At last they got in bed, Clara above in 69, and
began. For a few moments there was silence except for
sucking sounds, then Clara raised her head to com-
plain, “You don’t know how.”

“Quit talkin’ and eat,” Doris said.

“I’d rather eat Bob’s. He's got a mouthful.”

“Wanna make it three-way Daddy?” Doris asked.

I nodded and joined. Afterward Doris said, “We’ll
have to add this to our repertoire, too.”

CHAPTER 2

Doris had come a long way since I first met her. I
never learned when or how the seed of multiple sex
had been planted in her psyche, but it never had a
chance to take root and grow until her relationship
with me. Had she not met me—or some other sex rebel
—it is quite possible she might have gone through life
frustrated and hopelessly neurotic.

She was recovering from her first marriage when we
met, Her husband had been strictly wham-bam-thank-
you-mam and this only in one position: woman below,
man above. T'o make matters worse for her, all her
other pre-me partners, some four or five, had acted
similarly in bed.

Two weeks after meeting we had our first intimacy
on a couch in the parlor of the apartment where she
rocmed. That night both her landlord and his wife
went out and left us by ourselves. We began a torrid
petting party almost as soon as they left. I kissed her
passionately, fondled her breasts through her clothing,
then gradually worked my hand upward beneath her
dress. She closed her eyes, asked me to stop, and began
breathing heavily. I ignored her requests and tugged at
her panties to pull them off, Stili telling me to stop,
she raised her hips in cooperation. Taking the bottom
of her dress, I slid it up around her waist as she
muttered “please don’t” and scooted forward. When I
knelt in front, she evidently thought I was going to
enter and screw. Instead I began kissing the inside of
her right thigh from her knee upward, stopping and
remaining where her thighs joined. By now I had
learned never to ask a girl if I could french her, for
convention demanded an automatic “no.” Instead I
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usually went ahead, and by the time she learned what
it was about, it was usually too late. The new and
shattering sensation of a tongue caressing her clitoris
was so wildly enjoyable she would rather fight than
have me switch. So it was with Doris. Twice she had
orgasms from cunnilingus; then immediately afterward
from genital coitus she had three more.

When I saw her after our initial session, she said she
still trembled each time she thought of what happened.
Since childhood she had yearned for somebody to eat
her pussy, but I was first. “It’s even better than I
dreamed it would be. And you may as well know, Mr.
Robert Greene, that after what you did you’re gonna
be stuck with me. If you don’t come over and take care
of me regularly from now on, I'll come to your place
and camp outside your door. So govern yourself ac-
cordingly.”

From then on we went to bed two or three times
weekly before we married. After our wedding the fre-
quency rose to four or five. Actually I wanted it every
night, plus some mornings. Although Doris was unu-
sually passionate, she would not permit that rate. I
learned later that her libido was as strong as mine; her
refusal was caused by her conviction that if we copu-
lated that often I would “tire” of her.

We tried every position we had ever heard about or
could think up; at that time there were no marriage
manuals available. Two years passed before she re-
turned my oral attention. Then one night when we
went to bed she slid down, pulled me over on my back,
and began kissing the head of my resting soldier.
Immediately he stood erect and she fellated me (clum-
sily but effectively) until I shot into her mouth. She
did not spit it out and I was grateful; I lock upon the
expectoration of my semen as a rejection of me. Doris
soon became expert, and we often 6%ed with me above.
Occasionally I would ask her to retain my emission in
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her mouth and then immediately mount her (in those
vrung days I was capable of screwing immediately
‘e orgasm through fellatio). With my mouth pressed
~aingt hers, I would suck my juice, now thinned by
her saliva, until I came in her.

At the beginning I asked Doris not to let anybody
know I “went down” on her. I was then sensitive to the
widrly-held opinion that oral sex was “perverted” and
I eav no reason why others should know this was one
of my supreme delights. Obviously she must have told
one or two of her closest friends before Clara; some
gals can’t keep quiet when they’ve got a good thing
going.

One of these was, I believe, Ella, then her best friend
and who came from her heme town in Alabama. Ella
was almost a daily visitor and the three of us offen
went out together, occasionally with her fiance, Chuck,
as a fourth. When Doris was hespitalized for an appen-
dectomy after two and a half years of marriage, she
asksd Flla to daily visit our living quarters, prepare
my meals, and in general “see after Bob.” At that time
we lived in a huge room with kitchen privileges. On the
second day when Ella came in the early evening, she
made my bed and then sat upon it.

“Bob,” she said, “there’s a smudge or scmething on
your cheek. Do let me get it off.”

I sat beside her and leaned in her direction. She
removed whatever it was with her own face inches
away, then smiled with parted lips and looked chal-
lenginsly directly into my eyes. Ella was an ordinary-
looking, medium brownskin babe with an ordinary
shape, but she did have beautiful teeth and a warm
outflowing personality. In addition, she was slightly
knockkneed and contemporary Negro folklore had it
that knockkneed gals were hotter and tighter than
those with straight legs. Thus when she looked at me
with parted lips, then leaned slowly toward me, closing
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ner eyes, I accepted the challenge. I kissed her, receiv-
ing immediately a mouthful of tongue.

My sexuality has always been transistorized. I was
turned on forthwith with no warm-up necsseary. With-
in moments her dress was up, drawers off, thighs
parted and my head between them. She showed no
trace of surprise, and climaxed speedily and violently.
Then I boarded her train. After we reached the end of
the line and were lying quietly, she said:

“I suppose you know this is the first time anybody
ever went down on me?”

“Really?”

“It really is. And it’s absolutely glorious.”

“0dd,” I said. “You didn’t seem at all surprised. In
fact, you acted like you were expecting it. Has Doris
been talking?”

“Nothing surprises me.” She smiled enigmatically.
“Besides, why would your wife tell me about your
habits? All she said was she wanted me to see after you
while she was in the hespital.”

