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        “For small creatures such as we the vastness is bearable only through love.”
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            Foreword

          

          By Cooper S. Beckett

        

      

    

    
      It all started with a Twitter message asking whether my first book, discounted on Amazon in the US, was also available at discounted price in Canada. She probably also said, “Sorry,” when she asked. But then, isn’t that how all great relationships begin?

      I met Kat Stark shortly after publishing my rambling collection of blog posts I’d decided to rebrand as a semi-memoir (See, couldn’t even commit fully to calling it a full-fledged memoir.), My Life on the Swingset: Adventures in Swinging and Polyamory.  She and I became fast friends and flirts. Over conversations and dirty talk and (I assure you, solicited) dick pics, we solidified our relationship into this amalgam of love and friendship and professional respect that I consider myself quite lucky to have.

      Shouting into the void for seven years on Life on the Swingset: The Podcast, I’m used to most interactions with the extended world I reach being digital. Few ever make it to what I still appallingly call “meatspace.” But Kat bravely traversed that threshold, making her way into a whole other country for a trip that wasn’t technically about meeting my partner Ophilia and I, but certainly leaned that way heavily.

      That connection has grown over the interim years, leading me to consider Kat a friend, a confidant, a lover, and a professional peer that I was happy to nudge down the road toward publishing, as she looked back at me and shouted, “I’m going! Quit shoving!”

      One wonderful thing that has come out of my friendship with Kat is seeing her writing on Life on the Swingset’s blog-side grow and develop while mining some impressively vast depths.

      I’m exceptionally lucky to have Kat as a part of my life, especially in so many different facets. That I am able to welcome you, dear reader, to this collection of her work is a privilege. Here you’ll find the funny, the sexy, the sad, the scary. You’ll feel your own anxiety along with her. You’ll experience her highs and lows, her transcendent experiences and bummers, and follow along as she navigates the complicated and very blurry line between swinging and polyamory.

      Many write about their sex lives; few do it such ferocity and unflinching honesty. As I re-read her essays in these pages, I’m struck by the nuggets of real and honest truth that surpass the often decidedly pithy overarching concept of the essay itself, and get right to the meat of what this is truly all about:

      Connection, at once the essence of an ecstatically lived life, and something that fucks us right the hell up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Preface

          

        

      

    

    
      This book was put together by compiling essays written starting from October 2014 when—on Flick’s and my eighteenth wedding anniversary—we first considered in detail what having sexual adventures together might mean, and began a journey into ethical non-monogamy.

      The essays are arranged in a mostly chronological order (with the large exceptions of the first and last in the book) that highlight different sections of our odyssey. They follow the various ups, downs, panic spirals, orgasms, life lessons, and sexy adventures we experienced in our first three years of non-monogamy.

      I am Canadian and therefore, use Canadian spellings, eh? If you’re not Canadian (or British, or Irish, or Australian), you can imagine me as exotic.

      The book isn’t exactly a memoir, nor is it a how-to guide for open relationships. If you’re here for all the answers for your open relationship issues, you bought the wrong book. Sorry. Instead it’s a rather meandering examination of the last three years of my life, told in snippets as I experienced a ton of new things, processed complicated feelings, and learned a whole lot of (usually difficult) life lessons. I also had a ton of fun and filthy sex, which made learning the lessons easier for me, and I hope makes the reading more pleasurable for you.

      The main reason I write, as well as why I allowed Cooper Beckett to convince me to compile my writings into book form, is to share that this non-monogamous life, although rewarding, isn’t easy. We all make a pile of mistakes and learn hard lessons. Often over and over again. I wanted readers to know they’re not alone in their struggles, so I share what worked for me, and where I fucked it right up.

      Welcome to the Wet Coast.

      

      Many of the essays in this book have been seen in slightly (or significantly) different forms on our website OnTheWetCoast.com, as well as on Life On The Swingset.com.

