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introduction

I am writing an introduction to this book by and about my friend, Linda Marchiano, for reasons that have everything to do with you, the reader.

First, I want to strike a bargain. If you begin her story, please read it to the end. If you know only part of Linda’s experience, I fear that you will be left wondering if she could have brought some part of her tragedy upon herself.

I don’t say this because I lack faith in the reader. On the contrary, I believe you can and will judge the humiliating facts of her long journey for yourself. That’s precisely why Out of Bondage—like her earlier book, Ordeal—is so very important.

But we are too close to the time when even rape victims were suspected of “asking for” the crimes of humiliation and violence inflicted upon them; a time when the testimony of a victim was disbelieved unless corroborated by witnesses who had watched the crime, and a victim’s past personal life was admissable in court when the rapist’s past, even if criminal, was not.

No wonder we are still in a time when the thousands of teenage runaways, terrified women and even children who are victims of forced prostitution and pornography each year— victims who are forced to coexist and depend for their lives on their victimizers for far longer than the duration of a rapist’s attack—are accused of cooperating with their captors, even of enjoying their own humiliation, or at least of being suspect because they did not escape.

After all, millions of viewers saw Deep Throat, the first hardcore porn film to enter the popular culture, without asking whether the young woman known as “Linda Lovelace” was there of her own free will. They ignored the bruises that were visible on her body, the terror in her eyes, even the simple empathy that should cause each of us to wonder whether another human being really could enjoy humiliations and dangers that we ourselves would never tolerate. Linda was forced to smile, but viewers were not forced to accept that smile.

How much harder will it be to believe the long road back to self-respect, when Linda was physically free but still imprisoned by society’s opinion of her, that is the subject of this book?

Second, I want to offer my own support as a journalist, and later as a friend, for the facts of Linda’s story: her captivity against her will, her attempts to escape, and her many efforts to be believed so that her story would help not only herself but others forced into pornography and prostitution.

She should not need this support. As you soon will read, she had been put through many factual proofs, including a long and grueling set of lie detector tests, long before we met. They were the precondition of publisher Lyle Stuart and of journalist Mike McGrady, her co-author, before the publication of Ordeal. Furthermore, those who have protested her story, even threatened her because of it, have yet to deliver proof that counters any part of it.

But her story was so widely ridiculed, so disbelieved by critics who accused her of seeking publicity or even of masochistically enjoying the sexual tortures that have scarred her body, that I, too, re-investigated the facts before writing a 1980 article 1 for Ms. Magazine when Ordeal was first published. I also interviewed Linda myself, watched her undergo many other media interviews by reporters proud of their ability to detect pretense and inconsistencies, listened to her trying to help other women escaping from pasts of prostitution and pornography, and, finally, came to know the private Linda as she dealt with husband and friends, or cared for one child and gave birth to another.

Six years of knowing her have strengthened my early conclusion as a reporter: that she is telling the truth. In the interim, I have added only one modification: that she may be telling it with restraint and generosity. For instance: Linda left out of Ordeal a number of incidents involving Hugh Hefner and his Playboy Mansion in Los Angeles, even though they were newsworthy incidents of sex and celebrity. Why? Because she was not positive that Hefner knew she was a prisoner, acting under threat of death by her “husband” and keeper, at the time.

How does this sense of fairness survive inside someone who has been treated so unfairly? That is the miracle. I no longer question whether the reasons for her ordeal might lie within herself, her acts, her background: there is no doubt in my mind that the same thing could have happened to me, to anyone, had we had the similar bad luck of crossing the wrong person’s path at the right time. (To say otherwise is no different from blaming a rape victim for her walk, her dress.) What is exceptional about Linda is her ability to escape, to survive, to live.

Third, I want to remind all of us that to condemn pornography is not to condemn sex, nor even to condone censorship. The question is freewill: Are the subjects of pornography there by choice, or by coercion, economic or physical? Are viewers seeking out pornography by choice, or are they forced to confront it in the public streets, newsstands and airways?

In fact, we have a First Amendment right to demonstrate against pornography, to boycott its creators and sellers, to explain that pornography is to women of all groups what Nazi literature is to Jews and Ku Klux Klan literature is to Blacks. It is as different from erotica as sex is different from rape. After all, porné means harlot, prostitute or female captive; thus, pornography is the writing about or depiction of female sexual slavery. On the other hand, eros means sexual love, and love implies free choice and mutual pleasure. The point is to separate sex from violence, pleasure from pain.

Finally, I would like to make one more bargain with you. When you’ve finished this book, walk through the center for prostitution and pornography that probably exists in your city or town—and figure out how you can protest it.

Ask yourself if friends, even family members may be supporting pornography by buying or tolerating it—and let them know this is just as offensive as supporting anti-Semites or the Klan. Get up the courage to say how you feel, to throw pornography out of your life and house at least. Educate your children in the difference between pornography and erotica, between domination and mutual choice. Support the centers that are helping women and children escape this coercion and find self-respect.

The miracle is that Linda has survived to tell her story.

The rest is up to us.

 


GLORIA STEINEM




one

I’m back in my bedroom in a rented cottage in Beverly Glen, California. The window beside my bed is open. A small noise there causes me to stir. I look up through sleepy eyes and see a man, a stranger, and he’s crawling in through my window. I try to scream but my throat is paralyzed. I want to run but my legs have lost all strength. As I sit up in bed, I see the other men, five of them, all strangers, all surrounding my bed, staring down at me. I know what is to follow—the beating and the raping—and a terrible panic overwhelms me, leaving me weak and helpless. I start to sob wildly, uncontrollably.

