
Preface
An open marriage after two decades of monogamy: what could go wrong?

Most of this memoir was written in 2014 – 2015, leading to a breakdown in 2015, resulting in
hospitalisation for two months. My legal name change to Xanthe Wyse took place while I was in a
psychiatric unit in Australia.

This  memoir  details  the  exploration  into  consensual  non-monogamy,  recorded  as  events
unfolded, to try to process the demise of my marriage. It was originally published in July 2015 as
Asexy Randy, under a pen name. Then unpublished with files deleted after readers said it was well-
written, yet sad.

Then, in 2021, I recovered a copy of the e-book and retyped it with minor editing for clarity. I
edited out any repetition that I noticed. The edited version, which is still raw, is republished as this
memoir, Bipolar Cringe.

I retained the original chapters, which have overlapping scenes, not necessarily in sequence. I
added one chapter at the end.

In this memoir, I identified as ‘Aspie’ for Asperger’s Syndrome, which was merged into Autistic
Spectrum Disorder in the DSM-V in 2013. At the time of writing, many people were still using the
term ‘Aspie’ to describe themselves.

After the breakdown, I was diagnosed with bipolar 1 disorder and post-traumatic stress disorder
(PTSD). I had an assessment for Autism Spectrum Disorder (ASD) in 2018. The assessor concluded
that I had features of ASD, not sufficient for diagnosis, better explained by bipolar 1 disorder, PTSD
and social anxiety disorder.

According to clinicians, my behaviour in this memoir,  including the creation of an alter ego
called Randy, is  the combination of bipolar mania and PTSD from trauma. This includes risky
behaviours, doing things I usually wouldn’t do and the apparent contradiction with a very high
libido (hypersexuality) and low libido.

Randy was the opposite of my personality to that point. I think she was parts of myself that had
been suppressed, triggered by very stressful circumstances. I wrote about Randy in an analytical
style, around the time events took place.

I have had to date two years of one-on-one therapy with a clinical psychologist specialising in
trauma.  She said  I  was vulnerable to  the adult  sexual  assault  trauma after  having PTSD since
childhood from sexual abuse trauma.

I  published  Pet  Purpose:  Your Unspoken Voice,  a  semiautobiographical  novel,  in  2021.  Pet
Purpose is another perspective of the event of the trauma of why I changed my name. 

Pet Purpose has more emotional truths, with a mixture of memoir and fiction. It is my most
complex work to date. There is very little overlap in the storytelling, yet the two books are linked.
Readers of both books may be able to see where some of the inspiration for Pet Purpose came from.
Bipolar Cringe is more about the sexual journey in the final year of my marriage.

Six years  later,  after  recovering the file,  it  was cringeworthy to read back, hence the name,
Bipolar Cringe. I have edited for context and clarity, retaining what I still remember years later
(most of it, when I read it back).

Names have been changed, except for Randy.
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Xanthe Wyse
New Zealand, 2021

1. Losing My Virginity – Again
Vroom. Silence. Footsteps. Knock-knock.

My husband, Leo, and I were expecting my date, Ian. I was still getting ready so Leo answered
the door. I heard friendly voices.

I eased open the bedroom door and called out, ‘Leo, can you help me get dressed?’
I held the black satin and lace corset to my bust while Leo fastened numerous tiny hooks up the

curve of my spine. Then, he helped me fasten the suspender clips from the corset to the lacy tops of
my stockings. I did the front ones while he did the rear ones. 

Leo had helped me choose the new lingerie. It was outrageously expensive but he liked how I
looked in it. My alter ego, Randy, had come into my life recently and she was helping me to feel
sexually confident. My dress was spicy paprika which complemented my deep, warm colouring.

Hopefully, tonight, I would have sex with a man other than my husband – with my husband
watching.  He  wanted  to  watch  and  participate  as  a  threesome.  It  would  be  our  first  non-
monogamous sexual experience. We’d been monogamous for nineteen years.

I was a virgin before Leo. I’d never even been kissed by any man other than Leo. I was excited
and a little nervous.

I didn’t usually like people to touch me – not even for my mother to hug me. I was curious about
the sexual touch of another man, but I’d never experienced it.