“Did she ask you to see after me in bed?”

“She didn’t say not to, so I used my judgment. If
I'm gonna see after somebody, I want to do a thorough
job.”

Realizing T would not get a direct answer, I pursued
the matter no farther. We had encores three times in
the next five days, then Ella said, “Youwve realiy
raessed me up. You got me so dissatisfied with Chuck I
simply can’t stand him now. Last night I broke our
engagement. It’s ridiculous, and I know it, because
when Doris comes hoine in a few days I'll be outa luck.
T'm just a plain damn fool. But I'm gonna make the
vest of it while I can.”

A month or so after Doris returned, Ella told me she
had made up with Chuck. I suppose she became so
progressively horny she was willing to settle for any
gind of relief, and after all Chuck was crazy about her.
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Shortly afterward they married and moved to St.
Louis.

+i11]1 ancther incident a year or so later added sub-
stance to the suspicion my wife was bragging to her
vest friends about my educated tongue.

We were at a party—a real whingding with every-
rody smashed, or on the verge. Doris had passed out
and I found myself alone in a bedreom with Maggie, a
tiny cream-colored doll who was an ex-schoolteacher.
For six months or more, after Ella left, she had been
my wife’s closest girl friend. Seeing we were alone, and
ker inhibitions drowned in alcohol, Maggie threw her
arms around me and begged for action. As had long
teen my pattern, I began with cunnilingus.

Quite reserved when sober, now under the influence
of liquor and me, she made so much happy noise that I
stopped once—to- her great disgust—to open the door
and see 'if anybody had been moved to investigate.
Luckily, the coast was clear. We finished without
interruption.

I didn’t see her for a week afterward. She purposely
visited Doris when she knew I would not be present.
When I did finally see her, she was nervous and
refused to lock me in the eye. Another three weeks
passed before I chanced to see her alone, and then only
because I ran into her unexpectedly on Scuth Park-
way.

“What in hell’s the matter with you?” I asked
immediately. “You’ve dodged me since the night of the
party.”

Maggie blushed. “If you must know, it’s because I'm
ashamed. I'd always wondered what it would feel like
to have it that way. When you did it, I lost control. I
sounded like a ... like a prostitute. And afterward I
was embarrassed ... and still am. I don’t want any-
thing or anybody to get the best of me. And you did.”

Circumstantial evidence against Doris, of course.
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With Clara there was no longer any question. From
then on, cthers found out in various ways.

Our kitchen door opened on a long rear porch. Two
apartments away lived a couple with whom we had
become friendly, Leo and Grace. Leo, little and lean,
loved to lush, and was hip in most things non-sexual.
Sexually he was a hopeless square. Grace was a brazen
swinger, carrying on without detection virtually under
her husband’s nose. Like many small men, Leo com-
pensated for his lack of size by getting a big woman
who he thought he deminated. She was both tall and
heavy without being fat, and was ready for anything at
any time.

One night when Doris, Clara and I were in bed,
Grace appeared suddenly in our room. Our back door
had accidentally been left unlocksd and Grace walked
right in, coming to our bedrocm when she found no-
body elsewhere. She loocked down on us, hands on hips,
and said, “Well, T’'ll be damned! So that’s why Clara
can’t keep her ass away from here these days. I
thought there must be something funny going on.”

Doris was irritated. “All right, so now you know.”

“Wish you'd let me know sooner. We coulda had
scme stinkin’ ‘good times. I got some friends who're
wild about this kind of party.”

She said further she’d like to join us, but had to
hurry back and fix dinner for Leo.

Two nights later she appeared in our kitchen a few
minutes after I came home, ostensibly to borrow a cup
of sugar. Clara was also present. Striding immediately
to me without saying a word, she unbuttoned my
trousers and took out my penis—which of course got
hard.

“Just wanna see what it is you gals like so much,”
she said as she fondled me. “It does look just right at
that—mnot too big and not too small.” She rubbed her
hand all over its length, lingering at the head.
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“Look at the eye,” Clara said, taking it away from
Grace. “Ain’t it a bitch?”

“That’s my stick candy you indecent females are
raving over,” Doris reminded them.

“It’s a mellow thing, I don’t care whose it is,” Grace
said.

Although I welcomed the attention, I was aware of
an increasing warmth creeping over the skin, becoming
more uncomfortable by the minute. I was actually glad
when Clara and Grace left. I told Doris about it
immediately afterward, but she had no explanation. I
was able to get relief only by a thorough scrubbing
with soap and water.

Weeks later I learned the cause. Grace had been
preparing a recipe calling for whole chili peppers and
she had not washed her hands before fondling me. This
spice can be almost as wicked externally as internally.
But the experience was beneficial. I found that a tiny
hint of chili pepper on the finger applied gently to the
clitoris of a sluggish broad can turn her into a near-
nympho.

When Grace saw Rose a few days later after stum-
bling upon our menage a trois, she told her all about
her discovery. Rose, a mutual friend, lived a block
away. Tall and with a tantalizing behind and full,
provocative lips, she had long interested me, but I had
never tried to lay her. But as soon as she heard about
us from Grace, she hurried to our flat. :

“I knew something like this had to be going on,” she
said as soon as she entered the door. “The way Clara
acted around you two just about gave it away, but I
bad nothing to go on until Grace told me. You been
leaving me out, and here I am dying for a party.”

I was surprised. I'd never pigeonholed Rose as a
swinger. She made like a devout Catholic, attending
every mass and talking glowingly of the approaching
confirmation of her daughter. True, her husband was a
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cuarter of a century older than she and his job as a
Pu'lman porter kept him away five days at a time, but
th~ve had been nothing to indicate she deviated one
iota f-om church dictum. However, after we came to
know her sexually, I doubted she ever attended confes-
sionals and told all. With the narrow official attitudes,
her father confessor would himself have needed to
confess to another priest to “cleanse” himself of what
she told him. Rose socn became our favorite and most
constant partner until she moved to Detroit a couple of
years later.

