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Chapter 1

THE INCESTUAL FATHER

Many experts state flatly that the most common form of incest is that which takes place between father and daughter. They point out that age has a great deal to do with this type of incest, for most father-daughter incest takes place at the point where the girl is approaching puberty and continues to be prevalent when girls are in their early teens. Once incest has been committed, the girl usually breaks off the relationship when she is exposed to the normal world of boy-girl relationships, or when she realizes that it is unnatural, or finds it personally or morally distasteful. However, a great many cases of mutually pleasing father-daughter incest are disrupted and terminated when the wife-mother discovers the situation. Seldom does the father involved, voluntarily end the relationship.
The other common form of incest is that between brother and sister; yet, this usually occurs when both or one of the partners are too young to understand the act and most experts state that the incest is merely in the form of experimentation or child sex play, and is discontinued when one or the other of the parties reaches the age of understanding or puberty, and begins to feel the normal attractions to the opposite sex.
The first case history involves an attractive woman who had fled into lesbianism and, finding it unfulfilling, sought psychiatric help.
Marie came to a psychiatrist who uses hypno-therapy on difficult cases. She had been married for four years; had two sons, and had felt no sexual attraction for her husband since dating in college. She had several affairs with different men in hopes of finding sexual gratification. Failing, she found herself involved in a torrid, but one-sided lesbian relationship with a neighbor. She eventually found this distasteful, because she found no sexual joy or fulfillment in it, and sought professional help. Here then, is Marie's story, condensed, but complete:
When I first dated Tom, I liked him. I wanted sex with him, but I wanted him to think I was a virgin. But most of all, I guess I didn't want him to know that I hadn't been a virgin since I was eleven years old, or that it was my father who had busted my cherry and first fucked me. (The notes of the psychiatrist state that as she admitted this, an unconscious look of pleasure came to Marie's face.)
It started when my mother was in the hospital. She was there for three weeks. I was taking a bath one night, and, finding no towel there, I called for my daddy to bring me one. When he came into the bathroom, and saw me standing there, he just stared hard at my little titties and my almost hairless box. I knew that I was beginning to have the shape of a woman. My breasts were beginning to take form and the nipples were already standing out, pink and pretty. I had a little pubic hair, but it was so light that it didn't cover the lips of my cunt. It was blonde, and only showed in the right light. I hadn't started to menstruate yet, but my mother told me to expect it soon, after I told her about a strange feeling I got around the same time each month. We had talked about sex in a vague way-about how babies come, and about not letting boys put their hands on my breasts or my "peeper" as I called it then.
I wasn't embarrassed at all, standing there naked, with my father looking at me. I was proud, in a way, that I was becoming a woman, and that he seemed so enthralled with my body. I suppose I even shoved out my pelvic area a little. I stood straight and breathed deep, so he could see how nice my breasts were getting. (NOTE: Many psychiatrists state that a female is at her most sexually aggressive stage between the ages of twelve and sixteen. Marie was, at that time, only three weeks away from her 12th birthday.) He handed me the towel and I could see the front of his pants start to bulge. I knew what was happening to him. I had a boy cousin who had played with my cunt, and then taken out his prick and I saw what a hard on looked like. He had made me take it in my hand and jerk it a little. I remembered how I had enjoyed it, in a way, but I'd been afraid to let him put it in my box.
I didn't take the towel. I asked my daddy to dry me all over. He had often dried my hair, but that was when I had on my pajamas. He was gentle, especially when he dried my breasts. Then he began to dry me between the legs and the cheeks of my ass, and he suddenly went wild� he began to kiss my breasts and my stomach, then he kissed my mouth and stuck his tongue deep into it. It was like a lightning bolt had hit me. I went all afire. I didn't really know what I wanted from him, but I knew I wanted a lot of something he was doing. At last, he put his finger inside my cunt. I must have been hot, because I think I had a sort of "come" right then. I put my hand on his, guiding his finger to the right spot and moving with his motion. All the while, he was kissing my mouth and my breasts, my neck and stomach.
He picked me up and carried me into the bedroom-my bedroom-and laid me on the bed. He took off his pants and I could see his prick, big and throbbing. I knew he wanted me to touch it and I wanted to. I didn't know what to do, so I just rubbed it. Then he put his hand behind my head and gradually pushed my head down. He never said a word, but I knew he wanted me to put it in my mouth. I wanted to, all of a sudden-more than anything. When I did, it seemed awfully big, but in a second, it seemed, it felt good. In a few strokes, he came in my mouth. I don't know what happened, but I think I came too, although he wasn't doing anything but rubbing my nipple.
He spread my legs and put his tongue in my-cunt. I don't know how many times I had an orgasm, and the next thing I knew, he was naked, and his thing was all hard again. I thought he wanted me to put it in my mouth, but instead, he put it inside me. It didn't hurt. After a minute, it began to feel good, like when he had used his finger and his mouth. I knew he came inside me, because he changed suddenly. After he did, he jumped up and began to give me wild instructions about getting to the bathroom and taking a douche. Then he began to cry. I didn't know what I had done. I knew later that he was guilt-laden and terrorized at the thought of what he'd done to me. But I didn't feel bad. I felt good. Later, lying in bed, I masturbated, thinking about all the wonderful feelings he had given me. I remember thinking how wonderful it would be from now on.
But it wasn't. (A look of pain came to her face.) He was too scared, I guess. I tried. Every time we were alone, I asked him if he didn't want to do it to me again, but he wouldn't. Once, I sat on his lap and unzipped his pants, while I stuck my tongue into his mouth. He slapped me across the cheek and dumped me off. Later, I peeked into his bedroom and saw him masturbating. I watched him and stood right there and masturbated myself. I opened the door and tried to get on the bed with him, but he screamed at me to get out, and to stop being a sneaky brat.
When I was thirteen, I coaxed a boy to do it to me, but he was all thumbs-he didn't know any of the things I wanted. When I asked him to use his tongue, he got panicky and left.
At fourteen, I began going with this fellow who was 20. He looked younger, and my parents thought he was about 17. I taught him all the things that I liked, and we got along fine. Then, I got pregnant. My mother was furious, but my father seemed to blame himself-maybe because he had refused to have sex with me all the times I had coaxed him. But, my father took care of everything, and after the abortion, we started having sex again-only this time, he always used a rubber when we really screwed.
For five years, I didn't even want another man. I dated, but they were just dates-lots of necking, but nobody got me going like daddy, so I always wound up going home to him. We fixed up a place in the garage, and he'd sneak out and meet me. Neither of us knew how much my mother suspected us. The night she caught us was the last time I had sex with my father. We went the whole route that night, never suspecting that my mother was watching the whole thing. I went down on him first, then he did the same for me. Then, we got each other ready again by masturbating and kissing. Just as my father put the rubber on, and I was stretched out with my legs spread, my mother came storming in. She'd been watching through the window. My daddy and I always liked a light on-I still do. She surprised both of us by what she did. She grabbed a piece of wood and began hitting my daddy on the genitals and stomach with it. She finally knocked him out. I remember I was frozen, at first. Then I saw him lying there, big welts and bruises on his stomach and legs. I went after my mother with feet, fists, teeth and nails, and drove her out of the garage.
She called the police. They arrested my father and she pressed charges. The law is funny about incest, because all he got was a forced session with psychiatrists. My mother got a divorce and sold the house. Six months after that, I met Tom. He was a nice, easygoing guy, and I let him have me after about four dates. But it just wasn't any good.
I asked him to take me away for a weekend to a motel, hoping he would loosen up-kiss me all over, want anal intercourse-let me kiss him until he came. All he wanted was the straight "on top" deal, and it bored me to tears. I didn't even have an orgasm.
He felt he had to propose, after that, I guess. I was at loose ends, working part time, so I decided to give it a try. It never did work. When I tried to kiss his cock, he got insulted and called me a "perverted cocksucker." Later, I asked him to put his tongue inside my cunt, to get me worked up, and he slapped me and called me a dirty slut. It took a long time for us to work it out. He never did give in. I had to. I just learned to accept the dull, old-fashioned way of sex-never more than twice a week. I used to masturbate a lot. I guess I got horny, because I let a lot of guys know that I was dying for some real sex. One day, a salesman must have seen it in my eyes, because he came at me like an animal. He really raped me. It made me throw up all over him. He begged me not to do anything, and I didn't.
I tried to pick up guys, picking the ones I thought would be gentle and thorough-the way daddy had been. None of them were. Funny, but when I masturbated, I didn't think of daddy anymore-I used to dream of Tom, my husband, doing all the wild things to me that I had come to like so much. We had moved to another town, and I hadn't seen my mother or father for years. In fact, they hadn't even seen the kids. Then one day, there was my daddy at the door. He looked old and tired. Maybe I didn't look so hot, either. I didn't feel much of anything, at first. He didn't either-except embarrassment. He asked me how it was going between Tom and I, and he knew I was lying when I told him "fine." I had a housecoat on-nothing underneath. I knew I was showing a lot-maybe I was deliberately trying to tease him. Anyhow, he came over after awhile and kissed me. He stuck his tongue in my mouth and put his hand on my breast, and I started to respond again. Then, Tommy junior started to cry, from the bedroom. My father got a funny look on his face, turned white and left. He never has seen either of the kids.
After that, I had a quickie affair with an older man about my daddy's age, that worked with Tom, but he was like a teen ager-he didn't know anything about pleasing a woman, and when Tom almost caught us one night, he never showed up again. I guess I was a little too hot for him. I could never get his prick hard the second time, even when I sucked it furiously. I used to assume all the erotic positions I could think of, to show him my wide-open, hungry cunt, and he would try, but he just wasn't any good for a second time, while I was just beginning to warm up after the first orgasm.
I used to masturbate in front of him, using a weiner or even a candle, but it didn't do anything for him. Besides, all he ever wanted was the same thing Tom did-me on the bottom, him on top, and not even using his finger to massage my ass-hole.
I had even tried to get Tom to put it in my ass, but he got so disgusted that he wouldn't speak to me for two weeks.
Then I met Adele, next door. She was having a problem with her "girl friend," (I found out later) and she made no bones about being a lesbian. She had waited until she was sure Tom and I weren't getting along. She came over one morning, right after Tom left for work. I was still in my housecoat, with nothing on under it. Adele was attractive, in a hard, mannish way, and she just walked in when I invited her, looked around, saw that the kids were still in bed, and she went after me. She put her arms around me and kissed me hard, sticking her tongue in my mouth, her hands caressing my ass cheeks. I admit, it shocked me but it excited me also. When she moved one hand around and began massaging my cunt, she brought me alive. I was so starved for some sex that I was desperate. She knew it, somehow, and she stripped off my robe, knelt in front of me and began putting her tongue inside my cunt. I liked it, and had a quick orgasm. Then we went into the living room and she got undressed and she went to work on me again. This time, she kissed my ass-hole, my thighs and breasts, and by the time she got around to sucking and licking my cunt, I must have come five times inside three minutes. Remember, I hadn't had that for a long, long time. I used to love my daddy to do that, and Tom had always refused.
I guess I'm not a real lesbian, though, because when it came my turn to go down on Adele, I couldn't do it. I could only masturbate her and managed to kiss her breasts; but I couldn't put my tongue inside her cunt. She didn't smell clean, for one thing, and I was always a nut on that-daddy had told me that nothing would drive a man away from cunnilingus like a bad-smelling body. I used to wash there at least three times each day, and I took a douche a couple of times each day. We kept trying, but it was frustrating for Adele. I could always come, several times each session, but I couldn't give her what she needed. I even threw up a couple of times, after I had managed to kiss the lips of Adele's cunt. Finally, she got disgusted and didn't come around, and eventually, she found herself a new friend who moved right in with her.
Meanwhile, she had worked me up so much with her cunnilingus that I was begging Tom, without shame or decency, to kiss my cunt. It only drove him further away, and I kept on trying to have affairs with men. When I did seduce them, it was the same old "Tom way"-straight, dull fucking. I finally began to wonder if my daddy was the only real, all-round fucker in the world, or if I was a real "weirdo" in the sex game. So I decided to get some help.
My problem, though, is not that I want to change. To be honest, what I want is to find a man like my daddy, who isn't afraid to do anything to please a woman and bring her to climax. I don't think I'm hung up on my father-just on the wonderful variety of sex that he practiced. I want a man to treat me like he did, sexually.
That's why I'm here. I want Tom to be a man, but he isn't. I don't want a divorce-I don't think I do, at least. But I've got to have sex-wild, complete, satisfying sex-or I'll go out of my mind.
In consultation with two other licensed psychiatrists, the therapist concluded that the answer lay in deep consultations with her husband, Tom. At her request, he was allowed to hear the tapes. He then underwent several consultations with the psychiatrists and agreed to try to ban the inhibitions he had about Marie's way of gaining sexual satisfaction.
It wasn't easy, and eventually, Tom underwent six months of hypnotherapy with one of the psychiatrists. He had been brought up in a Victorian-minded family, where sex was never discussed, and was generally thought of as sinful or dirty-more or less a necessary evil. Eventually, Tom was able to satisfy Marie's needs in part. At the last report, they were still married and the radiant smile on Marie's face was entirely different from the somber countenance which she wore when she first appeared at the psychiatrist's office. The prognosis for this couple is good, but only because Marie found the kind of man who loved her enough to try to change his sexual thinking and inhibitions. In the doing, he confided to the psychiatrist, he had entered into sexual delights that he had never dreamed possible. Edith was a completely different type of person, and came from an entirely different background from Marie's. Her mother was a waitress and both her parents indulged in a lot of extramarital sex from the time she could remember. The home was a hotbed of hatred. Why her parents stayed together, Edith could never figure out, unless it was from a sadistic thrill in tormenting one another.
Her mother made good tips and wages, while her father was a jack-of-all-trades who worked on a hit-and-miss basis and who spent his off hours in boozing. All the sex education Edith ever got was in the form of threats from both parents.
"You get yourself pregnant, you don't come running home to us," her mother liked to repeat. "Save it for the guy you hook," was a favorite saying of her father's.
When she was thirteen, Edith allowed a boy to have sexual intercourse. Green as they both were, it was a frightening experience for both, and an unsatisfactory one for Edith, as far as any pleasure or climax went. She spent weeks worrying whether or not she would become pregnant, envisioning herself as a suicide if she should rather than face the wrath of her parents.
On five occasions, Edith saw her mother in a parked car, almost in front of their shabby home, having intercourse with another man. She came to hate her mother with a venom. She viewed her mother as sanctimonious-warning her about "giving it away" while she was committing adultery almost under her father's nose. Not that she thought too highly of her drunken father; but, at least, to Edith's knowledge, he wasn't a sexual cheat.
She came to a hypno-therapist at age 18, after serving six months in a detention home for juveniles. She was sincere and seemingly wanted to be helped out of the sexual rut into which she had fallen. Her crime had been prostitution. A kindly judge had, upon her second arrest for prostitution, agreed to grant her probation on condition that she seek medical and psychiatric help, after he had heard part of her sordid story.
In her own words, transcribed from taped hypnotherapy sessions, is Edith's story.
I hated my mother. I guess I always hated her. I'd go to the homes of other girls and see how kind and sweet and understanding their mothers were, and I grew to hate my mother. Almost as if she weren't even my mother. I even asked my father one time, if I was adopted-I just couldn't see how I could have come from that person.
I thought I might as well play the same game. I started dating when I was fifteen. I don't know if I was what you'd call sexy, but I didn't try to stop any boy who tried to go all the way. It didn't do much for me, either way. I don't think I ever had an orgasm. I always made the guy use a rubber, so I didn't have that to worry about. I'm not a beauty, but I've got a nice body and I dance good.
I started drinking when I was 17. I liked it. All at once, I discovered what booze did for my father-it made the world fade into the background, or look halfway livable. I started going with older fellows-25 or so, and they always wanted to make out.
I got high this one night, and when the guy I was with tried to do it in the car, I got mad. I wanted to, all right, but I was sick and tired of running and hiding about it. My father was out and my mother was still working, so I took the guy inside. We got right down to cases on the front room couch.
We didn't hear anything, I guess, because the first thing we knew, the light snapped on and there was my mother, looking like she was going to have a heart attack. The guy jumped off me and ran-didn't even bother to put his pants back on.
It would have been funny, except for my mother. She grabbed the first thing that was handy-the belt of the guy who had just ran out-and began to beat the living hell out of me. I tried to cover up, but she cut my breasts and stomach; then when I rolled over and balled up, she laid my back and butt wide open. She was out of her mind-I think because she saw for the first time, what she was encouraging by her own slutty actions. Next thing I knew, my father came in. He stood there, looking at me, stark naked, welts and blood all over me-crying my heart out. It wasn't shame-it was plain, hellish pain.
He stepped up and snatched the belt from my mother. Then he hit her across the mouth and knocked her down. He kept on hitting her until she crawled out of the house. Then he did a funny thing. He was crying, and he came over to where I was lying on the couch, watching the battle-or beating, I guess you'd call it-and he began kissing the welts on my breasts, then on my stomach. Finally, he rolled me over and gently kissed every spot on my back and my butt, where my mother had hit me.
He picked me up and carried me into the bedroom. He began to apologize-not for her-but for himself. He kept calling me "my baby," and kissing my breasts and gradually working down over my stomach until he was kissing me between the legs, his tongue in my cunt.
Believe it or not, it was the first time a man had been gentle with me. I could feel myself getting hot. I wanted him to keep on kissing me, and I let him know it. I grabbed his head and held his mouth to my cunt, and I think that when I came that time, it was the first real orgasm I had ever had. By then, he wouldn't stop. He kept on, and meantime, he was kneading and clawing my breasts and my buttocks, driving me right back into that insane desire for an orgasm.
That night, I slept in his bed and we had sex all the way. It was the same with him-gentle but good. He was like a young man with a bride. He used his dick like an instrument of pleasure. . My mother came back only to pack her few clothes. She moved in with some dishwasher she'd been passing it out to, I guess. We never saw her again-ever.
For two months, I couldn't get enough sex with my pop, and he was the same. He taught me how to perform fellatio, and when he put his tongue in my cunt and inside my ass-hole, it only made me want more of him inside me. He missed a lot of work and I quit school. I never did good nor did I like school. Then, he had a heart attack.
I had to get help and then go to work. He was told to take it completely easy for six months. I went to work as a waitress. I didn't know anything else, since I'd been a flop in school. I didn't mind, on good days. But when I wouldn't make much, he seemed so forlorn-so sorry that he was a burden. I'd try to soothe him with sex-but he was more apologetic than ever, because he couldn't give me the wild finishes that he'd used to be able to.
He had a second attack and had to go to the hospital. He didn't have any medical insurance. All he had was what I made. When they gave me the bill after the first week, and called me into the office to ask about payment, I got desperate.
I worked for an old guy-not as old as my father, but not much younger. He'd played grabass and "feel day" with me at work, and I knew he was hot for me. I just came right out and told him-fifty bucks and he has me all night. He went for it. Then he propositions me about taking on a couple of his buddies. I did. That's when the cops got into the act. The one guy stays all night, then gives me ten and says he owes me the other forty. I raised hell. I guess I was pretty drunk, too. I chased him out into the street and somebody called the cops. When they got there, he claimed I had picked him up on the street and propositioned him. While I was serving six months, my old man died.
When I came out, I was stupid enough to go right back and ask my old boss for a job. He gave it to me-on condition that he slept with me at least twice a week-for free. I thought "to hell with that noise, Jack," and just went out on the street. That's when the judge sent me here.
The hatred she had formed for her mother also tended to throw Edith farther to the side of male attention and tenderness. In later hypnotic sessions, Edith grudgingly faced the fact that when she committed incest with her father, she was "getting even" and punishing her mother, for her own lack of affection toward her daughter.
Girls-and often, boys, who are deprived of real love and understanding in their formative years, seeing their parents come together for only one purpose-sexual gratification-almost automatically equate love with the sex act. This is what happened to Edith, for the greater part. As she matured, she realized that sex cannot be love, although it can be an important part of the fulfillment of love.
She straightened out, took a job as a sales clerk, went to night school and got her high school diploma, and eventually became a successful commercial artist with a large department store. At the last visit to the therapist, she announced happily that she was going to be married. Her vibrant words are worth thinking about, in connection with the wanton actions of this girl as a teenager, and in light of her arrests as a prostitute.
"And you know what?" she beamed, "I've been going with Al for over four months now, and I haven't slept with him yet! Can you imagine that-from a gal like me?"
Yes, it is understandable, for at long last, Edith had given sex its rightful place in her life; as an adjunct to what is basically a warm, outgoing personality. The psychologists are in agreement that, barring unforeseen setbacks, Edith will emerge as a totally competent, sexually healthy wife, and enjoy a happy marriage.
"After all, a pussy is still a pussy-even your own kid's-"
This has been the conclusion of many a father who has succumbed to the desire for sex with his own daughter. To make this study of incest more full, we would be remiss not to include the personal story of a male who desires sexual intercourse with his own daughter. like most cases of this type, Bill's ended tragically for all members involved. It is natural, psychologists tell us, for the ego to protect the individual. This is the job of the subconscious; thus, it tends to make us blame others when we slip up. However, a check of the facts in Bill's case showed them to be substantially true. In studying his taped sessions in therapy, there could be found little self-pity. He seemed able to face himself for what he was, a father who enjoyed incest with his lusty daughter. When he faced a morals charge for the third time, Bill was ordered to obtain immediate psychiatric treatment. Bill admitted that he was hooked on young girls after his incestuous relations with his own daughter, age ll. In the narration of his case history, many taped sessions have been condensed in order that the reader might better understand this man's feelings and his dilemma of sex. I was 24 when I shipped out for Korea. I'd had dates, and on most of them, I wound up in bed with the broad. Normally, I liked my fucking plain. Oh-maybe once in awhile, I'd get the girl to get on her hands and knees and let me stick it in her box from the back-but never in the ass. I had no desires that way, though a lot of guys seemed to think that was a real ball. I never did have a girl suck me off. A kid did once, when I was 10, but that's all. And I never fooled with little girls, after I was 10 or so-just kid stuff.
