








































































































first orgasm. Those athletic legs nearly
crushed my skull. She went limp and |
dropped her as carefully as | could under
the circumstances. Then | sank my cock in
her up to the hilt. | grasped her shoulders
so-that she would not get pushed off the
bench, and she helped by hanging on to
the metal legs. | gave her deep, full
strokes, my balls sliding on the varnished
wood and thumping against her sopping-
wet pussy. | thought of .the cockiteasing
girls who continually flashed their pussies,
and | imagined that she was every young
pussy who had ever teased me. | was half
crazy but | could hear her-moaning with
passion beneath me. | slowed and worked
from the hips, which gave her a chance to
use .her hands, grooving my back, then
moving down until they found my swaying
balls. I pounded harder, nearly throwing
her body off the bench. Her cunt closed
down hard, shuddered, and squeezed ev-
ery drop of come out of me.

When | pulled out, there was a puddle of
pussy juice and come on'the bench. She
locked at me, smiled, picked up her
scanty clothes, and jiggled to the show-
ers. | returned to my shower and thought-
fully scrubbed myself, soaping my aching
cock twice as long as usual until I heard
the rumble of the -metal doors, which
meant she was gone. While driving home,
[ knew that | would have to think long and
hard about what had just happened. She
was a prime piece of ass, but! had my job

to worry about. | had heard stories about
teachers caught with one of their students
in a compromising position. Invariably,
they had been let go by the administration
for any number of reasons, | decided that!
would just keep quiet and leave itup to my
nineteen-year-old beauty.

It turned out fine for everyone involved.
After the next practice she came to my of-
‘fice and, after some small talk, slipped my’
prick out of my gym shorts and sucked me
dry. We had an affair for a few months,
which ended when she transferred to a dif-
ferent school. Since then, | haven’t run
across another basketball player worthy
of her talents. To be honest, I'm a little
wary of looking for one. Sometimes a lady
can be crazy, you know.—C.D.W.

What can | say? You are obviously not
complaining that a teacher’s lot is an un-
happy one. More power to your cock or to
your team, as the case may be. They cer-
tainly know how to have a good time on or
off the court. Keep up with your broad-
minded training program.

PREPAID MALE
[ am a widower who'’s reasonably wealthy
and in good physical condition. | love the
companionship of congenial women. |
have no desire, however, to get married
again, because | have such wonderful
memories of my late wife.

My problem arises from a relationship

/

“At the sound of the tone, the time will be . .."”
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with the daughter of an old college class-
mate of mine. She is thirty and comes into
town every other week, and we go out to

“dinner. This arrangement has been going

on for more than three months. | most thor-
oughly enjoy her company, which in-
cludes spending weekends together in
bed doing what comes naturally.

One morning | received a check in the
mail from her for $1,250. The note on the
bottom of the check said “professional
services.” First, | don’t need the money;
second, | have appreciated and thorough-
ly enjoyed our companionship; third, | am
not a gigolo; and fourth, she is so fantastic
in bed that | couldn’t afford to pay her what
our friendship is worth.

She insists that she has a right to pay
me, because of women’s lib, but | dis-
agree. Nevertheless, | have just received .
my third check and she has already told
me that the checks will be larger next year.

| have introduced her to many friends
who are single or divorced who would like
to date her, but she won’t consider going
out with anyone else. Do you have any
suggestions as to how | can convince her
that there are plenty of nice men out there
who would love having the opportunity to
date such a beautiful woman as she? |
need your advice, but in the meantime I'll
continue to enjoy her visits.—J.D:

Just because you are older than she
doesn't mean you are senile. | am sure
you have a long and active sex life ahead
of you. The love of my life at the moment is
fifty and complains bitterly if he does not
get to make love to me at least three times
a day. So what if your friend's daughter is-
half your age and pays you for making
love to her? If the money embarrasses you
so much, why don’t you buy her presents
with it or donate it to the local fund for fall-
en women? :

INDEPENDENT MEANS

| have never heard of anyone rolling their
thighs and making their legs stiff with noth-
ing between them. Since the age of five |
have had the compulsive-masturbating
habit of crossing my legs and wiggling
stiffly, sending wonderful sensations to my
clitoris. My orgasms are intense and multi-
ple. Is this a common practice-for a wom-
an in getting off alone? I've heard of
wrapping your legs around pillows but that’
never worked for me.,

Also, | want to know how a woman
breaks the ice with another woman. My
friend Jeanne and | read steamy excerpts
from books aloud to each other and de-
scribe our favorite sex acts to each other. |
know she gets aroused aleng with me.
Our eye contact is direct and melting with
craving, but neither one of us has the guts
to initiate any action. | often slap myself lat-
er for blowing the moment. | guess I'm just
too afraid of her rejection. She’s so shy,
and | wouldn’t want to frighten her. | have
pulled her boyfriend aside to tell-him what
I've been thinking of and we tried to se-
duce her, but she wouldn’t give. | want her



























































































































When Nicki thought of Maximo, she
saw a long black panther.