Iromediately after telling us she knew what we did
with Clara, Rose insisted then and there on action. Of
cou~se we obliged. Afterward we had sessions with
Clara or Rose, sometimes both. Grace, to her great
disgust, thought it unwise to join in because when she
was in our apartment, Leo often appeared shortly
afterward. He knew nothing of her extra-marjtal activi-
ties and she intended to keep it that way. During all
the years I knew him he never caught on.

Doris’ passion at least doubled itself when she saw
me making out with her selected girl friends. She got
close, intently eyeing every move. She was sizzling
by the time I finished with others and was more than
ready for me. On those occasions when I ran out of
rocket fuel after both Rose and Clara and fell asleep
through sheer exhaustion, I would awaken to find her
living the role of frustrated martyr until I balled her.

Clara and Rose were our only partners until we
moved later in 1937. At our new, larger apartment we
expanded associates and activities and for the first
time I had the long-awaited pleasure of watching an-
other husband fuck my wife during mate swapping.

CHAPTER 3

Undoubtedly an individual’s sexual patterns can be
traced back to early childhood experiences. However,
there are obviously factors other than pure heredity
and environment. Even identical twins occasionally
develop different desires. I knew of one who desired
active fellatio; it held no allure for his brother and
more than cone fist fight took place because a previous
partner mistook the second twin for the first. In other
words, since no two people are exactly alike, innate
psychological differences may result in differing pat-
terns—even among identical twins, with the same hered-
ity, and reared in the same environment. A traumatic
experience which may turn one child into a homosex-
ual will have no noticeable effect on another. As the
result of childhood punishment, some persons develop
a lifelong emotional need for spanking or flogging to
fully enjoy “naughty” sex; others, no matter how
much, or why, they were heaten, reject sado-maso-
chism m connection with satisfaction of the libido.

I do not know what caused Doris to develop her
attitudes and needs, but I can trace the origin of all my
desires except one. Oddly enough, that is the most
consuming: cunnilingus. My earliest impression of the
sex act, when I was seven or eight was that it was oral.
A year later I was surprised—and disappointed—to
lesrn that the male and female genitalia were joined
for fucking. Although I have an excellent memory for
early childhood observations, I can recall nothing that
made me believe coitus was performed by mouth.
However, with this first impression of the sex act, it is
not surprising that the drive to use my lips and tongue
has persisted. I cannot completely enjoy coitus until I
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have tas’ed my partner’s genitalia, even if only briefly.

I find cunnilingus emctionally invigorating as well
a3 vhysically stimulating. I prefer a woman with abun-
dant pubic hair. I am rarely enthused over a2 partner
with a clean-shaven delta. If colored, I think of her as
a baldheaded baby; if white she reminds me of a
plucked chicken. I like to rub my face against a
verdant bush and I like the natural odor, I prefer a
doll without perfume arcund her pubes; for me the
most exciting scent possible is that of a hot and
healthy pussy.

Tn addition to the sheer joy of feasting on cunt, I
like the sense of power I feel in bringing a woman to
orgasm. Many who come rarely, if ever, through geni-
tal copulation go wild from talented oral attention. I
derive tremendous satisfaction from knowing that not
only has my partner received through me that most
intense of all human pleasures, but that no matter how
genteel and refined she may seem to the world, under
the right stimulus she is a wonderful, raw animal. That
is in addition to the tactile delight of having soft, warm
thighs rub against my cheeks, the taste of her flowing
juices and the beautiful sight of her most intimate
anatomical areas. When I say I am hungry for a
woman, I mean it literally. I want to enjoy her with
each of my five senses—and of course I prefer a lighted
rcom. But frenching is not an end in itself. T want
genital copulation afterward. In my younger days
when I was capable of several ejaculations with only
minutes between, I could bring myself to repeated
peaks. Now that I am past sixty, and no longer capable
of multiple orgasms per session—except on rare occa-
sicns—I like to climb to the edge of the precipice and
retain my balance indefinitely through various acts
bzfere sliding down to normalcy through climax. When
I was younger 1 was hastier and far more selfish,
knowing that if I did not satisfy my partner with one
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fuck there would be others. Now I am far more sensi-
tive to my partner’s desires and with experience has
come the ability to please in many exotic ways. Age
does have its compensations.

As an only child living in a neighborhood with few
potential playmates, I did not know girls were sffruc-
f:urally different from boys until I was seven or eight,
sust before I got the idea that suck meant fuck. The
first fully-developed female genitalia I saw were those
of my mother, and the circumstances undoubtedly
account for my lasting interest in urolagnia.

We had a privvy in our back yard. One summer day
I looked down through the twin holes and saw a foot
long lizard sitting motionless on ome of the slowly
growing half-ossified fecal piles. He looked up as I
looked down and I couldn’t scare him away. I ran back
into the house to get Mother. She returned with me
and tried to frighten him by dropping small stonefs and
twigs. He wouldn’t budge. As a last resort, looking at
me and smiling like a naughty child, she raised her
skirts and, suspending her big brown butt a few inches
above the seat opening, began urinating to drive off the
creature,

I was so fascinated I forgot all about the lizard. I
could see a mysterious black triangle of curly hair.
From the center gushed a stream of water. So this was
what you put your mouth on when you had sex!
Females also used it to pee. Simple logic showed the
two went together; pissing therefore tied in with what I
thought was fucking. As I watched her I got my first
recognizable feeling of arousal. I stood enchanted as
the stream rushed out forcefully then slowly dwindled
until only a few drops remained; she shook herself and
these too fell with what seemed to me great reluctance.
In addition to the strange tingling in my body, I
believed this was one of the most beautiful sights my
young eyes had ever witnessed. And this was obviously
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the way my hang-up with female urination got its
start. Ever since then I have been tremendously
aroused at sight of the female fountain. (Have you
ever noticed how many of the world’s most famous
fountains are sculptural representations of the animal
function of urination?)