It is then that I wake up.

I rarely have the dream any more. But just a few years ago the dream came every night. I dreaded sleep because those men would always be there, surrounding my bed, waiting, threatening.

The dream comes from an earlier life—back when I was Linda Lovelace, the star of Deep Throat, the high princess of pornography. Most likely the dream springs from a specific incident, a hot summery day when a man named Chuck Traynor introduced me to prostitution by selling me to five men in a motel room in Florida. And every time I have the dream, I’m forced to go through feelings of fear and pain, of helplessness and hopelessness.

There was no escaping those feelings. Even when the dream ended, the memories would be there. I would wake up battered by a nightmare and the flashback would begin.

 



Flashback to—

A Holiday Inn in South Miami, a sprawling two-story building not far from the University of Miami. Walking with Chuck down the central corridor, up a flight of stairs, down another hallway to the end. The last room, Chuck knocking on the door three times, a man staring out at us, smiling, letting us in. Five men in the room, middle-aged, businessmen, wearing ties and jackets, having a drink, giving me the old once-over. Chuck talking to me in the dressing room, saying, “Those five guys out there—you’re going to fuck every one of them” Me looking for the joke: “Chuck don’t talk crazy.” No joke: “You got no fucking choice. I already got the money. And that’s something I want you to remember. The first thing you do is get the money . . . now take off your clothes. ”

Saying no, then seeing the gun in Chuck’s hand, listening to his insanity; “You know what I think? I think you’re going to take off your clothes, all of your clothes, and then you’re going to go out there and fuck those five guys. And if you don’t I’m gonna put a bullet in your head right now.”

And me, still innocent, still looking for a smile but seeing only a gun. “I’m gonna shoot you right now unless you get out there and do what I’m telling you.” Knowing that he meant it, he wasn’t lying; he would shoot me. Going numb then, the tears flooding my eyes as I remove my clothes, trembling, really shaking, too frightened to even pray. Chuck saying: “Stop your crying before you go out there. Crying is bad for business.” Walking out into the room then, wearing nothing. A man coming over and putting his hands on my breasts: “Not bad. Chuck got us a nice young one this time.”

 



The story of that day, that life, was told in an earlier book, Ordeal. In those days your worst nightmares were my everyday occurrences. For nearly three years I was enslaved by Traynor, a man who beat me and kicked me; a man who hypnotized me and sold me and traded me; a man who managed finally to turn me into a sexual zombie, able to do anything while feeling nothing.

The nightmares didn’t end in 1973 with my escape from Chuck Traynor. Deep Throat was behind me; enslavement was behind me; a great deal was behind me. No longer was I forced to have sex with strangers for pay. No longer was I a party favor given freely to celebrities. However, although I was away from that life, I was not free of it. My nights were filled with dreams and my days were crowded with ghosts.

I was Chuck’s profitable little sexual zombie and he wasn’t about to give me up without a fight. He searched for me everywhere, and I had to go into hiding. Wherever Chuck went in those days, he carried a flight bag concealing a semi-automatic revolver. While I was hiding out, protected by professional bodyguards, I was shown a newspaper story about Chuck.

“She’s either going to work for me or she’ll work for nobody,” I read. “I’ll see to that. She’s mistaken if she thinks she’s going to do her nightclub act without me. . . . I’ve made her what she is today. She’d be nothing without me.”

It took a long time for my fear of Chuck to dissolve. Over and over again I tried to tell people what I had gone through—that I’d been brutalized, that I’d been a victim, that none of it was my idea—but no one wanted to hear that. Newspaper reporters couldn’t write the truth because it would be “too libelous”; a well-known television host rapidly changed the subject; a publisher explained that the truth was too downbeat and would never sell as well as the fiction they had published about me in the past; even family and friends seemed cool and disinterested. The whole story was taken lightly and before long I stopped boring people with it.

In those days the truth could only be found in fragments. Playboy, for example, allowed that Chuck Traynor “played a sort of porn Svengali to the early Linda’s Trilby.”

One person who knew the truth was Gerry Damiano, director of Deep Throat. Although Damiano avoids interviews, he was talking about Chuck Traynor to a college audience and his remarks found their way into the Boston Phoenix: “That man (Chuck Traynor) was a nothing. He had no personality, no charm, no brains. He was just a user of people and he used Linda. He gave her nothing and abused her. He was very brutal with her. . . . Many times she’d come on the set and be completely black and blue.”

Isn’t that amazing! Reading that gave me a classic set of mixed emotions. On the one hand: Thank God someone finally backed up my story. On the other hand: why didn’t he do something at the time; why didn’t he come to my rescue?

People always ask me why I didn’t get help. Where would I have gotten help? From whom would I have gotten help? Here’s Damiano admitting that he knew I was beaten viciously—yet he never lifted a finger to help me. He was by no means the only one.

Chuck never broke stride. Within a few weeks he was back at the old stand, managing—and later marrying—the second most famous pornographic star in the world, Marilyn Chambers, the former “Ivory Snow Girl.” Marilyn Chambers began her porno career starring in Behind the Green Door and went on from there to ever bigger, ever more rotten movies.

It was impossible to get Traynor out of my mind. Because no matter what he did to me, no matter what crimes he committed in the past, he was free to wander wherever he wanted. And where he did a lot of his wandering was in front of the cameras.