When he looked at Nicki, he saw a
forbidden white orchid.

Neither foresaw the price they
would pay for each other.

FORSAKING

'OTHERS

FICTION BY JIMMY BRESLIN

eenager drove into the twunnel under
the apartments of Washington Heights
and carne out Inlo Amernica on a
Sunday afternoon; traflic turning a
bridge meant 1o dwart man into just
another crowded federal highway. Lous
Mariani lived in Swiftbrook, New Jersey,
and Teenager had been given his phone
number by a son-in-law of Mariani's
named Ronald Schiavone, the inmate al
Albion who lived in continual trouble with
the blacks and Hispanics.
If Teenager had not assisted Schiavone,
Mariani would have placed land mines
on his front walk before allowing a Hispanic
into his house. Mariani was the boss-in-facl
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of the Mafia family running the Bronx. The
family, run by Mariani, had no name other
than its newspaper and police file name,
and its members operated in *‘crews”
whose lives revolved around finding the
right nigger to sell dope to, the wrong nig-
ger being an undercover agent. Little else
mattered, for importing and selling dope
always has been the only serious occupa-
tion of the Mafia.

Teenager did not have to ring the door-
bell. Louis Mariani appeared with his arms
spread. He threw them about Teenager's
shoulders. His capped teeth gleamed.

“| love you like a son,” Mariani said,
*“for what you done for that kid.”

“It is good to see you,” Teenager said.

Mariani suddenly withdrew and waved
his hand. *‘Look at her, will you?"

Walking across the lawn from the drive-
way was a young woman with a long,
cheerful body.

“My daughter Nicki,” Mariani said.-

“She’s my baby doll.”

In the car at the curb Maximo, who had
come with Teenager for the ride, raised
his head and looked out the window at
Nicki. Immediately, Nicki noticed that
Maximo was looking at her.

“Nicki,”” her father said.

“Yes.”

“Say hello to Teenager.”

“A pleasure,” she said to Teenager and
then, walking away, she concentrated on
her step and how she held her head in the
presence of the steady gaze that she felt
coming from the car window.

“Nicki,”” her father said.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“What's the matter with you? This is
Teenager.”

*'Oh, you're the one,” she said.

“Qué pasa, Nicki?’" Teenager said.

Oh, | hate this dirty spic and | have to be
nice to him. For a moment, she saw her
husband, so much smaller, standing in a
cellblock with Teenager in front of him.
She was suddenly furious with her hus-
band for being caught and having to place
everybody in the debt of this spic. Look at
this, now | have to reach out and touch his
hand.

Nicki walked into the house ahead of
them, sorry that she was no longer in the
eyes of the one in the car. She wanted to
get a good look at him.

He led Teenager down the hall and into
a study whose shelves were lined with
porcelain figures. Two chess tables with
hand-carved ivory figures flanked a large
television set. Mariani sat in a farge chair.
Teenager leaned against the wall. Nicki
walked past the door, on her way to the
back of the house.

“They don’t know nothing about what |
do,” Mariani said. ‘‘Keep the women and
children out of it. They're nice. Let them
live nice. Right?”

Teenager nodded. “'Right,” he said.

~“'We're men,”” Mariani said. *“We have
to do what we can do and that don't mean
you bring in the wife and the children. Only
scum do that.”
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“That's right,”” Teenager said.

“*So what do you want?"’ Mariani said.
**| want to do some business with you."
| got the best white in a long, long

time.”

“Uh huh.”

““You couid step on it seven times.”

“Seven times is very good,"” Teenager
said.

“Very good?” Mariankasked. “This will
make you rich.”

“Thank you. | won't forget.”” Teenager
smiled and held out his hand. “Fifty.""

“You'll make a million,” Mariani said,
shaking his head.

