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    Foreword



    I was happily surprised to meet such a sweet and frivolous young slender woman I had only known from her soap announcements as Miss Clean…


    Little did I know that she was also the same wild porno actress from Behind the Green Door until our mutual lawyer Paul Sherman introduced the two of us to each other and proposed for us to write a fun and sexy book together.


    I was, at that time, staying in one of the most fun, quite gay oriented hotels in Toronto Canada, having just left the USA a few months earlier— The Carriage House Hotel.


    I may not have had a Happy Hooker empire anymore but I was still quite active in the sex scene of Toronto which was quickly becoming the Gay city of Canada. The Carriage House Hotel offered me quite a few chances to meet all sorts of sexy people.


    I even became the steady judge for the transvestite parties where I usually picked the most beautiful and most feminine girly transvestites— not to be confused with transsexuals as the purpose was to stick to men who wanted to be girls, but had nothing fixed yet.


    It was a surprise to meet the fresh and spontaneous porno star Marilyn Chambers who wanted to dedicate this book to Chuck Traynor. This went a bit too far to my taste.


    At least there was a pretty sharp contrast between Marilyn’s submissive, basically sweet personality and my own rather dominant and totally independent personality. There is a saying in French that goes “les deux extremes se touchent,” meaning two opposites who attract each other. We soon got along like a house on fire!


    Enjoy this book filled with fun and sexy intermezzos between two sex goddesses of the 20th century.


    The happy hooker and Marilyn chambers.



    Love,


    Xaviera


    www.xavierahollander.com

  


  
    Marilyn Chambers sat looking out of the window of the American Airlines jet, staring into the stark white fluff of clouds. It was June, the start of summer, and from all she’d heard, Canada was going to be beautiful. She pictured Toronto as being peaceful and quaint, a place to have a real vacation. She knew her films had not yet played Canada, and there was a sense of relief in that— maybe she could have one complete week in which she would not be recognized.


    Marilyn had just finished nearly a year’s run in the play The Mind with the Dirty Man at the Union Plaza Hotel in Las Vegas. All the tourists who’d seen her movies thronged around the stage door each night, and the new fans she’d gained by doing the play recognized her in the casinos and the hotel lobby. Even when playing tennis at the Las Vegas Racquet Club she was never unrecognized. She’d loved every minute of it, but the trip to Toronto seemed the perfect chance to be incognito for a few days, and she looked forward to that “vacation.”


    The send-off at the airport was typical of the life of any star— fans, who had spread the word she was leaving, gathered around her until she almost missed her flight because she was signing autographs. A young man had walked up -to her and stared— first at her breasts, which were barely concealed under a crocheted halter top, then at her face. Then his eyes lit up as he realized who was standing in front of him. “You’re…you’re Marilyn Chambers!” he said, his voice suddenly higher than normal. “I saw your films!”


    Two of his buddies who’d been standing far behind him moved closer, wondering if he was really talking to…


    “I hope you liked them,” Marilyn said.


    “Oh, wow! Behind the Green Door knocked me out!” His voice had lowered a few registers, and he was obviously excited. “I just read your story in Penthouse…” He reached into his travel bag to pull out the issue of the magazine.


    Marilyn hadn’t seen it. “I didn’t even know it was out yet!” He opened it to the page where her book, Marilyn Chambers: My Story, had been excerpted. She smiled when she saw the picture of herself sucking on a Popsicle.


    “Man, that story is hot!” one of the other boys said. “Can I have your autograph?”


    “Sure,” Marilyn said, as the kid pulled out a pen. She figured he couldn’t have been a day over sixteen— how had he gotten into a theater to see her movies? She signed her autograph on the back of his plane ticket folder.


    “Me, too,” the young man with the copy of Penthouse said. And Marilyn signed the Popsicle picture. She glanced down and thought for a second that the young boy was getting a hard-on— the front of his jeans had a conspicuous bulge they weren’t sporting before.


    “What are you going to do next?” the kid asked Marilyn.


    “I’m leaving for Toronto right now. I’m going to be doing a book with Xaviera Hollander.”


    “You mean, the girl who wrote The Happy Hooker?”


    “Right!”