I was running around with Linda when I was in boot camp in California, but not steady. She dated a lot of other guys, I know. I'd been in Korea a couple of months when she told me she was pregnant. I sent her money and told her we'd be married when I got back. But when I got back, she was living in Seattle, shacked up with a sailor. I went up there and wanted to see the baby. (He had shown a picture of his daughter previously, and her features were a carbon copy of his own). All I had to do was take one look at Virginia, to know who her father was. She looked just like me and I fell in love with her at that moment.
It took some doing-Linda was drinking pretty good, too-but I finally convinced her that we should get married, for Ginny's sake. I guess I knew in my heart that the marriage didn't have a chance, but like I said, I was so crazy over Ginny-.
Things didn't get much better. We came back to California and I got a pretty fair job in an electronics plant. Linda was still hitting the bottle, and I suspected-sleeping around. But she seemed to take good care of Ginny, and it sort of made up for what I missed from the rest of my marriage. Our sex fell off to almost nothing. I went for one spell for over five months without having any sex from Linda. I was a pretty healthy, normal guy that way, and it bothered me. It got me mean, and I began to drink way too much. Linda would take off for bars almost every night. Half the time, I'd drink myself numb, see that Ginny was fed and put to bed, and then tumble into bed myself. I used to have nightmares and crying jags, and as Ginny got older, she began to be pretty hep to what was going on.
She was 10, then, and when I'd cry out in my sleep or drunken stupor, she would come and get into bed with me and put her arms around me and soothe me-almost like a grown woman. It got to be almost every night. Linda and I had some dillies of arguments over it, when she'd come home at three or four and find Ginny in bed with me-often, I'd be stark naked.
One night, I told her point blank that she was either going to begin giving me my regular "ass" or I was going to take Ginny and get out. We didn't know that Ginny was still awake and watching, but Linda, half drunk, stripped naked and showed me teeth marks on her breasts and stomach.
"You want second helpings, Sarge," she yelled. "You want what's left over after a real man got through?"
I hit her pretty good, and she left. I was sober, by then, and when I went back to bed, I heard Ginny crying. I went in to see what was the matter and she threw her arms around my neck and cried, over and over-"You can have my ass, daddy. You can have any of me."
I guess I began to notice for the first time that she wasn't a baby anymore. Her breasts were beginning to swell, and there was the faintest trace of hair beneath her arms and around her pussy. It was a cute little box, with nice full lips and it hardened my cock. I told her to go to sleep, that everything would be all right, but I tossed and turned all night, remembering the sight of her budding body and her child-like offer. She was awake also, and towards daylight, she came in and sat on the bed. With the openness of a kid, she asked right out, what I meant when I'd told Linda that I wanted my "ass." I tried to put her off, but she was pretty wise, like most kids are before you realize it. She told me she had heard about fucking, and other things, and wanted to know if that was what I meant. I couldn't answer her. I was shocked, I suppose. Then it dawned on me that maybe some boy had tried it with her, and I got sort of mad. I grabbed her and shook her, and asked her if any boy had ever put his hands between her legs, or had tried to put his thing inside her. She told me that no boy had, but that one of the men teachers at school had held her on his lap once, and had tried to put his finger inside her. She had been scared, but said it had felt "tickley."
I got so mad I cried, and that shook her up. She put her arms around me again and kissed my lips, telling me that she didn't mean to make me cry. Then, I began kissing her-first her neck and shoulders, then her breasts and her stomach. I was astounded at the way she responded to it, returning kiss for kiss, putting her tongue in my mouth, panting and rubbing her hands over my hard, throbbing prick. I was too scared to try to have intercourse, but I performed cunnilingus and masturbated her with my fingers. She masturbated me, in a rough sort of way and I remember how embarrassed I was when I had an ejaculation in her hand. When it was over, she laid there, smiling at me-glad that she had made me happy that we had shared something new, and to her, adventurous.
I felt guilty and hated myself and promised that I'd never touch her again. Linda stayed away for three weeks, that time, and every night, in spite of my fighting myself, Ginny and I slept together-never having real intercourse, but performing everything short of it for each other. I began to go crazy, wanting to enter her with my penis, and I knew I had to do something soon, before it ended in tragedy.
Linda came home, stayed for one night-long enough to fill Ginny with a bunch of crap that she didn't understand-then she took off for good, though I didn't know it then. But that night, I went all the way with Ginny. It's hard to talk about it, but I've got to. I started out as usual, performing cunnilingus and at the same time, masturbating myself. After a few minutes, I felt Ginny pulling me on top of her, withdrawing my mouth from her body. I guess maybe she had been wondering for a long time what it would be like-just as I had. I remember clearly that I put my finger inside her pussy, feeling all around, wondering if she was big enough for my cock. I didn't want to hurt her, but I wanted her so badly-worse than I'd ever wanted her mother, or any other woman, for that matter. That hot, wet pussy was driving me insane.
I had sense enough to get some vaseline from the bathroom and I coated my prick heavily with it and rubbed some in Ginny's vagina. It was easier that I thought it would be. Ginny winced a little, then urged me on in. It was like I'd never even had another woman. It was-skyrockets, cool water, heavenly skies-it was perfect! My own daughter was the most exciting fuck I'd ever had! Ginny seemed to enjoy it too, except for the last few thrusts as I was coming. I guess I got carried away and went in a little too far. Funny, but I never thought of pulling out, or about her getting pregnant-not that time.
I left it in her and asked her if anything had happened for her. She said "a little," but not as good as when I masturbated her or kissed her pussy lips and put my tongue inside her. But, she said it would be better next time, that she'd try harder to keep up with my movements.
When she said that, it woke me up to what I had actually done. Intercourse with my own daughter! Somehow, the other hadn't bothered me like this. Oh, I felt guilty, but I justified it because I really hadn't done any physical harm to her, and she had enjoyed it also.
Ginny bled a little, and that worried me, but she was all right the next morning-a little sore, she said, but happy that we had really gone all the way.
I was only working part time, and I was home one day when a girl friend of Ginny's came over. Ginny was still at school, and this kid asked if she could wait. I felt edgy-this girl was about 13, and had fully shaped breasts and rounded hips and good legs, like a woman. And she was a sexy thing, sitting there on the couch, letting me see her panties. I carried on some awkward conversation about her and Ginny's school work, then told her to turn the TV on, that I had to do up some dishes. She jumped up and said she'd do them for me, and I let her. I studied her, the way she kept looking at me, but I didn't touch her. When she had finished, she walked up to me and looked up at me like I've seen Korean prostitutes look, and she said: "Is there anything else you want, before I go?"
Those breasts jutting out, that mouth half open-I just grabbed her and began kissing her and feeling her up. She was as hot as a firecracker. I remember, when I was taking her panties off in the bedroom, asking her if she'd ever done this before, and she laughed and said "Lots of times." After I got into her, I knew she wasn't lying she was no expert, but it sure wasn't her first time with sex. I know she came when I did, and she wanted to go again, but I had begun to panic by then. This one, I kept thinking, is old enough to have a baby! She got dressed just before Ginny arrived, and I knew by the glances they exchanged that this girl friend was going to blab to my daughter just as quickly as she could, what had happened.
That night, I had Ginny again, and after we'd finished, she asked me if I had had her girl friend that afternoon. I couldn't lie to her for the life of me, but I apologized all over the place, just as if Ginny were my wife and I'd been unfaithful. Ginny just shrugged it off, but I couldn't. I was worried sick that the girl would become pregnant, and I avoided her for weeks when she came around.
Then, one night, in walked Linda with two detectives and a warrant for my arrest! She was clever. She caught Ginny and me in bed, stark naked-in fact, we had just finished intercourse and it was obvious to anyone with eyes. They took Ginny to juvenile hall and me to jail. When they questioned Ginny, she went all to pieces and blabbed the whole thing-including the episode with her girl friend. I never blamed her, poor little thing. What a hell of a world her mother and I had made for her.
Later, after his sentence had been served, Bill went out of town and got a job as a gas station attendant. Ginny had been put in a foster home after the court had refused to give custody to Linda.
Much later in his therapy, Bill confessed to deep, bothersome longings to have intercourse with girls-not mature girls or women-but girls between the age of his daughter and her girl friend. He tried prostitutes, but found that because of his sexual hang-up, he could not get an erection.
Then one night, in this small town where he had gone, Bill seduced a girl in the gas station, when she came in to get a bottle of pop from the vending machine. Fortunately, Bill snapped out of it before he had intercourse with the child, or had even molested her. He locked the station after the frightened girl had fled, not even taking his salary due, and fled in the clothes he was wearing. After a month of actual bumming, he returned to the Los Angeles area. He got a job, and his first pay period, began taking psychiatric treatments.
At this writing, the prognosis for Bill is clouded. He has admitted during therapy sessions that he has tried hanging around homosexual bars, desperately seeking the answer to his sexual hang-up. He has been as unsuccessful with homosexuals as he has been with mature women. Meantime, he has had himself sterilized, feeling that this might at least allay his fears of impregnating a young girl.
When he finally returned to the hypno-therapist, it was to learn to master self-hypnosis. He wants to implant the idea in his mind that he cannot ever again get an erection with any female but a fully matured woman.
Questioning a prominent hypno-therapist of long standing respect in the area, we were assured that this might be Bill's answer, if he goes about the self-help intelligently and seriously. The hypnotist explained that the subconscious (with which hypnosis deals) will not be fooled. That is, Bill will have to use logic and reason in his conscious thinking that will be adapted and acted on by his subconscious.
From all indications, he will do this. Bill has now joined a social club for older adults and is at the present time, at least removing himself from temptation. He lives in an apartment building which does not allow children, works steadily and seems to be on his way to a normal, adult sex life.
Bill cannot, by court ruling, see his daughter except while she is in the company of her foster parents, in their home. He has not as yet gained enough self-confidence to attempt even such a visit.
Seduction is a two-way street
The story of Al and his daughter, Marge, is much more typical than most persons might think, and, for this reason, it merits inclusion here.
Al is typical of many incestuous fathers in that he is a well-to-do, middle class, family man who seems to have been caught in the maelstrom of changing sexual mores. Perhaps thirty years ago, in the same economic and social structure, Al might never have been involved in incest, but that is at best, a supposition. Al was an engineer who made a fine salary, had a good home, cars, country club membership-the symbols of the affluent life of the middle-class American today. Al was also the victim of some rapidly changing sex patterns with which he was unable to cope. His wife, an attractive, shapely vibrant and intelligent woman, had begun to have casual affairs from the time she no longer had to work-particularly after their daughter, Melody, entered school. like many other women, Valerie found life boring. She tried to be content with the usual neighborhood functions, PTA meetings, and with her home life, but she couldn't make it. She began visiting the poker parlors in Gardena, a suburb of Los Angeles, and-she began to lose heavily. She also took up with a couple of the regulars at the place, and one of them, a part owner, began paying Valerie's losses, in return for which she became his part-time mistress.
It took a year for Al to realize that he was losing his wife and that his home was in jeopardy. He blamed himself because he had worked long hours most days, and felt that he had really not given enough effort to the social side of their married life. He cut his hours, launched a campaign of dinners, parties and dances, both at their lovely home and at other places. For a time, it worked. Then Valerie went off on another of her tangents. She joined a way-out sex group (without Al's knowledge) and began to spend afternoons in sex orgies. She still tried to maintain a semblance of interest in her marriage and in Melody, but she made no bones about telling Al that he bored her, always had, always would. They separated, quietly, with Al insisting that he keep Melody and hire a housekeeper, until and if they decided on a divorce. At the time, Al threatened to expose Val's sex peccadilloes if she tried to take custody of Melody, and Valerie was shrewd enough to know that she was holding a losing hand in the game, and she backed off.
Melody was then almost 13 years old. Al hired an older woman (which he discovered later, was a mistake) who had raised five children of her own, and who was out of touch with the teen-age mores and patterns of the day. She was devoutly religious, Puritanical and blunt in her criticism and high-handed ruling of the lively, curious girl.
With Al working long hours again, much of Melody's upbringing was left to this woman and the girl began to rebel very strongly. She started staying out until late evening, not reporting home from school, and sometimes, sneaking out after she had come home. Her schoolwork suffered, and eventually, the woman went to Al with the story.
Let us pick up the story from Al's own words.
I was numb with shock when I found that Melody had been seeing her mother most of these times. Worse, she had been having dates with boys much older than herself, both in her mother's company and by herself. I knew that Valerie had been running with a crowd that was much younger than she was. In fact, Valerie had always been attracted to younger men, and they to her.
I filed for divorce. Melody took it badly. She became very antagonistic to me. I was about to throw in the towel and have her made a ward of the court, when my brother died. It changed things a lot. He was a widower and he had a daughter who was 14. He left his estate and insurance to Kathy, naming me as sole guardian.
When Kathy came to live with us, it seemed to make all the difference in the world with Melody. Maybe the kid was just lonesome, I don't know If I'd known-oh, well-why cry over spilt milk.
After Val had really left, I hadn't given much thought to any sex life. I hadn't had much in the last years we were married, and I suppose I didn't miss it. I took a few girls from the office out-one pretty steadily, and she'd been divorced. Having sex after a date seemed natural and right, and it satisfied her and me, with no strings attached. But she left the company and some of the younger ones just wanted the good time and the money spent, with no sex, so I had just accepted things the way they were.
After the shock of my brother's death, getting settled with Kathy in the family, and all, life seemed to be shaping up pretty well. I'd hired another housekeeper, and that pleased Melody, and she was having a ball with her new companion, her cousin.
I began spending time with them-taking them to the beach, to amusement places, ball games, and for a while, we were almost like a normal family, under the circumstances.
Then Valerie began to give me a bad time. She wanted to come back and try it again, but I didn't want any part of her. She'd been really going down hill physically and morally, and I refused. Then, she started contacting the girls at school and this time, they both fell into the trap. They began to stay out, sneak out, he to me and to the housekeeper. I tried to do something through the courts, but I couldn't. Then I took the vacation-.
I bought a camper, a really plush one, and took a month's vacation. We just rambled, through Yosemite, into Utah, over to Oregon and then into Yellowstone National Park. I'll never forget the night that it first happened.
It was warm that night and I told the girls I'd like to sleep outside in my sleeping bag on the ground, near the camper. We'd had a good time that day-ridden horses, hiked, then had a nice meal at a real western restaurant a few miles down the road.
I lay there, listening to their chatter from the camper, and I drifted off to sleep. There was a bright moon that made it almost like day, or early evening. I was restless, but tired. I didn't know then what was bothering me, but I recalled later on. During the days we had been traveling, I'd been in close quarters with the girls, and at times, I had glimpses of both of them naked. I remember thinking what a shape Kathy had for a kid-full, pink-nippled breasts, rounded hips, nice legs-and fully developed in the pelvic region. I had wondered, too, why she always wanted to sit next to me in the cab. Even when we slept in the camper, she seemed to go out of her way to rub against me, brush her breasts against me, put her fanny out so it touched me-but I thought it was just natural in those crowded quarters.
I half awakened, aware of some activity, and watched Melody, my daughter, bring her sleeping bag out near me, crawl in and go to sleep. I grew wide awake then, with desire, I guess, knowing that Kathy was inside alone. That was the first real opportunity I had had to be alone with her. I got up quietly and went into the camper. She was wide awake, almost as if she expected me. She didn't say a word, just lay there on the bunk, stark naked, with no covers over her. I guess I was like an animal. There was no gentleness, not even any tender words. I just took her-I don't know how many times. She was like a sex starved maniac, and I guess I was also.
Odd, but afterward, I wasn't panicky or worried. All I could think of was how wonderful she had been, and how wonderful it would be when we got back, to have this little sexpot in my house, available and willing. She even mentioned that. With my niece, it didn't seem like incest. It had been more like just having a strange, hot cherry.
I didn't have a chance again the rest of the trip, but the first night we were back, the roof fell in on me. I'd gone to bed, wondering if she would leave her room and come to mine. I lay there, having sexual fantasies, when the door opened and, without putting the light on, she climbed into my bed. Or-I thought it was her. But the moment I put my hand on her breast, I knew it wasn't Kathy, but Melody. At first, I was too shocked to think what to do, but meantime, I had a quick erection and Melody's hand was rubbing it. She was pressing her breasts against my naked chest and she was kissing my ear and neck. I was helpless-I know that's hard to believe, but I couldn't do anything. She was just a hot, sexy female.
Since then, I've been told by psychiatrists that a girl is her most sexually aggressive between the ages of 12 and 15. I believed it, after the way Melody acted. I had forgotten that she wasn't an innocent little girl, that she had had many opportunities for sex, on her many escapades with her mother and on her own. Now, I knew that she had taken advantage of them. She was a hot little sexpot!
She was moving downward on my body, kissing my flesh wildly, arousing me to a point where I was, as I say, completely helpless. I was just a male, in bed with a violently passionate female, and when she put my cock in her mouth and began sucking, I didn't care who she was-I just wanted her to go on, and to do other things with me. When she had me ready to come, she drew herself up, turned around into a "sixty-nine" position, and we made each other come that way. She continued until I was thoroughly aroused and erect again, and I kept on darting my tongue in and out of her sweet, juicy box. It was obvious that Melody knew every sex position and trick in the book-some that I'd never thought of.
She got up and turned on the light, smiling at me as any excited lover would. Then she climbed on top of me, straddling my big, hard prick. She carefully lowered herself down on it, spreading the lips of her cunt with her fingers. She kept looking at my face, and she told me to put my hands around the cheeks of her ass and help her up and down motion. I'd never had it that way, and with us looking into each other's eyes, seeing the raw lust there-it was something wild-and I just lost track of the fact that this girl who was taking me to sexual heights, was my own daughter! She was the best fucking I'd ever had, and nothing else mattered. She had a wild orgasm that way, and in a flash, she was down on my wet, sticky cock again with her mouth-she was wild to keep my cock stiff and hard-and she did. No woman had ever been able to get me stiff and keep me that way, until Melody. She was an expert at sucking a cock. She licked the head, making fast side-licks of the shaft. She moved down and licked my balls, then even farther and stuck her tongue into the crack of my ass, running her tongue in and out of my ass-hole, driving me wild and making me want more and more of her. She got on her hands and knees, and I knelt behind her. She masturbated her clitoris while I plunged my dick into her so deep that I was afraid I'd hurt her, but she moaned with pleasure and came two or three times before I came once. We sucked, fucked, masturbated each other. She seemed to grow hotter and sexier with each orgasm, and she made me the same way and for the next two hours, we were just lost in a gigantic sex orgy.
When it hit me, what I'd done, I felt sick to my stomach. Funny, but with Kathy, I had never thought of the word incest, even though she was my blood niece. Maybe it was because she seemed so much more a woman than Melody. Or perhaps it was because I had never really spent enough time around her to feel a close relationship-my brother lived in a town over 700 miles distant, most of his adult life.
Even at first, I wasn't so ashamed at what I had done as I was amazed and disappointed at the outright, wanton sexiness of Melody. Not that I blamed her-it might have happened sooner or later, as I see myself now. But all I could think of at the moment was how utterly cheap she had been about the whole thing. I couldn't convince myself that she had learned this by herself; I had to place a great deal of the blame on Valerie-personally, and indirectly by her own example of wanton sex, and her neglect of Melody. But I could only wonder, at the moment. It must have been a strange scene, Melody sitting there, still naked, her arms wrapped around her knees, covering her tiny breasts but exposing her wet, red cunt almost proudly. And the look on her face-it threw me. She looked like a proud woman who had been chasing a man and had finally caught and seduced him-which, in a way, she had.
I had to talk to her, but I couldn't find the words. Melody didn't have any problem. She enjoyed my embarrassment, I am certain.
"Didn't know your daughter was a grown woman, did you?" she asked me, with a brassy smile. I wanted to slap her mouth, but I couldn't. I couldn't get it out of my mind, how wonderful she had been in the many sex acts we'd performed. And-I'm ashamed to say it-but I went after her again. This time, I was really out of control-I just flopped her back, jumped on and screwed. Oddly, she liked it even better-moaned with delight and begged me not to stop.
But, when I got off her this time, I was really sick with my own actions. I got dressed and drove around for a couple of hours, actually toying with the idea of turning myself in to the police or to a mental institution.
He didn't have to. Kathy settled the issue by becoming pregnant. When it became obvious, school authorities called her uncle, then the juvenile authorities. When Valerie got wind of it, she blew it all out of proportion. When she was finished with Kathy and Melody, the entire sordid story was exploded in the newspapers and he was arrested, charged with statutory rape and with corrupting the morals of minors.
Found guilty on both charges, he was sentenced to prison for two years, with the specific order that he undergo psychiatric treatment in prison, and continue it when released.
He had only vague plans for his life, but he did his best to follow the court's order. He continued his hypno-therapy treatments for almost six months, in twice weekly sessions. He seemed to have at least accomplished control of his emotions and sex desires concerning young girls. The final chapter (at least for the purposes of this study) came about in a letter which he wrote to the psychologist from Mexico.
On a weekend in Tijuana, he had become involved with a cheap bar hooker who was no older than 13. He was sorry, he told the doctor, but he knew what he wanted as far as sex was concerned, and here he could have it without any guilt or legal problems. He married the girl, on the pretense that he would return to the U.S. and arrange for her to eventually become a citizen. Instead, he fled deeper into Mexico, stopping at Guaymus, then eventually taking a job in a restaurant in Tampico, where the girl ran off with someone else.
That this is an unusual story (the sexual promiscuity and aggressiveness of the girls involved) is being shown as a fallacy each day, by school authorities, welfare and social workers, police and doctors, all over the land. The sexual revolt of today has permeated all age groups, from pre-teen to senility and, according to most of the experts-if there is such a person-it will get worse, among the young.