Never alone. Alone, Chuck Traynor is less than nothing. So always he was seen with his current charge in tow. At first I felt Chuck and Marilyn were made for each other, that this was a match made in some strange porno heaven. But as I read the news accounts about the two of them, it seemed clear that Chuck was re-creating the same master-slave relationship he had with me. And the fact that “she smiles a lot” or “she looks like she likes it” has absolutely nothing to do with anything.

I watched the two of them on television and listened to Marilyn Chambers saying exactly the same things I used to say—how she lives for sex, how she can never get enough of that wonderful stuff, etc.—and I knew who was the author of both the lines and the sentiments.

The more I read about them, the more I could see Chuck was up to his old tricks. And the reporters who interviewed them seemed to notice that something was not quite right; to some it was like interviewing Edgar Bergen and Charlie McCarthy.

Ken Mayer in the Boston Herald-American: “Someone should tell Marilyn Chambers’ manager Chuck Traynor that when a writer interviews his property, he should sit back, collect his 10 percent and zip his lip. . . . Traynor should take a crash course on getting lost.”

A story in the Los Angeles Free Press noted that Chuck did the talking while Marilyn did the giggling: “Whenever asked to comment on something related to her sexual experiences or the making of her hard-core features, Marilyn would giggle and defer to Chuck’s more businesslike demeanor.”

The San Antonio Express quoted Marilyn’s tribute to Chuck’s “transformational skill”: “‘Chuck changed my whole appearance,’ Miss chambers swallows her beer. ‘He taught me to be a lady.’ And what is a lady? ‘A lady,’ says Miss Chambers gravely, ‘A lady is someone who looks good. And doesn’t speak unless she’s spoken to.”’

The most ominous note appeared in a column written by Larry Fields of the Philadelphia News. Traynor, as usual, was doing all the talking. “Hovering by Marilyn’s side was her lover-manager-Svengali Chuck Traynor. . . . Marilyn interrupted to ask for permission to go to the bathroom. ‘Not right now,’ Traynor said.” When Marilyn asked a second time, Traynor snapped at her, “Just sit there and shut up.” When Larry Fields urged Traynor to let her go to the bathroom, Traynor turned on the columnist and snarled, “I don’t tell you how to write your columns. Don’t tell me how to treat my broads.”

Now that’s vintage Chuck. In Larry Fields’s world, the world most of us take for granted, these kinds of things do not happen. Adults do not ask each other for permission to go to the bathroom. But for two years, if I wanted to go to the bathroom or read a magazine or file my nails, I asked permission first.

I didn’t have enough feeling left to feel sorry for Marilyn Chambers. Besides—thank God!—the pressure was off me. It took a court order to accomplish it, but Chuck was leaving me alone. Finally, I could come out of hiding and be . . . what? I had no idea. Be myself, I guess. But who was that?

Everyone seemed to think I would just go back and be Linda Lovelace again, that I would star in pornographic movies and distribute my sexual favors as freely as Chuck had done. Only this time around, naturally, I’d be able to keep the profits for myself.

Everyone wanted me to do the same thing. Famous lawyers and high-priced accountants offered to set my affairs straight-and then they’d say why don’t we get a bottle of champagne and maybe we can talk it over in front of the fireplace. This always came as a shock; still, it almost always came.

One acquaintance who was selling cocaine said, “Hey, all we have to do is get together and you don’t have to pay a thing.”

The person I knew best and trusted most had just one message for me: Go for it! She would say, “You’ve already done it—what difference could it possibly make now? You can clean up, you can have a ball.”
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I was getting plenty of offers but they weren’t the kind of offers I wanted. Offers like: “There’s this guy over at MGM—if you’re nice to him, he’ll be nice to you.” Offers like: “I know a vice president at Universal who will use you in a comedy and all he wants is a little deep throat.” Offers like: “All you have to do is throw in one little deep-throat scene and the producer will kick in an extra $40,000.”

No one could understand my reluctance. At this point it must have seemed as though I had nothing to lose. They explained that this was the way things had always been done in Hollywood, and after all, it’s not as though I was still a virgin.

I listened to everyone and thought it over. And the first thing I did was establish lines that I wouldn’t cross, no matter what. For example, there would be no more sex for someone else’s entertainment or benefit. No matter what the world thought of me, I had never willingly been a whore and I was not going to start now.

That was never a real temptation. I can remember at least a dozen times when Playboy mogul Hugh Hefner tried to set me up with himself and one of his super-bunnies. But that kind of thing was never going to be my kind of thing again.

What lines didn’t I draw? Well, I had completed an idiotic little R-rated movie entitled Linda Lovelace for President and that didn’t bother me too much. I posed for a nude spread in Playboy and that didn’t disturb me. Nudity was not really a big issue, not after all I’d been through. Very little mattered to me at this time. Whether I made money or not, whether I showed up for court dates or not, whether I was seen nude or not—none of that really mattered.

After Chuck’s departure, my new advisers wanted me to walk around in transparent clothing. I did what I was told. When they wanted me to go to the opening of Ascot in England in a see-through dress, it never occurred to me not to do it.

It was all carefully explained to me. Public nudity was part of my “transition process,” the gradual transition from pornography to movie stardom. After all, I couldn’t just start dressing like a nun, could I? Once you’ve lost your self-esteem, it takes quite a while to get it back. For a long time I remained a robot, doing just what my new advisers told me to do.

And so what if I wore a see-through dress That was better than being thrown into a room with a dozen men and having a dildo inserted into every opening. No, the nudity really didn’t bother me at all.

And what of the future? I hadn’t the slightest idea. I’d never had a chance to become acquainted with myself. I’d gone directly from my parents’ home to Chuck Traynor’s world of prostitution and pornography and I had no idea what made me tick.