    “My God,’ gasped the boy, “that’s gotta burn up the paper before they get it into type!”


    Marilyn laughed and said, “We’re taking three or four fire extinguishers along…”


    “Marilyn, come on, they’re boarding us now.” The voice belonged to her manager, Chuck Traynor. He pushed through the group of fans, carrying Marilyn’s suede travel bag and his own leather travel case. Taking her arm, he led her away from the people and into the 747.


    “Marilyn, what’s Xaviera like?” a voice called out.


    She turned and looked at the man who’d asked it. “I’ve been wondering exactly the same thing!” She giggled and then waved goodbye to them.


    And now, just thirty minutes from Toronto, she was still wondering what the famous Ms. Hollander would be like. Everyone she talked to seemed to have an opinion about Xaviera when she told them that they had decided, by a mere phone call, to spend some time together and write about it. Now she seemed to remember only the unfavorable remarks. “She’ll cut you up!” a man in publishing had told her, but he worked for a rival firm that had wanted to publish Xaviera’s book, so she wasn’t sure where his words were coming from. “You’re crazy to do a book with her.” another man said. “I’ve heard no one survives doing a book with her.”


    “But no one’s really done a book with her before,” Marilyn had reminded him. “She’s had a co-author only with her first book; all the other books she did by herself. This is a joint effort.” She stressed the word “joint” and that seemed to please the man and make him forget his opposition to Xaviera.


    What did she really think herself? She was looking forward to capturing their meeting on paper. It would be an interesting experience, something very different in her life. She wanted to meet Xaviera because she was a famous woman who seemed to have lived a fascinating life. Obviously she was curious to find out for herself just what she was like. She hoped the tales of Xaviera-the-Bitch had all been told out of jealousy. Marilyn knew from her own experience how jealous people could be.


    She turned from the window. “Chuck, wouldn’t it be great if we really got along, if we turned out to truly like each other?”


    “You still worrying about that?” Chuck closed the copy of Xaviera Goes Wild he had been reading. “What does it matter? It would be kind of controversial if you hated each other.”


    “But we’ve gotta work together all week!”


    “Judging from this,” he said, looking at the book, “she’s gonna be something else.”


    “That’s just what I’m worried about,” Marilyn said with a rueful smile.


    Xaviera Hollander was sitting beside the pool at the Four Seasons Hotel on Jarvis Street in the heart of Toronto. An acquaintance from New York was sitting next to her on one of the lounge chairs. She asked him for the suntan oil, and when he handed it to her she looked at him and said, “I have the strangest feeling she’s going to turn out being nothing but a dumb little porno cunt.”


    “Give her a chance,” her friend said.


    “Of course I’ll give her a chance. Why not? But, honey, everybody’s been telling me, ‘Xaviera, don’t do that book with that silly girl. You are a well-known author. You don’t need anyone else’s help. Xaviera, you’re crazy to do anything with a person who does nothing but giggle and wiggle her naked ass in front of a camera.’”


    “So what are you doing this for? Why the hell are you doing a book with her?”


    Xaviera closed her eyes and let the sun envelop her. “Well, somehow I like the idea of two sensuous women, sex symbols of the Seventies, comparing views and ideas. People like to read that kind of thing, no? Sure they do.” She paused and bit her finger.


    “What’s wrong?”


    “I only hope the publishers will allow us to talk and write about emotional relationships and feelings as well as sex in this book.”


    “You mean, it’s not just another fuck/suck book?” he laughed.


    Xaviera grinned and opened her eyes a bit. “Well, fuck/suck will never go out of style, but there has to be more than just that. Because sex books without a good story can be very boring. Somehow publishers don’t want to hear about sentimental feelings, at least not in my books. They say the public doesn’t want to read about how much I loved my father and how sad I was when he died. All they want is fucking and sucking. I think they are wrong. I am a human being and not a sex machine. I am entitled to show my human side as well as the sexy part of life. Huh?”


    “What kind of book is this one going to be?”


    Xaviera laughed. “Who knows? Maybe Marilyn knows. No, she doesn’t know, either. After all, I have the writing experience, and she’s just a beginner. I think it will be like cinema-verite, you never can tell what’s gonna happen next, right? I have a pretty good idea what subjects I want to cover in this book. Marilyn Chambers sounded pleasant when I talked to her for a few minutes on the phone, but from there our lawyer took over. We have the same lawyer, of all things. Of course, I can’t tell how bright she is from one short phone call.”