Chapter 2

MOTHER AND SON LOVERS

Alfred L. Koerber, in the American Journal of Sociology, writes: "If ten anthropologists were asked to designate one universal taboo, nine of them would name the prohibition of incest." In Social Structure, George P. Murdock reports the findings of a study of the cultures of 250 societies. In each, incest was banned; not one permitted father and daughter, mother and son, sister and brother, to have coitus or to marry. Psychiatrists and gynecologists, however, are changing their views concerning the prevalence of mother-son incest. Once it was believed the rarest form of incest; today, with more and more case histories being revealed through psycho-therapy (and many coming to light by the open bragging of a newly-freed generation), it is becoming clear that incestuous relations between mother and son are almost as frequent as those between father and daughter.
Donald R. is a good example of this type sex aberration. He came to a psycho-therapist at age 43, after having had sex with his mother since he was 12 years old! Dissatisfied with the slowness of his therapy, he switched to hypno-therapy in an effort to speed up his self-understanding and his self-help. He came for help a few months after the death of his mother and after a frustrating series of sexual experiments which included homosexuality.
In condensed form, let us read Don's story.
I was a bastard. My mother got pregnant with me when she was 13, and after I was born, life became so miserable for her with her mother-her father was dead-that she took me and ran away. She eventually lived with a man from the time I was two until he was killed when I was ll, though they never married. I remember him pretty well, although he was never good to me. He did provide a nice home for us, and I guess he cared about my mother, but he and I never spent time together-I mean like fishing, playing ball-things like other kids' fathers seemed to do.
When he died, he left quite a bit of insurance and this house we live in, to my mother. She'd always drank pretty heavy, right along with Ed, my step-father. After he died, she went to pieces. She stayed at home, drunk, for days after the funeral. She wouldn't let me go to school; wouldn't see friendsjust cried and drank.
I was almost 12, which made Adele, my mother, only 25. She was always slender, pretty, and had a beautiful shape. I'd often seen her naked, and it had bothered me a little. A few times, I'd had to masturbate after seeing her breasts and cunt, but it hadn't stayed with me. I was fairly normal-played ball, hung around the other guys' houses, did pretty good in school.
The first few days out of school were fun for me, then I got bored and told her I wanted to go back to school and get out of the house more. She begged me to stay home for a while longer. Then she got the idea that a trip would do her good, and we went to a lake resort in the Sierras. It was a nice cabin, with a motorboat and all, and it was my first timeout in the open, so I had a ball.
The first afternoon there, Adele began to drink heavily. I wanted to go swimming, and she said she'd go too. She began to strip off her clothes, and I just couldn't take my eyes off her. She was drunk, all right, but she knew what she was doing to me. She stood in front of me, running her hands over her breasts and down over her hips, shoving out her pelvic area seductively.
"I have a pretty body, Donnie, don't I?" she asked. I nodded, and didn't know what to do. I knew what I wanted to do, because my prick was busting through my pants, at the sight of the hardened nipples and the slit I could see clearly through the pubic hair.
"Have you ever had a girl?" she asked boldly, smiling at my embarrassment. "I know you play with yourself-I've watched you. What do you think about while you're doing it? What girl?" I didn't answer. My hard on was driving me crazy. "Or is it me you've been thinking of?"
She'd hit the nail on the head, and I fidgeted in embarrassment. Then she came over and began taking off my pants. "Don't be ashamed, Donnie, that's a natural thing for a boy to do. I know I have a nice body. I've known that since I was about your age. Don't be ashamed to want a woman."
She had my pants off, and my shorts and now she knelt down before me, stroking my cock lovingly. I felt like I was going to burst and I knew that she was going to put it in her mouth. Before I could stop myself, I grabbed her head and pulled her mouth up to it. She drove me wild, just teasing the head of it at first with her tongue and lips. Then she drew it deep into her mouth, and began to alternate between short, nibbling sucking and deep, thrilling trips into her throat. I lasted less than a minute before I came in her mouth. She drained me completely dry, then continued to suck until I had another erection. Then she went over to the couch and laid on her back. She was moist and hot, when I touched her hotbox. I was fascinated by the wet redness of it, and by the protruding lips. Without her telling me to I put my mouth down to her soft, hairy cunt. I gently used my tongue at first, until she drew my head closer and let me know she wanted me to lick harder and farther in. She began to moan and writhe, until I had to hang on to the cheeks of her ass to keep my tongue in contact with her inner cunt. When she came, she let out a little cry of joy. Then she quickly slid under me, playing with my penis, which was ready to burst again.
"Oh, Donnie, baby-put it inside me-hard-quick." It was as if I were a grown man (she said later) and as I put it inside, she put her legs up around me and began a rotary motion with her hips. The muscles inside her vagina seemed to cling and draw me in deep, and I continued to plunge in and out, as her motions became faster and faster.
She turned my mouth to hers, and I stuck my tongue deep into her mouth. It was like a firebomb bursting inside me when we both came. She pulled me off her and began half-masturbating me, half-sucking me, until I again had a hard on. This time, she got on her hands and knees. There was a mirror on the wall that allowed us to see ourselves in this position. I seemed to instinctively know what to do. I seemed able to go even deeper inside her from the back, and again, we seemed to come at the same wonderful instant. Later, we took the sixty-nine position, and made each other come. During the course of this, I also performed analingus on her after she had licked my anus to start.
We stayed at that place for ten days, and we tried every way of sex that we could think of. I didn't feel wrong about it, mostly because she didn't, and she kept telling me that it was all right. She seemed so happy, and she cut way down on the drinking while we were there. We swam, fished, took nude sunbaths-always with sex mixed in. When we went back, the authorities made me return to school. Adele went to work as a clerk in a dress shop. Later on, when I was about 15, she bought the shop.
Until I was 16, I think Adele and I were really happy-like we were married, in a way. I don't think she had other men, but she did date. I know she would sometimes come home after a date and crawl into bed with me, telling me she was all hot, but couldn't bring herself to have sex with the man she'd been with. But when I was 16,I started dating, and with my sex appetites and knowledge, I never went out twice with a girl unless we could have sex. One night, I brought this girl home.
Adele was out somewhere, and we were on the davenport, doing a sixty-nine on each other, when Adele walked in.
At first, she was furious. She told me to get out and to not come back. But the girl I was with got into the act. "What's the matter? Jealous, just because you aren't getting your ass regular?" she asked as she lay there naked, making no move to untangle her body from mine.
"Why, you little tramp," Adele said, "you wouldn't know what a good screw was. Get up off your fat ass, and we'll show you how it's done by the big girls and boys!" She stripped and actually pushed the girl off the couch. I was embarrassed, but when I saw Adele naked, hot for me-and when her mouth closed over my prick-I knew that the other girl had been just a zero, compared to my mother. The girl was fascinated. She watched us for awhile, while Adele performed fellatio and analingus on me, and I massaged her nipples. Then we had intercourse from the front and the back, finally using "The tree," which Adele liked best of all. The tree starts out with me sitting on a chair and Adele straddling me. While I put it in and she works her body up and down, I put my hands under her butt and help her. Meanwhile, we look into each other's eyes and tongue kiss. Then, after we're going good, I stand, still holding her butt. She wraps her legs around my hips and, with me helping by jouncing her up and down, we come. Adele says I go deeper into her that way than any other, and she almost faints with ecstasy when she comes that way. I couldn't do it when I was smaller-she was too heavy for me. While we were doing the tree, this girl sat there, masturbating herself, almost without realizing it. Adele and I had almost forgot she was there.
Adele walked over to her and took her hand. "No need for that, kid," she said, half-sarcastically. "There's enough man here to go around."
That night, on the bed, I learned most of the possible three-way combinations, using two women and a man. First, I lay on my back and Adele straddled my penis, while the girl straddled my face and I performed cunnilingus on her while Adele was screwing me. Then I had the girl from the back while I sucked Adele until she came. Then we had a "daisy chain" where each of us performed orally on another, all at the same time. I was shocked a little, believe it or not, to see Adele and this other girl eating pussy. Later, I asked Adele about it, and she said she had often done it when she was a girl, but she didn't get any kick out of it, like she did when she gobbled my prick.
That damned slut of a girl used that night to blackmail me! She threatened to spill the beans about me and my mother, unless she got into some more sex orgies. Then she brought another guy-a boy I went to school with. I thought I knew about sex, but that was something else. The only thing I balked at was sucking his dick, although he sucked mine while he was screwing Adele from behind, and I was performing cunnilingus on the girl.
From then on, Adele seemed to grow out of our relationship. She began to go out more, and once or twice, she brought men or a couple home. But it worked the opposite on me. The more I had others, the more I wanted Adele. I became jealous and I dropped out of school. I took a job in a garage. (Don owned his own body shop and garage from the time he was 25.)
The one way I had never had Adele, was in the anus. She never would let me; said she was afraid that it would hurt her, although I often fingered her anus while we were screwing, shoving my finger way up and rotating it furiously. As she went out more and more, I became more and more in love with her and more jealous. We began to quarrel a lot, and she'd punish me by not having any sex for days. Sometimes, she'd bring others home and have orgies there, but not allowing me to even watch.
One night, we'd had a big fight and she had gotten drunk-stony drunk. I undressed her and put her to bed, and as she lay there on her stomach, I licked her anus. I wanted to punish her, I guess, and I was wild with wanting her. I got some vaseline and rubbed it thickly over my penis and inserted some in her anus. Then I straddled her butt and put it in. I hadn't realized how good this could be, because it was my first time. But her vagina was naturally bigger and more expanded, and when the tightness of her ass-hole took hold of my penis, it was a brand-new sensation. She stirred a little in her stupor, and I used my fingers to massage her cunt. She half-snapped out of it, but she didn't try to move away. I came three times that way. From that time on, it was my favorite way of sex.
Next morning, I was like a starving wolf. I woke her up when I put the vaseline in her, and before she could resist, I was pushing my stiff dick up her ass-hole. Surprisingly, she went along with the movements and even helped me to masturbate her.
Even more surprising, she had an orgasm about the time I did, and let me know that she wanted more.
We became close again for a while, after that, but I had this hang-up about anal intercourse and Adele liked it better other ways. I began to be unable to do it any other way, and get real satisfaction. Finally, Adele gave me an ultimatum-first, her way, then, if she felt in the mood-anal intercourse. It was frustrating for both of us. I would start with a good hard on, after she'd sucked me, then, when I'd insert it in her cunt, it would begin to wilt and would go completely soft before either of us could come.
She began to go out more and more, only now, she'd stay away for days at a time. Meanwhile, I was going nuts for want of her ass. I tried to get it other places, but most girls would balk at trying it that way first, and if I tried it straight, I'd lose my hard on.
There was a queer that did odd jobs around the garage. He was about fifty, and a real, out-and-out faggot. We had a shower there for the mechanics to clean up before they put on street clothes, and I watched this fag strip, one day, and step into the shower. I was horny as hell for some ass-and I mean ass-and I stripped and followed him in. He was more than willing, and he sucked me a little, right under the running water. Then he bent over and I soaped my my dick and shoved it in his ass. It was all right for a few strokes, then the damned thing went limp on me! I panicked at the thought of what was happening to me. I was getting so I was unable to even maintain a hard on, unless I had Adele in the ass! Oddly, after I had had her that way, I was often able to maintain a hard on long enough to have her other ways. I managed to keep pushing, soft as I was, and I did come, but it hurt my guts and abdomen. Later, I threw up, when the old guy tried to shove his tongue in my mouth, and I fired him on the spot!
I found this whore, and the same thing happened. I went soft, right in the middle of screwing her. I had to face the fact that I was going to have to find help, medically or psychiatrically, or else go off my rocker. I pleaded with Adele to help me-work it out, somehow. She tried, I guess, but by that time, she was too far away from me. I was 41; Adele was 54, but still a shapely, attractive women and still as sexually active and desirable as when she was a teen-ager.
I started going to a psychiatrist, but I couldn't afford the frequency of treatments that he recommended. I had always been interested in hypnosis, and decided to try hypno-therapy.
I didn't feel any so-called guilt about the incestuous aspects, honestly. I was purely selfish. I wanted help in getting back to a regular, freewheeling sex relationship with Adele! I still don't feel any real guilt about it; probably because she didn't and never taught me to feel it was dirty, sinful or really wrong. I am sorry that it has spoiled me sexually for any other woman. That's why I'm trying to get help, now that Adele is dead. She was killed in an auto accident. I'm well-off now, with her insurance, her business and my own garage.
But, I still can't find sexual satisfaction with a woman. Maybe, if I could build up to a point where I could enjoy normal sex, a woman would eventually give me what Adele did. Men are out. I tried that. Straight sex is difficult for me, and disappointing to every woman with whom I've tried. So-I'm in a sort of no-man's sex land, and I have to work it out. A man my age, and all I can do is masturbate, while fantasizing that I'm having anal intercourse with my dead mother! How's that for a sex hang-up?
In Don's case, the conditions were ideal for him to develop the natural mother fixation which is present in most young males, to varying degrees. He became, in her eyes, the "man of the house" upon the death of the man she lived with. Don's relationship with this man was vague, with little personal attachment. This, combined with his bastardy, are in part responsible for his lack of guilt in incest, because, in his mind, he was not replacing a man whom he respected or loved. In fact, other psychiatrists feel that Don may have had a deep but unrecognized urge to "punish" his unknown father, as well as the man who had brought about this situation, by refusing to marry his mother, then dying.
Don's mother, Adele, was, in spite of her voracious sex appetites and skills, a juvenile in the sex field. This is shown by several acts that formed a clear pattern. Her pregnancy at 13 shows an early promiscuity and lack of moral fiber. Her running away from home with a small baby shows juvenile recklessness. Her living with a man for many years also shows a lack of maternal responsibility. It was, Don's doctor feels, a case of two infants-almost like brother and sister-in their thinking processes-coming together in a sexual relationship. Note also that Don seldom refers to Adele as "mother" but usually calls her by her given name-a significant clue to his feelings toward her as a sex partner, rather than a parent.
An important factor in Don's eventual salvation is a medical one. With the amount of sex that Adele had indulged in from early childhood, she undoubtedly did have a larger than average vagina. Although Don's penis is, by most standards, more than adequate, he did subconsciously begin to lose some of his sexual enjoyment as time went by, and his penis reached its full growth, while Adele's vagina continued to grow larger. Unconsciously, Don may have begun to doubt his ability to satisfy his mother, because of little hints she may have given-and the obvious fact that she turned more and more to other men for gratification. This probably started Don thinking about the possible tightness of Adele's anus. After trying anal intercourse, Don was so fully gratified that it became an obsession with him Naturally, his sexual block and ultimate partial impotency, was self-imposed.
Recommendations for Don were difficult, for psychiatrists are in agreement that the most effective help must come from the self-understanding of the patient.
Don has come to understand his problem and is trying to work it out rationally. He is not essentially a promiscuous man; due to his long-time sex activities with his mother. However, he has been dating two women, both much younger, and both not having been married. One, a psychology major, is working with Don carefully. She knows the story and they are experimenting sexually, with fair results, as reported by Don. The other woman is, at 30, a virgin, she claims, and she too knows the story, but thus far, has been unable to bring herself to have sexual relations with Don, unless he indicates that he is interested in marriage.
Don has foregone masturbating, and thus, the fantasy of anal intercourse is fading. His doctor believes that eventually, Don will return to a normal sex pattern, though it may not happen with either of these two women. The prediction is that one day, Don will meet a woman who physically resembles Adele, and she will kindle in him all the original, uninhibited passions that his mother did. The one unanswered question is: if and when this happens, will the woman respond to Don? The case of Myra H. is not typical, in many ways; yet may be all too common. The reason for this evasive statement is that Myra is a semi-literate farm woman, and one of the few from this strata of society to seek help from a psycho-therapist, for obvious reasons.
Myra is typical, if surveys such as the Kinsey Reports and other findings can be taken seriously, in that she was the victim of incest as a child, from her father, two uncles, and an older brother. Brother-sister incest is the commonest of all forms, while a startling number of girls who will talk of their early sex experiences reveal that they were introduced to sex by the "feeling up" or cunnilingus performed by an uncle.
Myra was able to afford psychiatric treatment when her son, David, was killed in Viet Nam. She sold the small farm in Pennsylvania and came to California. Myra, though uneducated, had the shrewdness of a wild creature who has had to battle the elements and the land, as well as men, all her life. She was an excellent psychotherapy subject and strove mightily to apply the knowledge of her inner mind to her day-to-day living habits.
Myra's problem was her uncontrollable yen for young boys. She is a woman of 39, and, after she learned to use make-up and visit beauty parlors, and to dress decently, was a very attractive woman; especially in view of the hard life she led previously. In her own words, then:
My husband, Joe, knocked me up when I was 14. I'd been pregnant once before, but got rid of it. Virgins were rare in the hills of Pennsylvania, and Joe didn't make much fuss when he found I'd had other men and boys. I didn't tell him of course, that I'd lost my cherry to my own brother, nor that my daddy had had a slice of the cake a few times, too. But Joe did know about my Uncle Will getting into me when I was only ll. Everybody did, because my daddy caught him and beat the hell out of him, and Uncle Will left the county, 'cause my daddy swore he'd shoot him on sight.
Uncle Will was my daddy's youngest brother and he was only 15 then. We'd been raised together, and it just seemed natural to us, I guess, to be fooling around. We went swimming this day, and he dared me to go bare-assed. He dove under the water and began to put his fingers inside me. Later, we stretched out on a big rock, and he began to play with me again, until I got all hot. He came at me like I saw dogs do-all panting and humping, and I enjoyed it. We didn't get caught that day, but about a week later, he got me in the barn and daddy caught us. He used a horsewhip on Will, and he left. I don't know where he is now.
But, before that, my brother, Ben, had got to me-lots of times. We used to sleep in the same room, but in different beds. I slept with my younger sister who was only four, and Ben slept on a cot by himself. I was 10 when my breasts began to show-not much, but Ben spotted them right away and teased me about them. I used to undress right in front of him. I guess maybe I got kind of excited to think that my body was beginning to be good enough to attract a boy's attention, even my brother's. We had an outside toilet, and one day I walked in (the door was off it's hinges) and found Ben playing with his pecker. It was all hard and red, and he was jerking away, with his eyes closed, panting and having a real big time. I just watched him, and all at once, he shot a stream of watery-white juice-right out of the outhouse! I was fascinated and just stood there. He opened his eyes and saw me and he was mad. He stuffed it back in his pants and started screaming at me, called me a snoop-assed bitch. I ran for the house and up to my room. Daddy was out in the fields, and my sis was taking her nap.
I wasn't really scared, except I thought Ben was going to hit me, like he sometimes did. Instead, he just stood there, mad-like, and took his dinker out, pumping on it like crazy.
"You wanted to see it-take a good look!" he said. "Fact is, take a suck of it!" He threw me down on his bed, straddled me, and let it touch my lips. I kept them tight closed over my teeth, and he put his fingers at the back of my jaws and pushed hard until I opened my mouth. Then he plunged it in. At first, it gagged me, but then he began to be gentler, and I began to run my tongue around it. I enjoyed the look on his face, I guess. I was proud, in a funny way, that any boy would want me, like I was a grown woman. Then he came in my mouth. It was so far in, I couldn't do anything but swallow it. It was funny, the way Ben changed. He took it out, and began to kiss me and cry a little. He kissed me gentle at first, then began to stick his tongue in my mouth, while he put his hands inside my panties and began to massage my slit. I got all wet-like, and I even reached down and helped him shove his finger in deeper, so he hit the right spot. Without saying anything, he took my panties off, kissed my slit, running his tongue in, and then he got on top of me. I was a little scared, but I wanted him to put in his pecker. When he did, I went wild. I always heard that the first time was hell for a girl-and I was only 10-but it didn't hurt after that first thrust. I bled a little, and that scared Ben, but he kept on. After a while, I put my legs up around him, and he burst inside me, all hot and gooey. At the same time, I felt like a skyrocket or a Roman candle had shot off inside my cunt. I know now that I came, just a second or so before Ben did.
We did it again, and it was even better. Then Ben told me to "go wash out and pee good," so I wouldn't get pregnant. I hadn't begun to really menstruate yet, but Ben was scared. I did like he said, and he even helped me wash out inside me.
After that, me and Ben did it a lot, but when he put it in me, he always used a rubber, after that first time. When he'd get real hot, and wouldn't have a rubber, I'd suck it for him and he would do it for me, but we were careful not to get caught by daddy. That was how my Uncle Will came to screw me-he caught me and Ben, and he cornered me one day and said if I didn't do it for him, he'd tell my Pa about me and Ben.
I didn't like it with Will-not like with Ben. He was in too much of a hurry-scared, I guess, so that I didn't even come. I was afraid to tell Ben about it. Then daddy caught Will and drove him off.
It was about a week after that, that daddy sent Ben out of town for overnight, up to another uncle's place near Wilkesbarre. That night, daddy said he wanted to talk to me-in his room. I got ready for bed and made sure my sister was all right, and went in. Daddy was under the covers. I knew he always slept naked, and I wondered what he was going to do. Honestly, I didn't think he had anything about sex in mind.
"When Will stuck it into you, how did it feel? How did you feel?" he asked bluntly. I didn't know whether or not to he, so I told him the truth. I said it felt partly good, partly bad. "Did he come in you? You know what come is?" daddy asked. I told him that Will had come, but I didn't.
"Did you want to?" he asked. He had now put his arm around me and was feeling my little breasts, though I had started wearing a brassiere and my pubic hair was really growing.
He kissed me-hard-like, on the mouth. I didn't feel much of anything, except maybe a little fear. He slid my nightie off, and began to kiss my breasts. Meantime, the covers had slid off him and I could see his big, hard pecker. It was so much bigger than Will's or Ben's that it scared me; yet it fascinated me. I wondered what it would feel like inside me, after Ben's, which wasn't very big. Will wasn't very big, either-not like this one.
Then he moved down and began to stick his tongue into me, running it around the lips, then plunging it in. He began to masturbate, and I was getting all hot, so I took his hand off his dick, and I masturbated him. Then I turned around and crawled on top of him and sucked it, while he was going like wild in me with his tongue. After a minute, I came and he couldn't stop himself. I just swallowed it, then kept on sucking until he got another good stiff on. He was like an animal when he mounted me, and it hurt a little, even if I had been getting regular screwing from Ben. But I came, and he kept on and came twice in me. He kept saying as he sucked my tongue and kissed my titties, "You're way better'n Millie ever was-way better." I came once after that while he was kissing my slit. Then he began to feel guilty, and he begged me, then ordered me, not to tell Ben-or anyone.
After that, I had Ben a couple times a week, and my daddy maybe once or twice a month. Daddy was scared I'd get pregnant, and he used to pull out, just before he came. This wasn't much good for me, so I tried to come quick. With Ben, it was different-a lot better. We used to go all night, when we didn't have to get up next morning. We never did get caught, although Ben walked in one night and caught me and daddy. It made him mad. He hated my Pa from that moment on, with a deadly hate. When I got pregnant with Joe, Ben left. My Pa took out after Joe and made us get married. I hated Joe, sex-wise. He was just a clod-him on top, me underneath-he never cared about me corning, just so he got his rocks off. Joe screwed the hell out of me right up until two days before Davey was born. By that time, I had come to dread sex with him. Once, I even had Pa, when I was over visiting, but he was drunk, and no good for either one of us.
I knew that more than anyone, I wanted Ben, but he'd taken a job in Scranton, and didn't visit us for a year after Davey was born. By that time, Joe was drinking heavy and slutting around town with anything that would screw him. I was boiling over inside for some good fucking and sucking, but I had to settle for masturbating, except for the Sunday morning sessions when Joe was hung over, and was like a rabbit-on and off before I could get warmed up to even him. Once, I asked him to suck me, and he slapped the hell out of me. After, he screwed me in the ass and I hurt for weeks.
Joe's father had left him a big place, and he worked hard at it. Then he had a heart seizure and the doctors told him to get some hired help. We couldn't afford much, so Joe took to hiring the local kids-boys who were used to farming and who worked pretty cheap. We had two or three around most of the summer.
The first one made the move at me, without any coaxing or me leading him on. He was about 14, I guess, but he was a big hunk, and dumb. I had taken Dave and gone down by the creek, while he slept in a basket. I dangled my bare feet in the water, then, it felt so good, I took off my clothes and went in for a quick swim. As I was about to come out, I saw this Johnny, half-hiding in the bushes and he had his dink in his hand, masturbating. I guess it had been out-of-sight, out-of-mind for me, because when I saw that thing, I just got all hot, really horny, like I used to with Ben. It almost made my mouth water. So I just walked out of the creek, and stood facing this kid who didn't know I knew he was there. I rubbed my breasts and my stomach and between my legs, all the while, keeping an eye on him. He was so flabbergasted he almost stopped his masturbating to watch me. He showed himself, his dink still out, hard and stiff as a poker. He was red-faced, but bold enough. "Why'nt you let me show you how good this can be?" he said, grabbing it again and waving it proudly. I didn't know at the time, but he wasn't just right in the head. It didn't make any difference in his manhood, I'll tell you. I was so hot for him by that time that I could have eaten his tool in one gulp, but I didn't want him screwing me. I told him I'd let him lick my slit, and I'd play with his. I just wanted to get him worked up more. I couldn't even wait for him. I laid down and pulled him down so his dink was by my mouth, and I began to really go to work on him. I showed him the way to suck me while I was sucking him, and I swear, before he came once, I'd come at least three times. Then I sucked him hard again, and let him fuck me. I didn't want to, because I was scared of getting pregnant, but by that time, I needed him inside me, good and hard, so bad that it hurt. I came good, two or three times before he shot off, and I managed to push him off me before he really came inside me. I moved quick, and finished him off with my mouth, and he wasn't mad at all.
He worked for us that whole summer, and I made him buy some safeties, and we had some real good times. But I went into town one day and a girl friend of mine told me that the big-mouthed kid had been hinting at the good laying and wild blow jobs he was getting out at Joe's place, so I had Joe fire him. The twin boys from the next farm worked for us for a few weeks. They were 13, and green as grass. I worked on them sneaky-like; I'd take my bath in the big tub-we didn't have any inside plumbing-and call one of them to hand me something while I was standing there, stark naked. After I'd get them worked up, I knew they would head somewhere to masturbate, and I'd follow them and watch. Once I'd got one of them I knew all I had to do was to tell him not to tell the other, and that would be the first thing he'd do-they were so close.
Joe never suspected. He was always busy doing light things, and he never trusted anyone to do a thing unless he was right at their elbow-especially the younger ones. We had a regular hired man, a colored man about 50, who lived in a room over the barn, and Joe was with him most of the time.
I went swimming a lot, and asked the boys to come along. I'd always let them see me getting into my bathing suit. It was one of them that suggested that we swim naked one day. It was the first time I'd let them see my whole body from the front, and it really made their eyes open and their peckers stand out stiff. They were twins, but not in their dinks. Jerry, the dark one, had a cock like a man. I asked him if it got that way from playing with it so much, and he got red as a beet, because I'd watched him masturbate several times and knew all about the size of it. When I asked if either of them had ever screwed a girl, they laughed. I was amazed to find that they had been laying a couple of girls from a nearby farm for more than a year-and the girls were at least 16!
Once the ice was broken, it was easy, and fun. They were green, but willing, and how they loved to screw. We tried it every way, with the three of us working at once, but they never sucked or screwed each other. I'd suck one while the other screwed me. Once or twice, we tried both of them getting in me at the same time-one from the front and one from the back, but it didn't work so hot-they were too awkward and one's pecker was too small to do me any good, unless I really was able to use my legs on him and help him.
One of them drowned the next summer, and for a while, Jerry sneaked over to see me and we had some good lays. He was funny-he liked me to suck him off, and he'd actually have an orgasm while he was licking my slit, but he didn't go too much for straight screwing. Then he moved away, and I was back in the same old sexless rut-once a month or so with Joe, not nearly enough to keep me cooled off.
When David was eight, Ben came for a visit, but when he met Joe and saw little Davey, he wouldn't have anything to do with me. Daddy had tried a couple of times, but Joe never did like him, and wouldn't let us be alone at all. I talked with Ben and told him how it was with Joe, and how I needed more sex, but he wouldn't. I got a kid from up the road to run some errands for me, and we had some fun, but he was 17, and built like a full-grown man, and he didn't go for any mouth jobs at all. He was too much like Joe-on and off, and to hell with the woman. And besides, Joe didn't like him hanging around and chased him off.
David was ll when Joe died. My daddy died less than six months after that, and I was alone there, with two farms and nobody to run them. Ben came back and took over the home place, but he got married right after that. I got two hired hands, a married couple, to help with my place, and after a while, Ben paid me off for my half of daddy's place.
One night, this old bastard who worked for me sneaked into my room and jumped me. He must have been 60, but he was like a stud. I fought him and hollered and his wife came running, and that was the end of that. They left next day.
I hadn't paid much attention to David-I mean, about his getting to be a big boy. Then one day, I went to the outhouse, and there he was with his dick all hard and red, playing with it. I'm not making excuses, but when I saw him all I could think of was the fun that Ben and I used to have. David looked a lot like Ben, and Ben and me bore a strong family resemblance. Anyhow, I just stood there and Davey was so far into his fantasy that he couldn't stop-until he came, even though he knew I was watching.
I went back to the house, telling him to come up right away, that I wanted to talk to him. When he came, he was embarrassed and fidgety, but I told him not to be ashamed, that all boys and girls did that sort of thing. Then I asked him what he thought about when he played with his pecker. He hemmed and hawed, but finally told me he thought about a girl in school, who was always rubbing her hand on his dinker through his pants, and whose slit he had put his finger in a couple of times-but that was all. I pressed him as to just what he wanted to do with her, and he guessed he wanted to put it in her. While we were talking, I could see him getting a hard on again. I began to take off my clothes, and Davey kept his eyes glued to my breasts and my slit. I told him that if he was going to be doing that to a girl, he'd better let me show him how. He took his clothes off and I let him suck my breasts, until the nipples got hard. Without my telling him, he put his fingers inside my slit, and I played with his dinker for a while, then got down on my knees between his legs and plunged my mouth down over it. I used my tongue and sucked and stroked it until he was squirming and moaning and calling "Mom-ohhhh, Mom-do it, do it!"
I taught him right then, how to use his tongue and fingers to make me come, and for weeks, that's all we did-the oral way. I wanted him to put it in, but he was afraid. He said it was wrong, because he'd heard in Sunday School that it was bad and sinful to do it to a girl unless she was his wife. In his childish thinking, because nothing had been mentioned about sucking, he didn't think that was sinful. But he gave in one night when we were in bed. We'd sixty-nined and played with each other and he was all hot again. I told him to just put the head of it between my legs, and rub it against my thighs. He didn't want to, but once he'd started, I took over and slid it inside me. Once he'd plunged it all the way, he gave a gasp and got right on top of me, and from there on he was all man. He was like Ben-gentle, but good and strong. When he learned how to find the exact spots inside me and to massage my anus with his finger, he was a perfect lover.
Davey never was good in school, and he quit when he was 15 and worked the farm. We lived like lovers, and in most ways, Davey was a real man. I doubt if anyone ever suspected that we were actually lovers, mother and son. He got so, after awhile, he could just come in the house, kiss me with his tongue working inside my mouth, and put his hand on my slit, and I'd have an orgasm.
He was drafted when he was 18, in spite of us trying to prove that he was the sole support of the place, and did all the work of the head of the household. I begged old Eggers, the draft board head, but it was no use. I even tried to offer the old bastard some screwing, but he wouldn't budge.
When Davey went away, I was lost. I felt just like I had when Ben left, and when the one twin had drowned-like I'd lost a lover, or "a husband. I felt a lot worse than when Joe had died. I didn't know what to do. I was still young, still sexy as hell, and I didn't want the clumsy farmhands like Joe messing around with me. I wanted a young, eager, appreciative boy-one that would consider me-try to please me. I tried to get some young fellows to work at the place, but the young men were all going into the army, or else they were leaving and taking better jobs in the city. All that were left in the Pennsylvania hills were older men, and the ass-chasing married men who just wanted a quick piece. I finally had to hire an old man, but he was a drifter and a boozer, and he lasted less than a month. He didn't even look at me as a woman, even if I had wanted anything to do with him.
Then I got an idea. I started to teach a Sunday school class of boys, about ten to twelve. There was this one boy especially, a big dark-eyed boy with curly blonde hair, like Davey's, and I started to ask him to come out and help me with little things. I didn't dare to try anything at first, until he gained confidence in me, but I often would wear a short skirt when he was there, and no panties, and it was easy to show him a lot of hungry pussy. He never let on, though, if he was excited by it. One day, we were cleaning out a shed and he got really dirty, so I told him he ought to take a bath before he went home. I filled the tub and helped him undress, just as if it were the natural thing to do. I rubbed him with soap, and when I began to stroke his dinker, it got hard and beautiful. I rinsed him off, then took it in my mouth and made him come. He really got with it then, and I got undressed and we really went all out. He knew more than he had pretended, I found out. But we were so carried away that we didn't hear his father drive up to take him home. When the old boy walked in, Lester was on top of me and we were sixty-nining like crazy.
I had to leave town. The boy's father spread it all over town, and believe it or not, two days later, they brought out a petition with over two hundred names on it, telling me to leave. I sold the place and came to California, where I took a job as a housekeeper in a children's home. You know the rest.
"The rest" as she put it, was that she became involved with three of the boys in the home, was found out and charged with molestation and contributing to the delinquency of minors. She served ninety days, and was then paroled on the condition that she seek professional help and that she never again try to work around children.
When she came to the therapist, Myra was a pitiful thing. She was sex-starved, thin, slatternly. She sincerely wanted help, but she was still a child in her sexual nature. She felt that unless she could find a substitute for Ben, then for her son, David, she could never enjoy sex with a man again. She just didn't like full-grown men. After a few weeks of psycho-therapy, Myra revealed that she was in love-wildly, joyously in love. She even brought her new love to meet the psychologist. To his horrified astonishment, Myra introduced him to a boyish-bobbed, masculine attired lesbian! That the woman looked like a young boy was undeniable.
Questioned about this sex relationship, Myra seemed ecstatic, raving about the tenderness and fullness of sex with Edith, and her delighted surprise at the enjoyment she got from a dildo used by her lover. (A dildo is a mechanical contrivance shaped like a penis, which is strapped to a female's hips, and inserted into the vagina of her sex partner. Many are ingeniously made of pliant, semi-hard material which can be manipulated to simulate the movements and the hardness and resiliency of a male penis.)
Note: Several psychiatrists are of the opinion that brother-sister incest is a very common occurrence, particularly in poorer families where the living conditions cause sleeping in the same room. Others also believe that the isolated conditions of farm living tend to throw brothers and sisters into a stronger sex relationship. In the few cases which are open from beginning to end, a strong brother-sister incestuous affair, such as Myra's and Ben's, very often results in sex aberrations of a serious nature in later life, for one or both of the parties involved. As far as Myra knew, Ben was able to resume a normal, happy married life.
Myra's fixation for Ben, having been transferred to her son, David, became doubly serious for her. When her son was killed, Myra secretly gave up on her sex desires, feeling that he could never be replaced. She made foolish, futile efforts with other young boys. In fact, however, Myra would have had to bear a second son, and have raised him under the exact conditions as her David, if she were to have duplicated her sex robot son.
Perhaps the artificial world of lesbianism is the answer for a temporary happiness for Myra, but case histories tend to deny this. Where she will go, once the glitter has worn off her new female love, is problematical. Myra's sessions in which she spoke in complete honesty about her sexual desires, leaves one vital gap in this female-female sex relationship. Myra confessed several times that she truly enjoys fellating a young boy. Not to be frivolous, but in the newly-formed lesbian relationship, it is unlikely that she can satisfy this longing.
AUTHOR'S ADDENDUM: In keeping with the purpose of this book, the pertinent parts were submitted to or sent in condensed version to each party who agreed to allow their case history to be used. When Myra read hers, she had no objections whatsoever. But she returned the manuscript with the excited notation that she had broken off the lesbian relationship after she had met and fallen in love with a young man. She was, remember, 39. The young man to whom she claimed to have become engaged, was 17! Upon further questioning, she did admit that he was unemployed, and was a so-called "flower child." She discontinued her therapy, and when last heard from, had taken most of her money from the bank and had purchased a "camper" and headed for Colorado, where her latest love had convinced her, they would find Utopia.

