






































does not go out of her way to surprise me
with any goodies. From time to time, when
| wear panties under my pantyhose, | seek
the added satisfaction and stimulation of
wearing a sanitary napkin next to my pe-
nis. The resulting pressure of the tight biki-
ni, the support pantyhose, and the
pressure of the napkin all pressing against
me is fantastic.

Wearing tight white slacks, white or
nude pantyhose, and spending my week-
ends at the major shopping-center malls
in Southern California is a satisfying expe-
rience. Several articles have appeared re-
cently in Forum that alleged that other men
can wear shorts with their pantyhose and
not be noticed in crowded surroundings
... and I find this difficult to believe, even if
they shave.

| have no desire to be anything other
than a good-looking man, but find that the
panty manufacturers and traditional femi-
nine attitudes today can't deal with the
facts of life. If men enjoy the nylon, silk,
and satin world, we should be allowed to
show and tell without fear of guilt ... or
repression.—Name and address withheld

M.O.’

First of all, let me say that your column is
one of the best features in your magazine.
I've been reading your letters for several
years, and | think it's great to be able to
share erotic experiences with other read-
ers.

| am presently aninmate in a Texas pris-
on, and | would like to share an experi-
ence of my own from my last time out there
in that so-called free world.

After being a guest at a prison for five
and a half years, | found myself once again
riding the winds of freedom. My first stop
would be at my girl friend Angie’s apart-
ment. Angie is a dance instructor. She has
strawberry-blond long hair, she’s five foot
eight, and she measures a firm 38-24-36.

| showed up at her door unexpectedly,
and went into the apartment and literally
ripped her clothes off while she tore at
mine. | pushed her down on the four-post-
er bed and made her do things she didn't
think possible.

| put her legs up near her hips and she
was so wide open | had to hold her down
because she thrashed around so much. |
kissed her all over and teased her untii she
begged me to putitin{ This long, fat dick of
mine throbbed and acted like it had a mind
of its own as | thrusted away deeper and
deeper, with her crying from wave upon
wave.

Her nipples were hard as rocks and my
licking and sucking drove her wild. Then
she leaned over me, her soft blond hair
trailing over my body. She gave my dick a
long kiss, then swallowed it up, going up
and down slowly, then faster and faster,
while tickling and fingering my balls, stop-
ping only long encugh to kiss and run her
tongue over my chest and down to my
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dick again. | wanted to shoot my load, but
for some reason | just couldn’t—this wor-
ried me. We did it doggie-style, side by
side, missionary again, standing, sitting,
kneeling, you name it . . . still nothing.

We stepped into the shower, soaped
each other up real good, and made love in
the shower stall, slipping and sliding
against the tile wall. Then | ordered her to
lie down in the bathtub with her legs up
and | took her like that, both of us grunting
like animals and wanting more and more.
Like a teenager she gave me love bites all
over my neck and | acted like a love vam-
pire on hers. | still could not come. ! bit
down hard on her nipple and it sent her
over the edge, screaming with waves of
orgasm.

Her piercing scream filled my ears, and
then | heard the loud crash of the bedroom
door coming down. | looked over my
shoulder, only to gatch the gleam of a pair
of shiny handcuffs of an off-duty police of-
ficer. The glint of the handcuffs lit the fire-
crackers and from deep within, long
streams of hot, thick come jetted out and
into her womb as | bucked and slammed
into her again and again. Ooooooooh!
Mama!l Look at all the beautiful exploding
colors! Baby, | love you! Let's hold on to
this feeling forever! The police officer gave
us an embarrassed look, then promptly

-left. | later discovered he lived across the

hall, and was alerted by Angie’s screams
of lust.

Angie and | sat down and discussed this
unusual sexual episode. | finally conclud-
ed that because of being in prison for so
long, | had developed a fetish for hand-
cuffs! **How strange,” | kept saying. Angie
sympathized with me and told me | should
not feel ashamed. She agreed that per-
haps being in jails and around cops had a
psychological effect on me, but for me not
to look at it as a curse, but rather as a plus
because now we both knew what turned
me on, and it was what made me unigue.
She was willing to fulfill the need!