As T grew older, talks with other boys dwelt more
and more on sex. Whenever a playmate mentioned
pussy, I thought immediately of Mother peeing, for
hers was the only cunt I was able to see except
fleetingly until I was eleven. Then one day while
playing with several white kids, I found myself alone
on the ground in front of a 13 year old girl. Her dress
was up, legs parted, knees raised and she had no
panties. T lcoked. She saw me looking but did not
change position until some of the other children re-
turned. Instead her little vulva moved back and forth
as I stared. Later I told a buddy she could make her
pussy wink. I could not account for this phenomenon
until years later when I realized she had evidently
learned to contract her sphincter muscles, which, when
rhythmically moved, look like winking. But this did
not switch me from Mother; the girl’s was pink and
had only sparse soft down above.

Like many small boys, when by ourselves we talked
about fucking. My fantasy partner was invarizbly
Mother and the action was in ‘line with my original
concept of the sex act. What I wanted to put in her was
my tongue. Always I recalled vividly the wondrous
sight of her peeing on the lizard, and shivered with
delight as I thought how it would feel to have her rain
on me. I knew how good it felt when I emptied my full
bladder; why wouldn’t it be even more enjcyable,
albeit in a different way, if she urinated as I placed my
mouth against her peehole?

Our house was small. Each night I brought in a large
porcelain pot for my parents and me which I dutifully
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emptied and cleansed every morning. Sometimes when
1 was supposedly asleep 1 would hear Mother get 1’1p
znd use the vessel; her sound differed fyom Dad’s.
Immediately I would see again in my mind Mother
2nd the lizard and grow excited. In summer she some-
simes went to the back porch late at night, and when I
kzard her, I silently arose and sneaked to the back
door to watch as she raised her gown, squatted and
peed over the porch edge onto the ground. When the
diminishing flow indicated she was almost through, I
slipped back to bed, feigning sleep as she returned to
her bedroom. Usually I was so stimulated I lay awake
a2 long time. I was never caught—and in later years I
often wondered what I would have done had I been
apprehended. -
deI) xfzas so anxious to see her genitals again that I tried
to think up ways to catch a glimpse. I was schessful
enly twice, once when I “accidenta%ly” came into the
big kitchen which doubled as a bathl.ng room (we used
a big tin tub for baths and laundry) just as she stepped
out. Since I was barred from the area when she bathed,
I got the scolding of my life. The other inste&nce. was
one morning around two or three, when ordmarll.y I
was sound asleep. Evidently she and Dad had just
gotten a piece and she turned on the light to ﬁr}d a
towel to dry herself. On both occasions I felt giddy
from the sheer joy of glimpsing her great brown b'reasts
and thick bushy delta. And right here is, I think, a
sound argument for nudity in the home. It is not only
healthful, but accustoms young children to the appear-
ance of the opposite sex, thus eliminating the basis for
neurotic attitudes which later plague many people all
through adult life. There is no sound reason why
children should not learn basic physical differences
between the sexes even before they start their ABC’s.
When I reached puberty and discovered the bliss of
ejaculation through masturbation, my love object was
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still my mother. If there is ever a prize awarded for the
biggest Oedipus Complex, mine should at least reach
the final judging. I was so obsessed with desire for her,
both orally and genitally, that I doubt I could have
really enjoyed any other female during adolescence
even had there been the opportunity. According to
what I've read on the subject, the women with whom I
later became emotionally involved should have physi-
cally resembled her. But here again, nonconformity.
My first loves were invariably short, small women
weighing less than one-hundred thirty. They were in
direct contrast to Mother who was five-feet-nine and
weighed over two hundred. It wasn’t until I was almost
forty that T became seriously interested in tall women.

Being imaginative, the first summer after discover-
ing masturbation I devised a technique for added
pleasure. Wide vacant lots separated our house from
these of neighbors on both sides. On moonless nights
when my parents were away, I stripped nude and
walked into the backyard. The knowledge that I was
violating a strong taboo by running around outdoors
with no clothes on added spice. We owned a long hose
for watering the lawn. I turned on the faucet, stuck the
nozzle up my rectum until my belly felt comfortably
full, then bent over and masturbated while I watched
the water run back out, imagining I was looking at
Mother urinate.

At fourteen or fifteen when I jacked off regularly
eight to twelve times each week (the common belief
that “self abuse” would lead to insanity disturbed me
not at all), T made the astounding discovery one day
when home alone and lying-on my back that by
throwing my legs far enough over my head I could
french myself. Until I grew larger and became less
supple, I had the unique experience of fellating my
own prick until I shot off in my own mouth. This was
real do-it-yourself cocksucking, complete self service.
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Perhaps this should have turned me into a homo, but
by then I was so frantic to eat my first pussy that
nothing diverted me, not even my initial sex exper-
ience with another person—male.

Following my first year in college, I was in a city
park one summer night listening to the weekly band
concert when a little white man, apparently in his
thirties, walked up, explained he was a stranger, and
asked directions to the men’s toilet. When he seemed
unable to understand my directions, I said I'd accom-
pany him. Not at all suspicious, I walked with him
away from the crowd. As we passed a small clump of
trees, he said this would do just as well and stepped
inside. Since I also had to piss, I followed. No sooner
had I taken out my staff than he clutched it and began
fondling me. My surprise did not prevent my getting
hard. Tmmediately he dropped to his knees on the turf
in front of me and placed it between his jaws. I
realized “this joker is a sissy” but it felt too good to
stop. He completed the task, kissed and patted the
head, then asked, “How about meeting me here tomor-
row night at the same time? You're a perfect size for
me.” T was so ashamed and embarrassed, now that I'd
gotten my nuts off, that I said nothing. I did not return
the next night nor for a full month thereafter.