Chapter 3

BROTHERS AND SISTERS

Researchers and psychiatrists state that the commonest form of incest is that between brother and sister. We have seen in earlier studies that this, in itself, often leads to other forms of incest. However, to set the mind of many readers at ease, brother-sister incest is most frequently confined to the "experiment" or "smart-aleck" type, and is quickly thrown aside when one or the other of the parties reaches puberty or at the latest, young adulthood-usually in the early teens. Our best experts in this matter claim, that, without teaching by elders of the taboos, studies have proven that sister-brother incest is very natural. This writer, a Submariner during WW II, underwent days of severe psychiatric tests to determine his fitness for the unusual conditions under which submarine sailors must live. One of the questions asked was this: "If you were marooned on a desert island with your mother and sister, which would you have sexual intercourse with first?" This writer answered: "My sister, naturally." To which the psychiatrist asked quickly, "Why?" The answer came readily and naturally: "Because she's younger and prettier and sexier." Evidently it was the average man's answer, and for the very natural reasons given.
Lest we tend to be too hard on ourselves, we might look over our shoulder at history and other social groups, concerning "Lust for a child." Arab writings show that the Arab has absolutely no morals in the matter of sex; the Chinese ideal is for the high, hairless and tight vulva. In the East, a steady traffic still exists in the buying and selling of children-mostly girls. According to the records, Muhammad himself had one bride whom he penetrated, to his delight, at age SIX! Perversion, in the sense that we understand the term is unknown in the Orient. The ancient Jews were noted for their preference for and use of extremely young girls, as to wit the following:
Misnah: A girl of the age of three years and one day may be betrothed, subject to her father's approval, by sexual intercourse! If one is younger than this age, intercourse with her is like putting the finger in the eye. Gemara: Our Rabbis taught: "A girl of the age of three years may be betrothed by sexual intercourse."
The Kinsey Reports along with other serious research revealed that a high degree of women receive their first sex experience, although it is often not a full one, from their brothers. A more startling fact is that, in many instances, the girl is the older member, and it is she who instigates the sex experimentation, often carrying it to full sexual intercourse.
We are fortunate in this instance to have two separate case histories: one from the male viewpoint; the other from the female's. Happily, one of these cases was a "false alarm " for the male involved had no real problem that could not be solved by concentrated effort. However, the case of Georgia B. was somewhat more complicated and more tragic.
At 35, Georgia had failed in four marriages-the first when she was only 17, and had been married but six months! Each attempt at a happy marriage was dissolved because this woman has been chasing a dream-a vision of a dissolute, uninhibited sex maniac who was, unfortunately, her brother, and who has made of her a complete sadomasochist. No normal man, with natural feelings of love and tenderness, no matter how sexy, would ever be able to please this woman, until she was able to bring herself to the point of seeing and condemning her vicious, sadistic brother, for what he is-an animal of the lowest order.
But, let Georgia tell her own story. She was arrested and convicted in an Eastern metropolis, of running a "House of Torture." She, and another woman, operated a "Pain-for-Pleasure" house, wherein twisted, tormented masochists paid imagine prices for being beaten, burned, whipped, spat and urinated upon, until a brave undercover man posed as a warped customer, and exposed the entire vulgar, sadistic operation and jailed her and her partner. After reading her history of sex perversion, however, it is obvious that, although Georgia deserves punishment, her "Svengali" and mentor, Roy, deserves it even more. This, we reiterate, is an extreme case of brother-sister incest, and should not be taken as typical.
Georgia is a very intelligent woman. Her statements should be taken seriously. She seemed to be completely sincere in her efforts at solving her extreme sexual dilemma, when she came to a hypno-therapist, after more than two years (off and on) of psychiatric treatment.
People say that you can't remember anything before six or seven years old. That's a lot of malarkey. I can remember clearly, like it happened to me last night, the first time Roy fingered and sucked my cunt. You call it what you want-vagina, vulva, slit, slot I call it by the name Roy called it cunt.
I was not quite three. Roy was 10. I had two other brothers in between us in age, Doug, five, and Al, seven. I found out later that the sonofabitch had performed anal intercourse on them, as well as fellatio-from their earliest childhood. Thank God, Roy went for a cunt more than a prick, and didn't manage to spoil their lives like he has mine.
The four of us slept in one room-me in a crib, Roy and Al in bunk beds, and Doug in a single bed. I remember waking up this night, giggling and feeling good all over, like I was being tickled. There was Roy, his prick all stiff, and his eyes shining like headlights on a car, it seemed to me, and he had his prick between my lips. He had straddled me upside down, and he was licking my cunt. So-don't like the word-it's what I use. I remember that he gagged me with his cock, but at the same time, he made me feel good and "Laughy" with his tongue inside me. He used a finger, too.
That was the first. I guess I got used to it from then on, because I remember a lot of other times he did this-always using his mouth and mine-never trying anything more. What the hell did I know? To tell my parents that I was having a hell of a lot of fun in our bedroom, with Roy, after they were in bed? We were a religious family, and when I began to understand about sin, and all that shit, I was scared to tell them. I think my old man would have cut Roy's prick off and starting with my cunt, would have slit me from stem to stern-he was that kind. I often wondered what it must have been like for my mother to have been in bed with that straight-laced stuffed shirt. I swear to God, he must have only screwed her four times-once to get each of us kids. Anyhow, I was sevenSEVEN YEARS OLD-when Roy put it into me. And, he wasn't even kind or human about it. He was 14 at the time, and his cock was a dandy. I thought he was going to split me in two, but I was scared as all hell. Know what he did to lubricate me? Spit in his hand and rub it on his prick! I'd been asleep. He was supposed to be the baby-sitter for the three of us, and the bastard decided to go the whole way with me that night. The first thing I knew, he's between my legs, with his cock in my mouth. He didn't wait a minute, I think, then he reversed his position, spit in his hand, rubbed it on his prick and jabbed it in-and I mean jabbed. The dumb sonofabitch should have known better, even if he had sucked mine, and I'd sucked his, all those years. I guess I went into a sort of shock, because I stiffened and I must have stiffened my inside muscles. Roy started slapping my face, and when that didn't help, he doubled up his fists and really belted me. I think I went unconscious, because I don't remember anything for a lot of minutes. Next thing I knew, I felt a hot, sticky, uncomfortable fluid, all over my cunt-inside and out! I was too scared to tell my parents. I wish to Christ I had-them, and their sanctimonious ways-they'd have beat his brains out.
After that, Roy used to lay in wait for me. Why the sonofabitch never went after some older girls, I'll never know-except that he was an animal, and no half-way decent broad would have let him put a hand on her! I dreaded the times my parents would be away, because I knew that I was going to get it. And Roy was a beast-a real, filthy animal. I hate him, but I hate myself worse, because he made me into his kind!
By the time I was 16, and allowed to go out on dates Roy was married. The sonofabitch never let up on me. He'd even have me babysit, then, when he took me home, the dirty bastard would jump me. If I didn't give in, he'd beat the hell out of me-only now, he'd hit me in the stomach or the cunt, so it wouldn't show. He knew damned well that I wouldn't tell.
I'd got fed up with this religious jazz, by that I time. "Thou shalt not do this and that"-horseshit. You did whatever you could get away with.
I decided, at 16, I was going to get mine-Roy's way. But it didn't work. I knew too many nice guys, from the. church crowd. Even guys from school wanted to take it slow and easy. By that time, I was too used to force. I needed that crutch in my mind-to feel that, even if I'd enjoyed a good screw, I'd been made to do it. So, none of these guys made it to bed with me, nor in the car, either.
When I was 16 I met Jim. He had been married before and thought he knew his way around women. Frankly, he bored me, with his gentle, sneaky pussy kissing and all. But he was going to another town on a new job, so I married him, and went away. For a month or so, it was good-just being away from Roy. Then I began to get bored. Jim couldn't satisfy me any way. He was too gentle-too much in love. I had a session with a guy who came to the door selling sewing machines. I guess I led him on, and when I got a little scared, and started to back off, he just belted me and raped me. You know-I enjoyed it more than any fuck I'd had since Roy?
I left Jim. Just walked out, like that, with thirty bucks. I went to Chicago and got a job as a "21 Girl." Know what that is? It's a high-class whore's job, suckering guys into blowing their dough. I got tired of seeing those dumb Johns throw their dough away on a dice game, and decided to get some for me. Then Shelly, the owner of the joint, started after me. I played it cool for a while, until one night he ended up in my apartment-guess what? Kissing pussy. No real man. A beggar, like my husband. But he had what it takes-scratch-and I let him buy me a divorce, and we got married.
To my dismay and surprise, privately, Shelly is a hell of a nice guy. No screwing around with other dames-no nothing. Only the quiet, dull approach-kissing my breasts, feeling my ass-sneaking his cock quietly and subserviently into my cunt. What in hell kind of a man is that?
I took a thousand dollars from him and headed for San Francisco. Same old story. One night, I went down on the waterfront-not the tourist traps-the real thing. I wanted a man. I didn't put it into words, but I wanted a man like Roy! I found one all right, and ended up in the hospital! While there, I was raped by an intern, and I decided that he was for me. We got married, after I got a Reno divorce, and I discovered that this, kiddo was a weirdo. He was on LSD, and he was a bi-sexual. He even brought some buddies home, and begged me to let them experiment on curing themselves of queerness-using my body!
I cut out fast. I ended here, in Los Angeles. Wouldn't you know that the first guy I'd hook up with was a queer? He was a good joe, though, and treated me right-but he couldn't get a hard on for a woman. He had some dough. He was a producer in TV, and he wanted me for a front-you know, to make his little "boy scenes" look good.
So, I head back east. I met Millie, and she was making lots of loot as a call girl-but a special kind. She was a "whipper" and a "burner." She'd cater to these weirdoes (I should be calling anybody else a weirdo?) But, she introduced me to some brand-new "Roys"-guys who really got their hard ons by belting the hell out of a woman, and I knew what I was for the first time-believe it or not.
We opened up this joint, and we took in a nice five grand a week. Would you believe there were that many men who would pay to get a beating? And little old me-? I enjoyed it. We had a couple of steady customers who wanted to do the beating, and it worked out just fine, because that was the man for me. I wouldn't touch a masochist sexually. I'd beat the hell out of some jerk, then I'd masturbate, or call up one of the roughnecks that could make me get a "hard on" for them by beating or burning me first.
She still needs a strong, sadistic hand before she can fully enjoy the sex act. She has been in the hospital numerous times; she has consulted many psychologists and psychiatrists. Whether the hypno-therapy will work for her is problematical and she has been so informed. She is still trying to understand the deep-seated undercurrents that motivate her. Many psychiatrists are of the opinion that the only sensible (though not happy) solution to such a problem, is for the masochist (Georgia) to seek out a sadistic partner, such as her brother. Other psychiatrists are equally positive that she will only find happiness with a gently, tender and loving man, after she herself has faced her problem squarely, and admitted that her route has been the wrong and harmful one.
Georgia herself doesn't know which road to take. She alternately dates a hulking, brutish truck driver, with obvious sadistic tendencies, and a high school teacher who is gentle, serious, affectionate and a solid rock upon which to build a marriage. When, and if, Georgia decides, she will become a statistic-an interesting study in masochism versus true love and kindness. She is still an attractive, personable woman, in spite of the hard exterior she has built. Few experts care to predict her future. She may end as a happy housewife, stronger and more mature for her earlier unhappy experiences. But-Georgia may also end up in an alley, beaten to death by some idiot-and still, to the moment of her death-sexually unsatisfied-because of a sadistic brother, named Roy.
Brother-sister incest which begins when both are in their early teens, frequently has a more lasting effect. An interesting study is that of Lester A. Les is a happily married, well-adjusted man of 38, today, and was quite enthusiastic about the use of his case history, in the hope that others might read of his recovery and take the proper steps to bring about an adjustment in their own sex lives. One unusual feature of Lester's case is that he accomplished this solely on his own. He enrolled in a course in self-hypnosis; ostensibly (he told the class and instructor) to stop smoking and nail-biting. His real reason was, as he will relate to us, to overcome the tremendous sexual attraction his sister had held for him, since he was 13 years old, and she 15. My mother and father were divorced when I was four years old. For some strange reason, my mother was given custody of my sister, Gail, while I lived with my father. Both remarried, and I saw my sister usually only once a year, in the summer. We were strangers in a real sense. I did come to know, after Gail had begun to bud into young womanhood, at about age 12, that she detested her stepfather. He was constantly after her, she told me, feeling her, trying to get her to let him have intercourse with her. He had managed to kiss her breasts and get her panties off a couple of times, but she always managed to scare him off by threatening to tell her mother.
When I was 12, my father and stepmother were killed in an auto accident and the court appointed my mother and stepfather as my legal guardians, because of the heavy insurance money and property which my parents owned. My father had so stipulated in his will, and the courts approved.
So, just as I was entering puberty and Gail was fully launched into teenhood, we were thrown together. I know now that I actually did not see her as a sister, but as a somewhat pretty, very sexy and shapely girl, who was only a year older than myself. By this time, I was almost a stranger to my mother and, because I never had liked my mother's second husband, I was withdrawn at first; almost a complete introvert. But Gail and I hit it off very quickly; almost automatically, because she too hated and feared her stepfather. She told me he'd still been trying to get into her panties, and now, he looked upon me as an added barrier to his schemes.
One night, I came home from a movie, and Gail was waiting in my bedroom. She was crying. She put her arms around me, as if I were the big brother, and told me that my stepfather, Cal, had tried to rape her. When she fought him, he had hit her hard enough to daze her. While she was in this semi-conscious state, he had put his penis in her mouth, threatening to choke her if she didn't fellate him. In desperation, she had. Then, Gail was astonished to find that she had become sexually aroused, and she didn't resist at all when he had penetrated her. In fact, she sobbed to me, she had enjoyed it!
"Oh, Les, Les-what can I do? Now, I'll never be able to stop him, once I've let him." She held me in her arms and I put my arms around her. She sobbed for a little bit, and suddenly, I began to get an erection, as my hands brushed her breasts. I couldn't help myself. I put my hands around her rounded little ass and she pushed her breasts against me. Then, without either of us being aware of it, we kissed. When her tongue came darting into my opened mouth, and tangled with my own, I almost came in my pants. She put her hand down and rubbed my penis through my pants.
"Oh, Les-" she kept moaning, while we were sucking tongues. I took my clothes off. She was in her nightie, and I took that off also. Gail began to stroke me, planting little kisses on my stomach and I played with the nipples of her breasts. She was awkward as she asked me, "Would-would sucking it be good for you?" I wanted that more than anything, she'd gotten me into such a state masturbating me-and I remembered her exciting mouth and the kisses. For my answer, I spread my legs wide and put my fingers on her mouth and guided it to my penis. She tickled the head a little with her tongue, nipping gently with her teeth. Then she plunged my dick deep into her mouth and began a slow, sucking motion, while she held my balls and stroked my anus with one hand. I think I must have come in less than a minute, and she still kept on, draining me dry. It was like nothing I'd ever dreamed about. I was so wildly in love with Gail that it didn't seem wrong-nothing could be wrong when we both were on fire with joy like that. All I wanted to do then was to bring her the fiery pleasure she'd brought me. She kept sucking me until I had a good erection again, then I pulled her mouth away and rolled her on her back. I stroked her soft pubic hair, letting my fingers brush the lips of her vagina, then slowly move in and out of the hot, wet opening. I wanted to eat her-literally! I was wild with desire to make her come as she had me. I crawled up between her legs and kissed the inside of her thighs, all around her vulva and finally, I plunged my tongue in, working it deeper and deeper. She put her hands down and guided me, and between plunges into her body, I kissed her hands. All the time she was writhing and moaning with pleasure. When I hit the right spot, she began to say, "Ohhh� Les� that's the place-harder-harder." Then she exploded, she wrapped her legs around my neck, holding my face so hard I thought I'd smother in her sweet juices. But I kept on, and she had a second orgasm, a lot quicker this time, but just as violent. I was lying on my stomach and my penis was rubbing against the bedclothes, and when she came a second time, I had an ejaculation also.
Then we played with each other for a time, and Gail sucked me some more until I was real hard and hot. She spread her legs and guided my cock into her cunt, and I went completely insane with pleasure. I thought that she'd taken me to the heights when she'd sucked my penis; but this was something so far more pleasurable I can't describe it. As my prick entered that smooth, moist, heavenly place, I actually thought I was going to pass out with ecstasy. Gail was as hot as I was, even though this was only her second screw. Neither of us knew much about the fine points of fucking, but we did what seemed natural and pleasing, and it was heaven. Later, of course, we learned a few of the finer arts of sex, but that night was unforgettable. Neither of us thought about her getting pregnant and even if we had, it wouldn't have stopped us. We were too engrossed in each other's body and sex organs, and with the delights that could be brought by the use of lips, mouth and hands.
We didn't try anal intercourse that night, but I did perform analingus (oral stimulation of the anus) while I was performing cunnilingus on Gail. It seemed to drive her wild, and she was the one who later wanted me to penetrate her ass-hole with my prick. We spent the night there, in my room, trying sex every way we could. I thought I'd have blisters on my cock, I was that sore. But at daylight, we separated and Gail went to her own room. When she kissed me goodnight, putting her tongue in my mouth and rubbing her pelvic area against my naked penis, I still had a hard on, but let her go without doing it.
Later that morning, I felt even less guilty than the night before. All I could do was remember that fresh, sexy, exciting body, and bathe in the wondrous knowledge that I could have her any time I wanted, and that she wanted me, and pleased me in every way.
For the next few weeks, it was heaven. My stepfather traveled a lot and my mother was one of those "going" women; clubs, civic organizations-so Gail and I had lots of time alone. My stepfather had told Gail that if she told her mother what he'd done, he'd have her sent to a juvenile home and claim she lied. Gail wasn't afraid of that, but she was afraid of what my mother might do if she found that her husband was fucking his stepdaughter. God knows what she'd have done if she knew that Gail and I-blood brother and sister-were as wildly in love as any two human beings could be! And, we were having sex like crazy, every chance we got-at least, five times a week.
Gail and I were only a year apart in school. I was always a brainy type and Gail never liked school, and had failed a grade or two. She used to date in high school, but never let a boy do more than tongue kiss or feel her up. Then, she'd come home to me, all worked up, and we'd ball it.
Then the lid blew off! Gail got pregnant. She didn't panic though, and begged me not to. She had it all figured out. She was going to seduce my stepfather!
It was easy enough to lure him into getting into her panties; he'd tried it often enough and, once or twice, Gail had let him, just so she'd keep him under control. She used to laugh-right in the middle of a good sex bout-as she told me how inept he was-like an animal, and how she wondered what the hell mom did for a good lay.
But it backfired. Mom blew her top, kicked her husband out and filed for divorce, and sent Gail away to a home for delinquent girls! I tell you, it broke my heart. I was only 15; Gail was almost 17, but both of us looked older. I've often wondered if our early fulfillment of sex desires had anything to do with that. Gail had the baby in the home, and the court ordered a certain percentage of the money my dad had left her, awarded to her when she was released, right after the baby was born.
I graduated high school at 17, and then I went to Toledo, where Gail was. I'd wondered if it would be the same, but I needn't have. Gail and I just had to look at each other, and we knew that it was the same. We were wild for each other. Incidentally, she was the only girl I'd ever had physically, except for one girl in high school, that I had let suck me off, and whom I'd brought to orgasm by cunnilingus. I just couldn't bring myself to fuck her-Gail was too much in my mind-although the girl actually begged me to. And the baby-she was something else. She was a doll, a real, living little doll. Of course, she looked like Gail and me. She was ours.
I'd always loved music, and had learned to play piano and trumpet, and as I said before, I always looked four or five years older than I was. I got a job with a band, and Gail and I just lived together as man and wife. People thought we were the cutest couple, and had the sweetest, cutest baby! When the band caught on good, and we took to the road, Gail and the baby went along. We could afford it. The courts had released all of Gail's money when she was 21, and mine was coming up. My mother had married for a third time, we heard, but we never saw each other much.
It was a friend of ours who first noticed that little Debbie wasn't exactly "right" for a child her age. We'd never noticed, but she was slow in learning to do simple things, and she wasn't talking yet at age two. Baby sounds-dada and mama-see-things like that. I thought Gail would lose her mind when the specialists told us she was mentally retarded. We tried therapy at home and in special clinics, but nothing worked. Debbie was in a little world all her own, from which she would never emerge. Maybe, if there is a God, it was his way of punishing us and protecting Debbie from the frightful knowledge that she was the product of incest. I don't believe in that kind of a God, but-who knows? Anyhow, Gail and I were driven even closer together by the tragedy that we'd engineered. Only now, I began to feel guilty.
When Debbie had to be placed in a home for retarded children, I quit the band and opened a record and music store, so we could see Debbie often.
Then Gail met this fellow-and you know something interesting? The guy could have been my older brother, we looked that much alike. I was like any other lover-outraged, miserable, lonely. Gail never lied to me about it. She said from the start, this had to be the answer she'd prayed for, out of our situation-that she'd fall in love with a decent man, and I would meet a woman, love and wed.
When she married him, I went wild-stayed drunk for a week. But I got hold of myself, moved to another city, and began to build a life for myself. I had a bad hang-up for a long time. Believe it or not, I couldn't even masturbate while fantasizing about anyone but Gail. Even after I started to date women, I couldn't be stimulated by anyone who wasn't built like Gail and had red hair, like she has!
Then came Jane. She was a child psychologist, maybe that's what I needed all along, who was working with retarded children. I'd begun working at the studios then, writing the scores and background music for movies and TV, and Jane was serving as technical advisor on a film-a documentary for one of the TV shows-on mentally disturbed and retarded children. Naturally, I wanted to talk to her about Debbie. Before I knew it, I was head over heels in love with her, and we began to talk marriage.
But the fly in the ointment was-I couldn't get sexually aroused over her, much as I loved her. When I'd told her about Debbie, I'd referred to Gail as my wife. I decided that, if we were to have a real marriage, Jane had to know the truth. When I told her, she amazed me. She talked at length about what causes sex hang-ups, and even made a regular record of my answers as to why I felt certain things about Gail, about fellatio, analingus, and so on.
Then, she set out to prove, with her body and mine, that sex really is all in the head! She proved that any woman a man loves, and who loves him, can be all things to him, in bed and out.
Guilt feelings? I had them. Still have "Freudian scars", as some call the emotional wounds that heal. But not to the degree that I let them spoil my life. Gail, oddly enough, seemed completely cured of me, the moment she married. When we meet now, there's no sexual arousement in me, and I'm sure not in her.
Jane has checked with the best authorities available about Debbie, and the prognosis is that she's better off where she is, getting care and attention. She will probably never develop much beyond the age of a seven-year-old. You face things and do what is best for all concerned, and that's how you live life at its best.
Having had the same parents, and therefore, being by nature somewhat alike, it was quite natural that Les and Gail would be mutually attracted. They were also united further by their mutual coldness to their mother, and dislike for the stepfather who was having relations with Gail.
In later experiments, with a professional hypno-therapist, Les underwent the regression technique. Because he was an exceptional subject, he was able to go back to his birth, and he revealed that many of the sex acts which he indulged in with Gail, had been indulged in by his father and mother. Psychiatrists, of course, are not in agreement as to the effects of early environment on the sex attitudes and appetites, but the case of Les and his sister is enlightening, in many ways.
However, so the reader may not suffer from fear that sex relations between brother and sister are harmful in later life-and more important, so adult readers who are parents may not be overly fearful of sex play between siblings, let it be firmly stated that psychiatrists are unanimous in their feeling that some sex experimentation between brothers and sisters is natural, normal and part of the growing up period. The Freudian theory (still basically accepted by most psychiatrists) is that any human, male or female, will make his first pleasurable (life-sustaining) contacts through the mouth by tasting, sucking and swallowing. Usually, somewhere between the ages of three and six, a child turns from autoeroticism (masturbation and self-excitement) to a usually mild form of homosexuality, in that he becomes aware of sexual sensations from contacts with his own gentler. From five to 12 years, his sex interests take a turn and he becomes heterosexual. What more natural subject for exploratory purposes, than the one most available-a sister or brother?
Under normal circumstances, when the child is removed from the home contacts exclusively (as when starting school) his sex interests quite automatically transfer to other males and females of his own age.
An interesting sidelight to these studies was revealed in a series of articles by a prominent child psychologist who made a close study of relationships between brothers and sisters brought up in an institutional environment, as opposed to those in normal homes. In an institution, where the children did not enter the outer world, but attended school in the institution, relationships like that of Les and Gail were much more pronounced. It was believed that this resulted because of the lack of opportunity to enter into other heterosexual relationships, and also, that the siblings were closer than they would normally be because of a feeling of having to
"stick together" against a hostile, cold and distant world.