The foliowing morning we went shop-
ping at a local pawn shop and each
bought a brand-new pair of handcuffs. We
raced back to Angie's apartment. As | took
the handcuffs out of the paper bag | be-
came very excited. My dick got harder
than forty dollars’ worth of jawbreakers as
| slipped them on Angie’s wrist, behind her
back. | laid her on the bed. | was so excit-
ed and felt hot all over. Boy, my long, fat
Peter was really up there!

| put her legs up around my neck and
plunged into her hot pussy. She had her
hands in a fist under her hips, and | moved
in circles while going up and down, and
she thrashed with me, trying to put my dick
further into her womb. | started going like a
rabbit until she cried out and fainted from
the orgasm and | was at the same time
shootingloads of hot sperm into her throb-
bing vagina. | lay on top of her and we both
kissed tongues and licked the sweat from
each other. Then | would reach around her
back and fee! the handcuffs and my dick
was like a steel rod again, prodding her












ten balls to roll back and forth in their sack,
and the shaft and head were a deep pur-
ple color, engorged -and distended to in-
credible proportions.

Ed now was pumping ferociously on his
fuck-stick, and | knew he was close to
coming. Do it for me, Ed. | want to see
you come for me, sweetie. Make it squirt
hard for me—make it comel!™

Ed let out a long, low groan and, as his
hand slid down the shaft, he pushed his
hips upward and exploded violently. | be-
lieve | actually had a mini-orgasm as |
watched the first thick stream of sperm
squirt through the air and splash forcefully
across his face, neck, and chest. Some-
how | managed to continue working the
camera, attempting to capture each shot
of come-juice as it sailed out of Ed's puls-
ing prick. He came for an eternity, shoot-
ing in exhaustion. He was covered in
steamy pools of rich, thick jism as | set
down the camera and joined him on the
couch. 1 licked some of his tasty come off
his face as | pressed my body against his,
smearing his warm juices over our flesh
while swaddling his still-hard prick with my
seething cunt. He entered me as we
writhed together like shameless animals,
fucking hard and fast until we achieved si-
multaneous orgasms within a few min-
utes. We then fell sound asleep, like
babies, for most of the night.

Well, we got the pictures back shortly
after that eventful evening, and they are

fantastic, | get really hot whenever | look at
them, and in two of the pictures of Ed, you
can clearly see his come squirting through
the air! | love it!

Since then, Ed and | have taken pictures
of us together, putting the camera on a tri-
pod and using the self-timer. But by far our
biggest thrill has come from our newfound
joy of masturbating together. We jerk off
together at least once or twice a week now
and we both agree that our comes are
some of the best we've had. Ed always
uses Vaseline when we jerk off, and now |
have two beautiful dildos that | use to give
myself a beautiful, deep fuck.

Masturbation may not be the only way to
get off, but it sure has become one of my
favoritesi-—Name and address withheld

FOUR’S COMPANY

My wife of twenty-two years has always
been cool and reserved in public. Still a
virgin when we married, she was familiar
with the basics but tense and fearful on
our honeymoon, even more so the first
time she saw me naked with an eight-inch
hard-on. It took several hours of careful
preparation before she was hot enough to
let me attempt any penetration.

But by the end of the week, her tight,
slick pussy was hungrily sucking all eight
inches three and four times a day. Fortu-
nately for me, she did slow down a little
over the years, but we still fuck at least
twice a day, five days a week.

v\\o of|
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Although she loved to fuck and we've
tried every position we can think of, it took
her several years to get into oral sex,
much to my frustration. At first, she’d allow
me to tongue and suck her juicy cunt, but
wouldn't return the favor. Then as more
books on oral sex came out, she decided
itwasn’t as “'dirty and perverted” as she’d
thought. After the first time she felt my stiff
cock throbbing in her moist, warm mouth,
she took to it like a duck takes to water.

Our sexual relations improved consid-
erably over the years, but always between
the two of us. I'd often hinted at how much
i’d enjoy watching her turn on, and be
turned on by, another woman, but to no
avail.