    “Did you read this?” her friend asked, picking up the same copy of Penthouse that Marilyn had just seen so many miles away.


    “Yes. Not bad. Very horny, actually. But I still think she’s going to be nothing but a dumb little porno actress. Oh, well, I’ll find out tonight. Want to swim?”


    Howard Kaminsky, President of Warner Books, waved to Xaviera from the doors of the hotel. “Hey, Xav,” he called, walking toward her, loosening the tie around his neck with one hand.


    “Hello, Howard,” Xaviera said as he leaned over and kissed her hand.


    “Xav,” he said, shortening her name to tease her, setting down his briefcase, “good to see you. I’m gonna take a swim and then we’ll talk business. You met Marilyn and Chuck yet?”


    “No, I got a call that they’re coming up on a later flight.”


    “They’ll meet us for dinner,” another voice said. Xaviera turned to see Gene Light, Warner’s art director, and his lovely wife, Marilyn, standing behind her. “Hello, Xaviera,” Gene said, “haven’t seen you in a long time.”


    “Hi!”


    Gene introduced his Marilyn and they all sat around the pool for a few minutes to get acquainted, before they changed into their bathing suits. “So, what’s on the schedule?” Xaviera asked.


    “Photo session tomorrow morning,” Gene said. He explained that Neil Slavin, the photographer who was going to take the cover photo for the book, would be joining the group for dinner that evening also.


    “And the rest is up to you and Marilyn,” Howard said. “You just do whatever you want, go wherever you want, but make sure you get it all down on tape so you won’t forget any of it.”


    “Tell me, Gene,” Xaviera said, “what’s the cover shot going to be like? What kind of pictures have you got in mind?”


    When Xaviera entered the restaurant that evening, she was most interested in Marilyn Chambers, the girl she’d only read about and talked to briefly on the phone. Xaviera was dressed in a clinging peach-colored outfit, a long skirt, slit to her thighs on the side, and a halter top. It was elegant, perfect for a summer night, and very, very sexy. Her breasts pushed against the halter— and Marilyn looked at her cleavage first, then up at her eyes.


    Marilyn was wearing a denim pants suit that fitted her perfectly where it counted, with a blue jacket that highlighted her blue eyes. On her head she wore a big, floppy hat, to match her suit.


    “My God,” Xaviera said, “your photographs don’t do you justice, you are much prettier in person!”


    Marilyn smiled, shyly. “You look wonderful,” she said softly. She thought Xaviera looked terrific, much sexier than she’d anticipated, much softer, too, very womanly. Some of the apprehension seemed to disappear as they all sat down at the long table. Xaviera sat right across the table from her. Marilyn couldn’t help but admire Xaviera’s tan— it was deep and made her look even more attractive. And her breasts, they were so firm, and so big…


    Xaviera was talking to everyone at once. She knew most of the publishing people present, since they had published some of her previous books. She was used to crowds and people, and she naturally took the spotlight, which Marilyn liked. Marilyn dug strong women, women who are always “on.” Xaviera had a great flair and the words just flowed from her sensuous mouth. The men seemed fascinated by her.


    During dinner Xaviera got along fine with Marilyn. This silly little girl wasn’t so silly and giddy after all. She seemed almost reserved and very charming. She didn’t say much— Marilyn is very quiet when she’s with people for the first time— but there was something about her, something in the back of her eyes, that told Xaviera she could really loosen up and be fun.


    Xaviera had suggested one of Toronto’s most exclusive restaurants for dinner. It proved a great choice indeed. The dinner was a success. Howard Kaminsky proposed a toast to the meeting of Marilyn and Xaviera, and all ten people seated there clicked their glasses together. There must have been a waiter for every person, and the food kept coming, course after course. Vichyssoise and Caesar salad, crab and lobster cocktails, never-ending platters of pheasant, lamb, and duck, asparagus, squash, every sort of vegetable with wine and cheese sauces, and enormous desserts of chocolate mousse, peach Melbas, crepes Suzette and fresh strawberries. And, through it all, many bottles of the finest wine in the cellar made the rounds at the table.