      
        
        Kat Stark

        September 2017

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Note About Terminology

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve done what I can to be inclusive in this book with the terminology I use but as a cisgender woman, I have only the experience I have had growing up in this world in this body. I use the word woman regularly in the book, though I acknowledge it does not include everyone who shares that lived experience. Some people will refer to people with vaginas or vagina havers rather than woman but not everyone who has a vagina is a woman, nor does every woman have a vagina. Currently there are no good terms that include all these things that aren’t incredibly awkward and cumbersome, and until we get something better, I’m somewhat stuck with the terminology we have.

      I use the gender neutral pronoun ‘they’ in the singular form fairly regularly in the book. For the pedants in the crowd, who rail that it’s grammatically incorrect, I’ve got bad news: It’s been in use since the 14th century in this manner. I’ve embraced it for use when a person uses a gender neutral pronoun or as an excellent pronoun when no gender is required.

      I refer to myself as bisexual, though I agree that gender is not a binary. The modern definition of bisexual is a person being attracted to the same gender as theirs and genders different than theirs. I tried using pansexual for a while, but it didn’t ever quite feel right, and adds to the bi erasure that’s prevalent in LGBTQ and popular culture.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Glossary Of Terms

          

        

      

    

    
      Non-monogamy is a jargon-heavy life. Here are a list of terms you will come across in the book that you may or may not have encountered before.

      BDSM - A catch-all abbreviation for much of kink play. The letters overlap: Bondage and Discipline, Domination and Submission, Sadism and Masochism.

      Bisexual - A person who is attracted to their own gender and genders different than theirs.

      Cisgender/Cis - A person whose sense of personal identity and gender corresponds with their birth sex.

      Compersion - A feeling of joy and pleasure felt when partner(s) experience pleasure and love with others. Sometimes defined as opposite of jealousy, but I’m not sure that really covers it since I’ve discovered that it can be felt simultaneously with envy or jealousy.

      Creampie - A load of semen in an orifice.

      Crygasm - An orgasm accompanied by intense crying brought on by tension release. Generally a very positive sign. Sometimes simultaneous with Laughgasm.

      Dan Savage - A Seattle-based sex advice columnist.

      Desire - Desire Resort and Spa Riviera Maya in Cancún, Mexico - A clothing optional, all inclusive, swinger resort.

      DP - Double Penetration - Having a cock in vagina and ass simultaneously. Variations include Double Vaginal Penetration (DVP) - two cocks in one vagina - and Double Anal Penetration (DAP) - two cocks in one anus.

      Elevator Speech - A quick and direct run-down of sexual status you’d be able to deliver in an elevator heading up to a room to have fun. Topics included in elevator speech are STI testing status, risk aware sex protocols (barriers), hard limits, favourite things/things you hate, what you might be up for that evening, and the all important, “And what about you?” to get your partner(s) to share their info back at you. (Shout out to Reid Mihalko)

      Eleven - The njoy Eleven stainless steel dildo. I use often as a verb - to Eleven someone, to get Elevened.

      Envy - Similar to jealousy. In this context it’s used to refer to wanting what someone else has (but you’re happy for them to have it).

      Ethical Non-Monogamy - A relationship style where people are not sexually exclusive, but are open and honest with all parties about that lack of exclusivity.

      Fluid Bonded - Status used when partners have sex without barriers, especially penis in vagina or penis in anus sex.

      FFM - Female/Female/Male threesome.

      FWB - Friend with Benefits - A friend you have sex with. Synonymous with Sexyfriend.

      Gangbang - When a lucky person (sometimes called The Ecstatic Epicentre) gets to be the sexual focus of group sex.

      GGG - Good Giving and Game - A phrase coined by Dan Savage to refer to being Good in bed, Giving of “equal time and equal pleasure” to one’s partner, and Game “for anything – within reason.”

      Go Bag - Bag containing all the fun stuff for sexy adventures: safer sex supplies, lube, toys, harnesses, waterproof surfaces.

      Global Entry (aka Airtight) - A cock in each orifice - mouth, vagina, and anus. Sometimes one in each hand is also included.