Last month, I'd finished with my winter-
izing projects and stopped by a bar where
we hang out. Business was slow, and al-
though she doesn’t normally drink, she'd
had a few that evening. It was then | no-
ticed our neighbor, Rachel, was lightly
brushing my wife's breasts each time she
raised her glass and my wife's hands
were casually resting on Rachel’s bare
arms. They stopped whenever | happened
to glance toward them, but 1 could still see
the activities in the bar mirror.

My wife has a very definite look in her
eyes when she's getting aroused, and she
was getting that look. My cock started to
stiffen when | caught her letting her fingers
caress Rachel's neck and across the
swell of her breasts. She caught me look-
ing, paused a moment before smiling at
me, and said, “Mind if | go home, hon?
Rachel and | have some things to talk
about.” :

| don’t like going home early, but this
was an exceptional situation and one I'd
been waiting for, for over twenty-two
years. | did manage to wait for twenty min-
utes before walking to the cabin. My cock
was so hard, it was being rubbed raw
against my jeans with each step. | man-
aged to work it free as | stood on the porch
and watched between the partly open
drapes as Rachel started eagerly sucking
one of my wife’s 38-D breasts. My wife
was obviously enjoying the sensations im-
mensely; her long legs spread further and
further apart and | could see her hips start
thrusting against Rachel’s leg.

| began jacking off as Rachel moved her
lips from my wife’s tits and down along her
body until she reached the thick black
bush barely covering the already swollen
cunt lips. :

Then as | watched Rachel begin to bury
her tongue deep into my wife's slit, | sud-
denly realized | wasn't alone. Jean, Ra-
chel's husband, was standing next to me,
intently watching. He soon began jacking
off as my wife began returning the plea-
sures to Rachel.

Jean and | looked at each other, some-
what embarrassed, as we both jacked off
while watching our wives enjoying them-
selves. We started laughing at the situa-
tion and then | motioned toward the door.
He shrugged his shoulders as if to say,
“Why not?”’
























































































































Thatis the ominous prospect that Amer-
icans must take with utmost seriousness.
Preparations are aiready under way for
possible large-scale U.S. military opera-
tions in the region, almost certainly includ-
ing leftist Nicaragua as well. These
operations would go well beyond the cur-
rent Central Intelligence Agency-directed
rightist-guerrilla attacks from neighboring
Honduras.

If, because he has committed both his
personal prestige and that of the United
States government to the **salvation” of El
Salvador, Reagan does order troops
there, the U.S. could find itself bogged
down in an endless Vietnam-style anti-
guerrilla war in the Salvadoran mountains
and jungles. It would most probably be a
war with no guarantee of real victory—one
raising the threat of the U.S. becoming vir-
tually isolated politically from almost all of
our friends and allies. Of course, Con-
gress could halt such an intervention with-
in ninety days by invoking the War Powers

" Act—an unprecedented step—but in an
election year making any such prediction
is impossible. Reagan, for example, has
trapped Democrats in the Congress by
suggesting that their lack of cooperation
with his policies would render them re-

sponsible for the *‘loss’ of El Salvador.

An American armed presence in El Sal-
vador, along with air and naval strikes at
Nicaragua, may lead to a wider Central
American conflict that would not exclude
some form of Cuban and Soviet participa-
tion in support of their revolutionary asso-
ciates. And a direct involvement in Central
America would surely cause deep divi-
sions at home, particularly as the 1984
election campaign gained momentum; El
Salvador could easily become a major
campaign issue. All in all, the administra-
tion's present plans add up to a scenario
for absolute disaster.

In the event Ronald Reagan decides for
any number of reasons to refrain from the

_ use of force, it is highly likely that the U.S .-

backed government in El Salvador will
collapse, to be replaced by a Marxist re-
gime even tougher and more ideologicalty
rigid than the one in Nicaragua, a country
now closely allied with Cuba and the Sovi-
et Union.