Now, at forty-one years old, would I freak out at another man’s touch?
Ian had a boyish face with a friendly smile, chubby cheeks, blue eyes and blonde hair. He was in

his late thirties and he looked tired under the eyes. He wore jeans and a pale lemon sweatshirt.
I walked up to him and we touched hands and leaned close to each other for a peck on the cheek.

I’d never really greeted anyone like that before and it wasn’t too awkward. His cheek was soft, like
he’d freshly shaven and moisturised, with a subtle, familiar, comforting fragrance.

Ian and I  sat  on the suede couch and we all  chatted.  He said he was an electrical  engineer,
divorced with two children around Xavier’s age. Xavier was ten years old.

Ian and I inched our way closer to each other, so the outside of my knee brushed against his.
So far, so good. I’m not freaking out. Would we kiss? Have sex?
I’d told Ian on our earlier online chat that I’d never been with another man and I wasn’t sure if

I’d freak out. ‘No pressure,’ with a smiling emoji was his reply. 
He’d liked my photos. Especially the one of me lying on the couch on my tummy with my knees

bent and ankles crossed. I was wearing black, fishnet stockings.
‘You’ve got a pretty face and a sexy body,’ he’d said. ‘And sexy feet.’
‘Sexy feet?’
‘Yes, I’d love to remove your stockings and kiss all the way down your legs to your feet.’
It seemed Ian and I were quite similar in personality – apart from wanting to kiss feet. We shared

a lot of the same quirks. 
I avoided eye contact. I’ve always felt uncomfortable making eye contact. Avoiding eye contact

is a common Aspie (Asperger’s Syndrome) characteristic. I probably looked flirty with my eyes
shyly catching his gaze briefly, then darting away. 
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I figured he was an Aspie like me. He seemed introverted and quirky. He said he did a PhD in
electrical engineering to prove to himself that he wasn’t stupid.

Would we go all the way and have sex?
Ian placed his hand on my knee. I looked down at his hand then up to his face.
Leo grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet.
‘Well, show him your dress then,’ he said.
I did a twirl, giggling like a naive schoolgirl. Ian sat on the couch, grinning. He’d sent me a

photo of his naked upper body, earlier. He wasn’t much bigger than me he looked toned. Unlike
Leo, who was tall and overweight. Leo was also blonde with blue eyes.

‘Show him what you’ve got under your dress,’ said Leo brightly. He unzipped my dress and I
held my arms up and he pulled the dress inside out over my head. I did another twirl in my lingerie
and then nearly fell over, as Leo grabbed my shoulders and pushed me so that I was in Ian’s lap. Ian
embraced me, smiling.

I shyly lifted the Swarovski crystal teardrop on my corset to show Ian. I turned my face towards
his face and glanced into his eyes. Our faces were close and my gaze dropped to his mouth. I felt a
compulsion to kiss him.

I’d never acted on a compulsion to kiss a guy before; I’d had that desire only a few times in my
lifetime and didn’t act on it.

Now, I had the opportunity, permission and desire to kiss him. All I needed to do was to lean a
little closer, which I did. 

His lips received mine. The first time I had ever kissed a man other than my husband. His lips
were warm, inviting and sensual and I could smell that subtle fragrance again.

I have sensory issues and dislike unpleasant smells including overpowering perfumes. Stubble is
scratchy like a wire brush against my delicate skin. I dislike slobbery, wet kisses. Sensory issues are
a common Aspie characteristic. 

His lips were soft and the skin on his face was smooth. Our lips stayed pressed together for
several seconds, pulsing like a heartbeat. Only the tip of his tongue flicked against mine, without
unpleasant slobber.  I  reciprocated and the tips of our tongues danced together.  I  felt  a  tingling
sensation in my panties.

I can’t believe I’m doing this....feels so good.
This was the most exciting and sensual kiss I’d ever experienced. Ian kissed just the way I’d

imagined a kiss should be like when I’d read teenage romance novels: warm, soft,  sensual and
delightful. It made me feel all warm and gooey on the inside. I could have stayed there all night, just
kissing.

Leo suggested getting undressed.  He’d had a few sexual encounters before he’d met me. We’d
decided that I should have an encounter first, in our journey into consensual non-monogamy.

‘Let’s go to the bedroom,’ I said. ‘I’m a bit paranoid that a certain boy will wake up needing a
glass of water.’