      Jealousy - Similar to envy. In this context it’s used to refer to wanting what someone else has and not wanting them to have it.

      Kasidie - Kasidie.com - A swinger dating site.

      Ladybang - A gangbang with all-female participants.

      Laughgasm - An orgasm accompanied by hysterical laughter brought on by tension release. Sometimes simultaneous with Crygasm.

      Liberator Throe - A waterproof blanket that protects beds/couches/floors from bodily fluids, especially those of prolific squirters such as myself.

      Life on the Swingset - A podcast and website about swinging, polyamory, and other types of ethical non-monogamy.

      Lifestyle - Polite company shorthand for Swinging. Other groups use this term, including Kinksters, but in this book, I’m referring to the swinging lifestyle.

      Loveden - The downstairs suite in the house I share with Flick, where we host dates.

      Magic Wand - Formerly the Hitachi Magic Wand (now made by Vibratex) - A powerful wand vibrator that is long considered the Cadillac of vibrators. It gave me my first ever orgasm at twenty-one and was the only thing that could give me orgasms for the next twenty years.

      Meatspace - Real life aka IRL.

      Metamour - The romantic partner of your romantic partner.

      MFM - Male/Female/Male threesome

      NRE - New Relationship Energy - The buzz one experiences when infatuated with a new partner. Can cause one to make poor decisions while floating on all the delicious sensations.

      OkCupid - okcupid.com is an online dating site.

      Paramour - A romantic partner.

      Peen - Penis.

      Polyamory/Poly/Polyam - A relationship style which involves being in or open to loving relationships with more than one person at a time.

      Primary - The main romantic partner in an heirarchical polyamorous relationship.

      Risk Aware Sex - Synonym for safer sex. Acknowledges that sex is inherently risky but you’re aware of the risks and making whatever choices work for you to mitigate them.

      Safer Sex - No sex can be truly ‘safe’ and risk free, especially when engaging with multiple partners. Condoms, gloves, dental dams, Saran wrap all make safer.

      Savage Lovecast - Dan Savage’s sex advice Podcast.

      Sexyfriend - A person you like that you have sex with but don’t necessarily have romantic feels for. Synonymous with FWB.

      Sexytimes - Sex

      Shenanniversary - The nickname we gave our twentieth wedding Anniversary orgy.

      Spit Roast - Being simultaneously penetrated orally and vaginally/anally.

      Squirting - Someone with a vulva producing extra fluid on orgasm, often related to specific g-spot stimulation. Sometimes referred to as Female Ejaculation, but that suggests that male ejaculation is the normal kind, and fuck that.

      STI - Sexually Transmitted Infection

      Swing Club - A club where swingers go to socialize, dance, and if permitted on site, have sex.

      Swinging - Typically defined as when two couples get together to have casual sex with each other. Can also be as few as three people or include more people. Generally used in this book to mean four people.

      Swingsetters - Fans of the Life on the Swingset podcast - Fellow geeky, sex positive, consent-focused folks.

      Switch - Someone who is both top and bottom and/or Dominant/submissive.

      Takeover - When a hotel or resort is booked out by a group people attending an event. Typically filled with swingers or lifestyle people meaning there are more shenanigans than usual.

      Transgender/Trans - Someone whose sense of personal identity and gender does not correspond with their birth sex.

      Throe - See Liberator Throe.

      Unicorn - A person willing to have sex with a couple (often a bisexual woman, but not always). Given the name due to the idea that they’re rare and mythical. Unicorn is sometimes used in a negative and dismissive way and unicorns aren’t always treated well by the couples who seek them. I don’t use the term much anymore due to the negative associations around it, but if I do, it’s in a loving and enthusiastic way. I sometimes use it as a verb for when I’ve played with a couple - i.e. I unicorned for them.