Reagan, then, not only will have broken
his promise that the U.S. would not “turn
our backs” on anti-Communist Salvador-
ans, but will have placed in question
America's international credibility as well.
Having made the commitment to “save”

El Salvador, the president could endanger
all American alliances if he does not live
up to it: the Europeans and the Japanese,
for example, would start doubting whether
the U.S. has the will and the capacity to
defend them in an emergency if it cannot
defend a tiny nation in what Reagan has
called “‘our front yard.” This, of course, is
among the vast dangers the administra-
tion is creating through its Central Ameri-
can policies, with the president boxed in
through his promises.’

Itis proper, therefore, to ask at this junc-
ture how and why the U.S. has gotten itself
in such a predicament, ten years after the
end of its unhappy military experience in
Vietnam. The answers go back quite a few
years, and itis clear that the Carter admin-
istration, because of its inattention to the
long-festering problem of El Satvador,
must share the burden of responsibility for
the awesome dilemma presently facing
the United States.

I. Long-term Assessments

The Reagan administration, in its efforts to
secure congressional approval for grow-
ing military assistance to the Salvadoran
regime, has deliberately concealed the
fact that top U.S. and Salvadoran com-

Interview With a Death-Squad Assassin

“WE ARE NOT

'PLAYING GAMES HERE”

“The Moody Blues, man, they're my favor-
ite. They really freak me out.” The man I'li
call Fernando, a heavy-set Salvadoran
with a baby face, handed me another
Cuba Libre as “isn't Life Strange?"
warped its way out of the stereo in his un-
kempt living room in the province of Usulu-
tan. Fernando picked up his infant
daughter and laid her gently in her crib. He
was the very image of a good husband
and father—which, in fact, he was: a fam-
ity man, a hardworking engineer, a re-
spected citizen. But Fernando has another
occupation as well: he is the leader of a
right-wing death squad—one of the men
responsible for making El Salvador the
nightmare of death and torture that it is to-
day.

| had first met Fernando back in the
~ summer of 1981, in the military command-
er’s office in Usulutan. Later that day we
went for a few beers. ‘“You know, man,"
Fernando said, ‘“‘normally | wouldn’t
speak to no reporter. But you traveled with
Atlacatl [El Salvador's first rapid-deploy-
ment battalion, trained by U.S. military ad-

visers]. You've been to the front; you

know what it's like."” Fernando went to the
front, too, but in a different way.
The conversation was all “‘off the rec-
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ord"—the torture and killing that Fernan-
do admitted to. And it wasn’t too specific;

.it seemed to be just the tease of an over-

grown hippie. *‘But maybe next time, man.
You come back to El Salvador—maybe
next time I'll give you more."

Fernando kept his promise.

| returned to El Salvador to direct and
produce The Front Line, a film for PBS and
the Fourth Channel in Britain. | spent a
good deal of time in Usulutan filming with
the military and drinking with Fernando.
We went to closed fiestas at the National
Guard and local military headquarters,
where Fernando was treated with the re-
spect afforded a military commander. Not
exactly a normal situation for a “civilian"
in El Salvador.

At first | was skeptical about Fernando’s
claims. But after meeting Fernando’s *‘as-
sociates’ and talking independently to ju-

. nior officers in the military, | realized that

Fernando was telling me the truth: a rare
commodity in El Salvador. As further
proof, Fernando showed me a copy of
what he referred to as *‘my credentiais’’—
a U.S. federal courtindictment against him
for smuggling guns to E! Salvador. **Shit,
man,” he laughed, ! flew the coop.”
According to Fernando, his paramilitary

activities are no less horrific than what the
guerrilias do. “To me, there are no human
rights here or-in any other country.” At
leastin the context of El Salvador, Fernan-
do is correct. The major difference be-
tween Fernando and the guerrillas is that
Fernando doesn’t couch his torture and
murder in terms of *‘revolutionary justice.”
But for all his claims to be a patriot, Fer-
nando obviously enjoys what he does.
This interview was conducted earlier this
year.
Fernando: I'm a member of what you
American people call a death squad. As a
matter of fact, 'm a member of a paramili-
tary group acting in Usulutan.... I've
been fighting here for around three years |
decided to get involved with this when the
guerrillas killed my uncle.
Penthouse: What exactly is a death
squad?
Fernando: We are a paramilitary group. A
paramilitary group is a group involved in
military operations. A kind of military oper-
ation. A death squad is, we might say . . .
we are not assassins ... we fight with
guerrillas, armed guerrillas. We fight with
them; that's our main business.
Penthouse: What's a typical operation?
Fernando: A typical operation.might be a
CONTINUED ON PAGE 159
















