Chapter 4

THE OUTER FRINGES

Incest between the closely related numbers of the family, who are confined to the same household, is not necessarily rarer than that on the outer fringes of the family structure; but it is most often hushed up. Incest between uncle-niece and aunt-nephew, however, comes to light more often, because of the tendency to punish by publicity-including bringing legal charges against the offenders. Researchers and psycho-therapists have found also, that when a person does talk about incestuous relationships, they usually start by admitting the cousin-cousin incest, and next in the ease of admission is that of the uncle and aunt, niece and nephew sex acts. An important finding is that in the past decade, with prosperity at a high pitch, one contributing factor to the high incidence of this type incest has been alleviated and abated, simply because few families are now forced to live together in the same household, for economic reasons. Thus, records reveal that much of this "fringe incest" now occurs when the aunt or uncle act as baby-sitters, or when children of the brothers and sisters are visiting, or when an aunt or uncle become part of the close family unit, due to the death of one of the parents of the child.
In the chapter concerning father-daughter incest, we learned of one such incident that came about with the death of the brother of the man who was having incestuous relations with his daughter. When his niece came to live with him, he had the one important element of this type of incest: proximity, which in itself provided opportunity. Natural inclination enters into the picture here, for often, a small girl, for instance, starved for male affection, will respond avidly to any attention she receives from one she-likes and does not fear, such as an uncle.
Mavis R. was such a case. We chose her case history because it combines several of the elements necessary to serious incest (rather than merely molestation, or the "feeling up" of a child). Oddly, Mavis became most involved with sex relations with her uncle after she was grown up and married, although the incestuous sex acts had been taking place from the time she was nine.
My world ended when I was almost 10, when my father died. I had been his pet-spoiled, adored, pampered and almost worshipped. For the first year, I was lonely, introverted, lost. When my mother remarried, I thought it would be different, and I tried to love and respect my step-father-I honestly did. But he was so different from my father, and besides, he had two children of his own, and all his attention went to them. They were both boys, and could do no wrong. They were both younger than me, and I was nothing more than a nursemaid and baby-sitter. They liked to go out a lot, and sometimes I'd be stuck with those two brats as many as four nights a week.
Then my uncle came to our town. I only remembered him vaguely. He was 22, warm, friendly, happy-go-lucky-like my dad had been. I liked him the moment he picked me up and raved about my pretty, blue eyes and soft, blonde hair. He got a job and had a small apartment a few blocks from us. He used to drop in almost every night, and he'd bring ice cream for me and the boys, then help me put them to bed. Then we'd watch TV, laugh and talk, and sometimes he'd help me with my school work, or we'd play Monopoly. I often used to sit on his lap while we watched TV, and we'd kiss and he'd put his hand between my legs and rub me. Sometimes he'd put his finger in, and I'd go almost crazy, although I don't think I ever had what you'd call an orgasm, then. I know that sometimes, when he'd leave, I would go to bed and masturbate, thinking about him, and how he kissed me and fingered me.
One night, when he'd got me all hot and wet, I felt his peter getting real hard. He was squirming around, sweating, fingering me real hard. I suddenly wanted to make his thing feel as good as he was making mine feel, and I asked him to take it out. He didn't want to, so I unzipped his pants and put my hand inside, and squeezed and stroked his peter. Then I got down on my knees, took it out, and put it in my mouth. I wanted to. I was happy when I saw how excited he got. He pulled me away after a bit, picked me up and took me in on the bed. He took off my panties and spread my legs, and he crawled up so his head was between my legs and he began licking me, kissing the inside of my legs, sticking his tongue inside me. This time, I know I had an orgasm, and I still wanted more of him and what he did.
He had been masturbating while he kissed me, and I wanted to give him the same wild, wonderful feeling he'd given me at the end of his tonguing. I had him stretch out on his back, and I stroked his peter while I put my mouth on it and sucked. Suddenly, I started to bring it deep into my mouth, and he squirted all this hot juice into my mouth. But he was still plunging it in, so I swallowed it and kept on until he did it a second time. I turned upside down, so my pussy was across his face, while I could still put his peter in my mouth, and he made me come again and again. Afterward, he spread my legs, felt inside me and tried to put the head of his thing inside my pussy. He asked me if it hurt, and I told him it didn't, but he got up and put his pants on. He was afraid he'd hurt me.
We did it that way for over a year, at least three times a week. I remember the first time he fucked me. It was the night after my 12th birthday. He had had to work on my birthday night, when I'd had a party, and he asked my mother if he could take me downtown and get me a dress for a gift-let me pick it out. I picked out a beautiful blue dress, and he was astonished (though I don't know why he hadn't noticed before) to see how it accented my budding breasts.
He fingered me until I came, and I kissed his penis, in the car on the way home. Then he asked me to come up to his apartment for a while, "so we can do it right."
I was so warm and lovey with gratitude and excitement over the dress, I'd have done anything. He took my clothes off, and kissed my nipples. He had his clothes off, too, and I played with his peter and he masturbated me. But this time, he didn't perform cunnilingus, nor want me to suck him. Instead, he spread my legs gently, got on his knees between my legs, and began to put his peter inside me. I almost went wild with joy-it was so much better-more full and sexy, than his tongue or fingers inside me had ever been. I think we came inside a minute-my first full orgasm with a peter inside me! He was afraid he'd hurt me, but I convinced him he hadn't. He brought me to orgasm with his tongue, then fucked me again-and this time it was even better for me.
From then, until I was 17, he was the only man I had. Oh, I dated, but I got a little high one time at a party, and let this one boy undress me, but he turned me off with his "jump on" ideas. No finesse-no play for awhile. Why, he didn't even kiss my breasts! At 17, I started going steady with Jimmy. My Uncle Ralph was as jealous as a lover that has been jilted, and our sex became a grind. He would question me about Jimmy-had he fucked me; had he performed cunnilingus or analingus (we'd done that often), and he began to intrude on my dates-following me to the movies, and things like that. Jimmy didn't like Ralph-I think he suspected that there was a little more than uncle-niece stuff going on, because Ralph was always buying me expensive gifts, and was so possessive and jealous. Jim and I eloped on my 18th birthday. He questioned me about Ralph, after awhile, but I never told him the truth. We moved to another city, while Jim finished college and I worked, and everything was working out fine-Jim was wonderful in bed, and as kind and considerate as Ralph had been. Maybe that was one reason I fell in love with him.
Then, Uncle Ralph showed up for a visit. We had the spare room, and, although I was apprehensive about it, we asked him to stay with us for the week he had. Jim had a part-time job in a chemical manufacturing company (he was studying to be a pharmacist) and never got home until after ten-thirty. The very first night, Ralph got pretty drunk, and he was crude and blunt.
"I've been a long time without you, and I haven't got much time to make up for it. Let's go!" He grabbed me and started to drag me into the bedroom. I tried to reason with him, but he wasn't about to listen. He ripped my panties off, took his peter out (it was already hard as a rock) and began trying to force it into me. All of a sudden, I hated him. He wasn't the same man. There was nothing of the gentle, kind person I'd become so attached to in my lonely girlhood years. He was an animal, wanting to relieve his sex urge. I fought him as hard as I could, and in the melee that followed, I hit him with an ashtray. He lay on the floor, bleeding and unconscious, and I had to call an ambulance. Just as they were taking him away, Jimmy came home. I knew by the look in his eyes that my only salvation lay in the truth. I told him that Ralph had tried to rape me!
Jimmy preferred charges, and that should have been that, but in open court, Ralph gloated over the fact that he'd been having sex with me, in all forms, since I was almost ll. He did it to punish me, hoping that my marriage would break up and I'd return to our former relationship.
He was convicted and sentenced to two years, and, though it did put an awful strain on our marital relationship-especially sex-I finally convinced Jimmy of my utter loneliness, and my utter need of love and attention after my dad died. He finally accepted it fully, and forgave me. Since then, life has been fine and wonderful with him. I'm one who agrees that "confession is good for the soul." I've learned since that Jim was no angel-that he'd gotten a girl pregnant when he was only 16. But as for incest, let me warn any girl-it might look wonderful at the time, but it has one great flaw-there is just no way that such a sexual relationship could end happily.
Art W. was a much different type from the girl in the last case history. He was raised on a farm, and, as he says, "knew all about sex by the time I was 10." And Art wasn't just boasting. He had indulged in homosexuality, child molestation, semi-incestuous relations with an older first cousin, and had even attempted intercourse with a dog and a cow-all this at the tender age of 10!
There were eleven in my dad's family, and he was the second youngest, so when my grandpa died, my dad just stayed on and took over the farm in Missouri. The youngest one in his family was my aunt Jean. She was ten years older than me, and she continued to live on the farm, with my grandmother. Grandma died two years after grandpa, so Jean was like a big sister to me. My mother and father had to work like hell to make a living off the place, and so did Jean and me, as well as my younger brother and sister. I always liked farming, though, so I have no complaints. I don't think I'm much different than most farm kids. I used to jack off watching the bull screw the cow, or the dogs going at it. Screwing seemed the natural thing in all animals, and I figure that humans ain't no different. When the guys would get together, they'd often have a "jack off party", and see who could squirt the farthest when they came. (Shocking as some of these revelations may be, remember that they were made under hypnosis, which allows for no adornment of facts, nor withholding of them.)
One day, five of us were swimming-naked, the way we always did-and we were lying on the bank in the sun, when one of the guys suggested we have a sucking party. I was nine, I think, and I'd often wondered what it would be like to take a pecker in my mouth and suck it. We had sometimes jacked each other off for fun, but so far, no one had suggested we suck each other off. It was fun. I got a kick out of it. (NOTE: Many other instances of this activity among young boys is on record, and, as with Art, in later years, all traces of homosexuality had disappeared.)
One of the older guys-I think he was about 15-wanted to try cornholing, another time. (A gutter term for anal intercourse, as practiced by most homosexuals at one time or another.) I let him do it to me, but it hurt, and when he wanted me to put my pecker in his ass, I wouldn't.
I used to have this collie dog, and sometimes, I'd jack off and get her to lick it, but it never worked too good. I'd have to finish it myself. I tried putting it into her cunt one time, but she bit and snarled, so I quit. I'd heard the guys making jokes about what a good screw a cow was, and I got a box one day and tried to put it into our cow, Nell. But it was big and sloppy, and my pecker was lost inside it. It felt good, though, slippery and warm, and I was pumping away when who walks into the barn but my Aunt Jean!
I turned all kind of colors and tried to explain it away, but there I was, my stiff pecker in my hand, and I knew she'd seen me with it in Nell.
"You nasty thing!" she hollered. "I ought to tell your father!" I begged her not to-told her I'd do anything she asked if she just wouldn't tell. She finally agreed, but warned me that I'd better jump when she told me to do something, from now on. She was a grown woman then, and I'd often sneaked around and saw her naked. She had nice, round titties and a lot of hair between her legs that still didn't hide that slit, and it was funny, but I was still all worked up, and I could just picture what it would be like to put it into her slit. When she left, I just jacked off then and there, closing my eyes and thinking about her cunt.
She used to take me to Sunday school. She was real religious and I don't think she'd ever been out with a man alone. She used to go to church socials and barn dances and things like that, but never on what you'd call a date. And, nobody ever brought her home alone.
When I was 13, and Jean was 23, we had this family reunion picnic at the farm. I think it was the first time a man had put his hand on Jean's breasts or cunt, and I watched it. This cousin of mine, he tried all day long to corner her, and he finally did, by following her when she went to milk Nell and the other two cows we had. He just grabbed her, put his hand up under her dress and the other on her tit, and he kissed the hell out of her. She fought him, but I could tell that she enjoyed some of it. He begged her to let him fuck her, in the hayloft, but she called him a nasty thing and made him go back to the rest of the party, or she was going to tell his wife. Later on, they drank a lot of cider and elderberry wine, and I guess Jean had a lot-or maybe she wasn't used to it. She had to excuse herself and she came up to bed. I'd been in bed for an hour, but I wasn't asleep. Some of the relatives had brought guitars, mandolins, fiddles and a bass fiddle, and they were playing and dancing in the parlor, so I couldn't sleep. I heard Jean in the next room to mine, stumbling and giggling, and I sneaked out to watch her undress. She never closed her door, and when I peeked in, she was standing in front of the mirror, with her one hand on her titty, and the other one at her cunt. She was sticking her finger in and out, giggling and straining, and squatting sort-of, so she could get her finger in farther. I got so excited watching her that I started jacking off my hard on. All of a sudden, she spotted me.
I thought she'd be upset and mad, but she just smiled at me. She went over to the bed, laid down, held her arms out and beckoned to me. "I'm better than a cow," she said. "Fuck me, Artie-fuck me good."
I'd fooled with a couple of girls-I'd even fingered my little sister some, but I'd never really had it in a girl. And those hard nipples and wet, inviting cunt were something else I'd never really seen before. I went over and I took one nipple in my mouth, while I ran my fingers up inside her, feeling the hard little point of her clitoris. She began to moan and wiggle and play with my pecker, until I was ready to come. "Don't, don't," she moaned. "Put it in me, fuck me, oh, Artie-fuck me please."
She pulled me down on her and I got it in. Inside of a few plunges, I shot into her and she wrapped her legs around my back, pumping like mad, and I knew by the quivers of the muscles inside her that she must have come also. She kept me locked between her legs while she rolled her hips around and she sucked my tongue until I had another good one on. Then we went at it again. I lasted a little longer this time, and she didn't have an orgasm, because she begged me to "keep it in, Artie," but it started to go soft.
I got off her, but she grabbed me and pulled me so that I was straddling her face, upside down, and she pushed my face down into her cunt, while she took my pecker in her mouth and began to suck it hard, plunging it deep inside her throat. She went wild when I hit that hard spot with my tongue. I put one hand under her and caressed her ass-hole, and after a couple of minutes, almost at the same time I did, she came again.
We never did get caught at it. It was easy, really. The one thing that bothered me was her praying-almost every time we'd fuck or suck, she'd get down on her knees and ask God to forgive her and me, and help us never, never to do it again. But we always did. We could never go more than a couple of days without it. I guess it opened the gates, because she began to go out a lot, and, like in any small town, word began to get around that she was an easy fuck. I heard once, at the poolroom, one guy bragging that "that Jean gives me a blow job like you've never dreamed about." I guess she must have known that my mother and dad would hear about it and, when they did, my mother kicked her out. She said she didn't want to raise her family with a slut like Jean around. Man, if she'd ever known who had opened those gates of passionate sex!
Jean went to Joplin (my dad gave her three hundred dollars, she told me later) and got a job as a waitress. I don't know what she did for the next two years, as far as sex went, but when I was 16 I left home. I headed straight for her place. I was big, and, a lot of people say, handsome. Jean was not a good-looker, but she sure had a sexy body-and now, she didn't go to church or pray anymore. I just moved in with her. We didn't make any pretenses, like me sleeping on the couch. I shared her bed and her cunt and her mouth for the next six years. Even now, I seldom find a dame who can give me what she does. Some suck good, some fuck good, some are good in the ass; but Jean has them all stopped in every way. She has lots of other guys, but I don't mind-except a couple of times she'd brought home some teenagers. Maybe it's a hangover from all our good times, that she still-likes to get a 13 or 15-year-old boy in bed. But, what the hell-we're not married. I work, she works, and we have a hell of a good time sucking and fucking each other, so why should I complain?
He also stated that her anal muscles and tissues were still "nice and tight" and from a purely physical standpoint, since he had a fairly small penis, he got a much fuller orgasm when he performed anal intercourse with his aunt.
This man is subnormal in intelligence. He had dropped out of school early (he'd never been good at any subject in school), and he had been exposed to the most raw and brutal sex education possible, almost as if he'd been raised in a jungle.
In spite of his laughing it off, his early homosexual experience had stayed with him. After several sessions of hypno-therapy, Art finally admitted that he had wanted to try anal intercourse with the older boy who had performed it on him. He also admitted that, on one occasion, he had attempted anal intercourse on a twelve-year-old boy who had first performed fellatio on him: though he denied that he had ever fellated the boy.
Art is walking a razor's edge. That he has been influenced by strong homosexual tendencies is obvious, for he does prefer anal intercourse to any other, at this stage. If he stays with his therapy, and truly desires to become completely heterosexual, he can probably make it-but not if he continues his sex relations with his aunt, for she cooperates too well and indulges his desire for anal intercourse.
Art claims that he has had many other women, but that they are mostly bar pickups and semi-prostitutes and that they mean nothing to him. What he is admitting is that he does have a deep emotional attachment for his aunt. Possibly, if he were to meet a girl with whom he could have uninhibited sex relations-including anal intercourse-but for whom he felt a strong emotional involvement, this man might yet enjoy a full sex life. On the other hand, should he swerve just slightly, and choose to try anal intercourse with a male, he might easily become a confirmed homosexual. (Remember, he has performed oral sex acts with boys, and has had them fellate him.) At this writing, the future of Art is hard to predict, but two experts in this field of sexology tend to think that the ultimate road that Art will take, will be that of overt, unashamed homosexuality.
He has no deterrent, no motive to do anything except satisfy his own sex appetites whenever and wherever he can. His motive in seeking help was purely selfish; not to make him a fuller human being, but to assure himself of being sexually satisfied.
As to the unfortunate Jean, she is probably beyond help because she does not realize that she may need it. She is morally substandard, educationally devastated, and again, is interested only in existing day-to-day, both emotionally and sexually. However, many a woman has been whisked from the primrose path to the halls of marriage and has made the grade magnificently. To close out this chapter on the less related incestuous beings, one case is interesting, merely because it involves a rare form of incest: that between grandson and grandmother. Again, we advise: THIS IS NOT A TYPICAL CASE (if there were such a thing) but one that was caused by a particular set of circumstances.
Arnold B. was struck down by a car accident when he was 15. Result: a total and irreparable paralysis of the legs and a horrible disfiguration of the face. His parents had been dead since he was five, and Arnold has been raised by his grandparents. Fortunately, his grandfather had been a fairly wealthy man. We say fortunately, because the ultimate surgery and treatments were costly, and at least, Arnold was spared becoming a charity case. His grandfather died in the accident which injured Arnold, and his grandmother took over his care and keeping. His grandmother, Ella, was a woman of 58 at the time, and a vigorous, sexually healthy woman who frankly admits that she enjoyed the fullest sexual relations with her husband, right up until his death. But, driven by guilt feelings, Ella eventually sought help. She felt it was wicked, sinful and wrong that she should be satisfying her grandson's sexual desires, and allowing him to more-or-less satisfy hers, insofar as he was able.
We make no moralistic judgments, but we do point out that this woman's motives seem to be of the noblest nature. Hear her account:
I was so grateful when Arnie lived. Of course, I was shocked at Albert's death, and taking care of Arnie gave me an interest in life-something to keep my mind off my own loss. He was so pitiful, not wanting anyone to see his face all scarred up. Then when we got the verdict that he'd never walk, he needed someone to understand. I wanted him to face life squarely and to become a man, and one night, when he was extra despondent, and I was bathing him-I suddenly wanted to prove to him that he could have a full life. I took his penis and just put it in my mouth. I'd done that for Albert for years-I enjoyed doing it. I sucked and caressed it until it was hard and stiff. Poor Arnold was almost in a state of shock, but I knew what I was doing. I had seen him masturbate, and knew that he was still normal, sexually. I sucked him until he came, then did it again. I told him not to be ashamed, because I wasn't. I really wanted him to take a look at himself, as a man-as a fully capable, operative human being, who had hope and confidence in himself as a man and as a person.
My heart ached, every time I looked at that once-handsome face, and saw the despair in his eyes. He was a fine boy, and I admit, maybe I felt I was paying part of the debt we owed him, because it was Albert who was driving when Arnold was crippled. Later, I stopped fooling myself and Arnold. I enjoyed it-sexually, as a woman-and he enjoyed our sex also-as a man.
After a few times of me sucking him until he came, he began to worry about me-about what I was getting from it. One night, he stopped me as I was going down on him. "Not unless you let me do the same thing to you," he said. I knew he meant it, so I stripped naked and showered and perfumed myself. I was always proud of my body-Albert used to say I was the only grandmother in the world with the body of a teen-ager.
I was also always proud of the cleanliness I observed-Albert used to love to perform cunnilingus on me because he said I smelled and tasted clean and fresh and inviting.
Our first try, I got on my knees over Arnold's face, propping his head with pillows to help him get his tongue inside me better. I guess I'd been without any sex for too long, because I came good, in less than two minutes. I then fellated Arnold, and after making us comfortable, we performed mutually-the sixty-nine position. He was so eager to please, and he did.
It was a long time before we tried regular intercourse. Arnold told me that he'd had girls before, but never with the female doing most of the active work. He was able to sit in a chair all right, after being put there, and we got a strong, solid-backed chair and I'd help him onto it. Then, I'd straddle him, lowering my vagina down over his penis. We would both guide his penis in, and naturally, I'd make the up and down motions, until we both came. It took some doing to learn to adjust to one another's desires and emotions, but if we missed, we always resorted to cunnilingus and fellatio.
Of course we embraced and kissed while having sex-after all, I love Arnie dearly, and he loves me in a special way. And we need each other so-that's something that so many married couples never have-that wondrous need, and the beauty of fulfilling another's need.
Guilt? Maybe a little, but my real purpose is to discover if I am doing a disservice to this boy I love so. What happens to him when I go? Will there be a woman for him, on this earth, or am I just building his hopes on sand? As long as I live, and he desires me to fill his life, then I will. But my real concern is Arnold, though I do admit, this wonderful boy has filled a tremendous gap in my own life. Not like Albert, my husband, for many times, I long to feel the weight of a man atop me-the deep thrust that comes from the loins of a man, and Arnold can't give me that. But what we can give, we do give, and there is no guilt attached to that kind of giving.
Love? Of course there is love. The age difference is there, but only sometimes does it crop up. I'm a woman. He's a young man. We both have sexual needs. Would it be better if I ran around and went to bed with other men? I'm not unattractive. But what of Arnie? His face will never be much better than it is now.
DOCTOR (who knows of the relationship): "I'm not a psychiatrist, but, frankly, my interest has to be in the patient. I must, therefore, state unequivocally that this has been good for Arnold. He has a new outlook-upon himself, and upon the world. For the first time, he can see himself as a possible male-able to fulfill some of the sex acts required of a man. I have talked, off the cuff, to a friend of mine who is a psychiatrist, and he says that this woman has done for this young man, what a dozen psychiatrists might never have been able to do. The morality of it is none of my business. If you had asked me five years ago whether I could ever condone incest, I'd have given a flat negative answer. Now-I can't take any position except neutrality."
ARNOLD: "Wrong? Yes, according to all I've been taught about things. The world says it is wrong, but then, the world isn't crippled. I've thought a lot about it. I know this: If the accident hadn't happened, Gram would have Gramps, and I'd be able to date, make love, go out. Maybe, even with my face, I'd find someone-I don't know, but being immobile makes a big difference. I can't go after girls, and I surely can't ask them to come in and audition me. I don't know how it will all end, when Gram goes. She's a marvelous woman-and I mean that in every sense of womanhood. Quite bluntly, without her, I'd have cut my throat. I mean it. Life was meaningless. I had nothing, not even hope. She gave me back life itself. You make what you want of her, as a woman or a person, but to me, she's a saint."
Often, the best doctors and psychologists run into the "one in a million" case. We leave the judgment of this one to the reader.