      Vanilla – Referring to people who are not in the non-monogamy or kink worlds. This word is not used in a dismissive or derogatory way in this book (though there are some people who do so), but merely as a short hand to differentiate between people who understand what I’m going through outside typical relationship norms versus those who don’t. Vanilla is one of my favourite flavours!
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            A Slut By Any Other Name

          

        

      

    

    
      I am a slut.

      I have pretty strong feelings when I type that sentence or say it aloud. Sometimes, and for the most part, I feel super strong and fun and sexy when I say it. Fuck, yeah, I’m a slut! Other times I say it with a question since I’m not always as sexually promiscuous as the word might imply. Yet other times there’s a sense of shame and angst that come with a word I was raised to believe was all kinds of negative.

      My husband (and podcast cohost), Flick, was just designing business cards for us for our On The Wet Coast podcast and website and he described us as podcasters, sex-geeks, and sluts. I found myself resisting including the word slut. Could a person really put that on a business card? Maybe we should say perverts or deviants instead. Would people still take us seriously? What if we’re trying to run in serious polyamory circles that frown on casual sex? As much as I want to fully embrace my sexy slut self, I still have some serious discomfort around the word.

      [Doubling down since I initially wrote this essay, I’ve included the word slut in the subtitle for my book, and had almost all the same reactions again.]

      I always wanted to be a slut, though I learned well when I was young that it was the worst thing a girl could be. It meant she didn’t respect herself and it meant she had no value to anyone so I stayed on the Good Girl path even though I wanted so badly to be bad. In Grade 7: “Jenny let someone finger-bang her. Slut.” Ooh, really? Could I get finger-banged? In Grade 11: “That slut Natalie fucked Trevor and Lyle at the party.” Two guys? Two guys in one night? Where could I sign up for this? My teenaged panties were soaked thinking about it even though I knew I was supposed to feel disgusted. I jumped on the judgment train because I knew it was expected of me but I wanted in.

      I lost my virginity at fifteen to my early twenties boyfriend (age of consent in Canada in 1988 was fourteen) but that didn’t feel slutty since we were in love. I’d celebrated my fifteenth birthday by getting drunk and throwing myself at him at a party, and a close friend walking in on him going down on me was one of the zingiest pieces of the experience for me. She saw what I was letting him do and it felt doubly good to see her scandalized expression. We didn’t talk about it after but I really wanted to. I wanted to hear all the shock and awe she felt about it. It was slut adjacent because of the age difference, though I didn’t ever hear people talking behind my back about it. The social standing that came with having an older boyfriend was one of the only good things about that relationship. That and he was a truly decent guy about never pressuring me to do anything I didn’t want to. The fact I wanted to do all the things likely made that easier, but again, we were in a serious relationship so the sexy stuff was appropriate.

      The closest I got to getting to be a slut when I was young was getting to kiss guys in musicals while dating other guys. Playing Rizzo in Grease in High School and making out with Kenickie on a bench for a whole scene every rehearsal and performance was the best thing ever, even though I wasn’t attracted to the guy who played my love interest. It was that we shouldn’t have been allowed to do that, and we were anyway. A few years later I got to kiss a different dude in a different show and transgressing that boundary again was thrilling.

      I didn’t figure out until much older that transgressing boundaries is probably my favourite sexual stimulus, and part of why non-monogamy is so perfect for me. The fact that it is against the social norms is a big part of why it turns me on so much. Getting to kiss and fuck some of my friends while maintaining incredibly normal friendships with them is so damn hot, because they’re hot, and because you’re not supposed to do that stuff with your friends. As good as it would be for society to have much more normalized forms of alternate relationships, I hope that fucking people other than my husband, sometimes with my husband, remains somewhat disreputable. I like disreputable. A lot. Like, roll around in it until I’m covered in its delicious stench kind of a lot.