    Coffee was finally served and everyone realized it was way after midnight— it had been one of the longest dinners on record. The headwaiter gave the ladies each a red rose and everyone was given a booklet of matches, imprinted simply, Ms. Xaviera. When Howard was brought the check, he seemed pale for a second, but quickly recovered. After all, it had been a successful “launching” of the book— Marilyn and Xaviera were getting along fine.


    A few moments later, when Xaviera was deep in conversation with Howard about the success and sale of her other books with Warners, Marilyn whispered to Chuck, “You know what? I really dig her!” She didn’t need to tell him that, he already knew just by the way she looked at Xaviera. “I think I’d really like to get it on with her!”


    Chuck put his hand on hers. “Take it easy, Marilyn,” he said, “remember you two are supposed to do a book together. That’s why we’re here.”


    “Well, why can’t we do both?” Marilyn giggled. Chuck just shrugged. He actually thought it was a great idea, but there wasn’t time to think about something like that. They had work to do, and only four days to do it in. “She’s got great boobs,” Marilyn said. She could see Xaviera’s prominent nipples through the soft material of her halter.


    “Hey,” Chuck whispered, “you haven’t found out if she’s the bitch you were worried she’d be.”


    “I’m not talking about her being a bitch,” Marilyn said softly, “I’m talking about her being sexy.”


    Xaviera and Howard were talking to the photographer, Neil, about the photo session the next morning. Xaviera looked across the table to Marilyn and said, “They want us naked together in front of the camera. How about that?”


    Marilyn purred. “That’s fine.” She felt a shiver of excitement run through her.


    Xaviera rested her head in her hands. “I think this is going to be fun,” she said, her voice loaded with overtones and with a twinkle in her eyes.


    “I’ll drink to that,” Howard said.


    In the lobby, as they said good night, Howard told Neil to give Xaviera the address of the studio— she would meet the rest of the group there the next day. While the others began to disperse, Gene Light, who’d been a friend and associate of Howard’s for many years, pulled him aside and said, “I saw your face blank out there when you looked at the tab. How much, just for the hell of it?”


    Kaminsky didn’t speak. He pulled his American Express receipt out of his pocket and showed it to Gene. “Hmmm,” the art director said. “Ten people, four hundred dollars, that’s forty a person. Well, the chocolate mousse was out of sight, right?”


    Marilyn Chambers fell asleep that night still amazed at how nice a person Xaviera had turned out to be. She felt relaxed and was looking forward to seeing her the next day…in the buff.

  


  
    It rained during the night, and when morning arrived, the leaves and grass and deck chairs around the Four Seasons pool were covered with water. The sky was dark, with little beams of light breaking through the clouds, as though the sun wanted desperately to appear. Marilyn Chambers stood on the balcony of her suite, looking down at the little outdoor cafe near the pool. The umbrellas looked dark and wet. Marilyn hoped the sun would soon break through and make everything look bright again.


    Chuck Traynor stuck his head out of the door. “Marilyn, I’m leaving for the day.”


    “Oh, right. I’m going shopping with Xaviera, if the weather looks good. I was hoping we’d get to swim this morning, but it doesn’t look like we will.”


    “How’s it coming?”


    “What?” she said with a grin.


    “The book.”


    “You know, Chuck,” Marilyn said honestly, “I really can’t think of it as a book. I mean I’m not conscious of it. I know we’ve got the tape recorder going all the time, but I just put it out of my mind. It’s kinda like the audience is out there, but I’m not really aware of them.”


    “Maybe that’s the best way to think of it,” Chuck said. “Listen, this business deal will take all day, and I have to be up and out of here early tomorrow, same story. I’ll see you late tonight then, all right?”


    “Sure, and you’ll be back tomorrow night, right?”


    Chuck nodded. “Yeah, and we’ll fly to New York on Sunday.”


    “That’s Xaviera’s birthday,” Marilyn said. “She’s having a big party for a hundred and fifty people out in the country, and we’re invited.”


    “Honey, you’ve got a show to do at 7 a.m. Monday morning, and we’ve got that newspaper interview set for Sunday night. We have to get a flight out of here before noon.”