In effect, I had never been more than a visitor in the real world, the normal workaday world. During the past few years I had done little more than practice and perfect every perversion known to this civilization. Still immature, still unable to stand on my own two feet, I had been cast out into a world I didn’t know at all.

In the year 1973, I was undoubtedly the most widely known sex star in the world. In fact, by this time I had graduated from sex symbol to sexual caricature, from national scandal to national joke. (Playboy even printed a full page of Linda Lovelace jokes. Example: “We suppose it’s only a matter of time before some pharmaceutical house comes out with Linda Lovelace Lovers’ Quarrel Pills—to be taken when someone you ate disagrees with you.”)

I felt like an ex-convict who has spent his entire life behind bars and one day is turned out, blinking, into the sunlight. Just that suddenly I found myself away from my captor and among people who had never experienced the terror I took for granted. I was standing there, not knowing which way to turn. I knew who I was not but I had no idea who I was—other than being confused and scared and alone.

Perhaps not quite alone. In those days I had one constant companion. Her name was Linda Lovelace—and there seemed no way for me to get rid of her. I smiled her slightly crooked smile and spoke in her soft voice and it was only natural that people would mix up the two of us. As a result of this confusion—because people thought that I was she and that she was I—I always needed protection.

I needed someone to keep the crowds away. I needed lawyers to protect me (often from other lawyers); I needed accountants to collect (and give out) my money; and I desperately needed a normal man in my life, someone to discourage the creeps, and to hold me when the nightmares came.

But Linda Lovelace was a valuable property and men could not seem to behave in a normal way around her. They wouldn’t leave her alone, not when so much easy money was within easy reach. True enough, I no longer had to perform perverted sex acts with everyone Chuck Traynor nominated. But it’s also true that I was still a long way from starring in either a remake of Gone With the Wind or the new Gidget Goes Ga Ga. As my new advisers kept telling me, it was going to be a slow process, this climb to respectability.

How right they were! But neither they nor I realized the climb would take a full decade. Until those first decent propositions came along, I had to take some of what was offered. This meant going to England and wearing see-through clothes. That meant going to Harvard and accepting a special award from the boys (“To that actor or actress most willing to flout convention and risk worldly damnation in the pursuit of artistic fulfillment”). That meant tackling a stage play in Philadelphia and subjecting myself to the kind of reviews, as one writer saw it, that “An Egyptian President might expect if he were playing Tel Aviv.”

And it meant going on and giving the same kind of interviews I had always given: “I think sex is beautiful. I think love is beautiful! I don’t believe in censorship at all in any way, shape or form.” However, those words were no longer ringing true. As one perceptive reporter noted, “The more you question Linda Lovelace, the more you wonder whether she really believes all the things she is saying or whether someone told her to say them. . . . It seems obvious that somebody has just put some ideas into her head.”

At that time—just after completing Linda Lovelace for President—I was living in a rented home in California. It was quite expensive even though a tub in the upstairs bathroom had started to poke one leg through the livingroom ceiling. My car was a leased Bentley, burgundy in color, slightly more expensive than the house. I was spending money faster than it was coming in.

[image: e9780806536439_i0003.jpg]


This was the woman Larry Marchiano got to know in late 1973. Actually, it was our second meeting. I had met Larry several years earlier in my pre-Chuck Traynor years. I looked upon him as part of the world I had grown up in, the world that had housed me during the first twenty-one years of my life. It was a world of quiet suburban homes and Saturday football games and high school dances. It was a world where people went steady, got engaged and married and raised children and worked hard for a living.

I have to wonder what Larry Marchiano thought when he saw me again, this time as a Hollywood “star.” I know this much: His first opinion could not have been too high.

Late that year I went to Florida for legal reasons. I’ve been involved in so many court cases, I no longer remember exactly which one this was. Not that it matters much today. All that mattered about that trip was that I became reacquainted with the man who still shares my life.
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During that Florida trip, I stayed with my parents. My X-rated career had been a source of pain and embarrassment to them. My father had once gone to see Deep Throat. I later heard from others that his reaction had been the logical one—he walked out of the theater and vomited. My mother may have suffered some mixed feelings; she asked me to send her photographs of myself autographed to the people at the country club where she worked.

This was something we could never talk about directly. I think maybe now, at this late date, my father might like to learn about that chapter of my life—just the other night on the phone he started asking me questions that go back to those days. He’s never been able to read Ordeal, but he will someday. It’s going to hurt him. He’s going to cry, I know that.

One time he did say to me, “Why didn’t you ever tell me what was going on when you and Chuck would visit us?” I had to explain that Chuck Traynor had threatened me: If I told, he’d kill my whole family and then he’d kill me.

When I saw Larry Marchiano again, I felt an immediate. . . something for him. One reason: He was so unlike most of the men I’d seen the past few years in Hollywood. He had no airs. He wore casual clothes, not a monogram in sight. At this point in his life (he’d just been laid off as an installer of television cable) he was working part-time as an apprentice plumber in Florida. He was also in the process of winding up a long relationship with another woman.

Sometimes you meet someone and it’s a nice simple: Hi-how-are-you? With someone else it can be: Oh-oh-better-watch-out. There was something definitely going on with Larry, an attraction. And my first reaction was cautious. I purposely avoided looking at him or allowing his eyes to meet my own.

What Larry saw was someone who had apparently “gone Hollywood”; I was dropping celebrity names right and left, talking a big game. But it was all bogus. He had only to ask a few questions to learn that I had little real understanding of what was going on. And the minute I started talking about my business affairs, he could see we were in the same financial boat.