      That said, I have an ambivalence about being thought of as ‘only’ a slut. The fact that some of the relationships that began as entirely sexual grew into intense emotional and sometimes love connections lends my sluttery an air of respectability that I wish I didn’t feel the need to seek. I can’t shake off those lessons about how sex is one of the lesser, base instincts we have, that it shouldn’t be a priority and that relationships based on sex are of less value than ones based on love. We bring our girlfriend Iris to many events with our vanilla friends but I would never consider bringing a casual sexyfriend and introducing them as such. And some of the resistance I feel about announcing to the world at large that Flick and I are non-monogamous is that I know there are many people who would look at our marriage as less legitimate than a monogamous one. I reject the rules but I benefit from the social capital of a long-term marriage so it’s hard to throw that away.

      Even within my marriage, learning to shake off the negative connotations of being a slut was difficult. I had a lot of internal slut-shaming that I had to let go of, and I also had to let go of my expectation of how differently Flick would view me when he saw me being slutty. He helped me along immensely when he walked in on me changing for a date and announced, ‘Hey! It’s my magnificent, sexy, slut wife.” I was completely stunned for a moment: shocked, mouth hanging open, but my automatic indignant reaction quickly turned to excited and happy that he saw me that way.

      That said, it hasn’t been easy to entirely throw off the feeling that he’s judging me in uncomfortable ways, and though we’ve had a few mfm threesomes, they’ve been extremely rare in our sexual repertoire. I tended to watch Flick entirely too carefully and judged any discomfort in his expression, or lack of responsiveness he had as unhappiness in being present while I was being a slut. I took that on. I started shaming and stopped enjoying myself, and eventually I quit suggesting we have them, since the programming I received growing up to protect the man’s feelings above all else was very effective.

      Flick and I talked about again it more recently (using your words, kids, it works!) and after reading Emily Nagoski’s Come As You Are, which explains how new and different experiences often hit the brakes on some people’s arousal, I understand that it’s much more about the experience being different, than any judgement on my character. Our plan is to try having them regularly with the same other guy, since we suspect that familiarity would probably help him get into it much more.

      When I’m with other sluts, it’s very easy to embrace the term—Go Slut magic!—though I continue to struggle with embracing it fully outside a happy accepting circle. I did give Flick the go-ahead on doing the business cards, slut and all, and I’m hoping that using them and standing up to people’s potential reaction to them will help me embody the term more fully. Besides, I do dig the zing of an air of disreputability, and I will enjoy seeing the occasional shocked expression. Slut? On your business card? Who would do that?

      This slut.
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            Getting to Open

          

          A Non-Monogamy Origin Story

        

      

    

    
      Let’s blame it on Dan Savage — or more accurately, send him a thank you pie — that my husband, Flick, and I opened our relationship less than a year ago. We’d had twenty-one years of mostly successful monogamy, but after seeing a live recording of the Savage Lovecast last October, we started discussing our relationship and what we wanted it to look like in a way we never had before. Although we weren’t ready to dive right into non-monogamy, Dan freed me from some long term worries when he stated so matter of factly that everyone wants to fuck other people, no matter how much they love their partner. Craving others was normal and it didn’t mean that I was a terrible partner or so flawed that Flick might be driven to desire others.

      We were in a really great place in our relationship, celebrating eighteen years of marriage and having better sex than we’d had in many years, perhaps ever. There’d been the usual miscellaneous ups and downs in our partnership, and we’d had a few years of lacklustre lovin’, a common occurrence in long-term partnerships, but due to a variety of reasons, we had over the previous year, come together better than ever.

      Partly, it was due to me being in my forties and coming into a confidence I hadn’t dreamed of in my younger years. I’d been incredibly insecure in my twenties and it had been hard to own my sexuality. I’d had a few bisexual adventures, with Flick’s consent to explore outside our marriage, but other than admitting my attraction to women, I just couldn’t step up and announce what I wanted in sex, though admittedly, I don’t think I knew myself. In my thirties, I’d essentially tried to shut down my sexual self after an indiscretion of the non-ethical kind had come to light, and I’d slut-shamed myself into turning off all but the essentials, even long after Flick had forgiven me and moved on. I backtracked all our baby steps into exploring kink and other more adventurous sexual play so that I could be the good wife I thought I should be.