evening, two days before Christmas in
1966, when my plane touched down at the
Gialam airport across Red River from Ha-
noi. | got off the plane with a total blackout
in effect, drove across the narrow Long
Bien bridge, and began to learn about the
Vietnam War from the enemy side of the
lines.

Seventeen years had passed since my
trip to Hanoi, ten years since Henry Kissin-
ger signed the armistice protocols in Par-
is, eight years since the Hueys lifted the
last American out of the U.S. Embassy at
Saigon. An eternity. | couid not remember
when | had last spoken about Vietnam.

Now | was walking alone on the campus
street, the only pedestrian (this was Cali-
fornia, where no one walks). A car came
up fast behind me, pulled abreast, and
hesitated (California drivers do not hesi-
tate). | was surprised, even apprehensive.
The car made an illegal left turn, swung
across my path, and halted. The driver
leaped out, slammed-the door, and hur-
ried toward me.

“I've got to talk to you,” he said, his
words boiling out. He was in his mid-thir-
ties, clean-cut, wearing a three-piece suit,
neatly dressed, neat clothes, neat calfskin
loafers. A businessman, square, square,
square. He was crying.

He had, he said, heard me talk, had
heard me say that it was time atlong last to
take a look at Vietnam, at what Vietnam
had done to us, to the men who fought
there, to those who stayed at home; to
look at all of Vietnam, the good, the bad,
the uncertain, the lessons of the war, if we
could grasp them. It was time for us, the
press, the government, the veterans, the
people, to open our eyes, shift our minds
out of neutral, and take the plugs from our
ears.

He stood there beside his Datsun four-
door, the rain dampening his twenty-five-
dollar blow-dry hairdo, tears running off
his face, and told me the story of his life.
He had been young and patriotic, wanted
to fight for his country, believed inthe war.
He enlisted in the marines and fought in
Vietnam. He went through it all. He had
been lucky. No serious wounds. Some of
his' best buddies were killed but he was
unscathed. When he got back to the
U.S.A., he had buttoned up tight. No prob-
lems, no backward glances. I'm all right,
Jack. He went into business, started his
own firm, made some money—quite a lot
of money—married a lovely girl. They had
two daughters, lovely kids, no problems.
Pretty little girls, doing well in school. They
adored him. He adored them. He loved his
wife. His business grew, kept expanding,
he had a lot of people working for him, a
lot of people depending on him. He didn't
.give a damn about Vietnam. He had
locked it up and thrown away the key.
Then, a year ago, it happened. One eve-
ning he exploded like a rocket. Why, he
could not say. It just happened. His wife
thought he had gone crazy. He was crazy.
He went to a shrink, a woman, but he
couldn't stand her. He couldn’t admit he
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was sick and that the name of the disease
was Vietnam.

What was going to happen to his wife, to
the two lovely girls, to his business? He
didn’t know why he was telling me this. He
knew | didn’t have the answers but he
couldn't stop talking. The rain was coming
down harder. It soaked through his jacket.
it soaked through mine. He kept wiping his
eyes. | kept wiping mine. | hadn't cried
since the night Bobby Kennedy was killed.
We talked on and on. Finally, he got into
the four-door and drove away. | walked on
to the hotel, went up to my room, took off
my wet clothes, and lay down on my bed.
Vietnam was back. it had come out of the
closet.

And about time.

| have been thinking about Vietnam ever
since, thinking and talking aboutit. | found
that | was not alone. More and more peo-
ple are talking about Vietnam these days.
Those who fought in the war, those who

®

You guys are going
to be the new class of niggers.
Wait till you get
back. A lot of you ain’t going
to be able to take it.