Chapter 5

BROTHERS UNDER THE BLANKET

Homosexual incest is a rarity, yet, late studies of homosexuals tend to leave us with the feeling that brotherly incest is not as rare as we would have it-only that it seldom comes to light. Homosexuals, by and large, in the past two decades, have become more open, more militant, less reticent to talk about themselves. Several homosexual organizations have sprung up, lending credence to the adage that, "In unity, there is strength."
The problem in investigating homosexuality is that one must take the statements of homosexuals at face value, for few wish to change, and therefore, few seek any help. However, many have become candid in their effort to get the homosexual viewpoint across, and in their publications, they state very clearly their aims, appetites and methods. Two such publications offer much to the interested observer. They are Drum and One. Drum, interestingly enough, takes its name from a famed quotation: "He who seems out of step with the other marchers, perhaps walks to the sound of a different drum." (Italics mine.)
Much of the following is gleaned from the many issues of these two publications made available to the author. Other portions are actual word-of-mouth and face-to-face talks with homosexuals. It has been condensed and put into a more readable form, after much painstaking effort.
AUTHOR'S ACKNOWLEDGEMENT: We are indebted to the famed Los Angeles policewoman, Mary Ross, who now conducts her own private detective agency in that city. Mrs. Ross has been honored for her efforts in juvenile rehabilitation and police work, by newsmen, and by police officials and departments all across America. We are fortunate to count this gracious lady among our close friends, and we are happy to make note of her help in this particular chapter, as well as with segments of others.
Jack and Ed W. ran afoul of the law in Los Angeles, at the age of 17 and 16, respectively. They were picked up by vice squad detectives, and were fortunate enough to be turned over to an understanding woman detective-a woman who, at that time, had a son exactly the same age as Jack, the older of the brothers. They had been picked up in a notorious "gay" bar in West L.A., for "soliciting."
Unfortunately, we were unable to gain personal interviews with these two brothers, but we have a fairly complete record of their activities.
Mary Ross is, first of all, a mother. Second, she is devoutly religious, counting on, asking, and thanking her God for everything.
Mrs. Ross has a special soft spot in her heart for young boys, because she struggled to raise one-a youth with all the wild tendencies that any boy would have who has been deserted by his father, yet who has a mother who is a saint.
Police work is rough. You get to know the con-artists, the whiners, the liars, the dope addicts-the whole bit, and Mary knew them all when this pair of brothers were brought in. At that time, she was in charge of the juvenile hall, and she was like a fretful mother hen; seeing that habitual criminals'were not tossed in with green kids.
But Mary guessed wrong this once. These two boys were confirmed, hardened homosexuals. And, they had originally become homosexuals with incestuous relationships!
Looking at their faces, Mary pulled a "switcheroo". She refused to allow the boys to be booked, and instead, offered to take them home to her place (a lovely apartment in the heart of Hollywood, decorated with scores of honors and police work mementoes.)
When she took them home, it was about nine o'clock, and the boys were hungry. Mary fixed a nice meal, and, having but one bedroom with twin beds, she asked them if they would like to share the bedroom, while she slept on the luxurious couch. Of course, being perfect gentlemen, the boys refused. Mary then rigged up a very comfortable bed on the floor for one, while the other slept on the couch.
While she loves and believes in people, this woman is no dummy. If she were, she wouldn't have hung up all the honors she did; not just police-wise, but in the hearts of so many people. She detected the sounds of what she was sure was sex activity, and-not sneaking, but boldly advancing into the room-she surprised the brothers in the act of mutual fellatio. It shocked Mary, of course, but she is a practical, hardheaded woman, and she knew that the only hope for these boys-one 16, the other 17-was for they themselves to want to be helped and make an honest effort to cooperate. She made them stop; made coffee, and they talked into the wee small hours. This is their story, for which we cannot vouchsafe, because it was never verified officially. However, in light of the weird sex lives of these youngsters, it seems it must be at least true in the main.
Jack and Ed were born in Chicago, in a cheap slum area. They were brought up by their mother who worked ostensibly as a waitress in a low cocktail dive, but who made her major earnings as a prostitute. Both boys, even at their tender ages, hated women-all women-because they hated their mother and her cohorts with a deadly passion. (This in itself, experts agree, can be a springboard to homosexuality).
And, they had good reason. When these boys were less than 10 their mother permitted (or at least sought no punishment for the man who accomplished the act) homosexual rape! The man was a pervert who lives with her, off and on, and off her earnings-even acting as a pimp on occasion, collecting in advance and keeping the money. He was a dope addict, and the boys are not certain, but they believe that their mother may have been an addict also.
I was eight and Jack was nine, Ed related. We didn't have much at home, except each other, and we hung around the streets a lot. We'd shine shoes, steal, rack pool and run errands for people. There wasn't much to eat around the joint most of the time. Guys would bring booze, but never anything to eat. Once in awhile a guy would give us a quarter or a half-dollar to get out while he was screwing the old lady, but usually, all we got was a boot in the ass. One night, the guy is there, hot-assed, but the old lady is passed out, stoned. He was half loaded too, and he got mad when he couldn't get into her. Me and Jack slept in the living room on a "daybed"-a couch that opened into a bed. He comes out of the bedroom, stark naked. I was awake, but Jack was asleep. I pretended to be asleep too, and he comes over and stands beside the bed. Neither of us is wearing anything and it was hot and the sheet-blanket is at the foot of the bed. He begins to play with my dick, and it began to stand up. With his other hand, he's jerking his own. Then he got on his knees and took mine into his mouth, sucking hard and running it in and out. All the time, he's feeling around my ass with his finger, and when he rammed it inside me, it hurt like hell for a minute. Then I sort of forgot it while he was sucking my. dick so good, and pretty soon, I boomed hot all over.
I couldn't come yet, but I sure got the feeling. He kept on, with his finger working my ass and his mouth on my dick, until it happened again. Then he got up, straddled my face and worked my mouth open. I guess by then I was wondering what was so good about taking a dick in the mouth, and I didn't fight much. I just let him put it in, and I began sucking it. It was big, but it wasn't bad except at the end. He shot a whole load into my mouth and shoved his dick almost past my tonsils. All I could do was swallow it. He kept on, and by then, I was afraid to stop, so I sucked it and licked it until it got hard again. But all of a sudden, he got up, rolled me over and spread my legs. He knelt between them and began working the head of his dick into my ass-hole. It hurt a lot, but I was scared. He kept saying, "You're a better fuck than your old lady." He came inside my ass, and then he went down on me again. And while he's sucking my dick, he reaches over and plays with Jack's cock. After I boomed again, he got down on Jack, who was wide awake by then.
I was scared at first, Jack picked up the account. But when I saw that Eddie was there, and all right, I just laid there and let him suck me. That's all he did to me. He went into the bedroom after that, and came out all dressed later. He gave us two bucks, and told us he'd beat the hell out of us if we told anybody.
When he was gone, me and Eddie talked about it. I asked him if he'd liked it, and he said he did. He asked me if I'd like him to suck mine, and he did. Then I did it to him. That's all we did, just jerk off each other and suck each other, until we were about 14.
That guy used to come around a lot after that, and he'd suck us off, then he would bugger us, but Ed and I never tried it on each other, until this one night. We'd been at a Youth Rally or something like that, and I got fooling with this girl in a back room, and had her panties down. I was hot to do something to her, but I honestly didn't know just what. Oh, I knew she had a nice slit, and all, but I wanted her to put my dick in her mouth, and she wouldn't. I did make her masturbate me, and was just getting ready to put my dick in her slit, when we almost got caught and she ran one way and I ran the other.
I told Ed about it when we got home and I asked him if that was what it was like to stick a dick up somebody's ass. I was still all hot from that girl, and Ed said he'd be willing to try. I buggered him first, then he got into me. It was terrific! For the next few months, we didn't need or want anything or anybody. In fact, I never even had a girl-how about that!
Know what the old lady did when she caught us letting her boyfriend bugger us? Ed put in. She made the sonofabitch pay her for screwing us!
Subsequently, the boys took to homosexualism on a commercial basis. Arrested by juvenile authorities, they were sentenced to a term in reform school, and there, they were in constant trouble with their homosexual activities. Released, they simply "blew town" as Ed put it, and headed for California.
In a notorious "gay" bar, they were picked up by vice officers for soliciting. They related several more escapades of a sexual nature and agreed to appear next morning and ask for psychiatric help. Mrs. Ross talked with the court, mentioning some of the contributing factors, and the boys were sent to an honor farm, where they did receive treatment and therapy.
What became of them is unknown, for upon their release, they left the state.
Many psychiatrists and psychologists believe that homosexual acts take place to a high degree among very young boys, such as their pair were when they had their first experience. Normally, it lasts briefly and is thrown off as the boys mature and discover the joys of heterosexual society. Many psychiatrists agree that, if homosexual preference lasts beyond the very early teens, it is almost hopeless to change the pattern. Police and medical experts also feel that, once any form of sex is entered into on a commercial basis, the chances are that the person will continue to use sex as a means of income.
A rarity among homosexuals is incestuous homosexuality between father and son. Psychiatry has long studied and argued the question: Can homosexual tendencies be inherited? This next case history offers considerable grist for argument of this question, but from the viewpoint of both sides-environment and background, as opposed to heredity. It should be pointed out, however, that the genealogists and psychiatrists who believe that heredity is a possibility in instances of homosexuality, are in the minority.
In many ways, this is a classic case, for it reveals many contributory factors recognized by psychiatrists as leading to homosexual practices. This then, is the story of Doug and his son, Rick.
Doug grew up in the depression. As he reached manhood, he enlisted for WW II duty and served in the Navy. He says:
Prior to the Navy, I had one or two homosexual affairs. I say 'affairs' because they were more than just the experimental kid stuff. The first time I ever sucked a cock was when I was nine, but that was almost like a dare. Five of us guys were jerking off in the shack we called our clubhouse. One thing led to another, we started playing with each other's cocks, and the first thing we knew, we were blowing each other. I did it with this one kid a couple of other times after that, but then I didn't have any until I was in high school. The funny thing was, it wasn't with another high school kid. It was a kid that lived next door to us. I was 15 and he was 12. He was a model airplane nut, and had a lot of space in his dad's garage to fool with his airplane gadgets.
I walked in one afternoon, and there he is, jerking off and looking at a dirty picture book he'd copped from his father's closet. It was one of those Maggie and Jiggs books, I remember it clearly. He was embarrassed, at first. He had a shit-eating grin, but he was a nervy little bugger. He just kept on pulling his dick and he hands me the book. I got a hard on real quick, not so much from the book as from watching him jerk off. I took my cock out and sat down on the old car seat beside him, and I put his hand on my dick and I took his, and we jerked each other a little. He had a nice cock-he wasn't circumcised, and when the foreskin peeled back and that wet, red tip came out, I just wanted to suck it. I got down between his knees, and he knew what I was going to do, because he laid back and even guided his gong into my mouth. I tickled it with my tongue, running my lips and tongue up and down it, kissing his balls and nibbling a little with my teeth, until he really went wild. He grabbed my head and shoved his cock deep into my mouth. It wasn't very big. I could take it all, without gagging, and I really enjoyed it. I was a little surprised that he could shoot such a big load into my mouth, because he had a real baby face and only a little pubic fuzz-but when he did, I just kept on sucking and drained him of every drop. I kept on sucking, but he pushed me away, and grabbed for my cock, which was hard as an iron rod by then. He was wild for it, sucking hard and making grunting moans of pleasure when I came in his mouth.
We sucked each other off a couple or three times a week after that. It was Arnold that got me into the buggering bit. He got this other dirty book, about two guys and a girl and we began to wonder what it would be like to stick it in the ass.
"You want to try it on me?" he asked one day. I had wanted to, for a long time, but didn't know how to ask him to let me. Besides, I've always been that way-I have to know that the other guy really wants me, or it's no good.
He took off his pants and got on his hands and knees. I spread his ass cheeks and looked at his brown hole. Sometimes when I'd sucked his cock, I would run the tip of my finger around and into his ass-hole, but it never excited me like this. But when I tried to push it in, it hurt him, and to be honest, it hurt me a little. Arnie went and got some of his mother's cold cream and I covered my cock with it and put some on his brown. It went in easy, and I hit the ceiling with excitement. I leaned back, so I could see my cock going in and out of his ass-hole, and in a dozen strokes, I shot a load right into him. Sucking was good, but this was a thousand times better. His anal muscles were so tight, and the friction was so complete-my whole cock was getting the benefit-that sucking was just the preliminary to the main bout, after that. Arnie and I had sex balls for almost two years. I never even thought about a girl. I worked after school in a store, I delivering groceries, sacking potatoes, stocking shelves, things like that. I never thought much about having sex with any other guy. Arnie was all I wanted or needed. I even enjoyed it when he would fuck me in the ass, and we worked out a way that the one who was doing the jabbing would reach around and jerk the other guy off. Most of the time, we could even time it so we came together!
The guy that owned the store was about 40, I guess, and he was a widower. One night, after the store was closed, we were stocking some canned goods that came in late. Mr. J called me in the back room. When I went in, he asked me if I had a girl. I told him no. He asked me then if I knew what it felt like to be fucked, and I told him I'd never screwed a girl. He told me he'd been going nuts since his wife died three years ago, and said he wondered if I knew any girl who would fuck him, if he paid her. I knew by then he was full of shit. He wanted his cock sucked. I could see it in his eyes, and besides, his hard on was showing through his pants. I wondered what it looked like. I wondered how it would taste in my mouth. I guess I surprised him a little when I came right out with it. "I'll suck you off and let you corn-hole me, if you want to pay me."
He surprised me when he jumped up and grabbed me and began to kiss me, shoving his tongue in my mouth, feeling my cock, which was also hard by then. He unzipped my pants and got down on his knees in a flash. When he got my cock out and started sucking it, he began to make the same kind of noises Arnie always did when he was real hot and enjoying it. After I came twice, he had me suck him off good, then he put it in my ass-hole and came twice that way. Man, he was an animal. He never could get enough, either way.
Later on, he found out I was fucking and sucking Arnie, and he got Arnie to do it for him. A couple of times, at his house, we even tried a three-way deal; there were lots of combinations. For instance, I would suck Arnie while he was sucking Mr. J and Mr. J would be sucking me. Or, I'd sixty-nine with Mr. J while Arnie would fuck me or him in the ass.
I kept working for Mr. J until I graduated from school. Then I went to work in a steel mill as a weighmaster. I was only there a few months when the draft came up, and I enlisted in the Navy, so I wouldn't have to go into the Army. I'd always thought the Navy would be a good life. I had a ball for the first year. I hooked up with three other guys who were as gay as I was. I was put aboard a carrier, and one of the guys I'd been in training with, went with me. A carrier is like a small city, and we gradually found quite a few guys that, if they weren't completely gay themselves, at least liked their cock sucked and liked some ass-fucking once in awhile.
Eventually, we got caught. They court-martialed me, then sent me for psychiatric checkup. After a couple of months, the doctors recommended that I be given my discharge. Privately, the head psychiatrist told me that I ought to make an effort to try a woman. I'd never even felt a girl's breast, believe it or not.
I went back to work in the steel mill. I told everybody I had gotten a medical discharge, and it worked out fine. In fact, I was a sort of a hero, back from the big war. And I did take the doc's advice. I met Carol. She was a clerk in the plant. She was clever, devil-may-care-different from most of the moaners and groaners, or the cock-hungry women during the war. Nothing bothered her, and we had a couple of dates, dancing, movies, nightclubs. On the third date, we went to her apartment and she got half crocked before she finally got it off her chest.
"What in hell's the matter with me?" she blurted out. "You've never even kissed me or copped a feel. Or are you some kind of a fruit?"
It hit me like a bullet. Fruit! Queer! Homo! I began to shake and then started to bawl, just like a baby! She saw that she'd hurt me terribly and she began to apologize. She came over and sat beside me and began kissing me and holding me, saying she didn't mean what she'd said. She began to rub my cock, through my pants, and I got a hard on, in spite of the fact that I didn't feel anything for her. I was feeling sorry for myself, more than anything. Then she unzipped my pants and began to rub my naked prick. She took it out, and before I knew what she intended, she went down on me! I'd been so damned long without any that I went wild. I laid her down on the couch and knelt over her face, and I fucked her in the mouth. There's a difference, you know, in fucking somebody in the mouth and in having them suck you off. When I shot in her mouth, she gagged a little, but she swallowed it. I eased off on my side, and she sucked me easier, until I came again. She had worked her clothes off, and wanted me to stick it into her cunt, but I was soft. I tried, but I just couldn't stay hard, no matter how much she jerked me off or sucked me. So I told her it was because I'd had too much to drink.
We went out pretty steady after that, and then a funny thing happened-one of the things that make me think that fate really handles things. Carol got a real short haircut-a boyish bob. She had mannish features anyhow, and it made her look like a handsome boy!
The very night she got her hair cut that way, I got a hard on as soon as we got to her place. I let her suck me a little, then I told her I wanted to try it from the back. She agreed-by that time she was so hot for me that she'd have stood on her head. I guess, in the back of my mind, I wanted to shove it up her ass-hole, but I did get my cock into her pussy and began fucking her. But she was moist and eager, and I was not used to this lower position, and it kept slipping out. Meantime, I could see her ass-hole, and just anticipating shoving my cock in it kept me hard, I guess. Anyhow, it slipped out again, and I didn't care anymore. I had to get my cock into that lovely brown hole. I worked it in a little, watching the back of her neck. She reminded me of one of the guys I'd fucked a lot in the Navy, with that haircut. Carol didn't say anything until I rammed it up her hole as far as it would go. All she said was, "Oh, Doug, put your finger in my cunt and help me while you're doing it that way." I kept on shoving, and she had a wonderful ass-hole-tight, smooth, and she kept contracting her muscles so that it was as good an ass-fuck as I'd ever had. It was so good, in fact, that as quickly as I had come in her ass, I pulled it out and worked it into her cunt, and for the first time in my life, I came in a woman's pussy!
We went on like that for several weeks. I told her that it must be either a hang-up I had from the service, or else she wasn't shaped just right for me to enjoy it from the front. She accepted it, and we had sex every way except cunnilingus. She wanted me to suck and lick her cunt, but I kept putting her off.
Then we got married. Frankly, we had to. She'd gotten pregnant. I don't think I loved her, although she did give me perfect sexual satisfaction and we did enjoy doing things together. As more guys left the plant for the service, I kept moving up. By the time the war ended, I was a department supervisor. Rick was three years old then.
My sex life with Carol was becoming dissatisfying-except when she'd suck me off in the dark. She'd let her hair grow long again, and it wasn't the same when I fucked her in the ass. And-I began to suspect that she was getting some extra ass. She'd quit at the steel mill to have Rick, and never did go back to work. I watched one afternoon, sitting in my car, and saw the guy go into the house. He stayed two hours, and in that time, I guess I went right back to being a complete homo. I'd been kidding myself by telling myself that "a mouth is a mouth, and an ass-hole is an ass-hole, where a stiff cock is concerned."
I began to look for a homo hangout. I discovered one quickly enough, and from that night on, I visited the place for at least four nights a week. I bought it, or I just shacked up, with anything and everything in pants! I think I was making up for all those years with Carol. I had no feeling at all for her anymore-not even when she tried to suck my cock, and begged me to put it in her ass. And she was running pretty loose, too. When she started staying away weekends, I started taking guys home.
Then she just took off. She never did seem close to Rick. He was a quiet little kid, read a lot, bookish, not athletic. We used to have some good times together, playing games like Snap, Monopoly and I taught him to play cribbage-I'd learned it in the Navy. It worked out all right. He was 10, and a smart enough kid to take care of himself until I got home from work. I made good money, and he had plenty of money for lunches at school, and he had his own bike. The one thing I did feel a little disturbed about was him being there when I'd have a guy over. I'd send him to the movies a lot, but it got rough on weekends. I always did drink pretty heavy, and I was afraid that I'd get too drunk to be careful.
And, it happened just that way. Five guys and myself were playing poker. Four of them were from the plant, and straight characters. Bill Swas my steadiest fuck from the gay crowd. I should have known better, because Bill had begun to get serious-talked about moving in and getting married in the homosexual sense. Rick went to a movie, then watched the game a little while and went to bed. We always had booze and beer for our poker parties, and I lost heavily that night and drank more than I should have.
When the game busted up, I was pretty loaded. I wanted Bill to leave, and I laid down on the couch in the living room. But he kept nagging me, and he undressed me and he got undressed. He was sucking my cock, but it wouldn't get very hard-too much booze. He kept on begging me, getting louder and louder, to "get ready for a good fuck," and it must have awakened Rick. Bill finally got me good and hard and he was all hard also, and he mounted me in a sixty-nine position. My interest had picked up enough so that I let him shove his cock down my throat, and we were working away on each other good. He came, and I swallowed his load, like I always did, but I was having trouble coming. I told Bill to get on his knees on the floor, that I wanted his ass-hole. I was mounting him, and had just gotten my prick in his brown hole, when I looked up, and there was Rick standing in the doorway. I didn't know how long he'd been watching-the lights were on-but his little cock was stiff and hard!
He ducked back into the bedroom. It sobered me up in a flash, and I told Bill to get his clothes on and get the hell out and never come back! He left in a tizzy, but I didn't care. I was worried about Rick, and I didn't know how in hell I'd ever explain it to him. He was a smart kid for 10-almost ll, but not smart enough to be able to take the fact that his father was a cocksucker! At least, I didn't think so. I was so goddamned upset that I forgot to even put my clothes on. I went into his room, stark naked, my cock still standing up pretty good from unfulfilled sex, and Rick was lying on his bed, without the covers over him. He was naked also, and his hard on was still there! He surprised the hell out of me. "Do you like that, too, Dad?" he said. It took a minute for it to dawn on me, what he meant by "too?" Was he telling me that he was a cocksucker also? I couldn't believe it; yet, I raced back in memory to my own youth-to Arnie. But Rick! He was only a boy-little more than a baby! Then I remembered my first sucking-off-at age nine!
"It ain't so bad, Dad," he said, "I've watched you before, but not with the lights on. I knew what you were doing. I've done it."
I guess I must have gasped. I know I felt weak and sat down on the bed, staring at him. I couldn't take my eyes off that fine, sturdy little cock. I've always preferred uncircumcised pricks, and Rick had never been circumcised. And I could almost feel Rick staring at my prick! We both must have realized at the same time that we wanted to suck each other's cock, because the movement was almost automatic-like trying to walk underwater-slow, steady, dreamy. When my lips closed over the wet, pink head of Rick's prick, and I felt the spasmodic jerking of his ass as I put my hands around it, I was in heaven. I knew I was a rotten sonofabitch, but I still felt wonderful. I never wanted to take my mouth off his cock, and I guess I wouldn't have, except he had "come"-without any juice, a couple of times. He pulled my mouth off his cock and pushed me over on my back. He never said a word. He began to stroke my prick, tickling the head with his tongue, running his tongue up and down the underside of it, over my balls until I hollered out in ecstasy: "Oh, Rick, suck it-suck it-please!"
If it was heaven to have his prick in my mouth, and feel the hot joy I brought to his body, it was even better when he took my cock in his mouth. He sucked, he toyed with his tongue, he massaged my balls gently. Every good thing I'd ever had from any other male-Rick gave me better. When I'd shot into his beautiful mouth, and he had swallowed it, he began kissing the head of my wet cock, saying over and over: "I love it, I love it!"
I sucked him off again, and afterwards, while I was masturbating him, I asked him if he'd ever had it in his ass-hole, or had ever put his in someone else's. He said he had put his in the ass-hole of a boy at school, but had never had it in his ass. I turned him over and spread his cheeks. I licked his ass-hole and shoved my tongue up inside. I knew by his jerking and moaning that he liked it, but I wondered if it would be too small, and would hurt him. I rolled him over on his back again, and, while I sucked and caressed his cock with my mouth, I ran my finger up inside his ass-hole, gradually going deeper, moving it around, feeling to see how much of my cock he would be able to take. He was wild with passion, and came twice while I was doing it. I got some vaseline, which I always kept handy for cornholing, and massaged his ass-hole with it, using my finger. I rubbed my own cock with it, leaving thick layers of it on the joy stick. I had him get up on his knees, so I could reach around and play with his cock, and went "to paradise."
He was tight, and it hurt a little, but I was gentle. I worked slowly, pushing a bit more of my cock in at a time, until I had about three-quarters of it in. He was so wonderfully tight and sleek, from the vaseline coating, that I could only stroke a dozen times before I came. I'd often heard guys in the Navy raving about how it was to have a young virgin, but this was like entering heaven itself. I just wanted to kiss his dear body all over-and most of all, I wanted him to know this bliss. I sucked him hard again, then greased his prick good. I got on my knees and it was too high for him, so I laid across the edge of the bed and he stood up and began putting it in. Only a homosexual could tell you the wonderful pleasure that sweeps over your body when a lover fucks you, and lets you know by every muscle in his body, that it is heaven for him too. The very motion, slight as it was, as Rick came in my ass, made me have a fine orgasm, right there on the bed!
I was glad I'd been associating with homosexuals at this bar, now, for I saw the truth that they preached. "Be yourself. You're a homosexual, face it, enjoy it, be it!" And now I had a dear, sweet lover that would learn that philosophy, and we could face life with each other, without fear or guilt. Rick and I never pretended after that. We knew we loved each other, and we knew we were homosexuals. Oddly enough, our biggest problem was jealousy-on my part, mostly. When he went into high school, he began fooling with one certain boyfriend, and I knew it. I made a damn fool move and went to talk to the boy. I threatened to tell his parents or the school authorities, unless he knocked it off-I was that jealous! He just laughed at me, and asked me what I thought would happen to Rick if I did that. I even offered him money if he'd not have anything more to do with Rick, but that didn't work.
The night that Rick brought him home to stay overnight, I knew the other boy was a homosexual like we were; that he wasn't just getting his kicks with Rick. I lay in bed, miserable with wonder and jealousy. I didn't know that Rick was trying to convince the boy that I was a "nice guy" and a good dad, and that I would understand. After about three hours, I was still awake, listening to the sounds coming from Rick's bedroom, when the boy appeared in the doorway. In the dimness, I could see that he had a beautiful hard on, and also that he had a shape like a girl-soft, curvy ass, slim hips, nice legs. I knew what he wanted. I just opened my arms and he came to me. He began kissing my mouth, shoving his tongue in and out, while he stroked my cock. He moved down, kissing my nipples, my stomach, all the while jerking me off in a smooth, pleasing manner. By the time he plunged my prick into his soft, warm mouth, I didn't even care that I was aware that Rick was standing in the doorway, watching.
There were others-lots of others, but I was finished with the older homosexuals. I was only 35, but I couldn't bear to be with a man over 22 or 23. When Rick went to college, in the South, I thought I'd go crazy, for a while. Then I became a "sugar daddy." I laid it right on the line to a couple of teenage homosexuals-live with me, I pay all the bills and provide money for whatever they wanted.
That was how I ended up in a wheelchair, for life. This kid-he was 16, and a real wild lover-was living with me. One night, we were just sitting there, watching TV, when the shot came through the window. Of course, I never knew what happened. The bullet hit me low in the neck, almost severing my spinal cord. I was in the hospital for eighteen weeks. I won't ever walk again. It was the kid's brother. He'd come out of the Army and had spotted what his brother had become right away. He'd tried to talk him into coming home, but Larry wouldn't leave me. I guess, in a way, we loved each other-almost like Rick and I had. The brother is still in prison. He killed Larry with his second shot.
Rick tried, when he came home, but I don't have any sensation in my cock-nor any of the lower part of my body. We write, now and then, but we're not close. He's in New York, and although he doesn't say much about it, I know he's in with a real gay crowd. I even saw an article he wrote in one of the homosexual publications: "Drum." You know where they get that title? Some famous philosopher, I forget who it was, said: "Perhaps he who seems out of step, is marching to the sound of a different drum." Isn't that the most descriptive phrase you've ever heard to cover homosexuals like me? March to a different drum!
To try to conjecture what might have happened to this man, and to his son, had he taken an early detour from homosexuality, is just that: conjecture.
An important aspect of this case is this: Can homosexuality be inherited? The majority of the experts say "NO!" Lest the layman be too quick to pass judgment in this unusual case, let us in fairness point to some pertinent factors. This lad, Rick, was not raised in a homosexual atmosphere. As far as he knew, as an impressionable child, his father was normal; so was his mother. It is fruitless to conjecture that the child may have been aware of the unusual and very strained relationship between his parents, or that he was even vaguely aware of his father's extramarital homosexual wanderings. It is equally silly to presuppose that the boy knew of his mother's extra-marital sex activities, and was thus influenced into homosexuality by a mother-hatred.
It is fallacious, on the other hand, to ignore the neglected, empty life at home, during his early years. Unfortunately, we do not have access to his testimony. We cannot know what brought this sensitive (remember-"I love it, I love it") youth to a decision that would lead him to the affections of males, rather than seek out the company of females. It is evident that, at age 10, or at best, 11, Rick was ready-even eager, for homosexual satisfaction-even with his own father!
The utter lack of guilt on the part of the father and the son is significant. In a healthy, unfettered climate, such associations do arise. They are accepted by the community as natural, and thus we see many native tribes and communities which condone incest, in any form, simply because they do not think it unnatural. They have no religious or moral taboos against it.
That this has been a plague to the Christian world, is obvious to anyone who chooses to read the Apostle Paul's letter to the sinners at Corinth. Read I Corinthians in its entirety, and it is evident that there were much more than normal sex relations going on!
In the later questioning of Doug, it was determined that he had had no religious upbringing; nor had he imparted any to his son. We leave this to the reader to use as he chooses.
Again, unfortunately, we have no way of tracing down the ultimate life of Rick, the victim of an incestuous, homosexual father. This is one for the experts-if there is such an animal. They will choose their side and argue long and loud that they are right. We close this case history with one simple statement, made by Doug.
"I knew a long time ago that I was a homosexual. Homosexual means: you enjoy sex with only members of your own sex. So-my son's cock is sweeter to me than any other male's. I read a book, by Joseph Rosenfeld. One of the chapters had this sub head: 'Homosexuality is no advantage, but it is nothing to be ashamed of, no vice, no degradation; it cannot be classified as an illness; we consider it as a variation of the sexual function.' But-that wasn't Rosenfeld speaking; it was an expert-Sigmund Freud. So-who's to say just what is right and wrong in sex? God? Find it for me in the Bible, little as I know of that book. Find a law that says a man shouldn't love his own son beyond the pale of the things society recognizes!"
Science and medicine are nearly helpless against the hard core homosexual or lesbian, merely because we are not able to understand what we consider, at best, "perverted sex or love."
With the recent lessening of the stringency of the laws against homosexuality, police in the states affected say that nothing has really changed EXCEPT-and it is a big exception-homosexual crimes against juveniles, in those states with lenient attitudes, have shown a remarkable decline! We do not have time nor space to go into the various methods of police activities. Suffice it to say, without fear of successful contradiction, that sex appetites and desires are uncontrollable! We have many states whose books say that a man may have intercourse with his wife only in one position: with her supine, the male on top. Look closely into your own conscience. Chances are, in 99 out of every 100 cases, you too, are a sex deviate-perhaps even a sex criminal!