    Marilyn frowned. “Yeah, I know…I was just hoping maybe there would be some way we could fly out later.”


    “We can’t,” Chuck said.


    Marilyn saw that he was right. “Xaviera’s leaving for the country Friday night. I guess Friday afternoon is the last I’ll see of her.”


    “For a while,” said Chuck.


    “Right,” Marilyn said, “for a while.”


    Chuck kissed her on the cheek and left. Marilyn heard him close the door of the hotel room, and then she went back inside. It was a dreary morning. She wondered whether Xaviera was up yet. No, she wouldn’t call her. Xaviera had told her at the party that she would ring her late in the morning.


    Marilyn crawled back into bed and fell asleep.


    “No, just orange juice, one English muffin, and that’s it,” Xaviera said to the waiter.


    “I’ll have the same,” Marilyn said.


    They were sitting in the hotel coffee shop. Xaviera had called at eleven, and Marilyn awoke instantly at the sound of her voice. She agreed, it was a lousy day. Did they still want to go shopping? Neither of them could decide. So they planned to meet for a small breakfast and decide later.


    “Chuck went to Montreal on business,” Marilyn said.


    “When will he be back?”


    “Tonight,” Marilyn said. “He has to go back tomorrow, too, but he’ll be back at night, so we’ll have all Saturday to spend together.”


    Xaviera asked Marilyn if she was coming to her party on Sunday, but Marilyn explained that she couldn’t. Xaviera understood and told her that she would be missing the social event of the season. “Will it be an orgy?” Marilyn asked with wide eyes. “Better than an orgy.”


    “What’s better than an orgy?” Marilyn asked.


    “I am.” A low voice said. They looked up. It was the young waiter, standing there with two glasses of orange juice in his hands.


    “Is that so?” Xaviera said, sensually. “You want to come to my birthday party and make it better than an orgy?”


    “Can I bring someone?” the handsome lad asked. “How old are you?” Xaviera asked. “Nineteen.”


    “Well, you’re a consenting adult. I think you should be able to bring someone along. Who?”


    “My lover.”


    “Who’s your lover?”


    “His name is David.”


    “Aha.” Xaviera smiled. “Okay. You’re both invited, just don’t go about seducing the straight folks.”


    “Of course not.” The young waiter grinned and sauntered away, making sure he swung his ass a few times for their benefit.


    “My God!” Marilyn said, amazed at this conversation.


    “Isn’t that something? That kind of thing happens to me all the time. I egg them on. It’s fun.”


    “I love it. And you know something else? I really liked how upfront he was about being gay.”


    Xaviera said, “I don’t like the queens who lay it on too thick.”


    “No, I don’t, either,” Marilyn said. “But he was just being honest, if a little provocative. He must know who we are.”


    “Of course he knows. I’m sure he doesn’t do that routine on just any tourist who might be in this place, or else he could lose his job. Talking about jobs and job discrimination with homosexuals, I am happy so many gay people are being honest about their sexuality, even though to some it might still mean embarrassment, humiliation, being ridiculed or discriminated against. The gay lib movement is fighting against job discrimination. Quite a few homosexuals, who are open and proud and yet ‘private’ about it, have been fired from their jobs and they have had the guts to take their case up to the highest courts of Canada. Not so much to defend their job position as to prove to the world that they are within their rights and that what any person chooses to do in his or her bedroom should have no consequences in respect to their jobs. If a man is married to a woman, he can talk about that at the office, so why can’t a person talk about his or her lover of the same sex?


    “I think both women’s lib and gay lib, as well, have made more people aware and proud of their love feelings that they have long been hiding. Talking about women’s lib, ten years ago, men walked out on their family leaving the kids with the wife. Now more and more women walk out on their family, leaving the kids with their husbands. Having no children of my own yet, I cannot really choose sides. In my opinion, young babies and kids do need their mother more, but if they are over the age of ten, for instance, I am sure the father could take care of them just as well.”


    “Male homosexuals are so much more obvious in this city than lesbians,” Xaviera said. “Maybe it is because women throughout history have been able to walk around holding hands, going to the ladies’ room together, sleeping together, even, and nobody thinks anything of it. But two men? Forget it!