®

fought against the war, those who
marched in the streets, those who turned
on their headiights on Saturdays, those
who put decals of the American flag on
their trucks, and those who stitched it to
their ass-fitted jeans. Even the Valley girls
and their jocks have been asking ques-
tions about funny words like Da Nang, Khe
Sanh, the Iron Triangle, the Parrot's Beak,
General Westmoreland. About Light at the
End of the Tunnel and Ho Chi Minh.

Vietnam is coming out of the closet and
the Vietnam veterans are coming out of
the closet. Today it is aimost fashionabie
for congressmen to speak seriously of the
legacy that the war laid on our society and
on the men who fought in it.

On a quiet Sunday last May when Nan-
cy was out of town, even President Rea-
gan found a few moments to pay a visit to
the Vietnam Memorial. He hadn’'t been
able to take the time to go to the dedication
in November 1982 or to attend the cere-
monies at the National Cathedral, where
the list of the 57,000 dead was read by
candlelight.

To quite a few veterans—and other
Americans—the dedication of the Vietnam
War Memorial in Washington and the self-

organized parade was the turning point,
the event that finally brought Vietnam back
into the national vocabulary. This, too, was
about time.

in our Vietnam trauma, nothing has
been more shocking than the stubborn-
ness with which Congress and the White
House, in one administration after anoth-
er, have participated in the national con-

_spiracy of silence, turning their backs with

the rest of us on the war that in thirteen or
fourteen years took the lives of 57,000 of
our finest young people, wounded
300,000 more, and permanently maimed
perhaps 150,000; not to take account of
the present and future toll of Agent Or-
ange, that jovially named reminder of Sun
Belt beauties. and anthropomorphic lumi-
naries like Paul Bunyan, the Green Giant,
Mickey Mouse, and Smokey Bear. Agent
Orange, sprayed evenhandedly over Viet-
nam roadsides, Vietnam peasants, and
Glsin a cozy exercise called Ranch Hand.

| think it is notable that while the gener-
als measured success or failure by the
“body count” of enemy killed, their mili-
tary accountants are stili uncertain how
many Americans served in Vietnam. For
years the government put the figure at 2.5
million. They then raised it to 2.7 million,
and recently decided it was more like 4
million.

What are we to make of a country (our
country), a government (our government),
an army (our army), that cannot determine
within a million or so the number of men
we sent to fight in our behalf, to defend the -
nation’s security, and, so it was once said,
to keep hordes of Cochin Chinese Com-
munists from swarming out of the jungles
and descending on the beaches of South-
ern California?

If we can’t even count how many Ameri-
can lives were placed at risk in Vietnam, it
is no wonder that for ten years we have
tried to shove down the Memory Hole the
fact that these 4 million men—our sons,
our neighbors’ sons, the boy at the gas
pump, the kid next door—were called to
the colors, fought and died thousands of
miles away, or came home bearing
wounds visible or invisible and melted,
nameless, into our restless multitudes.

Both press and radio joined in the na-
tional conspiracy of silence. But there
were a few notable exceptions, in particu- .
lar, Penthouse magazine. Between 1974
and 1983 Penthouse published twenty-
five articies and fiction features dealing
with Vietnam and the problems of Vietnatq
veterans, and in 1975 established a
monthly feature called the **Vietnam Vet-
erans Adviser.” The Washington Post's
editorial director Philip Geyelin was anoth-
er exception, publishing thirty-six editori-
als and columns over a five-year period.
And CBS'’s Bill Kurtis, then with WBBM-TV
in Chicago, piayed a notabie role in bring-
ing Agent Orange to public attention witha .
two-part documentary.

| warn you that | am not entirely objec-
tive in what | am writing here. | do not think
objectivity is what we need at this point. |

CONTINUED ON PAGE 134


















































































































Manhattan, to the WYNY studioin the NBC
building, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, all the way
from Washington Heights.