Larry Marchiano’s own position in life could not have been more humble. However, though I was a movie star, an alleged author of best-selling paperbacks and an internationally known celebrity, I had no more money saved than he did. Actually, the same amount. Zero.

I needed someone trustworthy to manage my affairs. At first I had no idea that someone might be Larry, but I did sense he could be trusted. And less than a week later, I trusted him enough to ask whether he would come out to California and take charge of my business affairs. That must’ve sounded slightly more attractive than the job he held—that day he had been carrying toilets into condominiums under construction. He agreed to join me.

Why did I need someone else? Why couldn’t I handle my own affairs? For nearly three years I had someone doing crazy things to me. You don’t, after that time, suddenly start making your own decisions. I had fallen into a pattern of letting someone else decide everything about my life.

I had to get in touch with me. And at the time I didn’t feel too badly off. My life was a real improvement over what it had been. Okay, I could never turn back the clock to my days at Maria Regina High School, but I could try and get in touch with what I really felt about things.

And what I really felt from the beginning was a certainty about Larry Marchiano’s character and strength. He, however, could only be confused about me. And that made two of us.

During my brief stay in Florida, I managed to add to that confusion. Sammy Davis, Jr., happened to be there, starring in a nightclub revue. Readers of Ordeal will remember that Sammy Davis, Jr., had been very much a part of my life when I was Chuck Traynor’s slave.

In Chuck’s eyes, it had been a simple mathematical equation: Sammy Davis, Jr., was a big Hollywood celebrity; therefore, Sammy Davis, Jr., was to be cultivated; therefore, I was to do whatever he wanted whenever he wanted it.

Why would I take Larry and my family to see Sammy Davis, Jr., perform? Why would I then invite them to Sammy’s hotel suite for a post-performance party? I think it shows just how confused I was-how much I wanted someone to care about me-thinking they’d be impressed by my famous show-business friends. But—and I shouldn’t be surprised by this—just the opposite happened.

In the first place, Larry Marchiano has never been the kind of person who is impressed by superficial things. He had come to see Sammy Davis, Jr., perform-but he was not particularly happy with the crowd that gathered later for drinks in the entertainer’s suite.

Larry and I were seated together at a table and he went to get some food from the buffet. No sooner was he gone than a stranger sat down beside me and started making conversation. Larry returned with my plate and saw the stranger talking to me.

“Hey, you,” he said, “you’re sitting in my seat.”

“Pardon me?” the man said.

“You’re sitting in my seat,” Larry repeated.

The new arrival looked at Larry for a long moment and then slowly got to his feet. The room became quiet. It was a heavy silence, an electric silence, the kind of silence they feature in those E.F. Hutton television commercials. A few minutes later, that silence was explained to us.

“Didn’t you know who you were talking to?” someone asked.

“Nope,” Larry said.

“That was Joe Colombo.”

“Whoa,” I said to Larry, “maybe you should’ve said, ‘excuse me’ first.”

That was the first time I observed the part of Larry’s personality that can be abrasive. It also translates as an absolute unwillingness to be intimidated. I still don’t know whether it was foolishness or bravery, but he just didn’t seem all that impressed by Colombo’s gangster ties.

How did Larry Marchiano react to what he saw? Later he would tell me that he knew I was an adult and he didn’t feel he was there to sit in judgment on me. I wish it never happened at all, and the only reason I mention it here is to show how confused I was at the time.

While I’m making confessions, I have to admit to one other thing—again as a way of showing my state of mind at the time. This is something I really hate to admit. At that time I was using cocaine. Cocaine wasn’t just a sometime thing either.

I understand why people get hooked on it. Some people say they use it for sexual reasons, but I found it gave me courage. It was a courage that seemed to translate into energy. It enabled me to get up and do things. It gave me so much false confidence that pretty soon I took to hiding behind it. And without it, I was scared, scared of everything, scared of being alone. With cocaine, the people around me seemed to be my friends; not true friends, but at least there were bodies around me and I wasn’t alone.

Cocaine was just coming into its own in Hollywood. Some of the flunkies at Hefner’s had discovered they could seduce young girls by using cocaine as bait. The way they would use it was to put it into an emptied neosynepherine bottle along with water. Then while they were watching the movie, they’d give themselves a squirt in the nose every now and then. Often they would do this after they had a regular snort; some of the powder would remain in the nostril and the squirt would wash that down as an added bonus. They would also take the neosynepherine bottle on planes with them, use it whenever they liked, and no one would be the wiser.

Whenever I was taken over to Sammy Davis, Jr.’s house, there would be cocaine and amyl nitrites—this was Sammy’s big thing. Everything with Sammy always had to be an all-night session and he needed whatever he could get to stay awake. Amyl nitrites—how I hated them! Whenever he shoved one into my nose, I’d hold my breath.

It all seems so ironical. I finally found my freedom, finally got away, and one of the first things I did was walk into the cocaine trap.

A week after my visit to Florida, Larry Marchiano joined me in California. And my new life began.
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Larry Marchiano came out to Hollywood with his wardrobe of dungarees and T-shirts, with his work boots and casual ways. He wasn’t into pornography, showed no interest in kinky sex, didn’t do cocaine. And most of all, he seemed to care about me—not me as a product or a sex machine or a potential gold mine, but me as a human being. I hadn’t met a man like Larry Marchiano in far too long.

Part of his role would be to offer protection. Here I knew I was in particularly good hands. Larry is not tall but he is muscular; he has always worked with his hands and one of his hobbies has been the martial arts. It was so strange to be with a man with these abilities and never have them directed against me. Larry immediately started cushioning me against other people, forming a barrier between myself and those who wanted to take advantage of me.