By the time of my homosexual experience I had
outgrown my oedipus complex. But I was still frus-
trated for want of a woman. I had tremendous sex
drive but no outlet except masturbation. I was almost
desperate in my desire for cunnilingus. Yet I dare not
let anybody know. In my small home town, those who
orally contacted another’s genitals were looked upon as
the lowest form of human vermin in existence. Like
most youths, I was determined to conform. Ne one
must ever know how “perverted” I was. Solution? I
stayed away from girls and burned. I'd have rather kill-
ed myself than let some gal be in a position to whisper




42 BOB GREENE

to her chum, “You know that Bob Greene? He’s noth-
ing but a dirty freak. He tried to eat my pussy when I
went out with him last night.” I could not face the
withering scorn of my buddies when word got around;
at that time T would rather retain the respect of my
peers than satisfy my almost uncontrollable desire to
kiss a cunt.

Several months after my homosexual encounter,
I at last had my first connection with a woman. T was
eighteen, and in a much larger city a good many miles
from home. A college classmate, who preferred prosti-
tutes to “romancing those goddamn silly young
broads” asked me to join him in calling on a white
whore who catered excllusively to Negro males. I sat in
the parlor with her pimp, also white, while my buddy
spent some fifteen minutes with her in the bedroocm,.
Talking in a low voice, her pimp assured me I had
“done the right thing” by waiting until last because
my friend would “get her worked up” and then “if
she’s gonna come, she’ll come for you.” He extolled her
good points at length, presumably to get me so excited
that when my turn came I'd pop off as soon as I
popped in.

When my classmate returned, I forked over two
dollars to her pimp and walked nervously back to the
bedroom. The gal was a reasonably attractive blonde,
under thirty and rather small, lying on her back on the
rumpled bed, a light green robe flung to one side. This
was the first woman I had ever seen in-the-ready
position. I took off my trousers, shaking with excite-
ment, and got on the bed to crawl over her for my first
piece then thought, m not at home now and nobody
will ever know what I do. Instead of entering her, I
backed off, lowered my head and gingerly shoved my
mouth against her cunt. It was slick and wet, undoubt-
edly from my buddy’s semen. T moved neither tongue
nor lips, merely held them against her as I sniffed the
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unaccustomed but wildly stimulating aroma of a
loaded gash. Lecoking up over her belly, I saw her
watching me with a smile on her face. Gra]?bmg my
throbbing cock I rapidly masturbated, ejaculating
swiftly., As soon as I climaxed, I suddenly thought,
what if she’s diseased? Maybe she’s got gor}orrhea or
svphilis, and my mouth is on her pussy. I jerked my
head away, hurriedly slipped into my trousers and left
the room. I glanced her way as I closed the door. She
was still smiling. “

As soon as my buddy and I left, I spit tvE/ice in a
worried effort to cleanse my mouth. I was af.rald to spit
t00 much; he might want to know why. Saying 1 }.13<.i a
sudden headache, I left him and hurried along spitting
all the way to my room where I carefully washed out
my mouth with soap and water. Finally I thought, the
hell with it. Pve done all I know to get rid Qf germs. _If
1 get infected it’ll just have to happen. Besides, so will
my classmate. By the next morning, _however, I vvas1
mentally kicking myself for not having had a rea
feast. '

I was living in Chicago, and had twice experienced
hurried genital copulation before I got up enough
nerve to make another stab at cunnilingus. Sev.eral
voung good-time girls (chippies, not Whorefs) also.hved
in the apartment where I roomed. One in particular
caught my fancy. My inhibitions dissipated by. seve.ral
drinks of corn liquor, I boldly asked her one night if I
could french her.

Briefly her eyes lighted, then recalling I was a
country boy she asked:

“Ever done it before?”

“No,” T confessed.

“Then dort’t try it. You won’t like it.”

That was a real bring down. Later I learned, to Ijly
great embarrassment, she told another girl roomer, “If
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he’d known anything about it I'd have let him. But he
ain’t gonna learn on me.”

I reasoned the best way to learn was with a whore.
So for the second and last time in my life T called on a
prostitute. When I paid my two dollars (the going
price in those days) she expected a fuck. Instead I told
her I wanted to suck.

“Oh, good,” she said, wriggling her heavy hips. She
was a big yellow woman.

I got on my knees and began as if I were accustomed
to frenching. She turned into a one-woman rooting
section with “That’s it, eat good pussy, lick it.” Sud-
denly she stopped, sat up in bed and pointed. “Not
down there! Up here around the boy-in-the-boat.”

I shifted up to her clitoris, having learned my first
basic lesson in this erotic art, and stayed right on it
until the landlady called to tell her another John was
waiting. My teacher did not answer the first two or
three calls, but when they became louder she sat up,
pushed me away, and announced, “That’s all. Time’s
up.”

Later that year I estakblished the first real man-
woman relationship of my life with a young divorcee
named Gladys. I was attracted before I saw her face.
Her walk floored me; she had a very rhythmic rump.
We were both guests at a party and I got myself
introduced. She would never win a prize in a beauty
contest, but she had such a warm and vivacicus per-
sonality, coupled with utter femininity, that I latched
on immediately. Her raisin-brown face was unusual,
with a semitic nose, and her legs were smaller than I
preferred, but that did not deter me. Once when I
kidded her about their size she came back with, “Did
you ever hear a man ask for a piece of leg?”

Gladys was the first woman with whom I ever spent
an entire night. Because I was quite fond of her, my
desire for cunnilingus was difficult to control, but I
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dared not risk a refusal and possibly lose her. But after
four or five all-night sessions of genital coitus, I could
ctand it no longer. I recall it was a Sunday morning,
after three ejaculations the previous night, that I final-
ly broke down as soon as I awoke. I started off stroking
her belly, trying to think of a way to broach the
subject.

“Baby,” I began, “there’s something I've just got to
tell you. It’s something I want to do.”

“Like what?”

I didn’t answer. Instead I began kissing her across
her stomach as I knelt to the left of her head facing her -
fect. I brushed my face against her hairy mound.