Chapter 6

SISTERS UNDER THE BLANKET

It becomes easy, in a study such as this, to generalize, but in the case of lesbianism, it is irrefutably correct to state that few, in this vast land of ours, realize the prevalence of female homosexuality. This writer had a personal friend who is now serving a 20-to-life sentence in a state prison for the crime of killing the lesbian lover of his wife! I bring this up only to point to the fact that, in 99 out of every 100 cases of "crimes of passion," as the news media still call them, involving extramarital sex, are merely dismissed by most juries as "justifiable homicide." IF-that is, the offender in the marital bed happens to be a male! Due to the very pattern of living in America, female homosexuality, which we call lesbianism, is easy to hide and extremely difficult to detect. This is because of the women's clubs, the incidence of "pals," kissing, embracing, etc. If two men meet and kiss, everyone instantly surmises (and usually rightly in America) that they are homosexuals. If two women meet, even casually, kiss, embrace, even feel buttocks or breasts-little is made of it, except to tab them as "good friends."
For these reasons, lesbianism is widely unrecognized, unless-as so many of the more militant lesbians today are going-a girl chooses to go openly the way her sexual nature dictates, and joins one of the many lesbian societies. It is interesting to note that there are three major male homosexual societies, but at least fifteen lesbian organizations.
Another factor is this: Lesbianism is much easier to practice than homosexuality, in our society. Two neighbors can, for example, visit in each other's homes for hours, and no breath of scandal touches them. Sisters, (of whom we are talking in this chapter) may spend days together, and nothing is thought of it.
One such incident of lesbianism is Jill's story:
I was 16 when my sister, Jo, married. I was a virgin. I swear to God that I had not had any lesbian leanings nor had ever had any male or female sex-outside of a few feels here and there, from boys, in the movies and at parties. Sex-wise, I was a dumbbell.
I never liked Cal, Jo's boyfriend-whom she married. Why? I'll tell you why. From about the second date that she had him at the house, he tried to feel me up, and was always patting my ass, feeling my breasts-trying to get into me, in short! That's why. Besides, it wasn't my place to say so, but he was a ass and a drunk. I think everyone in the neighborhood knew it, but Josephine. I found out a lot later, he'd tried to even screw my mother!
So, maybe I approached the whole thing with prejudice, but I had a lot of reasons. Anyhow, after Jo had been married about a year, I knew she wasn't happy. Don't ask me how I knew-sisters know those things. We were close, like a lot of sisters are, but not overly so. We didn't talk a lot about the things that really mattered-know what I mean? But we had a sense of what was right or wrong about the other one.
I used to stop over to Jo's place at least five times a week, and I went over this one Monday night. They had had a party on Saturday, booze and all that, and I hadn't been invited. Our parents are real religious-I mean, the whole route, so Jo thought it would save a lot of arguments for me if she didn't ask me over. So, I stopped this Monday, after school, a couple of hours before Cal was due home from work. Jo was home, all right. She was in a housecoat-a frilly, feminine thing that I'd always liked. But, she was nervous and she was having a hard time to hide her tears. I noticed it right away, and I tried to be sympathetic, without being nosy. I noticed how she kept crossing and recrossing her legs, as if something hurt her. Finally, I asked her what was wrong. She stood up and threw her housecoat wide open, showing me the ugly bruises-and what I thought were teeth-marks-on her thighs. High, inside, close to her genital area. I said something in a tone of sympathy, and then she took the lips of her cunt and opened them, sticking the hairy thing almost in my face.
"He bit me!" she moaned. "He chewed me all to hell! You can't see it, I suppose, but he chewed me all to pieces-here!" She put a hand down to cover her cunt, and I realized for the first time, what a beautiful body she had, down there. I'd seen her a hundred times, naked, but I'd never realized what a pretty crotch and breasts she had. But all I could see were the big, ugly purple and green bruises, right up to the lips of her cunt! And all I felt was compassion! She started to bawl, and all I could think of was to reach out, grab her legs and give whatever ease and comfort I could give. I know it sounds corny, but that's what I felt inside. I just wanted to caress and kiss away all those ugly bruises-make her happy, the way I knew her.
And, I did kiss her. First, the thighs, then closer to the lovely spread of hair. I could see those lovely lips sticking out at me, and I remembered how she said he had chewed her all up inside, and I wanted to get inside, to heal and help what that sonofabitch had done! I got on my knees, kissing her thighs, my hands around her ass cheeks, but gently. I just kissed and kissed her, until I found my tongue inside her lovely lips. She squatted, so I could really get to her from underneath, and I stuck my tongue in as far as I could, while I kneaded and caressed the ass cheeks, and put my little finger up in her ass-hole. I don't remember if I thought anything, except to try to stop her crying. I honestly don't. The only thing I knew was, we were close again-sisters, like we'd always been, before that no good bastard came along and got into my sister, whom I adored.
I remember yet, how she looked down at me, sticking my tongue into her cunt. I think, at first, she felt embarrassed, then a little sorry for me, but she didn't say anything. I reached up and touched her nipples-she had nice, round, pert little breasts, that I'd always admired, and hoped I could duplicate. She began to respond. She spread her legs, squatting a little more and at last, she put her hands around my head and pulled my mouth in tighter, moving my head up and down to help me with my licking and tonguing motion.
She pulled me away, and bent over and kissed me, like she had never kissed me before-like I'd never been kissed by anyone. She opened my lips and slid her sweet, warm tongue into my mouth, winding it around my own tongue, probing, darting, until I thought I'd go ape. "Let's go into the bedroom and do it right," was all Jo said.
I followed her into the bedroom, and she began to undress me. As she was doing it, she kept on kissing me, my neck, my mouth, my breasts. Then she laid me down on the bed and she crawled on top of me. She fitted her cunt to mine and began a rolling, rubbing motion while she played with my nipples, then began running her fingers up and down over my ass. All the while, she was kissing my ears, then sticking her tongue into my mouth until I began to grow wild with want. When she slid down and spread my legs, I wanted her tongue inside me more than I'd ever wanted anything! She slid her finger inside my wet, throbbing vagina, moving it about expertly, it seemed to me. Then she began tickling and licking my clitoris with her mouth, all the while moving her finger inside me. I propped myself up on my elbows, so I could see her and it added to my enjoyment of it.
Jo was a beautiful girl with a strong, dominant personality, and it seemed to me that, for the first time in my life, I had won her real attention. I'd sort of admired her from afar, and in a way, I had always feared her. Now, here she was, with her total efforts being given over to my pleasure! She was hungry for me, working her tongue in and out, her finger moving inside me, discovering erogenous areas I never knew I had, until I finally had a wild, bursting orgasm. She still stayed there, sucking and using her fingers, meanwhile, masturbating herself with her other hand, until I had a second, much quicker orgasm. But now, I wanted to do all this to her. I pushed her gently away, rolled her on her back and began kissing her mouth and neck, working downward on her lovely body. I used my tongue to wash and sooth the ugly bite marks, then nestled my nose and mouth in the sweet-smelling hair around her cunt. I began licking the outer lips of her box, darting my tongue inside it now and then to touch her clitoris. I ran my finger up inside her vagina, trying to remember the spots inside me that had responded so wildly. I knew I found them by her writhing motions. I settled down to sucking and licking her cunt, trying to bring her the same ecstasy she'd given me. When she came, she grabbed my hair and held my mouth to her cunt, saying over and over: "More, lover, more!"
I was in fo'r a big shock of another sort that day. I asked Jo about the bite marks, and she broke down and told me the whole story. I guess I must have been naive, but I had never suspected that Jo was a lesbian since she was in her early teens! I recalled the extremely close friendship between her and a school chum, and Jo told me that it was this girl who had introduced her to lesbianism. She was still having lesbian sex affairs when she married Cal, and it had led to serious arguments early in their marriage, because of Jo's need for oral sex, right to orgasm. Cal had wanted to lick and suck Jo's cunt as a part of foreplay, and when she continued to insist that he bring her to orgasm that way, he balked. She admitted that after she had an orgasm from his mouth and tongue, she found it difficult to submit to normal sex, with Cat's prick inside her. This was the reason, in fact, for his having bitten her so savagely the night before. They had had a big argument about Cal wanting to get right into Jo, without all the sucking and kissing of her cunt. When she had held out for it, he had begun to bite her-he had even bitten her clitoris, and the lips of her vagina! The argument had ended with Cal warning her that he was going to take her to a psychiatrist, to cure her of her liking for what he called "queer sex!"
It died down for a time, but the coldness between Cal and Jo caused a complete breakdown in their sex relations. Meanwhile, Jo and I continued to make love to each other, although she felt guilty about having introduced me to lesbianism. I told her she hadn't, that I had wanted to kiss her cunt that day, but it didn't help. She began to get nervous and irritable, and she and Cal fought constantly. Finally, he started drinking heavily and staying out nights-all night, sometimes. He told her bluntly that he was fucking any woman he could get, and would go on doing it unless she "straightened out and became a woman."
Admitting that she really did love Cal, Jo eventually went to a psychiatrist and then entered group therapy. I became like a lost, lonely lover that had been jilted. (My lovemaking became less intense, and finally, Jo told me it was all over. I screamed at her that she couldn't do that to me, but she pointed out that she had never made any advances, all those years she had been a lesbian. I went to live with an aunt, in Oakland, California. I went to the University of California at Berkley for one semester. I had a lot of lesbian friends there. Then the hippie crowd started to take over-at least, the bunch that I ran with, and I couldn't go for the bi-sexual bit. I tried sucking a man's cock-I never could allow one to be stuck inside my cunt-but I couldn't make it that way, either. I hooked up with an advertising company, demonstrating appliances in stores across the western states, and I met Laura there. I guess we recognized each other as lesbians from the moment we met. We slept together that very first night and we've been together ever since. We are active in a lesbian society, and we no longer pretend. I never knew how wonderful love could be until I went out into the open with it. I can't help what I am, and wouldn't change it if I could. I doubt if Jo, my sister, has really licked her problem-and it's a problem because she makes it one. She's a bi-sexual, I am positive, and even though she and Cal are living together, I doubt if they are half as happy as Laura and I are. I know, you probably think that I am not qualified to make a judgment, because I've never actually had a man's prick inside me, but you're wrong. I know that sex with a man, even one you might love, can never equal the emotional impact that love from a woman gives. We have women in our society, Daughters of Bilitis, who've been married, and most of them have had men. They can't all be perverted or twisted, can they.
Lesbian love, most experts agree, does provide that extra emotional and even spiritual uplift that Jill refers to. By the very sexual nature of man, he cannot be as gentle, patient and spiritual in his lovemaking as can a woman-at least, not without cultivating the trait. Jill is one of those women who is now leading a productive life, and society can have no quarrel with her. Judged by our normal standards, she is an unfulfilled woman; from hers, she is completely happy. In each of us, there are feminine and masculine genes and factors. In a majority of cases, they remain in proper balance. In a few, such as Jill's case, they are so severely overbalanced that it is sensible to recognize that she very likely is living the best life for her. At least, she seems not to be laden with guilt and knows no frustration in her lesbian role. This, in the final analysis, is what life is all about-happiness, when not at the expense of other human beings.
Prostitution and lesbianism have been believed to be closely intertwined, for many decades. It is difficult to make accurate conclusions in this theory, simply because prostitutes do not talk to researchers, police or psychiatrists, as a rule. However, most prostitutes, whether truthfully or not, relate sad stories of their being driven into prostitution by the brutality of a man, or of several men. If this is true, then medical science knows with certainty that the same conditions and thinking which drive a woman to sell her body, can, and often do, influence her strongly toward lesbianism.
Many prostitutes hate men. This is an accepted fact in psychology. It is also known that human beings cannot live successfully without love. This is a world of checks and balances; actions and reactions. If hate for men exists in a woman, it is almost automatic that strong liking or love for women must eventually appear.
In the following case, we have an opportunity to judge just how much truth there is in many of the statements of lesbians as to the reasons they choose this unnatural way of love and sex. The older of the two sisters is still a working prostitute. She is known to this writer (as she is to many others who do not know her true story) as a photographer's model. She poses for supposed "camera bugs" in a studio in Los Angeles. Police watch these studios carefully, for any indications that one may be a front for prostitution. In them, males come and pay for photographing nude women, either in group activity, or in private rooms. That this is an innocent pastime is questionable, for very little film is sold; the man may bring his own camera or rent one. Since he can pose the model in any position he chooses, one wonders where an amateur would take such film to be developed unless he develops it himself. Be that as it may, Ella talks freely of her activities as a model, a prostitute and a lesbian.
I know it sounds like a sob story, but this is how it started. My mother died when I was 15. My sister was 13, and my older brother was 16 and he left, right after Ma died. My old man was a ass-he always was. From the time I was nine or 10, he was always feeling me up, trying to get me to let him screw me. I know he was doing the same to Julia. When Ma died, I knew damned well what was coming, and he didn't waste any time, either. And before I tell you about that, I might mention that my brother used to make his pitches, too. Always surprising me in the bathroom, feeling my tits and my box, wanting me to suck his cock or let him fuck me. Well, I was screwing, I'll admit, since I was 13, but not my brother or father!
Anyway, Pa took off right from the cemetery on a binge. He never even showed up that first night at all. Imagine, me and Julia, just kids, that first night. Julia cried so hard, I had to let her sleep in my bed with me. My brother wasn't any help-he went out with his gang and I guess he was drinking, too.
Pa came home that second night, and he was mean drunk-not the fall-down kind, like he usually became. Julia was asleep, finally. It was two in the morning, but I was awake. I was scared, I guess. I hadn't heard from my brother all day-we found out later he'd taken off, and I was afraid of what Pa would be like when he did show up.
He came into the bedroom and leaned over my bed. He saw I was awake. He grabbed my arm and dragged me out into the living room. I had on a thin, short nightgown. We are Polish, not that it's got much to do with it, except that my father never would learn to speak English without that heavy accent, even though he was born in this country. When he was drunk, he'd speak half in Polish, half in broken English. I didn't understand a word in Polish, and it used to infuriate him. My mother wasn't Polish, and he must have felt he was an outsider, at times, when nobody understood his language.
"I know you fuck," he started out. "I no dumbbell. I see what go on in car, some nights. Now, Dom need fuck!" like I said, I knew what would be coming from the old bastard, but still, he shocked me with the.bluntness of it.
"You're a pig," I spat at him. Before the words were out of my mouth, he had backhanded me and it knocked me down, making my nose bleed. He picked me up, like I was a baby, and carried me into the bedroom and tossed me on the bed. He began undressing, all the time mumbling about "�you fuck strangers, and you call you old man pig. Well, then a pig should fuck another pig� and you a pig!"
As I said, I'd been getting mine. Ma had been bedridden the last three years of her life, and I used to run around a lot. I always hated school, and I'd quit when I was 14 and worked as a flunky for a wealthy family across town. And, that would be another whole book for you-what people like that expect for a few lousy bucks a week, from the son to the father and even the chauffeur!
I knew it was useless to fight him. He'd only hit me again. I'd seen him beat my mother senseless, when she crossed him. When he got his tool exposed, it was soft. He look it in his hand, jerking it a little, leaning over the bed. "Dom no got hard on," he leered. "But Ella suck it good, like Dom see her suck boy's cock in car, huh?"
He straddled my chest, trying to shove his prick into my mouth, but I kept my teeth clenched and he got mad. He began to slap me, first one hand then the other, until I grabbed his hands and begged him to stop. I told him I'd do it, and he stopped hitting me.
When I took his fat, dirty prick in my mouth, I wanted to throw up or bite it in two, but I was scared. He got hard pretty soon, but he didn't want to come that way. He pulled it out, leaned over and stuck his tongue deep into my mouth, while he dug his nails into my breasts, working his fingers until I wanted to scream. Then he spread my legs, and put his big, calloused finger inside me. He kept mumbling all the time about, "you big woman, like Mary"-that was my mother-"you got nice cunt, good fuck-Dom know. Dom see fucker in car."
His cock was big and stiff, now, and in spite of how I hated the bastard, I found myself getting worked up and hot. I hadn't wanted it in my mouth, but now I began to wonder if a cock that big would be better than the ones I'd been used to. He didn't give me much chance to enjoy it. He was a big pig. He just rammed it into me, pumped away a few times, and shot his load into me! He was so heavy on me when he let down, I could hardly breathe. I managed to roll him off, but he grabbed me by the hair and one breast. "Now, you suck Dom hard again!" He shoved my head down to his slimy cock, all wet and covered with juices from both of us. He was pinching my breast so hard I wanted to scream, or just pass out, but I was too scared to. So I just took that soft, slimy thing into my mouth and sucked it as hard and as fast as I could. While I was doing it, he moved my body around so that my cunt was on top of his face, and he began sticking his tongue and finger into my box.
I'd been screwed, from front and back-not in the ass-hole-but I'd never had anyone lick my box or stick their tongue into it before. After his big cock, his tongue felt good. It was hard to describe-like it was soothing and different. It made me unconsciously work harder on his cock, and he got all excited when I began to move my hips. He put his hands around my ass, running a finger up my ass-hole, but gentle-and we came almost at the same time.
He was different, all of a sudden. He kissed my cunt gently, then ran his tongue all over my ass-hole. I had swallowed his load, and I wanted more of what he'd just done. So I kept on sucking him, and he went right back to cunt-sucking and licking, and this time, I had a wild, full orgasm. It seemed to please him, and he took his cock out of my mouth, turned around, laid me on my back and sucked me again-and another wild, fast come.
We had an unspoken agreement, after that. Twice a week, we would have a sex orgy. And he was the only man I was having, at that time. But I had a purpose. I was working toward the day I could blow that ugly joint. I knew what kind of loving I wanted, and it wasn't his. Sometimes, I'd con him into just sucking my cunt, which always was good, without me having to fuck him or suck him off. I was saving my money, and stealing from him, to get away. I was 16, almost 17, before the time came. Even then, he forced it. I had been screwing the man where I worked, and his son, who was in college, for a twenty every once in awhile, and I was stashing it away, ready for my takeoff.
I came home this one Friday night. It was Dom's payday, and I knew he'd cash his check and get loaded. I had worried about Julia a lot, but was sure that I kept Dom satisfied sexually so that he would lay off her. I found out later that he'd been trying his damnedest to get her to fuck and suck, but she hadn't. She was too scared to tell me, even though I was more like a mother to her now, than an older sister. But, when I stepped into the door, all hell had broken loose! Julia had locked herself in the bathroom, and he was trying to break down the door. He was stark naked, and roaring drunk!
I couldn't think straight. Julia, who was then 16, was crying and pleading with him not to hurt her. Dom was so loaded he hadn't even heard me come in. I grabbed a frying pan from the kitchen stove-it was one of the old-fashioned, iron kind-and I hit him! He fell like a rock, blood streaming from his bald head. I made Julia open the door, and quieted her down enough to make some sense. I told her to pack what she could, and I would do the same. I got my money, and took a hundred and forty bucks out of Dom's pocket, and we left. I called the police from a pay phone, told them he had tried to attack my sister, and I'd hit him. Then we got a bus out of town.
I don't know nor care, to this day, what happened to my father. He was a pig. What I did, I did out of fear, even though at times, I did get some sex kicks from him. It was only when he sucked me, gentle and good, that I ever enjoyed it, and I'm not using that as an alibi, either. lived in a steel town in the Midwest, and Julia and I headed for California. We had more than five hundred dollars when we started out, and I knew I could go to work at something, right away, so we got a fairly nice furnished apartment and I went to work as a waitress, the first week. The second week, Julia got a job as a carhop in a drive-in restaurant, so we were all right, money-wise. I didn't realize just how much I had come to hate men, until I threw a cup of hot coffee into the face of a guy who was pinching my ass, and lost my job. As I was on my way out, Georgia, a sexy redhead that worked there, stopped me and gave me her address and phone number. "Don't worry, kid," she said, "I know how it is. Come on over and see me tonight, and we'll work something out." I'd told her a little about us, how me and Julia were hacking it, and all, and it made me feel good to have at least one adult friend I could talk to.
I called her that night, after checking the want ads for waitress jobs. Julia worked nights until midnight, so when she asked me to come over, I did. I'm not trying to kid myself, nor anyone else. I guess, in my heart, I knew Georgia went for women-and that she went for me, especially. But I knew one thing: I didn't want to go out and be pawed or screwed by any of the jerks in the restaurant who made passes all day long. I often tried to remember how I'd felt when my boyfriends were screwing me, but somehow, I couldn't. All I could remember were the times that Dom had sucked my cunt, gentle and good. If Georgia hadn't started it that night, I guess I might have. She was good-looking, but in a hard, mannish way. Customers at the restaurant didn't fool with her much, she was always blunt and fast-talking with the guys. But when I got to her apartment, she was different. She had her hair fluffed up, her makeup soft, and she was wearing the prettiest, frilliest, sheerest negligee I'd ever seen. I couldn't help but stare at her full, uptilted breasts, with the pink nipples showing so saucily through the filmy material. And she had the nicest thighs and ass-all woman, and beautiful. But the big shock was when I looked at her cunt. She had shaved it! All I could think of, at that moment, was how Julia's twat had looked, before she had pubic hair. I'd read or heard that, when a woman has full, protruding lips on her cunt, it means that she has masturbated a lot, or has had a hell of a lot of fucking, and I wondered, then and there, which had made Georgia's cunt lips stick out so much. She just stood there, smiling, watching my eyes take in her entire body. Then she walked over, put her hands on my cheeks and gave me an open-mouthed kiss.
It awakened all the desires in me. I was glad that she was telling me, with her tongue and her lips, that she was a lesbian! Now, I could have that same sexual thrill that Dom had given me, only it would be better-I just knew it would. Georgia didn't say a word, even when I began to rub my body against hers and feel her shaved pussy. She poured two drinks-martinis-and pointed to the bedroom. I took my drink and found she had laid out a beautiful, sexy negligee for me! I put it on and went back into the living room. She had put out the lights, and had lit two candles.
All I remember was that I thought "This is the way lovemaking should be. Not brutal, like Dom, and other men wanted it. Soft lights, quiet atmosphere, and the warm glow that the martini was imparting." She poured a second martini, and we just sat there, as if we'd planned and rehearsed this whole scene a hundred times. It just felt good. I was completely relaxed, yet, I was alive with anticipation. I studied her lips-full, firm, strong-looking, and I fidgeted, wanting to feel them on my body-and on my cunt.
I was the one that made the first move. I reached over and touched her nipple with my fingers, saying what beautiful breasts she had. I let my hand move down to her cunt. I opened her negligee and ran my fingers over the bare lips, then moved one finger inside and massaged her clitoris. It became hard and insistent, and she leaned over and we kissed again. We set the drinks down and just kissed, running our hands over each other's breasts and buttocks, gradually working off the gowns. When we were naked, we lay there, rubbing our cunts together in gentle rhythm, kissing deeply, massaging each other's nipples and the cheeks of the other's ass. When Georgia put her fingers inside me and worked my clitoris, I was ready to come. But she prolonged it, setting every bit of flesh she touched afire. At last, she spread my legs and began tickling the flesh all around my cunt, with her tongue. I couldn't stand it, and I grabbed her hair and forced her mouth down onto the lips of it. She came into me with her tongue like she was starved. She used her tongue and her fingers to bring me to an orgasm within a minute!
It was sheer joy-so much so that I couldn't wait to get my lips over her vagina, stick my own tongue and fingers up into her, beyond those luscious, naked cunt lips! I changed positions with her, and she guided my tongue with her own fingers. I got a special kick out of that, and licked and sucked her fingers too. I was happy that I could bring her the same thrill she had given me, and I didn't want to stop, even though I knew she'd had two orgasms. She made me stop, and we lay there, having more martinis, kissing, talking, telling each other what was coming in our hearts-love. It was a new thing for me, to love someone sexually, and she was as gentle as could be. I loved her. I wanted to give her happiness, every hour. For the first time in my life, I knew what love was-how it felt.
I stayed all night that night. Julia was frantic, but I called her in the morning and explained. Georgia wanted me to move into her place, but I explained about Julia, and we just agreed to be lovers. Besides, I had to get a job.
I began making the rounds that day, and by the end of the week, I was getting more disgusted and frustrated each moment. All any man seemed to want was some easy lay. Oh, there were plenty of jobs, but they all had that one condition-"some fucking on the side, baby." They didn't come out and say it, but they let you know.
I took one job. It lasted just one night. When the cook, who was part owner of the joint, nailed me in the kitchen after closing, I knew I'd had it. He was brutal. He grabbed my cunt and pinched, like I was supposed to enjoy it, while he held my neck with his other hand and tried some slobbery kisses.
"You're nuts, baby," he said as I was walking out. "You could make twenty times a day what those chintzy tips amount to, if you'd get smart." It bugged me, all the way home. After all, I had been screwed enough times to know that it wasn't half-bad, with the right person. True, it didn't do a tenth for me what Georgia's mouth and tongue did, but, I needed to make some money.
I called the cook next day, told him who I was, and asked him what he would pay to sleep with me. He surprised me when he blurted out, "Baby, fifty bucks a crack would be reasonable, with that body." I told him to come over, and bring his money. Inside a half-hour, he was there. But I wanted to find out some other things, so I played it as if we had a date. I maneuvered it so that he was dying to suck my cunt, long before we fucked. And, it was good-not as good as Georgia (any woman is always better, because she knows the spots to work on,) but he was as good as Dom. In fact, he loosened me up so that when he shoved it into me, it wasn't too bad. He wanted me to suck him off, but I wouldn't until he offered me double. I just did what I had to. I closed my eyes and sucked as fast and hard as I could, until he came. I spit it out, and when he wanted to kiss me again on the cunt, I let him.
That was my first commercial sex. I never did look for a job after that. My big problem was telling Georgia, and especially Julia, what I was doing, and what I'd determined I'd keep on doing.
Georgia was furious. I didn't have to tell Julia for a time, but Georgia came on like gangbusters. We had the wildest sex orgy ever, that first night I'd fucked a man for money. She stormed, cried, pleaded with me to abandon this crazy idea, and come and let her take care of me. I assured her that it was just for money, and that my real love was hers, and we finally settled on my going on as a prostitute, or call girl, or whatever you call it, but she would be my lover. She was possessive, from the start, and very jealous. But I didn't realize the lengths she would go to protect her love from me. She got half loaded one night and went down to the drive-in where Julia worked. She spilled the whole story to Julia. When Julia came home that night, she was pale and upset, not knowing how to bring up the subject. I knew something was bothering her, so I asked her point-blank.
"Are you a lesbian-and are you a call girl?" She came out bluntly. I just nodded, but I walked over and put my arms around her, telling her I could explain. She pushed me away.
"I know what you're going to say," she cried. "Tell me all about that pig of a father, and how he made you what you are. Well, I've got news for you! Every rotten thing he did to you, he did to me! The sucking, the screwing, the letting him suck my cunt! And you don't see me out fucking those others pigs for money. I'd rather push cokes and hamburgers till I drop, than let those filthy pigs fuck me!"
I don't know how to tell you what was racing through my mind. She was telling me that she'd been used by my filthy father, just as I had. But there was something else in her eyes, and in her voice. She was telling me, I knew instinctively, that she wanted and needed the same kind of love I had-the kind that Georgia had provided. Maybe she didn't even know it, but Julia also wanted lesbian love. She was crying and I was crying. We almost automatically moved into each other's arms, murmuring and blubbering apologies and endearments. Then, our mouths found each other's, and the moment I felt her tongue come into my mouth, I knew that actually, Julia and I were more than just sisters by blood, we were sisters under the skin-sisters in desire and need! Once our hearts were laid bare, it went as smoothly as it had with me and Georgia. She began to murmur, 'Oh, Ella, I've wanted you to love me for so long, but you never would. I wanted to reach out and just touch you, kiss you, beg you to love me-but I was always afraid. Love me now, Ella, love me all over, every way."
We stayed up all night that night, talking of our father, the pig. She told me that our brother had also fucked her, when she was only 10, and that he had often sucked her cunt, after that, and made her suck his cock. We let out all the stored up anger and need, that night. We kissed and caressed every part of the other's body. Georgia was forgotten, and later, I faced her with the truth-I was in love with Julia. Georgia agreed to take whatever love I could give, when I could give it, but it didn't last long. She hooked up with an older woman, and we eventually lost track of each other. Julia and I were in seventh heaven. I found it easy to pick up three hundred dollars a week, and, over my arguments, Julia eventually became a prostitute also. Things were going fine for us, for over a year. We paid bellboys, taxi drivers, anyone-to steer suckers to us. We played it safe, though-only a phone number, until we made sure the guy was all right. Then, this guy suggested the modeling bit. It's as safe a way to contact customers as can be, and it's all legal.
I was flabbergasted and forlorn, when Julia took off. She just left a note. She had fallen in love with another prostitute we both knew, and went to New York City. I was at loose ends for a long time, so long that I got desperate enough to start hanging around The-, a lesbian bar in Hollywood. But they were too commercial, too blunt and brassy for me.
I'm still loose and still looking. When I find someone like Julia, I'll settle down again for some real loving. Meantime, I know a few good one-night-stands-a couple of the other girls who work at the same studio go the route, but there's nothing permanent. Meantime, I guess I'm lucky. I can always get a John to go down on my cunt. When I do, I just close my eyes and pretend it's a woman-maybe Julia."
That the brutal Dom, the father, was responsible for this, is unquestionably true, but he is not entirely to blame. Recall, if you will that Ella (and later Julia) was able to endure sex with a male, even though she did insist that the men perform cunnilingus on her as a prelude to regular male-female intercourse. This indicates strongly that, given the right circumstances, the right approach from the right man, both of these women could conceivably enjoy a good sex life-perhaps even a marriage. If the husband of either were understanding, and willing to perform cunnilingus to orgasm, a sound basis could emerge for a solid relationship.
But the basic hate that both feel for men, and the fact that they consider prostitution an "easy" living, precludes any such happening in each case. Again, each girl is fooling herself that she can attain full sexual satisfaction only from a woman. That either would seek professional help is improbable. They have deliberately slanted their lives toward lesbianism, and a great amount of self-pity is involved in this case. Neither woman has ever honestly given heterosexual love a chance. They base their opinion of heterosexual love on the irrational, brutal and unfeeling attitudes of a father who was at best, little more than a beast.
It is only conjecture, of course, on the part of those who know of these women, and their background, but most agree that "if'-and it is only that-either or both of them should ever discard the hard veneer of hate they wear, and look at an attractive, honest and understanding male, they might yet assume a normal man-woman relationship and abandon their lives of prostitution and lesbianism. The chances, however, are very slim.
Briefly, the story of Betty, whose aunt led her into lesbianism. When she was 16, Betty's parents died. She went to live with an aunt, whom we'll call Helen. Betty was an introvert, extremely religious and shy, and she was unhappy with her aunt, who was a widow, and a swinger.
After three months, Betty stated that she wanted to enter a convent and become a nun. Since the aunt was protestant (actually, she was much more an atheist) this horrified her. She would have no part of it. Instead, she insisted that her niece join her in "Living it up," as she put it.
Betty lackadaisically went along with the idea, but she did insist that she attend an all-girl Catholic school. Betty quickly made friends at the school, especially two close ones, with whom she often spent evenings, and whom she invited to stay at her house. Unfortunately, both these girls were lesbians, and in a way, were the leaders of campus rebellions at school, advocating sexual freedom, the abolishment of "stuffy, outdated uniforms" and freedom of speech and action, to the ultimate degree of license.
Aunt Helen welcomed these girls with glee. They seemed to want all the things that she desired and, surprisingly enough, for Catholic girls, they seemed very modern and progressive. In fact, they were so much so, that Aunt Helen invited the girls to make her home their headquarters, any time they chose.
Betty became uncomfortable in the presence of all three. She felt, as she puts it, "Like a complete square-a fuddy-duddy." But that was soon to change.
Although they were minors, and she was responsible, Helen often served cocktails to the girls. One weekend, when they were all out by the pool, both Celia and Corinne, the two friends of Betty, drank too many cocktails. Helen wasn't far behind, and, in the spirit of fun, one of the girls suggested that they go swimming in the nude. Helen, Corinne, and Celia promptly proceeded to strip and cavort in the water, but Betty, who had had a lesser amount of alcohol, retained her bathing suit.
As the alcohol flowed and the day wore on, Betty was stripped of her suit, and joined in the merrymaking. Toward sundown, all four females ended up in the bedrooms, sprawled out naked, sleeping off the effects of too much liquor. Betty was out like a light, because she had consumed far more than was normal for her to handle gracefully. In her own words:
I awoke to a pleasant sensation. I couldn't identify it, at first. I was a virgin, and although I had masturbated a little, I don't think I knew what an orgasm really felt like. I lay there, slowly realizing that someone was playing with my private parts. I was enjoying it, and I realized gradually that someone had their tongue inside me, and was grasping my fanny cheeks. I was astonished, then afraid to look to see which of the three it was. Finally, I started to buck and pitch, as whoever it was hit the right spot inside my vagina. I looked down and just as I exploded in my first real orgasm, I saw the smiling eyes of my aunt staring at me, her mouth working busily on my vagina. We had two double beds in my room, and I looked over and saw Corinne and Celia, upside down, so they could lick and suck the other's vagina.
I'm not a dummy. I quickly decided that I liked what was happening. I'd seen both the girls naked before, but never had seen Aunt Helen completely nude. I guess I was more surprised at her than at the others. Before I had time to really think, Aunt Helen had crawled around, and was straddling my face. I remember how I began to get all eager and hot, when I looked up and saw that large, wet vagina so near to my mouth. I also could see her ass-hole, and, oddly enough, it excited me, in a strange way. In fact, I propped myself up and began licking her ass-hole first, gradually working my way down to the wide-spread lips of her cunt. She was licking and sucking, and running a finger up inside my anus, or ass-hole, if that's clearer-and I wanted to get my mouth on the lips of her cunt. I wanted to get my tongue darting inside. She let herself settle slowly and gently on my face, and I went to work. She knew how to control her own cunt, while she brought me to orgasm, and we came together, writhing and wiggling in delight so that we actually rolled off the bed! We sat there, laughing, watching the other two come to a mutual orgasm. I guess I had a little hangover, (I've learned since that I'm exceptionally hot when I have a hangover) because, suddenly, I wanted to do it again-but with either Celia or Corinne.
I was astounded that night at the many ways a woman can satisfy another woman. I also learned that my aunt had been a lesbian since before my uncle died. She had dildos (imitation penises which can be strapped to the hips of a female and serve as a penetrating device), and she showed us how to masturbate using many common things, like candles, wieners, a banana, and Helen even used a cucumber!
We had a lot of lesbian orgies after that, but I began to wonder why all the gimmicks, when there were so many men around who were panting to get their dick into a woman. When I asked Aunt Helen, she laughed and said, "Go ahead, sweetie, try them."
It wasn't hard to take her up on it. The family that lived next door had two boys, both in their early 20's, who had been asking me for dates for months. I accepted one with the youngest, Ron, a blonde, good-looking animal. I'd seen him in swim trunks, and I knew that his tool would be big and hard-better than any of the devices Aunt Helen preferred.
My first screw was in his car. He began to fool around right off the bat, and by the time we pulled into his garage, I was as hot as I've ever been, from his fingers inside me and his kisses and fondling of my nipples. I don't know if I was trying to prove something or not, but when he took my panties off in the back seat, and I spread my legs wide, I know I wanted him-his cock, not his kissing of my cunt. He didn't disappoint me. He was gentle, as he slid the tip of it into my wet, eager box, but once he was certain it was going to be all right, he rammed that thing home so that every thrust made me almost come. When he finally made me come, at the same time he did, I knew that, good as lesbianism was, I still liked a man screwing me.
I've never changed my mind. I have a good job with a firm of lawyers, and I enjoy my sex where I find it. If you'd ask me to honestly tell you which I enjoy most, the loving of a woman or a man, I'd have to say: both equally. I will say this: without using any gimmicks like dildos, a man is able to give a woman many more times what a woman can-ifhe cares enough to take it easy, and not be just a ramrod. I mean, a man doing cunnilingus on a woman can be as satisfying and thrilling as a woman, under the right conditions. But, and this is straight-a dildo, cucumber, candle-none of them can compare to a good stiff prick, when it comes to the fucking part.
So, call me a bi-sexual. That's what I am. Once I kicked that religion bit, and started to enjoy life, the way we are made to, I began to live.
Aunt Helen? She died and left me quite a bit of money, and the house I was telling you about. Help? Who needs help? I don't owe the world a thing, and they don't owe me. I don't hurt anybody-maybe I don't give a hell of a lot, but I don't take, either. I'm happy as I am. What more can anyone ask? I have men-I like to have women, too. And I'll tell you this: There are a hell of a lot more people around like me-men and women-than you squares care to admit to!