Nicki picked up sunglasses from the kitch-
en table, pushed them atop her head, and
went to the front door. Her father and
Teenager were still standing there talking.
Teenager had his hand on the door, but
Nicki knew this was meaningless; gang-
sters rarely have anyplace to go after
meeting each other, and their notion of ter-

®

She was conscious
of the look Maximo gave her
as he looked up
from his book. It was not the
domineering,
possessive look that always
came from her husband;
this one was pure sex.

®

minal ability is to spend a half hour ex-
changing afterthoughts.

She was going to cut across the lawn to
her father's car in the driveway, buf in-
stead she strode all the way to the front
sidewalk.

As she walked closer to Maximo she
saw a good leather jacket, a knit shirt, and
a gold chain. She was conscious of the
look Maximo gave her as he looked up
from his book. It was not the domineering,
possessive look that always came from
her husband; this one was pure sex. She
was about to turn on the sidewalk and
walk over to the driveway when Maximo
smiled at her.

He looks like a fucking movie star, Nicki
thought to herself.

Her eyes met Maximo’s and stayed on
them.

“Hello, I'm Maximo.”

“Your friend should be right out,” she
said coldly.

"Thank you,” he said. Said it with this
glad face and sexy eyes.

“"What are you reading?”

She was ready for him to bring up some
gang-bang magazine. Instead he heid up
this thick textbook. “The Unified Commer-

»

cial Code for the State of New York.”

“I'm sure,” she said.

“No, look. That's what it is.’

*Trying your own case?” Nicki said.

“No, I'm studymg for the bar exams.’

“Sure you are.’

“Unfortunately, it's the truth.”” He smiled
at her.

Justdon't say New Jessey, she thought.
Oh, you're a fucking movie star.

“That's fine," she said. "It was a plea-
sure to have met you.’

Maximo watched her walk up to the
Cadillac parked in the driveway. What
does she smell like? Maximo thought.

Nicki slid elegantly, provocatively into
the Cadillac. She sfid out with a pack of
cigarettes in her hand.

“Saved me a drive,” she said. *‘Right
on the dashboard.” She walked back,
opening the cardboard box of cigarettes
and stuffing the cellophane into a Jeans
pocket.

“Want one?”

“No, thank you.”

“Well, I'm gomg in now. lt was nice to
have met you.’

Boldly, unbiinking, he kept his brown
eyes riveted on her. She felt herself bask-
ing. This was not a look coming from a pair
of raw streetcorner eyes that reached out
and ripped her clothes off. This was a soft-
er look, one that could not be brushed
away, a look that was gently but firmly
helping her to undress.

“You'll do'it right,” her father had said to
her on the day her husband went to jail.
This meant remaining home, or being
seen only with female friends whose hus-
bands, too, were in jail. Under the rules of
their upbringing, these prison wives were
to spend their time shopping and going to
the movies or, most often, sitting at home
with a kitchenful of women in the same cir-
cumstances. She had been raised to mar-
ry only *‘one of the men,” as the women
refer to hoodlums. An arrest is considered
part of the business overhead. The job of
the woman is to go to court, listen stoically
as the. man is sentenced, and then visit
him in prison, bringing along large
amounts of carefully prepared food. On
visits, it is important to take Polaroid shots
of the husband and to ask a guard to take
the standard picture of a young woman
and young man together. The prison-ver-
sion Polaroids are shown all the next week
to girl friends, who then dig into purses
and produce new Polaroids of their own
husbands, who are in other jails.

After many stacks of Polaroids, the man
returns and as a reward the wife is given
diamonds, which she can admire as she
sits through the nights while the husband
is out resuming business. And some-
where, she knows, is a snub-nosed Irish
precinct kid driving an old car, or an insur-
ance-faced federal agent in an undented
car, waiting to grab the husband again.
While the poor may commit felonies and
then evade jail, the Mafia does not embar-
rass the criminal-justice system. They are
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that permeates our streets.

The Idaho legislature recently voted to
abolish insanity as a defense of crimes.
Dr. Abraham Halpern, director of psychia-
try at United Hospital in Port Chester, N.Y.,
and a consultant to the New York Law Re-
vision Commission, agrees that the insan-
ity defense should be abolished. *It's
confusing to everybody,"” he says, “‘and it
does much to foster ridicule, and some-
times contempt, for the legal and psychiat-
ric professions.”

The trouble with the insanity defense is
that nobody knows what it means, noteven
the experts. According to Dr. Karl Men-
ninger, ** ‘Insane’ is an expression we psy-
chiatrists don’t use until we get to court.
Insanity is a question of public opinion.”