“Good God,” she said. “Nobody’s ever kissed me
like that before!”

Thus encouraged, I kissed down the side of her
triangle and came to rest with my mouth against her
wet lower lips. Remembering what the prostitute had
told me, I searched with my tongue until I found her
clitoris. Had there not been a ceiling, she might have
coared into orbit. As she writhed, I stared fascinated
and triumphant into the scarlet interior of her cunt,
thinking at lost! at lust I'm eating pussy and 1 know
i*s clean! T don’t have to worry about hurrying or
anything like that any more. The walls of Jericho have
finally fallen. And from now on I'll anchor my mouth
on this delightful cove any time I feel like it. This
haven is my heaven!

Moments later, climax—so violent I stopped in
alarm, raised my head and turned around. She almost
shouted, “Get the hell back on it! Don’t stop!” 1
returned to her clitoris, still astounded at the intensity
of her orgasm. Nothing so tempestuous had ever oc-
curred in genital union even though she was unusually
passionate and had told me I was by far the best she’d
ever had. Like most women I came to know, release by
oral coitus was far more cataclysmic than orgasm by
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prick. As for me, I learned my own excitation reached
a far higher level if first I orally contacted my partner.
When Gladys was able to speak calmly, she said,
“My God! I never knew anything could be like that!
And do you know, if you'd asked me first I'd have told
you no? Am I glad you didn’t ask!” She shivered and
giggled. “From now on, do that any time you want—
and I hope you want to all the time!”
In the following days, weeks, months I invariably
began with cunnilingus, experimenting and learning.
Sometimes I'd spend minutes opening her lips and
looking enraptured into the rosy interior; even now,
almost forty years later, I still gaze in fascination upon
the wondrous wet walls, fingering and fondling inner
and outer labia and the ring of hair; this is still the
most perpetually exciting sight in all creation. And I
was thankful, too, for Gladys’ inexperience. As time
passed and I developed proficiency, I realized how
crude had been my initial effort and a more discerning
partner would have immediately realized my oral ig-
norance. Gladys, fortunately, required no sophisticated
technique to ignite her fuse; nevertheless she learned
to evaluate any subtle changes in my use of mouth and
tongue. I learned never to attack the clitoris initially;
my companion received far more pleasure if 1 kissed
over and around her mound, ran my tongue across the
tf)p edge and down the sides of her triangle; kissed and
lightly bit the sensitive flesh on the inside of each
th.igh from knee to pubic arch, then covered her entire
slit With_ my mouth, running my tongue delicately over
the. hairy crown before parting her inmer lips and
roving upward from the bottom before exposing the
throbbing, tumescent little button with its network of
nerves to direct contact.
Six weeks went by and then Gladys asked if she
could french me, and laughed loudly.
“Yau know why I divorced my husband?” she asked.
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-Because he came home one day and asked me to suck
him off. T was so insulted I walked out and stayed. I
w2z really pissed off. And now I'm asking if T can go
cown on you.” She shook her head. “I didn’t believe
znvbody could change me like you have.”

We soon shacked up together, developing personal
intimacy as well as sexual rapport. We became as
inzeparable as Siamese twins when I came home from
work, even going to the bathroom together with the
result that my interest in urolagnia surfaced.

I sat close by, intently watching whenever she made
her fountain. Even if T had just climaxed I would get
znother erection. One day I got up nerve enough to ask
it T could dry her with my mouth. She consented.
Later I took the final leap and asked that she squat
=hove my mouth instead of the toilet. She hesitated,
then consented but without enthusiasm. Knowing her
reaction I seldom made this request.

I realized this was way-out, not only for Gladys but
for the most sexually emancipated members of the
population. American culture labels urine as revolting.
Yet many world-famous figures have been strongly
interested in urolagnia, among them one of the greatest
of all sexologists, Dr. Havelock Ellis. Among a sizeable
number of the world’s peoples, a woman’s urine is
believed to possess magical properties. Some European
and African populations make it into love potions. A
maiden will use her pee as the basic ingredient of a
concoction to be given a young man to make him fall
in love with her. Estrogen, a hormone taken internally,
is manufactured from preghant mares’ urine. Another
hormone, HMG, for men, is produced from the piss of
menopausal women.

A noted anthropologist, studying and living with a
tribe in East Africa, tells of a marriage between the
son and daughter of two leaders. He was invited to the
ceremony, the final mark of his acceptance. As a token
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of the high esteem he had won, the bride’s mother sent
him a gourd containing her urine by special messenger,
an honor reserved for only the most select. He was
required to drink it while the messenger waited to
return the empty container to the mother. Knowing
there is nothing either harmful or dirty about a
healthy woman’s urine and that a refusal would not
only have been an insult but would have jeopardized his
whole research program, he drank it down without a
hint of revulsion.

In my youth I knew two gisters famous for their
unusually beautiful complexions. It was common
knowledge that before retiring at night, each applied
urine to her face. Since then I have met others who
used this liquid to soften and beautify the skin. When
you get down to bare facts, the only objection is
emotional. We have been conditioned to look upon
anything coming from the excretory organs as unclean
—a reason why many persons refuse active oral-genital
contact. And yet babies come from the same hole
which provides the greatest pleasure known to man, As
for me, I cannot divorce pee from pussy; they belong
together. And there is no doubt in my mind that if a
woman urinated from some other orifice, it would no
longer have erotic significance for me.

There is also less danger of contagious disease from
urine than from saliva swapped in a kiss. Viewed
objectively, kissing mouth to mouth is one of the most
unsanitary customs in our society and those cultures
which look upon this practice with horror are justified
on a health basis. On the other hand the vulva, because
of its location, is protected from germs which contam-
inate the atmosphere; the human mouth, out in the
open is a way-station for unfriendly bacteria. Obvious-
ly, kissing cunt Iips is far more sanitary than kissing
facial lips.