      Fast forward ten years of hairshirt-wearing good behaviour and I slowly found myself again. I saw my doctor and a couple Psychiatrists, and learned that I wasn’t just high strung, but had Generalized Anxiety Disorder. Figuring that out, and getting some treatment, let me label the constant worry about how Flick might react to my sexual desires and get some distance from the debilitating thoughts. Slowly, I was able to be a complete person again, a person with a sex drive that wasn’t abnormal or deviant, but that was a healthy, essential part of her.

      Sitting in the theatre at the live podcast listening to Dan and Dr. Lori Brotto discuss studies that showed the key to long term couples’ sexual happiness was sexual adventure, I knew Flick and I had to shake things up. What kind of adventures could we have?

      Public sex was the first thing I thought of. I’d recently read an article in the local queer weekly newspaper about a sex club operating downtown. I’d had no idea that such a thing existed, but now that I knew, I really wanted to go and get fucked in front of an audience. I’m a raging exhibitionist, but it has to be in an appropriate setting (Hey, anxiety!), and a sex club was the perfect combo of both appropriate and public.

      High on both of our lists was a threesome with another woman. I’d really wanted that to happen when I was doing my bisexual explorations in my twenties, but the women I’d played with were partnered and our guys weren’t into the tradesies proposal I put forth. I’d had no idea how else to find someone (this was back in the mid nineties when internet dating wasn’t the default setting).

      Shortly after we started discussing various options, I had a work trip out of the country for a week. While I was away, Flick told me about a hot, flirty Brazilian woman he’d met at the conference he was attending.

      The following text conversation ensued:

      
        
          [image: Chat window]
        

      

      In that moment, I didn’t feel the sick dread I’d always felt when a hot woman flirted with him. Gone was that ever-present sense of she’s so much hotter/sexier/prettier/more fun/wilder/buxom than me. He’d be crazy not to leave me for her. All I felt was arousal and giddy excitement that he could have an awesome adventure, and that I could get all the vicarious details. I hadn’t heard the term ‘compersion’ at that point but I was feeling it. I was feeling it right then and also later on as I lay in bed grinding against my vibrator and imagining the possibilities. Oh was I feeling it!

      The hot Brazilian woman no longer felt like a threat because I’d come into owning my awesomeness. Flick could go have an adventure, but then he’d come home to me. He’d be crazy not to.

      When I returned home we fucked like crazy — the other thing good for the sex lives of long-term couples: separate vacations. We planned our next move, booking New Year’s tickets at a local swing club my one openly non-monogamous friend recommended, and we started talking threesome.

      Once we decided to go looking for a threesome in earnest, we had to figure out where to start. Neither of us had ever used any online dating site (we hooked up before that was really a common thing) and we’d heard single friends complain about creepers (their word) messaging them to ask for threesomes. We didn’t want to be those people.

      So I did the other thing single women complain about. After a generous application of beer and whiskey to my nerves, I asked one of our friends I knew was openly bisexual if she’d like to join us (Flick and I think you’re really cute and wondered if you’d like to have a threesome with us) and she said yes.

      Really? Awesome!

      We had to do a bit of planning around complicated schedules and decided to get a hotel room since Flick and I share a double (aka full) bed and it barely fits two people (plus cats), let alone three (sans cats). We figured out a date, then I went the traditional threesome route and sent her an evite.

      Yep. An evite. I’m totally not kidding. I am THAT much of a dork. It was surprisingly tough to find the right template. Clearly threesome invite is an untapped niche market (untapped niche—heh!).

      Many nerves were involved when the night finally rolled around and I knocked over my drink in the restaurant (a common theme for me - see Den of Pleasure and also, a few paragraphs down in this post). When the three of us got back to the hotel room, there was a lot of awkward, “So...” until Flick took the reins and asked to kiss her and we went from there.

      It was...weird. I mean, it was good and hot and I loved—LOVED—seeing her and Flick together, but she kissed weird, and she didn’t touch me the way I like, and
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