Chapter 7

A FAMILY AFFAIR

In multiple incest cases, facts must be faced. Thus, regardless of whether or not we like it, the fact is glaringly obvious that most such incest cases take place in low-income, poverty-ridden families. Records prove also that, in almost all cases, these low-income groups are most common in the minority racial groups; doubtless because poverty and deprivation are more common to racial minorities. Therefore, these cases must be given in context, with no aspersions being cast upon the racial group involved. Because such low-income groups cannot afford psychiatric or hypnotic therapy, it is obvious that the records must be taken from police records, welfare files and newspaper accounts. Few firsthand accounts are available, and we are again indebted to Mary Ross for much of the information contained in these cases of multiple incest.
Neighbors are the first to know that something is wrong about a family, but they are usually the last ones to call the authorities or try to constructively help correct such a situation.
In the case cited below, the original alert came from the welfare investigator involved, a young male.
I began to wonder what was going on when I stopped for my usual monthly call at the Gonzales household. (Name fictitious.) The family consisted of the mother, a woman of 39, two sons, ages 19 and 17, and four daughters, ages 15, 13, 10 and seven-and, I suspected, a man who was not the father of the children, nor the husband of the mother.
Carmen, the youngest girl, was a sweet, innocent little thing whom I'd come to like very much. I am a Mexican, and I often used to boil over at the silly adoption laws which would allow a child like this to become the victim of poverty and deprivation, while my wife and I, who can't have any kids of our own, can't make the grade with the adoption bureau, for a variety of reasons-all of them economic. I know we could give this child love and a nice home-the very two things she did not have.
I stopped to talk with Carmen, in the yard, and she proudly held up a shiny quarter, claiming: "It's mine to spend on anything I want!" She was so proud and happy, that I got out another dime to go with her riches, and I gave it to her.
She took it shyly, then stood looking at me. Finally she said, "Shall I do you now, to earn the dime like I earned the quarter?" I asked her what she had done to earn the quarter, and she innocently told me that she had "put a peter in her mouth!" It turned out that she had performed fellatio on the man who was living with her mother. I took advantage of her naivete and questioned her at length. From her account, and later evidence given by her mother, Consuela, a story unfolded which is-ugly and dirty-yet, which I believe occurs a dozen times daily in the slums of every city!
The story is picked up here by the mother's s; account which was given the police. In her own word
I was married when I was 15, to Juan, a young, muscular and handsome laborer. We were both born here in Los Angeles, but neither of us finished high school. We don't even speak good English, but all of the children speak it real good.
When Juan leave, Luiz, he help me with money and food. Juan cannot be here, the welfare people say. Luiz, he is good to the children. Sometimes, Juan come home, but he no stay.
(Consuela evidently had no idea that Luiz was running a veritable harem at the Gonzales place, getting sex of all sorts, from the entire family, from mother to youngest daughter!)
I no blame Juan, when he leave. He sick, and can not work, but the welfare will not give money if he is here. What can he do? He leave, so kids and me can eat. And, yes-I go to bed with Luiz. I am still a woman, and he treat me nice. Why can I not be a woman with a man. My Juan, he is gone.
Piece by piece, the authorities welded the story together and the juvenile authorities were called on to care for the younger children. Here are some of the statements made by various members of the Gonzales family:
CARMEN: (the youngster who had been so delighted over earning a whole quarter for sucking the penis of Luiz:) "I like Tio Luiz. He is nice to me, and sometimes to mama, too, because I see him kiss her, too, like he kisses me." (Under further questioning, it was determined that she was referring to being kissed between the legs.) "And he is good to my sisters, too. He kiss them a lot, like he kiss me and mama. And sometimes, he lay on them and kiss them-and he give them money."
FELIPE, 19, a gas-station employee-part-time: "I give ten a week at home. When the old man walked out, I made it fifteen. I only get thirty a week after taxes-twenty-four dollars. Hell, I got to have some life of my own. Nobody else works-why should I be the only one. And, when Maria-she's 15-quit school and went to work for that florist, who was it that watched out for her? Who found out that she was sleeping with the bastard? Me! But what the hell could I do?"
But the blockbuster was still to be dropped. The authorities continued to question the family, but at the same time, there was still the grim business of living for this miserable, seemingly helpless family. Consuela, still hoping that her family would surmount all these difficulties, kept on playing games with Luiz and with her husband, when he showed up for a little sex, or to borrow money. Then, Consuela revealed in testimony, that Luiz was, in fact, her blood brother! He had tried to seduce or rape all three of his nieces; only Maria refusing to have intercourse with him, although she was sleeping with her employer, in order to keep her job. Luiz had a good thing going for him; even hardened authorities were appalled at the terms of his help with the family support.
It ultimately developed that Luiz had had sexual relations with his sister, Consuela, from the time she was ll, and the first condition of his helping was that he be able to have intercourse with her whenever and wherever he chose-either at her place, or his two-room apartment, five blocks away. Hear her story (with the broken English polished up).
I not want my children hungry. I think: after all, Luiz and me have fucking before. I cannot work. Luiz have good job, driving truck. Besides, I need man in bed. Many times, butcher, storekeeper, milkman-they all fuck me, for money to pay bill, so-why not with Luiz?
But Luiz was sharper than that. He had riper fruit to pick in his three oldest nieces, 15,13, 10. And, he could have a ball with even the youngest, Carmen, aged seven! And he did. He was a stud, and after he would have intercourse with Consuela, he would in turn, go to the four girls, all of whom shared one bedroom, in bunk beds.
Let the 13-year-old tell her story:
Tio Luiz would give me a little money. I knew then, that he would be after me that night. But I was afraid if I did not let him do what he wanted, he would leave us, like my father did, and we would be hungry again.
He would come into the room, and always, he would stop at the bed of Maria, my sister. First, Maria-but always, she put him off. I think he wanted us to see, so we would be shamed. Then, me-but not the same. He would take out his thing-and he would put it in my mouth. I would suck it until all the liquid came out, then he would get down between my legs and stick his tongue into me, grunting and moaning until I made believe I had come. But, I didn't mind it so much, because he was gentle with me, like my brother Manuel and like my poppa had been! But I did not like it when he made Margarita do this for him. He would sometimes stick his thing inside me, but with Margarita, he would make her roll over on her stomach, and he would poke his big thing up her rear-up the hole, all the way. I would hear her moan, and sometimes she would holler out, but she would bury her cries in her hands and just let him do it.
Carmen-poor little Carmen-he did not hurt. All he would do was kiss her between the legs and stick his finger inside her, until she would wiggle with delight. Then he would take out his thing and make her put it in her mouth. She didn't know any better, and she tried so hard to please him-I could kill him.
But there was more. All four girls had been either molested or physically seduced by both older brothers! Felipe, the older brother, was a regular on marijuana, and had often introduced his two oldest sisters to it. While they were in the intoxicated and elated state, he had performed cunnilingus on each of them, and had had intercourse with them. Each had also performed fellatio on him, at various times.
Maria, the oldest girl, seemed to take this as a matter of course. She told juvenile authorities that she had been raped by her brother when she was 12, and had had intercourse with her father, but not with her uncle, since she was 14! To her, it was a way of existing, yet, she too, was disturbed when she saw Luiz going after the younger sister.
When arrested on several counts of statutory rape, child-molestation, contributing to the delinquency of minors, etc., Luiz told a newspaperman: "So, a pussy is a pussy. A soft, wet mouth is still a good feeling.
So-they happen to be related. Should I pass up a good chance, and let the other wolves in the neighborhood get all the good things?" Luiz was later sentenced to a mental institution, after he attacked a young boy and sodomized him, at the county jail, while awaiting trial for his female offenses.
Felipe, when the scandal broke, like his father before him, fled. Manuel, the second oldest boy, was almost as brazen as his Uncle Luiz. He actually saw nothing wrong in the sexual exploitation of his sisters, merely because he had been aware of the incestuous relations that had taken place between his father and them, and between his uncle, and the sisters, plus-Manuel had watched his mother and his uncle having sex relations many times, even while his father was still around!
In the light of such incidents, it is a marvel that more of the minority groups do not become criminals-that more of the girls do not turn to prostitution, or more of the young men turn to narcotics or the peddling of women, or even crimes of violence.
The mother, Consuela, is to be blamed to a great degree, partly because of her utter lack of morals, not only personally, but where her children were concerned.
She is one of those rare creatures who has learned the art of survival at all cost. A full belly is her aim in life, at whatever price. However, in defense of this woman, it may be pointed out that she is illiterate, ignorant, and selfish.
It is arguable as to whether the father's desertion was beneficial or tragic to the family, in the light of the revelations concerning his sexual perversions and actual incest with his daughters. Again, we can only theorize as to what conditions might have been like, had this father had a well-paying job; had he been able to provide a home for his family outside the slums; had he had the spare money to allow a normal outlet for his emotions.
The four girls are still salvageable. All were removed from the custody of the mother and from the influence of Manuel and Felipe, should that individual appear on the scene again. How deep do the first scars go? Will the younger ones, Carmen and Margarita, be able to shake off the effects of this dismal introduction to the important function of sex, which we are taught to dream of as being interlaced with the magic potion of love?
These are questions which even the most learned researchers cannot answer. Only these girls will be able to answer them for themselves. Perhaps each of them will meet a man who is far different than Tio Luiz, Manuel, Felipe, and the departed father.
Once, family incest on a total basis, was a joke, told about and attributed to backwoodsmen, ignorant, comical characters who didn't know right from wrong when it came to sex. Today, sociologists tell us that the crowded urban and city areas produce more total-family incest than most would believe.
There is agreement that, for such abandoned incest to take place, there must be certain factors present in combination: among them, poverty, ignorance, low education and mentality. That these are in the roots of many slum families today, in abundance, is undeniable. Here is the story of a Negro family whom we shall call "The Jones Family."
Lucy Jones was arrested on a charge of prostitution for the fourteenth time in three years! In most of her previous court appearances, she was fined lightly, put on probation, or the case dismissed for lack of evidence. But in this rare instance, Lucy's customer appeared against her as a witness. He was a vice squad officer, and Lucy had tried to rob him.
Lucy is 20, attractive, shapely, but with signs of the eventual end of the professional already showing. She has much to offer a man, whether he be customer or lover, but the one thing Lucy does not have anymore is a dream. Maybe she never really did. Read her story, and see if you could hang onto anything as elusive as a dream of love. Or, even a dream that somewhere, in this wide world, there is even a dream of decency.
Talk about it? Why not? It happened, and the thing today is-tell it like it is, baby. I'm a whore. And I ain't ashamed of it anymore. At least I give a trick something for his money, and that's a hell of a lot more than most of the hustlers I know. What else could I do to make any decent money? I had to quit school when I was 13, to help support a family of eight, after my father left. I don't hold any bitterness towards him-not for leaving, anyway. I wish to hell he'd have left long before he made a fucking machine out of me and my sisters. He never did work, that I remember. He hustled around a poolroom; running errands for a bookie and a numbers cat; racking balls, hustling young kids for quarters-but no regular job. We were on welfare for as long as I could remember, but even then, he had to leave, or we couldn't get any help. If the man in the family is living there, they have some jazz about no money being given. What the hell else could my old man do but cut out Maybe, in his own way, he did care enough about us kids and Ma to at least do that.
I had my first fuck when I was 12, but I'd been sucked and fingered a long time before that-regular. In fact, I can't even remember when it was that I first had a man suck my cunt and finger-fuck me. I do remember the first time I had it shoved up my ass. It was when I was 10, and my older brother-he's dead, now-did it to me.
My father was away, then, and we were on welfare. There was a man who ran a little store on the corner, and he used to coax me to let him play with my cunt-he'd finger me and lick it, and I'd let him put his cock in between my legs-just rubbing it, not putting it in. He'd give me candy and cookies and stuff to eat, and believe me, I was hungry.
One day, he told me he'd give me a whole dollar if I let him put his prick in my mouth. Hell, for that much money, I'd have let his whole family do it.
I don't think I was scared. I was too used to having my body used for sex. Kids at school-even one girl-had felt me up every day, it seemed, and the boys were always running their fingers into my snatch, goosing me, putting my hand on their cocks and all that jazz. And my brother and father were always after me, finger-fucking and feeling and coaxing me to jerk them off or suck them off-and, remember, I was only 10.
This storekeeper just took me in the back room and took out his big, hard cock. He sat down on a bench and I knelt between his legs. He made me take off my clothes first, and while I was sucking his cock, he was trying to tickle my cunt with his toe-he had his shoes off. I remember it tasted kind of sour, at first, but after I got used to the size of it, it wasn't too bad. Towards the end, when he was pushing hard on the back of my head with his hands, I sort of enjoyed it, and when he shot into my mouth, I just swallowed it. He wanted me to do it some more, but I wouldn't, so he laid me on the floor and he sucked my cunt while he played with his prick. He shot again, and he made me feel awful good when he plunged his tongue in and out of me, rubbing hard against my good spots. If a 10-year-old can come, I did.
I used to do it for him all the time after that. He tried to get it into me, but it was too big, and I cried, so he stopped trying that. And he gradually cut down on the amount, until at the last, I was getting only a dime or fifteen cents. But he always gave me lots of good things to eat.
Then one day, while I was going down on him good, in walked my brother, Hal. You'd think maybe he would have beat the hell out of the old guy, but he didn't. Instead, he just stood there, grinning like a fool, and he said to the scared old man: "Might as well finish it, Mr. Billum, 'cause it's gonna cost you plenty." And, believe it or not, we did. Hal made the storekeeper give him five dollars, right then, and he made him agree to give him five dollars a week from then on. You'd think he'd have thought about me, but Hal was thinking of Hal. In fact, he rang my 13-year-old sister, Ella, in on the deal, and upped the ante to ten dollars a week. It was a couple of nights after Hal caught me blowing the old storekeeper's cock that he tried it with me. I was coming home from school and he met me a couple of blocks from home. He knew there would be a mob around the house, so he waylaid me and took me to a garage that a bunch of the boys used as a clubhouse. He had it all arranged so nobody would be there.
"Okay, baby," he said, unbuckling his pants, "now you just give old Hal the same kind of blow job you give that crazy old man at the store. No nonsense, or I beat the livin' hell out of you." When he took it out, it was soft, but he jerked it a little, while he stuck his finger in my cunt, and it got pretty hard. I was always afraid of him, and by that time, sucking a cock didn't really bother me, so I just went to work on him. He made me lay down on my back, while he straddled my face, and he actually fucked me in the mouth, with hard, fast pushes. He came in a minute or so, and I had to swallow his come, because he still kept on pushing it down my throat.
After awhile, he got up and told me to stay the way I was. He straddled me, and tried for a couple of minutes, to shove his cock into my cunt. He rolled me over and tried it from the back, but it just wouldn't go in. He was going nuts from trying, and he kept on jerking off all the while. He got up and told me to stay put-on my face. He went to the sink and lathered up his hands with soap, and rubbed it all over his cock. While he was doing it, his cock got all hard and stiff and he came over, rubbed some soapsuds around my cunt and my ass-hole, and then he knelt over me again.
He didn't even try to get inside my cunt. Instead, he shoved his prick up into my ass-hole. It hurt like hell and I hollered, but he just lowered his weight down on me and kept pumping it in.
Hal didn't have a feeling of mercy in his body. He just went on, almost every day, making me suck him off or letting him fuck me in the ass-often, both. Once in awhile, he would lick my snatch, but he never had any patience, and I often used to have to masturbate afterwards. In spite of everything, I used to get hot when he would do things to me.
I think that by the time I was 12, I must have been really asking for a real fuck. My old man came home, this one Saturday. He showed up a couple of times a month, in the open, but he sneaked in some nights late to screw the old lady and, I found out later, two of my sisters. He had a big fight with Hal, over money, and when he knocked Hal down, my brother kept mouthing off dirty things about how his sisters were cheap cocksuckers and whores. He even named names like the storekeeper, Mr. Billum, and some of his friends that he used to sell us to. My daddy threw him out, but that night, he took me for a walk. He said he wanted to talk to me about what Hal had told him. We went to a little park-like strip of grass, with some bushes and trees, and he asked me right out if I'd been fucking and sucking. I told him the whole story, right up to the night before, when Hal and a friend of his had double-fucked me-Hal in the ass while his friend was having me blow his cock.
You'd think a father would be wild with rage, but not mine. All it did was get him hot as hell. I could see his pants swelling, and at the end, he put his hand on my one tit, unzipped his pants and took out his cock. "So my Lucy is all growed up," he said, playing with his cock. "How about being nice to your daddy?"
I didn't have any choice. He pulled my head down and forced his cock into my mouth. I admit, I didn't fight. I was afraid of him, too. So I gave him a real blow job. When he came, and I swallowed it, he like to went wild. He took my pants off and began to finger-fuck me with one hand while he jerked himself hard again with his other. Then he spread my legs, knelt between them and shoved his cock in. He was like Hal, no mercy or thought about me. But he had almost made me come with his finger, and it felt good to have a cock inside me. He was hitting places that Hal and the others had never reached with their fingers or tongues. And he put his hands up under my ass and lifted me up so his prick went in real good. When he came real quick, I hadn't come yet, so I kept on working my ass and my cunt muscles, and he got another hard on and kept right on plunging it in. I came real good, and when he went soft after he came once more, I started sucking his cock again.
After that, he used to come over to see me a couple of times a week. At least, he was a little gentle and sometimes, he would give me a little money-a quarter or fifty cents.
Hal was running with a tough gang, and he knew I'd finally had it in my cunt and he organized a regular "trade" for me, from among his gang. I was making about ten or fifteen dollars a week when I was 12-as a low-class prostitute.
Then I got gonorrhea from one of those jerks. I didn't know anything about things like that, but it hurt like hell and I went to the school nurse. She guessed right away, and sent me to a doctor. That blew the whole story out in the open. Hal just took off. We never saw him again. He went to Detroit and was killed there when he and another kid smashed up a car they had stolen.
They put me in a detention home for six months, and that was worse than being on the streets-except that the food was better. But the girls in there were wild. They had mostly women attendants who were sort of honor-roll inmates, and they were perverts from the word go. It was on a farm-like place, and there were about ten men who worked the place and did repairs, that sort of stuff. Nights, these women would let these guys in for screwing and sucking, and they would beat the hell out of any girl who didn't go along with it. Some of them were lesbians-that was my first contact with the female cunt suckers, and I found that it didn't make much difference, one way or another. I came just as good whether it was with a man or a woman's tongue in my snatch. One big bitch used a dildo on me, and although it wasn't quite as good as a real prick, I found that I could come all right with it.
Believe it or not, I was making out like crazy in that joint. When I got out, the judge had found a foster home for me, and I stayed there for almost five months. It was a preacher and his wife, and they treated me good, but there were plenty of other wolves that knew what kind of girls lived at his place, and they were always after me and the other four girls.
I was 13, then, but I looked 17 or 18, and I knew every trick in the book about sex. We had a lot of freedom, but I wasn't happy. I didn't do good in school, except for art and sewing-things like that.
This one man teacher-he was white-kept making me stay after school to teach me better reading ways. He was about 40,I guess, and he was extra nice to me. Then, one afternoon, he locked the door to the classroom and made his big pitch: I knew it was coming, because he was always brushing his hands against my ass and cunt, or feeling my breasts in a sneaky way. I'd never had a white man, and I guess I wondered what it would be like. I played right up to him, and he laid me right on the floor. He was crude, like all the rest, grinning like crazy and saying how he'd never had a "chocolate" baby. He surprised me when he went right to work, eating my snatch. I'd been without any sex for a long time, and I enjoyed it. I liked it even better when he worked around to a sixty-nine position, so I could blow his dick while he was sucking my cunt.
He used a rubber when he fucked me, and before I went home, he had arranged to have a sex session a couple of times a week. He was a bachelor, and we never did it in school after that. We used his car, or his apartment. Funny, but nobody ever caught on, and in a few weeks, they let me go home to my family. Things were even worse for them, without Hal's few bucks, and I quit school and got a work permit and went to work in a garment factory.
I was only there a week, when I already had three guys who were paying me five dollars a throw for fucking and sucking. Finally, I just quit the job, got a room, and went straight prostitute. I made out good from the beginning. I never made less than a hundred a week and I used to sneak at least thirty-five of that to my family.
I know now that all this jazz about "reforming" a girl or a boy that has gone bad, often through no fault of their own, like in my case-it's a lot of horseshit. From the first, everybody knew what I was. Nobody ever treated me as if I could ever change-but worse, nobody ever even thought that I might want something else in life besides fucking and sucking.
When I was 18, I married this fellow. He was white-and in a week, he was selling me all over town, beating the hell out of me, and grabbing all the dough for himself. I cut out. I never did get a divorce, but it doesn't matter: I'd never marry anyone again, white or black. I do all right on my own. I'm a whore, that's all. I take the "busts" from the cops, pay my fines, do my time, and move around.
I've stopped kidding myself. That's all I'll ever be. I'm not going to wind up in some gutter, though, or have to suck some guy's cock for food money, when I'm older. I put money away every week-at least fifty, and one of these days, I'll just cut out for some town where nobody ever heard of me, and I'll open a little shop of some kind. Then I'll tell the whole, lousy world to take a flying fuck for themselves!
Lucy, of her own accord, sees a vague "retirement" to a little shop of some kind. She fails to realize that she is not equipped to engage in any business, because of her lack of education. Chances are that if she does make her "dream" come true, some person will con her out of every nickel she has; then, Lucy will automatically resort to her former trade.
Although somewhat typical of prostitutes from minority and poverty groups, Lucy is highly different from the average prostitute in that she was forced into this way of life. Most prostitutes and calls girls become what they are by choice, in spite of the many sob stories which some still use on the sucker trade.
Lucy has had herself rendered incapable of having children; thus, she eliminates a major chance to find a measure of happiness through possible marriage and motherhood. It would be nice to be able to end this account happily, by saying that Lucy is on her way to attaining her wished for goal; but statistics are too heavily against this girl. The patterns are too ingrained; the cards stacked too much against her. Lucy will probably always be what she is: a cheap, hopelessly entangled whore, whose roots were founded in incest.
In cases of multiple family incest, many quickly jump to conclusions as to the relative morality of certain minority groups. Some of the most scholarly comparisons, however, have been made in recent years by those who engage in the study of the various cultures of mankind. Overcrowding, poverty, lack of educational and recreational opportunities surely do contribute to the incidence of incest; however, psychiatric and medical records show, more and more, that incestuous relations spring from much deeper causes that are buried within the structure of the human being.
Freud, although he has many detractors and refuters, must have been close to the truths, in his Oedipus and other parent-related complexes. As one proof, we offer the story of 14-year-old Janet and her brother, Reg. They are from a wealthy family; the father is head of a large manufacturing corporation, with an income of more than one hundred thousand dollars a year. They want for nothing. In fact, according to their own testimony, they had a surfeit of material things, and ultimately became victims of a constantly-rising disease in today's America: boredom.
I knew Mom and Dad were in this swinging, wife-swapping, sex-orgy bunch, almost from the beginning. Reg, my brother, knew it too. I'd had sex a couple of times, and I know Reg was having his regular ass from the girls he ran with. Why not? He has his own car, plenty of money, he's good at sports and-neither of our parents laid down any rules about anything-so long as we stayed out of trouble with the law.
So, I barged in on this swinging affair this night at our house. I was supposed to be at the movies, then stay at a girl friend's house all night. I had my own key and came in the back way. It was like a dirty book: men sucking other men's pricks; women going down on each other; daisy chains-like, way-out. Maybe it should have made me sick to my stomach, but instead, I thought what the hell, I might as well have some fun too. I went to my room, stripped to the skin and went downstairs.
The first one to spot me was this guy who was my dad's right-hand man. He's married, got five kids and a real sharp wife, but he'd let me know a couple of times that he'd like to get into me. The only thing that stopped him was fear of my father. But he saw me, and he got up off a fat, homely old dame who was giving him a blow job, and he grabbed me. He was a little drunk, but not too. He just flopped me on the floor and spread my legs, kneeling down between them. Then he shouted out: "Anyone who would stick a cock into this would be prosecuted for breaking the pure food act!"
Then he spread the lips of my cunt and really ate me. He was really something, and I came real quick. In a funny way, I got an extra bang out of all the people that were watching. Half of them didn't know whose daughter I was. After I came, another older guy pushed this character away and he went to town. He had the biggest cock I'd ever seen, and I admit, when he came over, waving it, I was a little scared. But he got me all hot, too, and when he stuck it into me, I thought I'd flip. He was terrific!
When my father came down from upstairs-a private session with two other men-and saw me, he blew his top! He busted the party up, then and there. My mother was in the den, with two men and another woman, and she didn't even know what had happened until my father busted in on them and told them to get the hell out.
You ought to have seen the scene that night! Wow! My mother and father so excited they forgot to get dressed, and all three of us stark naked, hassling over sexual morality. I just stood up to them and told them if they didn't like it, I'd tell the cops. That kind of got to them, and all of a sudden, my father quieted down. He kept looking at my pussy and my titties, and all of a sudden, up popped the devil! His prick got hard and stiff and he just stood there, blushing like a schoolboy, trying to cover it with his hands.
I just laughed and went upstairs. I could hear him pumping away on my mother, and just then, in walked my brother. Reg was 17, and like I said, he was hep to what was going on with Mom and Dad's bunch. Dad had mounted Mom from the rear, I guess, because Reg just said: "Wow! The old boy still has some life, eh? Shove it a little farther, and it'll come out of her mouth!"
"Get the hell upstairs!" Dad bellowed, and Reg just laughed and came walking up, looking back down the stairs at them. I was in my room, but the door was open and he walked in. When he saw me standing there stark naked, he stopped and whistled. "You too, Sis? What a swinging family this turned out to be!"
He walked over and pinched the nipple of one of my breasts, and made a grab for my pussy. I told him that if he wanted some, to ask for it, like a man. He looked surprised, then shrugged and started taking off his pants. I admit, I was raring to go for more, and when he unveiled that beautiful cock of his, and waved it at me, grinning, I just had to have some of it. I bent over and took it in my mouth and inside thirty seconds, it was stiff and proud. I let it go and walked to the bed, flopping down on my back and spreading my legs. Reg came over and ran a finger around the lips of my wet, throbbing pussy; then he went down on it. He used his tongue and his teeth, nibbling and nipping at the lips and my clitoris until I thought I'd go crazy. The hotter I got and the more I worked my pussy to fit his tongue and lip movements, the hotter he got. Finally, I couldn't stop myself. I came like a million! He stayed with it until I thought he'd drain the last drop from inside me. Then he crawled up between my legs, took my ankles and put them up so they rested on his shoulders, and he began to fuck me. Boy, what I'd been missing, with this cocksman in the house. He fucked me like no man has since, and then he made me come three more times after the first. By that time, he was softening, so I went to work on his prick. Inside a few gulps of that flabby prick, it began to harden and stand, and I sucked and tongued it until he came, filling my mouth with his come. I didn't care, then. I just wanted to make him feel like he'd made me feel, brother or no brother, and I swallowed it and kept on going.
Reg squirmed around so we could suck each other off at the same time, and we made each other come again. I came just a second before he did, but it was wonderful. When we looked up, there was our parents, looking at us in a half-shocked, half-lustful way.
"Well, shall we have a four-way party?" I asked them. They just looked at each other. I could see that my father was still half-drunk, and my mother was even more loaded. They just looked at each other, as if waiting for the other one to make the first move. They were still naked, and I could see my father's cock beginning to get hard again. I lay back and spread my legs, so he could get a real good look up into my pussy, and that did it. He walked over like he was in a trance, his cock in his hand, masturbating himself. When he got to the bed, I took his hand off and put it in my mouth. While Jerry and my mother watched, I sucked him good. He didn't want to come, but I made him. I kept sucking until he got a good hard on again, then I told him to eat my pussy a little. When I'd come once that way, he got me on my hands and knees and put it in my pussy from the rear.
By that time, I looked over and there was my mother, down on her knees, sucking Reg off, while he played with her titties. As everybody got going, we watched the others going at it, and it added a lot to the kicks. I could tell, because when my dad came the first time, he just kept fucking away, and he never even went soft.
After that, we had a built-in sex orgy two or three times a week. I was already taking the pill, so there wasn't any need to take any precautions with either Reg or my father.
This relationship went on until Janet left for college, according to her testimony. By that time, she was sated with sex and in her boredom, she hooked up with a bunch who were "turning on" with LSD. During one "freak-out" Janet took a heavy overdose of the drug and jumped or fell from a third floor apartment window. The account is vague, for the others in the party were freaked out also. Janet seems to recall wanting to fly or walk into the beautiful sunset that seemed just outside the window, in her hallucinatory state.
She suffered irreparable damage to her spine, and today, Janet spends her life in a wheelchair, trying desperately to get her message across to other youths who have not yet trodden the deadly paths of incest and drug abuse. Bitterly, Janet blames her ultimate tragic end on the dissolute parents who encouraged and allowed the rawest of sex orgies to ultimately lure her into their patterned trap.
Her father is dead-a suicide, which further deprived the family of money, for his insurance policies did not pay off. What savings he had were eaten up by expensive medical treatment for his daughter and for his wife, who is now in a mental institution. Reg fled after his father's death-to where, no one knows.
Incest, according to Freud and others, is a common sexual emotion, Researchers find more evidence of this truth almost daily. But, as surely as they discover the cases of incest, they find the grim aftermath. The end results seldom change-only the names and the set of circumstances. Tragedy for one, or often, for all parties to incest, is almost inevitable.
As stated earlier, we make no attempt to moralize. Neither do we condemn nor condone.
As one psychiatrist put it, concerning those who indulge in the family game of sexual intercourse: "Each person who has come within the scope of my knowledge, serves as his own enemy; his own judge and jury. And, in a great many cases-he serves as his own executioner."
Let this, then, stand as the moral, if there need be any.

OEBPS/images/img00001.jpg
-

F ‘-;a
= -
i ~

|

SR ST e e de i S e

~ THAT SUR
THE MOST!
DEVIATIO
: jCONTEMP'(%

STARTUN? ASES

AR# /’,.'