I have frenched several women who lost control of
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their bladders on the verge of orgasm and geysered.
This to me was an added bonus; I especially enjoyed
sessions with them. I have also gone to bed with gals
who asked me to urinate full force immediatebf on
entry, saying the pressure against the womb helgh_t-
ened their arousal. One doll insisted I pull her labia
apart and then piss from two inches away; this seemed
to make her hot as a blast furnace.

But in most instances urolagnia has been for my own
unconventional pleasure. Women have humored me
because they knew I craved it. However, although I
always enjoy watching a woman pee, I have reques'ted
this warm fluid for myself only from dolls who particu-
larly moved me.

From the time I broke with Gladys I did not make
this exotic request of anyone until I married Doris, and
even then I held off for at least a year. But Doris.was
as agreeable to this as to all other unusual suggestions,
and I am convinced she got actual pleasure from

rforming the act.
peI recall gawaking one night after we both went to bed
stoned to find something warm and wet running down
over my midsection. I snapped on the light at the head .
of the bed to find Doris squatting above my cock,
peeing. I got an immediate hard-on. When she was
through, I grabbed her hips and pulled her down upon
my rod. She slept through my thrusts and clin}ax.
When I released her she fell over on her side, snoring.
Shaking my head I got up and changed sheets without
her once waking. She not only knew nothing of the
incident next morning but vehemently denied it all
even when I showed her the evidence of the wet linen.

Shortly after Doris and I moved to our new apart-
ment, Grace called and asked my wife, “How ’bout
bringin’ some people over tonight for a party?”

“That depends. Who and how many?” .

“A couple I know. Old friends of mine. The wife
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has the most freakish eyes you ever saw. Her husband
runs on the road. He’s a dining-car waiter. I told ’em
‘bout you guys, an’ they’re interested.”

“Okay. Bring them over.”

A half hour later Grace appeared, face flushed, eyes
bright. With her were Ola and Tom. She was right; Ola
had strange and weirdly fascinating eyes: light brown,
almost orange, seemingly glowing in a soft deep choco-
late face. Around twenty-eight, she was lavely of both
face and figure with a sweet disposition and a low,
throaty voice. Tom was heavy set, about forty-five.
They had a two-year-old son, kept by her mother when
they went out together.

“Tom wouldn’t even taste a twat until a coupla
vears ago,” Grace said. “Since then he’s been tryin’ to
make up for all those years he missed. Now any time
he sees a snatch he wants to snack. As for Ola,” she
turned and looked fondly in her direction, “this is my
pretty-eyed baby. Ain’t she somethin’?”

Grace also explained she tried to contact a boy
friend to make up three couples, but he wasn’t home.
“However, we can still have a ball.”

We all stripped. Grace, thoroughly bi-sexual, asked
that she first take on Ola alone, explaining, “I'm
hungry for that sweet slit of hers. Ain’t had it in a long
time.”

Ag she frenched Ola, for the first time I had a
leisurely look at Grace’s cave and quickly decided I
didn’t want it. I was reminded of stale liver, and this is
the only pussy I have ever seen that repulsed me. I
resolved that somehow I must always invent an excuse
to avoid oral contact without hurting her feelings.

When Grace could tear her head away, we formed a
daisy chain on the living room floor. I eagerly attached
myself to Ola, who serviced Doris, who had a mouthful
. of Tom, who feasted on Grace, who frenched me.
Momentarily I felt peculiar at the realization that my
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=fe had another man’s sex between her jaws, but the

: -'--i]l of eating this enticing new quim soon wiped it

~-m my thoughts.

We decided not to screw since Grace had no partner.
7-:tead we sat around, getting acquainted with our top
=ds. Later somebody suggested we reverse our daisy
<ain. Horrified at the thought of frenching Grace, I
oked at the clock and excused myself on the pretext
-# an important early meeting next morning. Instead, I
-=1d them, we should get together one night soon when
Tom was in town.

A couple of days later when I came home, Grace was
-ere with Ola, impatiently waiting for Warren,
Grace’s boy friend, who had been unavailable when we
~et Ola and Tom. Within minutes, Warren arrived,
stinny and perpetually smiling.

As soon as we were introduced, Grace lay down on
e floor, raised her dress and removed her panties.
Then she connnanded “All right, get down now and
zzt my pussy.”

Warren looked around, obviously embarrassed, and
w=id, “Aw, geel”

“Aw gee, hell! T want you to show these people how

=¢ll you can nibble.”

“Wait a minute—" Warren protested.

“You didn’t come here waitin’! Eat it this minute or
+5u ain’t ever gonna put your mouth on it again.”

That got him. Even though Doris and I were
s=rangers and, like Ola, fully dressed, the possibility of
=t being allowed to french Grace in the future was
=~idently too horrible to contemplate. Without another
=ord he dropped to the floor and buried his head
~=tween her big brown thighs.

Grace looked triumphantly around at us, then or-
Zered, “rub your face in it.” He complied. “Now lick
zverywhere with your tongue.” He did. “Now make me
-ome, goddamn it.”
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When he finished, she ordered, “Take off your
ciothes. I want you naked as a jaybird. You got an
ass-beating coming. Where was you when I needed you
the other night?”

“Now, baby ...”

“Baby, shit! Git them goddamn clothes off!”

He stripped silently and speedily. Grace rose from
the floor to sit on a chair. Warren lay across her lap,
skinny bare bottom up. Strong as Grace was, she
needed nothing but her hand. She slapped him hard
and rhythmically like a mother spanking a child. War-
ren did not cry out, but with each blow his prick,
hanging near her knee, leaped into sudden rigidity,
becoming immediately limp when her hand was re-
moved. She did not stop until she considered him
adequately punished. By then Warren had a continu-
ing hard.

When he arose and stood expectantly, Grace said,

“All right. Put your clothes on and take me and Ola
home.”