    “Too bad people always see the wrong side,” Xaviera continued, “the criminal aspect that the newspapers often write about. Like the Houston murders.”


    “Yeah,” Marilyn agreed. “That would never have been as sensational as it was had the man been murdering little girls. It would have been grisly and horrendous, but not quite as startling as it was because of the homosexual implications.”


    “The sadness of gay life is often emphasized,” Xaviera said, “and there is some truth to that, but I don’t feel it should be dwelled upon. I lived in a hotel for about two years that had two gay discotheques and bars and almost totally gay personnel. I really had a marvelous time. It was nice to go in after a night on the town just for a last drink or dance. The music was always good. Everybody knew me. If I felt like it, I could pick up any gorgeous-looking girl. Some nights there was a rather mixed crowd of ‘straight’ couples who were not too straight, but interested in picking up a third party to join them. Then there were the swinging couples, with gay tendencies, but that was usually on Saturday nights. During the week it was predominantly a gay crowd. There is a Dutch expression: Elck wat wils— which means, for everyone there was something. The majority of people, however, were gay men in their multicolored outfits. It was nice to be recognized, but sometimes those gay boys became too familiar with me. I don’t mind the ‘Oh, hello Miss Hollander, how are you’s?’ and ‘Do you want to dance?’ but oftentimes it got a bit too much for me, a bit too tacky and pushy. The nice thing, however, was the rule in a gay disc, that one could dance with whomever one chose. Boy-boy, girl-girl, boy-girl, boy-girl-boy, girl-boy-girl. And that most straight disc’s will forbid. I once tried to dance with a girlfriend of mine in a ‘swinging’ straight disc, and the manager tapped me. on the shoulder saying, no two people of the same sex allowed to dance. So I made a male friend join us, but within minutes again we were warned: no go. Pissed off, we all left, including a group of ten friends, and went to the gay disc where we could at least carry on with whomever we wanted. Gay bars are sure more liberal as long as you don’t pick a fight or ridicule the gay folks.


    “The lesbians are usually much less obvious…but the big bull dikes, those bitches, can claw your eyes out. They often are tougher fighters than men, and jealous as hell. The average gay girl is quiet, peaceful. They sit around in couples, while the guys more often than not are unattached and nervously cruising for a new lover. A lot of them are super insecure and they keep running in circles to the gay bars or baths. Eventually they end up lonely. There’s nothing more depressing than an aging homosexual.”


    “Boys in the Band,” Marilyn added.


    “Yes. it’s so much worse when the older man falls in love with a young chicken, and then the older guy gets fucked around by this young boy who really is nothing more than some cheap hustler who’s constantly cheating behind his back. The same happens to an aging man who falls in love with a girl thirty years his junior. If she hasn’t got a father complex, she can only be after one thing: his money.”


    “Have any lovers done it to you?” Marilyn asked.


    “Not too often,” Xaviera admitted. “Some have tried. I’ll pay as much as I want until I feel they are trying to take me for a sucker. Luckily, that doesn’t happen often. Among gay men it seems more difficult to maintain a stable relationship, in particular when they get older. Also, because of the fact that two people of the same sex can not get married, they tend to break up quicker. I think if homosexual marriages were allowed, a lot of these problems would clear up. There is still a great feeling of security in marriage, and I think gay people need that, even more than straight. I know two men in Toronto who did get married officially. They have a nightclub transvestite act here. They somehow found a loophole in the Texas law and went there and got married. So now they also have a lot more social benefits married people have.”


    “Texas?” Marilyn exclaimed. “That’s terrific!”


    “Dallas, I think. I wonder why the male homosexuals in general are always trying to attract everyone’s attention by being so obvious in the way they talk, walk, or dress? Why be such an exhibitionist about your social preference?”


    Marilyn said, “Because for so long it was not accepted. You can compare them to the female liberationists nowadays. They want acceptance and aren’t afraid to shout it to the world. I think you’re generalizing too much, though, when you say that most of them are obvious.”


    “Well, yes, but I’m doing it to make a point. I’m talking, I guess, about the obnoxious types, the stereotypes, and not about the gray-flannel-suit man who is also gay but keeps up a straight appearance. But they are never the ones who shout I’m proud I’m gay.”