For more than 100 years U.S. courts
went by the English M’Naghten Rule,
which asked simply if the defendant knew
“the nature and quality of the act” and
was able to distinguish right from wrong.
Then several court decisions brought in
the criterion of “irresistible impulse.” This
meant that someone could be found inno-
cent by reason of insanity if unable to con-
trol certain acts, though knowing they
were wrong. ’

At this point the entire formula began to
unravel, and many legal minds began feel-
ing nostalgic for the good old, primitive
-M'Naghten days. For how, in Freud’s
name, do you prove an impulse *‘irresist-
ible"? As Chicago law scholar Franklin

Zimring has observed: “If your psychiatric
labels aren't clearand the legal standards
you use to feed them into decisions are
foggy. fog times fog equals fog squared.”

Proof mostly rests on the testimonies of
psychiatrists and is often expressed in
terms incomprehensible to a jury. Even
when stripped of professional jargon,
these statements may have all the scientif-
ic accuracy of an astrology column.

Last winter David Robinson, professor
of law at George Washington University,
speculated on the trial of President Rea-
gan's assailantas an example: “When Mr.
Hinckley comes to trial, there will be psy-
chiatrists who will testify that he was sick,
and there will be psychiatrists who will tes-
tify that he was not sick. . . . It suggests
that what's involved is not a scientific in-
quiry but, instead, a philosophical and, in
a sense, a sort of word game in which the
issues are not clear, and people are using
words to mask their moral preference as
to what should happen to the person who
is accused.”

Making the testimonies even less ten-
able is the fact that most courtroom psy-
chiatrists are ordinary practitioners,
completely out of their element in judicial
matters. They resemble qualified riflemen
called upon to act as ballistics experts.
They are, furthermore, expected to come
up with clear-cut verdicts, although their
field recognizes only varying shades of
gray. On top of that, they must give post

-
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hoc explanations about the mental state of
a defendant while he or she was commit-
ting a deed months or years earlier.

The average psychiatrist rarely sees a
patient who doesn't come voluntarily. A
voluntary patient seeks help and offers co-
operation and a considerable degree of
frankness in order to get it. But a criminal
doesn’t want help; he wants out. And once
he acquires a smattering of the proce-
dures involved, psychiatrists become his
clay pigeons. He can hoodwink even high-
ly competent ones after a while, because
with every session his knowledge .of the
“right’”’ responses grows.

You get muititudes of cases like that of
Garrett Trapnell, who boasted to a report-
er: “'| probably know more about psy-
chiatry than your average resident psy-
chiatrist.” Son of a prominent Virginia
family, Trapnell had been charged with
scores of crimes over a period of eighteen
years, ranging from armed robbery to air-
line hijacking. On each occasion he man-
aged to convince doctors that he was
insane while committing his felonies but
had since been restored to reason. Thus
he avoided not only jail but also any ap-
preciable stretches in mental hospitals.

Here lies the real dilemma of a successful
insanity defense: what to do with the de-
fendant afterward. According to law, any-
one acquitted on the grounds of mental
disease is not a criminal but a patient. Pa-
tients must be released once they are
pronounced *‘no loriger a danger to them-
selves or others.” This includes multiple
murderers, habitual rapists, torturers, and
child molesters. And who makes this fate-
ful pronouncement? Psychiatrists, of
course. Which in practice means forecast-
ing the future behavior of a patient.

Dr. Harvey Bluestone, former director of
psychiatric services at New York's Sing
Sing Prison, gave a mirthiess laugh when
this question was raised. ‘“No way,"” he .
said. ““I can only go by pastrecords, same
as a policeman orany intelligent person. If
the record shows a man has assaulted fifty
people, chances are he’ll assault a fifty-
first. But a psychiatrist’s expertise at pre-
dicting this is no greater than a probation
officer’s or a social worker’s or that of the
secretary who types the report.

“Trouble is,"” he went on, “‘that psychia-
trists allow themselves to be misused;
that, as professionals, they are given to
making grandiose promises they can't de-
liver. Why? Because of the fees. Because
there’s money involved.”