That could be embarrassing – our son finding his mother in sexy underwear sitting on a strange
man’s lap. Even more embarrassing if he were to find his mother naked with another man. How
would we explain that away? At least the bedroom door had a lock.

We all went to the master bedroom. The lights were dimmed and candles were flickering. An
aroma of sandalwood and ylang-ylang from an oil burner intertwined and permeated the air. Newly
purchased and freshly washed, deep red sheets covered the bed.
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Ian and I started kissing again. I didn’t get a good look at him with so much going on, but he
didn’t look as toned as in his photo. Leo unclipped my corset and my breasts tumbled out.

I lay on the bed and tried to relax as both men ran their hands over my silky smooth skin. The
men caressed my breasts, then moved to my thighs. They removed a stocking each. 

Ian kissed down the length of my leg and foot as he pulled off my stocking. Then, he kissed and
sucked the three smallest toes of my left foot. Yuck, I thought, even though I’d recently showered
and washed my feet. I don’t like the sight of other people’s feet. 

I tried not to think, instead, I tried to relax and enjoy some new experiences. I was surprised at
how good it felt to have my toes licked and sucked. Waves of tingling warmth pulsed through my
body.

The  red  sheets  felt  softer  and  silkier  than  our  regular  sheets.  I  wriggled  my  body  for  a
pleasurable sensory experience. I could barely suppress the urge to make snow angel movements
with my arms and legs.

I’d had my first Brazilian wax a few days before. Leo enjoyed giving oral and he’d requested a
landing strip. ‘Nothing like a clean workspace,’ he’d said.

Ian spent several minutes licking and sucking between my legs. He seemed to miss stimulating
my clitoris though.

All of us were completely naked by now. Ian lay back on the bed and I got close and personal
with his penis. Everything was happening very quickly, but I was in a surreal state without the
perception of time.

Leo and I had discussed in advance using condoms. He said he wouldn’t be able to stand using
barriers for oral. We’d bought some condoms to practise with and I didn’t like the taste of latex
either, even with flavours. We decided to be careful with picking people.

Ian wasn’t circumcised like Leo. His foreskin was partially covering the head of his penis. I
wasn’t sure what to do with the foreskin.

Pull it back? Would it hurt him? Would it smell or taste strange underneath?  If it had a strange
odour, there was no way I was going to put his penis in my mouth. I’d probably gag.

Fortunately, I didn’t smell anything bad. I decided not to ask him about it and left the foreskin
where it was. I drizzled some lube onto his penis. I figured it would help disguise any strange tastes.

Leo and I had visited a sex shop for the first time, a few days before. We had purchased a few
different flavoured lubes, clit gel and some vibrators to try.

So far, Ian had no offensive tastes or repulsive smells.
I grasped his penis at the base, then licked and sucked. I glanced up and he arched his back a

little and closed his eyes halfway, like a contented cat.
The foreskin was a strange sensation: I could feel a rim with my tongue. The extra skin felt

strange and a little unpleasant to me, like the floppy, loose skin on a chicken wing or leg. I refuse to
eat chicken skin because of the texture.

Ian suggested trying a sixty-nine. With my limited sexual experience, I knew that a sixty-nine
was reciprocal oral sex at the same time. Ian stayed lying down and I straddled him and again took
his penis into my mouth while he performed oral on me. 

I much preferred to kiss him than to suck his dick. I’d rather receive oral sex than give.
I climbed off and turned around.
‘Have you got a condom?’ I asked. Ian climbed off the bed and started rummaging in the pockets

of his jeans.
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‘We haven’t used them in years,’ I said. ‘I’m not on the pill. Leo had the snip.’
‘I’ve had a vasectomy, too,’ said Ian, while he wrestled with the foil wrapper and squeezed out

its slippery contents. That was reassuring. The last thing I needed was to get pregnant. Ian slid the
condom over his penis and prepared to mount me in the missionary position.

Leo hadn’t been participating much. He’d been sitting back.
‘I can’t get it up,’ he said, holding his limp penis in his hand. ‘I’m going to leave the room.’ His

voice sounded quavery.
‘He’s jealous,’ said Ian in a soft, deep voice as Leo closed the door. ‘Do you want me to stop?’
‘He’s got his own feelings to deal with. We’re nearly there. Let’s get it over and done with.’
My goal was to have intercourse and this encounter would be incomplete without that. I may

never  get  the  chance  again,  especially  if  Leo  changed  his  mind  about  doing  consensual  non-
monogamy. I felt a bit annoyed at Leo for spoiling a nice experience.