And he began to know me, began to realize the kind of person I really was. The truth was this: After breaking away from Charles Traynor, I never again would settle for sex without love. What I wanted—all that I ever wanted—was a lasting, loving relationship.

Although I met many movie stars at Hugh Hefner’s Playboy Mansion West, I never accepted their invitations. I remember the night I met Warren Beatty, the Warren Beatty, the same Warren Beatty whose picture was pasted all over my bedroom wall when I was fifteen or sixteen; then, just the thought of him touching my hand would create shivers. Suddenly here he was, the real person, asking me to go home with him. Several different nights he invited me to go off with him. If ever I faced temptation, it was then. Still I never went. It just wasn’t my thing. In fact, at the Playboy Mansion I felt most at home with the help, and some evenings I spent the whole night hanging out with them in the kitchen, just talking.

One of the men I responded to was Shel Silverstein, the Playboy artist and writer. I can remember just sitting in the jacuzzi with him and talking. I always liked Shel. The thought of having sex with him never crossed my mind; if anything, I feared that. That whole world seemed unreal then and more unreality wasn’t what I needed.

And now with Larry joining me on the West Coast, it was back to business. Directly ahead of me lay something I had been dreading—a trip across Canada to publicize the movie Linda Lovelace for President.

This was one of the dumbest movies ever made. It was so bad that I can’t remember the names of the other so-called actors in the movie, and even if I could I wouldn’t embarrass them by repeating that information here. Who knows? Some of them may have even gone on to acting careers.

Anyway, Linda Lovelace for President taught me what was meant by the phrase, “exploitation movie.” People would be amazed if they saw how a movie like this is actually made. The only smart thing they did was to hire comedian Chuck McCann. The script would go from pointless to inane to ludicrous, and then someone would turn to McCann and say, “Do something funny here—anything at all.” Farther into the movie that same someone turned to me and said, “All right, Linda, we’re ready for the fucking-and-sucking scenes now.” McCann obliged them with gags, because that was his job; I didn’t oblige them with sex, because that was no longer my job.

Maybe it was bad enough that I had to appear in the nude. But to me that was a big step up. The movie was R-rated (probably R for Ridiculous) and instead of real sexual perversions, it was filled with simulated sexual perversions. Maybe the audience couldn’t tell the difference, but I could.

Not only was the movie an artistic disaster, it provided me with another of life’s little embarrassments. There was a screening of the movie in California just before I was to go on tour to publicize it. My mother and father were there; my twenty-year-old niece was there; my sister Jean was there; as was Larry, a man who was becoming increasingly important in my life.

Suddenly there was a picture of me standing in front of a huge American flag, saluting, á la George C. Scott in Patton. The major difference between George C. Scott and myself was that he wore a helmet and uniform while I wore a helmet. Just a helmet, nothing more, not a stitch of clothing. Unfortunately, the helmet wasn’t large enough to crawl under.

Immediately after the screening, I joined the movie’s other “stars.” It was just expected of me, just another thing I would do mechanically. I tried to keep a stiff upper lip but this time it wasn’t so easy. Larry Marchiano was looking at me with a funny expression on his face.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m just thinking about the movie,” he said.

“Yes, but what are you thinking about the movie?”

“You really want to know? I was thinking that it’s a worthless piece of shit,” he said. “It’s absolutely ridiculous, unbelievable and terrible.”

“Oh, come on, Larry,” I said. “Don’t be so polite—what did you really think?”

It had been so long since someone just told me the truth, simply and directly, that I almost welcomed his comments. However, I didn’t really need anyone to tell me what kind of a movie it was. This was not one of the movies where the producers wait anxiously for those early critical notices; this was a take-the-money-and-run movie, the kind of movie you sneak into town and open everywhere at once, before anyone has a chance to write—or read—a review.
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Unfortunately, my embarrassment was not going to be confined to just that one night. Next on the schedule: a cross-continental tour of Canada to promote the film. And Larry was supposed to go on the tour with me.

“No way,” he said. “No way you’re going to embarrass yourself by going, anywhere for this movie”

“There happens to be a contract—if we don’t go, they sue,” I said to him, quietly. “And there are 2,500 other reasons to go. They’re paying me $2,500, plus expenses. You’ve been going through my books and you’ve probably figured out about how much money we have”

“So when do we pack?” he said.

The next day, as a matter of fact. Okay, the bottom line was $2,500 and we decided to make the most of it, to have a good time and not think about what we were doing. God knows I had had enough practice at that—at not thinking about what I was doing.

But I don’t think either of us dreamed how important this little publicity trip would turn out to be. Not for the movie and not for my career. But it was then, during an idiotic trip to promote a moronic movie, that we came to realize how much we cared for each other.

For once it was a comfort to have a man with me. A real man, not a male. All I could think of was the contrast between Larry and Chuck Traynor. Say I’d be at a live autograph signing—Larry would check people, watch them, try to stop any trouble before it got started. He was truly protecting me. If it had been Chuck Traynor, he would have been trying to figure out which girl to come on to, which people were into weird sex, how he could cash in on my presence.

In a sense Larry was a fish out of water; the entertainment world would never become his element. In the world of the laboring man there was one way to handle a difficult situation—the direct way. But in my glitzy show-biz world he always had to stop and ask himself what was the proper thing to do. Tact was never his strong suit and this must have been terribly frustrating. At times I could see that frustration bubble up and break through the surface.