He tapped a fat bundle of documents
before him. *“Take a big case,” he said, “a
murder case with big financial or prestige
stakes. Well, the defense and prosecution
will each hire a psychiatrist. And each psy-
chiatrist will ook at the same set of facts
and come to a different conclusion—in-
variably to the conclusion favoring the
side that pays him. So you'll have one ex-
pert pronouncing a defendant sane and
the other pronouncing him insane, both
basing their pronouncements on the same

. CONTINUED ON PAGE 128









































































































































































An elegantly dressed woman in a SoHo
(New York) play sternly reprimands her
pupil and is in turn forced by her principal

" to lift her skirt for “'six of the best” with a
birch rod. She leaves the stage to enthusi-
astic applause with a half-dozen scarlet
welts blazing on her buttocks.

Sadomasochism has become a startlingly
popular and widely accepted sexual prac-
tice among Americans. Kept under wraps
as a part of the sexual underground for

years, S & M is now popping up all over,

the place: in the commercial media, in the
cinema, in the shopping mall. Slick films
such as American Gigolo hint at it; Nine

- But clients begz
na_tuonscenves 1

_ tween work a '
Madame X: Oh;

 subtle. For the m:
new: and temfymg

: Penthouse
services? = -

and a Half Weeks and Punish Me With
Kisses lay it right out there for you. The lim-
ousines line up outside Manhattan’s Hell-
fire Club and the New York Post is there to
cover it. Even Time magazine reports that
sadomasochism is out of the closet. S & M
has come of age. What is it all about?
Let's start with the word itself, the S and
M of it. The term sadism, meaning plea-
sure derived from inflicting pain, is taken
from the French sadisme, after the Mar-
quis de Sade (1740-1814). This eigh-
teenth-century French nobleman declared
that only through the medium of sexual
violence could people heal themselves of
their socially inflicted scars. The term

masochism, meaning pleasure derived
from experiencing pain, was coined by
Krafft-Ebing and refers to the German
novelist Leopold von Sacher-Masoch
(1836-1895), who wrote Venus in Furs. In
this semiautobiographical erotic classic,
he describes his fantasy of being abused
and abandoned by a cruel mistress
swathed in furs to signal her cruel mood.

Simply put, erotic sadomasochism is a
willing exchange of control between lov-
ers. Itis a sexual practice of myriad forms
and ascending levels of intensity. Many el-
ements come into play: costumes, spank-
ing, bondage, the stinging kisses of the
rod, verbal humiliation, and simulated

_.geant, a governess, or an enema nurse. -
~Incidentally, 1 don't do piss or scat. You .

u have a specnalty’?

I'I'I-I A:‘lnommrmcz

. Madame X: Oh, sure. Among other

‘crotch: they really love that. | also have-
- lorig ‘boots that rise. high on the thngh |

en . Sister Mary Magdalene?
“Madame X: No, | leave that for the hook-

Penth use:- “Are your own sexual mter-
- ests truly as’ broad as those of your"
: Johns’7 o
: Madame X My own sexual preferences' v
$". are much more spegific, but I've been in
a. -.- this'for years now. It takes more to turn. .
it ~me on than 'some guy.who is being -
" whipped for the first time. I'm into a spe-

‘around me who act like a German shep- |

‘Penthouse: Do you allow your clients i in-.
- tercourse with you? B
“Madame 'X: ‘Absolutely not. Thats not' :
_part of being .a dominatrice.
‘Perithiouse; Never? '

- Madame.X: Well, if I've been wuth aman: .

: if 1like his cock, and if he’ sned up, may— N

. -climax in most of my scenes. But | make -
. ';;them beg for-it. And I'like the whole ses-
- ’sion to be a slow build toward a climax." -
“When they finally come, it's because I've”
- allowed them:-to- touch themselves. -
. Sometimes they jerk off on my boots. - -
, ** Penthouse: Are your men permmed to:
Bu dmg erotic’ suspense’ T

' 5 .Madame. X: Generally no. There's no |.
- need for them to see my body. if they:

.'want something special, we-can negoti- .

Can domlnatnce is compromised wh
.. expose my breasts. Nevertheless

things, my men like head-to-foot leather.
I.have leather trousers with a snap-out’

anthouse: Do you do Little Bopeep and

[

ers.on the street. But I'll do .a-drill ser- .

cific kind of fantasy: | prefer to have boys

herd or like a good house servant.

a long'time and if he turns me‘on.and -

Pltsitonit” :
‘must conféss that my clients have A,

touch you or see you nude?

but usually | stay dressed. Pe
ny tits: |- don’tfeel that my dig

le -

cunt for my boys . "*'f g

134  PENTHOUSE















































































































































































































