    “Oh, yes, they are,” Marilyn said. “At least in California.”


    “I have a few gay friends here and you’d never notice they’re gay, you’d never know it.”


    “They’re everywhere. No one notices them because they look and act and talk like everyone else, and often they have top positions.”


    “I keep seeing the guys going to bars, one after another, cruising all the time. I wonder why?”


    Marilyn said, “Well, look at the swinging singles bars, I think that’s the equivalent. Those places are full of so-called swinging-but-straight people on the make, looking for sex partners for that night; it’s noisy in there. Everybody does his or her whole ridiculous number; they wear whatever is in vogue— puka shells, now— it is a constant competing and comparing, Afro style hairdos, crewcut, Beatle cut. They are always trying to imitate someone else, and you seldom find originality in those bars. They are all coming on to each other like gangbusters, and often the men are disgusting, loud, drunk…bragging about the chicks they laid, and how many times. All a lie! And to top it off, they put down gays!”


    “I think you have a point there,” Xaviera conceded. “I think the basic thing is that those people are lonely— gay or straight. The bar is an escape from their flats, parents, or TV sets and TV dinners; a social place to make contact and find someone to talk to. There are still numerous so-called ‘straight’ men who are really closet queens. I notice them sometimes, dressed in business suits, shortcut hair, still a wedding band on their finger, getting drunk in a hurry, looking around hungrily, searching but not quite knowing for what. They go about it so very awkwardly, and again the young husky hustlers spot those closet queens right away. Make him pay through the nose for drinks, dinner, and…sex. But he’s got what he wanted…maybe after ten years of straight married life. So what if he paid for it? It was maybe worth the experience. Next time around, the same man will get smart, maybe change his hairstyle, suit, or mannerisms, and become accustomed to the gay scene. Or…he is turned off for life and runs back to his wife, or lives a perfectly bisexual existence, equally happy in male as well as female company. It is often easier for gay men to pick up a boy who wants to ball. In Toronto, right close to where I live, there is a street full of male hustlers. The girl-hookers are all working bars and massage parlors, but the boys, all young, from age thirteen to twenty-five, freeze their balls off outside when winter comes, but business is booming, lots of tourists and conventions in town. Then, of course, if homosexuals know their way around town and don’t need to pay for sex, they can get all the activity they want in the gay baths where there is a great selection of horny men and, if they want to be totally anonymous, even a dark orgy room where everybody can fuck and suck and grab everybody else. Not very personal, mind you, but it beats beating off at home. My friend Serge used to do the orgy room scene occasionally. Fun as it was, about once or twice a year he’d pick up a little souvenir: a case of gonorrhea. That’s the chance you take, gay or straight. A few good penicillin shots cured him— a sore ass and no booze or sex for a few weeks was the price to pay.


    “By the way, there was a great play I saw with Serge a few months ago. It was called Tub Bath and it showed the whole steam bath scene, intrigues and scandals. Excellent play! Didn’t require too much acting talent. The boys were just playing themselves!”


    Marilyn nodded. “Yes, I’ve heard the critics rave about that play. If I have a chance I’ll go see it.”


    “Men always seem to be much more obvious about being sex-hungry; sometimes their games are absolutely ridiculous and immature. And that’s why I believe more and more women prefer to be in female company. Maybe not sexually, but emotionally, it’s more peaceful. And if two women get along well they might just settle down and spend the rest of their lives together. Sometimes just as friends and often eventually as lovers, as well. Women are not so hung up on sex as a basis for a good relationship.”


    “I think women are more patient than men,” Marilyn said, “or they’re supposed to be.” She finished her muffin and curled her legs up under her in the booth. “Men are hunters. Men turn off when you’re too aggressive and too strong in your come-on. Some want you to be a nice soft chick all the time, others get mad if you are too docile. The challenge to me is to be disciplined to the point where I can just tell myself, this is how I want to be and I love it, so I’m not gonna fight it any more.”


    Xaviera asked, “Do you think you could have the kind of relationship you have with your man with a chick?”


    “Not unless she’s the dominant one.”


    “In other words,” Xaviera explained, “could
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