Our first concern was costuming. Of course, I was going to wear my movie-star clothes—necklines cut down to my waist. This part of it didn’t bother me at all; I had learned that you could get clothes that were sexy and attractive, revealing without being too revealing. At this stage of my life, I may not have known just who I was yet, but I was no one’s prisoner. No one was forcing me to wear low-cut dresses. I think every woman likes to feel attractive.

Larry, too, had to adjust to the necessities of a publicity tour. In the first place he owned nothing but work clothes, so we had to make a few purchases before leaving. Slacks instead of jeans, shirts instead of T-shirts, shoes instead of boots.

We both sensed (correctly) that I’d never earn another penny from the movie; therefore, this trip—the way we lived and ate and played—was my final paycheck.

Larry got into the swing of things fairly rapidly. Early in the tour the three of us—Larry, my niece, myself—checked into a suite of rooms in a Vancouver hotel. Actually, it was supposed to be a suite but there was barely enough room for our suitcases.

When I heard Larry complaining to the hotel manager, I could hardly believe my ears (I had to remind myself that just a couple of weeks earlier he had been an apprentice plumber). Now I heard him saying, “I don’t care if this is your only available room. Either you find us a better suite or we pack up. But before we go, we’ll explain to the press why we’re leaving—we’re leaving because this hotel couldn’t give us proper accommodations.”

And I was supposed to be the actor! Larry’s threat sent the manager scurrying; when he returned he explained the only other suite available was the Howard Hughes suite, the one the billionaire used during his stays in Vancouver.

“Fine, we’ll take that,” Larry said.

“Are you sure the movie company will pay for it?”

“I said we’ll take it.”

And so it was we wound up in a suite of rooms too large to explore in a single evening. We could have played football in the living room. Since the movie company was also paying for our meals, I dialed room service and ordered the meal that quickly became our staple throughout the tour: shrimp, lobster and champagne, a generous supply of each.

And we sat there, in the middle of the Howard Hughes Suite, basking before a glowing television set—watching ourselves on TV for the first time ever—and dining on a millionaire’s picnic. At some point, my niece went off to bed and the next morning Larry Marchiano and I awakened in front of a television test pattern; during that night we became lovers and we have remained lovers ever since.

Getting to know this new man in my life was the only really important thing about the Canadian trip. Every day was divided into two parts. One part was the shabby business of promoting a worthless movie. The other part: getting to really know each other.

Slowly, Larry came to know the kind of woman I really was—a one-man woman giving herself completely to the man she loved. The world, on the other hand, saw me as not just a scarlet woman, but the scarlet woman. Larry had trouble reconciling the two. I remember being on a television show in Ottawa; a local minister was waggling his finger in my face and lecturing me on morality. There was no way for me to defend appearing in a film of such awesome stupidity; still, I’ve always hated being lectured to.

“Didn’t anyone ever tell you it was bad manners to point your finger at a lady?” I said.

“Who are you to talk to me about bad manners?” he began again. Larry decided he had heard enough of this. From the corner of my eye I could see him wandering about the set; then I saw him bend over to what seemed to be an enormous cable; the last thing I saw was Larry disconnecting an electric plug. The minister was talking into a dead microphone in a suddenly darkened set as Larry and I left.

“I’m not sure you should have done that,” I said.

“Really?” he said. “Didn’t you think that had gone on long enough?”

But what did Larry really know about me or I about him? There were times when I tried to tell him that I was forced into Deep Throat, that I had been the prisoner of a madman. But what happened in the past didn’t seem all that important, not when the present was so promising. As a result, I didn’t get around to telling him the whole story then. He had never seen Deep Throat. He hadn’t seen any of my 8-millimeter movies. He had never seen me being raped as public entertainment.

And all he was hearing were interviews in which I seemed not to take it, or anything else, too seriously.

“I’m a comedienne, like Marilyn Monroe,” I said in one set speech. “Her problem was that she took being a sex symbol too seriously. Personally, I can’t stand hard-core porn films. If they don’t have comedy in them, like Deep Throat did, I find them boring. They’re like medical films.”

On a Friday afternoon we were in a Toronto bookstore, The Book Cellar, and I was signing autographs for three hundred people. The manager of the bookstore, Bruce Surtees, seemed upset by the number of people who stood in line for my autograph.

“If we had a thing like this for Will Durant,” he said, “nobody would show up.”

Although I nodded my head in sympathy, I had no idea who this Will Durant might be or why people should want his autograph. One of the men in line was young, intense, nervous. Larry was keeping a close eye on him as he approached, book in hand, waiting for an autograph.

“Write anything,” he said, “as long as it’s dirty.”

“I don’t do that,” I said.

“Then write anything at all. I saw your Deep Throat film,” the young man said. “I saw your other movie, and that was really good.”

“What other movie was that?” Larry said, coming up suddenly.

“Never mind,” I said, “it’s really not important.”

“No, what was the name of the movie?” Larry pressed the young man. “If there’s another movie out there, I want to know about it. They probably owe you money on that one as well.”

“It was the dog movie,” the young man said. “There was no name.”

“Larry, forget it,” I said. “I’ll tell you about it later.”

Larry was only taking his new job as business manager seriously. He backed off, but I knew he wasn’t going to drop the subject. That night we returned to our suite at the Hyatt Regency and had our shrimp, lobster and champagne—but nothing sat well on my stomach. All afternoon I had avoided Larry and now I was unable to meet his eyes. If only he would just forget about it. That had been the worst day of my life and I’d never been able to talk to anyone about it. How could I go over it with the man I was loving? To this day I have trouble pronouncing the word “dog”—I usually spell it out, D-O-G—and I was hoping he would go to sleep and not ask.