He looked surprised. “Aincha gonna do nothin’
’bout this?”’ he asked grabbing his stiff shaft.

“Not one goddamn thing.” She grinned as she
quoted a rhyme:

Your eyes may shine

An’ your teeth may grit
But none of this poontang
Are you gonna git.

“But, baby . ..” Warren started.

“I wanted your tongue, not your old black dick. Go
jack off.”

He looked at her dolefully, then shrugged.
“I don’t see why you gotta treat me this way,” he
complained, turning away. “But I guess it’s all right.”

“You damn tootin’ it’s all right. Maybe this’ll teach
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scu to be home whenT wancha.”

Warren dressed silently. By the time he left with
Grzce and Ola, his grin had returned.

If that’s what he liked, I had no objection. I believed
= person has a right to enjoy sex in whatever way
-leases him so long as he does not force his desires on
2 responsible but unwilling partner. However, disci-
zline, domination and submission rarely interest me,
zihough I will occasionally engage in mild spanking
sessions. Canings, whippings, floggings, humiliation—I
Z0 not need those to enjoy sex. I get no erotic pleasure
#om spanking, even when requested; my enjoyment
comes from contact with a bare female bottom. That I
do like.



CHAPTER 4

Tom was Home two days, on the road four. Doris
announced one evening when I came home that Tom
and Ola would come to our place that evening round
eight for a party. I looked at the clock. Exactly five-
thirty. In two and a half hours we’d swap. Not only
would I have complete coitus with a lovely new
partner, but I would at last watch another man score
with my wife. Time suddenly dragged. 1 fidgeted,
inwardly fussed, but the seconds refused to rush. By
eight o’clock 1 was like a small child waiting for a
tardy Santa Claus.

When they arrived we wasted little time going to the
bedroom and stripping. The gals lay side-by-side
across the bed. I knelt before Ola with Tom in front of
Doris. Complete togetherness! Afterwards I insisted
that Tom fuck Doris while Ola and I sat on the side of
the bed, watching.

I would not have felt a needle plunge into me as I
looked, all concentration, while Tom got above her. I
felt both giddy and elated as the head of his cock
paused momentarily at her portal, then lost itself
inside her body. Those brainwashed by Puritanism
cannot understand the exquisite delight of permissive-
ly watching another man fuck your wife, especially
that first time. It is unlike any other sensation known.
When you are emotionally involved with a woman and
have the loving, close association which had developed
since Clara, the two of you tend to merge, becoming
complimentary halves of a whole, opposite sides of the
same coin. My own senses responded in complete
sympathy with her stimuli. I became both sexes in one.
As I watched I was myself enjoying my favorite wom-
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an; I was that woman responding wantonly to a new
man. For the moment I became pure sensation; ‘my
nerves were snatched to skin surface and left bare and
quivering.

I moved as close as I could to watch his shaft,
glistening with her wetness, thrust in and out. I
climbed with them, gasping, to the pinnacle, becoming
almost delirious with ecstacy as he exploded in her,
groaning and holding her undulating hips tightly
against him. Then Doris came, humping upward with
her pelvis to pull his spurting cock even deeper inside.
When they tobogganed down from their pinnacle I was
still atop the razor sharp edge of desire, wildly exhila-
rated, realizing at last how Doris felt when she saw me
score with a woman. Never before in my life had I
been so strongly aroused. When Tom limply withdrew,
I literally threw myself on my back and asked Doris to
squat over my mouth. I was in a frenzy to taste her wet
cunt. Parting her thickly creamed lips with my fingers,
I shoved my mouth between them, licked hungrily with
my tongue, and sucked as I would an orange. Their
fresh sauce was warm and thick with a distinctive
aroma unlike that of either man or woman alone. Had
they produced a quart I would have taken it all. And
had anybody touched my throbbing pole I would have
ejaculated. I held Doris tightly, mouth hard against
her hot, fragrant hole. Realizing I craved every drop,
she pushed with her muscles to get rid of all Tom’s
semen—and peed. This was complete bhss and the
others didn’t know what was happening.

When she finally arose, both Ola and Tom were
staring at me in amazement.

“Goddamn!” Tom said in awe. “I’ve seen other cats
who loved cunt, but you got ’em all beat.”

“Just call me,” I said, “a Gourmet of Gash.”
“Do something about me,” Ola said. “With all that
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going on, I'm about to burst out in flames. I need
attention now.”

I screwed her immediately, after warning I was so
hopped up I wouldn’t last long. Almost as soon as I
entered, I popped off.

“That didn’t do me much good,” Ola said reproach-
fully.

“That was a test run,” I told her. “In a couple of
minutes you’re gonna get some real serious action.”
Ola was exotically exciting. If I’'d met her at a dance
T'd have made a big play for her. About her was an
aura of childish innocence which did not belong to a
swinger; this incongruity intensified her appeal. In
addition, the thrill of seeing my wife with Tom still
held me. I remained on Ola, knowing this double
stimuli would speedily stiffen me. In not more than a
minute I was able to ride with her again, this time to
her satisfaction. Tom, however, was physically inca-
pable of a rapid return. By watching Ola and me, Doris
became so horny I had to fuck her soon afterward. But
this was no problem; all T had to do was envision her
recent union with Tom and I was hard again.

When Tom came home again, we visited their apart-
ment for our next party. After our initial swap, we
persuaded our wives to go into 69 for our viewing
nleasure. However, we had not anticipated their re-
quest that we entertain them. When we could not talk
our way out of it, we reluctantly consented, lying on
our sides. For the first time in my life I took another
man’s cock in my mouth. Tom was limp and remained
-hat way. I was only mildly titillated. Qur wives let us
szop when they saw nothing was happening.

I believe that virtually all humans have homosexual
desires. But our society tells us to reject and be
ashamed of such natural inclinations, so most of us
Zght fiercely against them and will never admit their
cresence. Nevertheless Beach and Arthur in their














































































































































































































































































































































































































