I  squirted a  bit  of  lube onto my hand, then quickly spread it  onto myself  and the condom.
Seconds later, Ian slid his penis effortlessly inside me. I can’t believe I’m doing this. Stop thinking.
Relax. Thinking takes me out of the zone of enjoying the sensory experience.

Ian thrust slowly and gently. He made intense eye contact. I was a bit distracted, worrying about
Leo.

I rubbed Leo’s back with my hand. His back was smooth and I liked how it felt. Leo’s back is
hairy. Leo is a bigger man and overweight, especially around his belly area. It felt quite different
having a smaller man on and inside of me.

I heard the door open and I lifted my head to look. The door was ajar and Leo was standing
there,  watching.  Ian  glanced  over  his  shoulder  at  Leo.  Then  he  resumed  his  slow and  gentle
thrusting. I lifted my legs into the air to try to feel more sensation.

I looked up at Leo again. He didn’t look particularly happy. I was getting concerned. Leo is a
sensitive and emotionally expressive guy.

‘Leo, are you okay? Do you want us to stop?’
Leo shut the door and called out in a strained voice, ‘Just get it over and done with!’ He sounded

irritated and upset. That killed my mood. Other people’s moods affect my mood.
‘We’d better stop,’ I said matter-of-factly. Ian nodded and dismounted.
‘Do you want a shower?’ I asked Ian. The recently purchased fluffy red and black towels were

still rolled up on the chair. Leo had rolled them up that way.
‘No, I’m fine.’ We quickly got dressed.
‘Thank you,’ he said, grasping my hands briefly, then giving me a quick peck on the lips. He

seemed sincere.
‘Thank you too,’ I replied. ‘I appreciated the experience.’
We opened the door and I could hear Leo sobbing. He was lying face-down on the couch. I

walked over and knelt next to the couch and rubbed his back.
‘Do you want a coffee or something?’ I asked Ian. Things were awkward.
‘No, I’m fine. I’ll let myself out.’  The door clicked shut behind him. He had taken his used

condom with him. I heard his car engine rev and then he was gone.
‘Thank you for allowing me to do this,’ I said to Leo. ‘You were a great host.’ Leo sat up and we

hugged. He was still crying.
‘I couldn’t stay there. I felt like a failure because I couldn’t get it up.’
‘It doesn’t matter.’
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‘It matters to me.’
‘You were probably just anxious with a new situation. I was, too. I was just trying to relax. With

men, it’s more obvious if they’re anxious, I guess. Performance anxiety, I suppose. It really doesn’t
bother me.’

‘You kissed him passionately. You never do that with me,’
‘Did it look passionate? Yes, it felt nice. I think I enjoyed the sensory aspect of it – no scratchy

stubble – his face felt smooth like he’d just shaven and moisturised. I liked how he kissed – not
slobbery. I could teach you what he did with me.’

‘His dick was bigger.’
‘I don’t think so. Maybe it just looked that way when comparing yourself – the angle of the

dangle or something. You were about the same length but yours is thicker.’
Leo was no longer crying. It was very late, nearly midnight and he’d had a long day. He’d started

work early that day. I suggested we go to bed and talk about it in the morning.
I sat on the edge of the bed. Leo sat down beside me and then abruptly pushed me away.
‘Have a shower,’ he ordered. ‘Wash him off you.’ Maybe this whole thing was a mistake. My

shoulders slumped. I felt weighed down. Was this going to destroy our relationship?
‘No, don’t worry about it.’ He embraced me almost as quickly as he had pushed me away. He

started crying again. I told him I loved him and we snuggled in bed and went to sleep.
Early in the morning, we started chatting again about how we felt about everything. We’d been

talking a lot lately – reconnecting but on a level of intimacy we’d never had before. 
We got frisky. We had sex – pretty darn good sex.  A few hours later, after more talking and

laughing and crying, we got horny again and had more passionate sex.
Nothing like  the  dull,  mediocre  sex we’d had at  least  a  few times  a  month  for  nearly  two

decades. For the rest of the weekend, we had sex three or four times per day. We still weren’t
satisfied.