“Tell me about it.” he said.

“No, Larry. Please.”

“You’re going to have to someday.”

That was my first attempt but it was just too painful. Not that I had any trouble remembering the day with the dog. That day is a wound on my memory. But it was an experience I had never been able to discuss with anyone. Instead I tried to tell Larry about that part of my life, the time just before Deep Throat. We were in New York, flat broke, and Chuck started meeting with people who made 8-millimeter movies for the peep-show trade.

 


Flashback to—

A filthy loft in Manhattan, sheets draped over the furniture, floors that had never been mopped, a bathroom sink that had never been scrubbed. Two other actors waiting there, a young man named Rob and his wife, Cathy. The director giving us the story line: “All right, Rob, you lie down on that rubber sheet and Cathy, you and Linda come over and piss on him. ”

Not believing my ears, watching Cathy try to do it in vain, her saying finally, “I just can’t.” The director announcing, “Well, fine, if you can’t be the pisser, you can be the pissee. Cathy, you lie down and Rob, you and Linda piss on her.” Insane, so very insane. None of us able to do it and then the director sends out for six-packs of beer. How do you do it, how do you manage to urinate on another human being? I’ll tell you how. The director says: “All right, Linda, if you’re having such trouble, you get down on the sheet and they’ll piss on you.” That’s how you do it; that’s your motivation. Me saying, “Hey, wait a minute, give me another chance.” And so the movie is made. Aware of the sickness, the insanity, but still doing it, still urinating on another human being.

 



“I must have been crazy,” I said to Larry.

“Maybe not so crazy,” he said. “You’d rather piss on than be pissed upon—that strikes me as a symptom of sanity.”

“That was the only kind of choice I’d get in those days.”

“And the dog?” Larry said. “What was the choice there?”

“My choice? It was either the dog or death. They had a gun.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Later,” I said. “Someday I’ll be able to tell you about that. When I can do that, I’ll know I’m over it—that I’m well.”

I tried to tell him more about that whole time in my life, about what happened, but the tears finally got in the way of the words. Why even try? Because I had decided that whenever Larry asked me about my past—and whatever he asked me—I’d tell him as much as I could. I knew there was no way to tell it all at once; it would have to come out in dribs and drabs. But in time it would all have to come out. There should be no surprises to plague him in the future. But it was hard, so hard, and I wondered whether I would ever come to grips with it.

I’ve been worried other times with Larry, worried that once he learned all the atrocities I’d been through, he might just get up and leave. But he hasn’t, and he didn’t on that night. He just wrapped me in his arms and listened as I told him as much as we could handle.

He seemed to react well. I saw him as an antidote to the horror of the past. But I may have been overestimating his strength; I know him better now, and I know this kind of information could rip him apart.

“Chuck Traynor should be killed,” he said.

“I wanted him dead,” I said, “but I never had the strength to kill him.”

“An experience like that didn’t give you the strength?”

“Just the opposite,” I said. “That day made me weaker, more docile. Now I was totally defeated. There was no humiliation left for me. Now he could do whatever he wanted. It wasn’t sick, it was out there somewhere beyond sick.”

“It’s all in the past,” he said. “It’s all over now. And it doesn’t matter any more. I love you and I’ll always love you”

That was what I wanted to hear, all I wanted to hear. We were still happy and we would be together. He didn’t blame me for anything that had happened—at least on an intellectual level. Whether he blamed me on a deeper level, a psychological level, whether his heart ever found me guilty—that I’ll never know for sure.

Throughout the Canadian tour we were able to ignore the idiocies of my professional life—they were lost in something that was really crucial and important to me. I was enjoying being with a man. Finally. And just as Larry was learning about me, I was learning about him.

One incident in Toronto should have revealed more about Larry than I cared to know. A television appearance ran longer than expected and we were a half-hour late getting back to the hotel for a scheduled press conference. Now, in those days the press wasn’t liking Linda Lovelace very much. And when we kept them waiting they became a pack of snarling animals. Rude, obnoxious, totally negative. I began the conference by mispronouncing a word and one of the reporters made fun of that. A minute later they all started to gang up on me.

In his own world, Larry would have known how to handle this incident. He would have taken direct action. Because back there in the real world, no one (not even a syndicated columnist) has the right to publically make vicious fun of a not-too-well-educated woman (even a movie star).

Larry was filled with anger and frustration at having to sit back and do nothing while the press had a field day. Finally, we were able to leave. Just after entering the elevator, Larry suddenly punched out at the wall. Thwaaack! I could tell from the sound that he had punched too hard and, in fact, he did break three bones in his right hand. Maybe he released some frustration that way—but we wound up spending the rest of the afternoon in a hospital emergency room watching Larry’s broken hand being encased in a cast.

Finally the tour was over and we—by this time we were a unit, not two individuals—went back to California.

“Did you learn anything?” I asked Larry.

“I learned something about you,” he said. “That movie was a piece of trash, and you were asked to do some ridiculous things. And even though everyone knows you for things that are even more ridiculous, you came off with such style—I was amazed.”

“You didn’t mind all that nonsense, all those questions?”

“I can understand it,” he said. “Meeting a sports figure, you’ve got to talk sports. So they meet you, they talk about . . . what they talk about.”

“You didn’t mind some of the creeps?”

“I’ve seen creeps before.”

“And you didn’t mind . . .”

“Hey, I love you.”

In other words, the tour was a fantastic success.
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