It took a few days for my feelings and thoughts to gel about how I felt about my encounter with
Ian. I was hanging out the washing when it struck me.  I’m married and kissed and had sex with
another guy. With Leo’s permission.

We’d never really had great sex in our nineteen years together. We thought it was mainly because
of my religious indoctrination and my depressive disorder that I’d had a low libido.

I’d never had much interest in sex before.  Now I was having lots of sex with Leo and still
couldn’t get release.

Recently, in my early forties, I had a libido for the first time in my life. I’d recently had my
hormone  levels  checked  and  all  my  reproductive  hormones  were  sky-high.  I  couldn’t  orgasm
though. I felt tense and uptight. Sexually frustrated. I’d never experienced sexual frustration before.

A few days after the encounter with Ian, I was asleep and the cat jumped up onto the bed. My
foot must have been sticking out and Rockstar’s fur brushed gently against my toes – exactly where
Ian had sucked them. A wave of pleasure rushed through my body and the sheets were drenched
with hot juices. Did I have a whole-body orgasm? I’d never experienced that before. I felt frisky
and lusty.

Ian and I chatted on the adult site where we’d met. We dialogued about our encounter.
‘I enjoyed your kissing the most,’ I said. ‘You’re a very sensual kisser. Overall, it was a nice

sensory  experience.  You ignored  my request  for  extended breast  play  and  didn’t  stimulate  my
clitoris though.’
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‘I enjoyed all of it. You have very sexy, have a sexy body, a pretty face and a great set of tits.
Really liked how you dressed up, too. Sorry, I missed the mark.’

‘How did I rate compared to other women you’ve been with?’
‘You’re right up there.’
‘I’m glad I had you instead of that other guy for my first time. He was an occasional smoker and

a bit scruffy. Thanks for coming in late notice when he stood us up.’ I thought that kissing a smoker
might be like kissing an ashtray. It would disgust me.

‘I was surprised that I liked the toe sucking,’ I added. ‘I wouldn’t want to suck anyone’s toes.’
‘A girl did that to me once and it was great.’
‘It took a few days for my emotions to come through and I wasn’t sure if I felt attracted or not,

but I guess I was. I felt safe enough for you to touch me.’
‘There was definitely attraction. I’d love to fuck you again.’
‘I’d like to do it again and not be rushed. Perhaps a one-on-one?’
‘I’d prefer a one-on-one. I want Leo to feel 100% comfortable.’
I liked the idea of a one-on-one more than another threesome. I wanted to take my time kissing

him and explore his body without Leo interrupting if he felt jealous. I wasn’t particularly keen on
getting close and personal with his genitals again. I just wanted to kiss him, even if we didn’t have
sex, again.

‘I like how your face was smooth. Stubble scratches my face.’
‘I moisturise after shaving.’
‘I thought so – your cheek felt soft to kiss and had a subtle fragrance that seemed familiar.’
‘Nivea for Men.’ Nivea. I recalled inspecting a flat, round tin of Nivea in the bathroom cabinet

when  I  was  a  young  girl.  My  father  used  it  after  shaving.  My  mother  had  also  used  Nivea
moisturiser.

I remembered wanting kisses from my father but disliking my mother’s sloppy kisses. My Dutch
father had blue eyes and when he was younger, he had a fit, athletic body and blonde hair. My
mother has dark skin, eyes and hair. She had a slim figure when she was young. Dad was stoic,
mum was outwardly emotionally demonstrative. 

I wondered if I was subconsciously attracted to people who had characteristics of my parents
when  I  was  a  child.  Especially  my  father.  He  was  emotionally  unavailable.  Mum  seemed
emotionally needy.

I wanted hugs and kisses from my father but he felt uncomfortable showing affection to his
daughters.

I’ve only seen Dad cry once. When I was twenty, I had a breakdown. In my distress, I asked him
why he wouldn’t hug me. He told me grew up in an unaffectionate family. He was a child in World
War II in Holland. 

My mother was a teenage bride and mother. My parents used to fight a lot. I can remember the
intense emotions, especially the anger.

I often played back Ian’s kiss like a video recording in my memory. It was like a pleasurable
escape. 
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