It is almost 10 PM. on a Sunday night

.and Dr. Ruth is seated at the table with a
microphone in front of her, full of pleasant
excitement. There are ten little lights on
the console in front of me, and they are all
lit! Callers waiting to talk to me on the ra-
dio. To tell me their problems, each one a
littie story, a human story. What a wonder-
ful feeling of being in touch with real peo-
ple and their real stories, all around me in
the night, stretching for miles around New
York City, New Jersey, Long Island, Con-
necticut, Westchester, Rockland County.
And thousands of people listening in to the
stories people tell me and to me talking to
them.

There are the cab drivers with their radi-
os on, and the high school students listen-
ing in groups gathered at friends’ houses
in the suburbs, and college students gath-
ered in dormitories, husbands and wives,
all sorts of people listening to these stories

of human lives and that great force in life, -

that universal thread running through ev-
ery life. Unseen listeners in the night, lis-
tening to voices in the night talking about
these worrying and fascinating dramas
they are caught up in.

What a variety of human sexual experi-
ence out there, and coming to me and to
all those listeners! What a vast interest in
talking about sex, hearing talk about i, in
this cozy way on a Sunday evening.

| want you to have a sampling of these
Sunday night phone calls, each one
unique, individual, speciai—but who
knows? Maybe having something mean-
ingful for a friend of yours. Or maybe even
for you.

“Good evening. This is Dr. Ruth West-
heimer. We are here on ‘Sexually Speak-
“ing.” And I'm going to take your first
question. Hello. Hello?”

*Yes, hi.”

“Hi there.”

*Oh, Dr. Ruth?”

"Yes?"

*Hi, my name is Pete.”

“Yes, Pete. First names only."

“Yeah. Hi. My wife’s name is Billie. And
it's like this. | think she’s having an affair."

“Hmm."

“And it's with our neighbor Barbie. This
Barbie, she’s a known lesbian.”

“"Yeah.”

“And they're friends, but they've been
close lately, and like when | have sex with
my wife it's not the same.”

“Aha. Okay, | think that if you ... she
doesn’t respond to you the same way?”’

“That's right. It's like this. Well, when 1
go to bed with my wife, there’s like a little
thing that we do. She gets stimulated
when we're in bed and | make noises, like |
go ‘Hmpp-nnnnn!”’

“All right, whatever.”

“She gets turned on. I've done this.

From Dr. Ruth’s Guide to Good Sex, Copyright ©® 1983 by Ruth
Waestheimer. Published by Warner Books/New York.
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She’s not responding.”

“Okay. | think my advice to you is to
have a talk with her. Because if you really
suspect, and it's not just a suspicion, but
that she really has changed her whole atti-
tude with you, then | would really have an
open talk. And then, before you make any
decisions about separating or not separat-
ing, I would suggest that the two of you go
and talk to a counselor. Or talk to some-
body in the mental-health field and put the
cards on the table and see what could be
done. Sometimes an affair like this—and
listen to me carefully, Pete—sometimes
an affair like that is just a passing matter. if
that’s the case, then you two can salvage
the marriage. Sometimes it's not. And |
would say that by your question, | wouid
say that you are better off knowing the
truth. You see, sometimes | say to people,
you know, forget about it and go on living
and see what life brings. But if you are so
worried and concerned about it, | would
talk to her.”

®

Nobody can drive a
car with a full erection. What
is your girl friend
trying to prove—that you can
have an erection in
the theater and in the car and
at the toll booth?

®

“Okay. One other thing before | go. Is
something of this nature, homosexuality,
is that normal?”’

‘“You see, normalcy is difficult to define.
What | do hear very clearly is, if she does
have an affair with another woman, you
would be very upset. And that's what a
marriage counselor or somebody who
knows about these things really has to dis-
cuss with you. Don't let that slide. Okay?
Thank you so much for calling.”

"'l do it tomorrow. Thank you very
much. God bless you."

“Thank you. Bye-bye.”

*You are on the air.”

“Hello. 1 have a problem. About two
months ago | was raped, and I've gotten
over it, basically—I can deal with myself.
But it's my boyfriend. He feels | shouidn't
be able to get over it that well and | should
be more upset about it. iI'd like to know
what to do.” '

*Did you tell him?"

"l told him that | had to put that behind in
my life and just forget about it.”

“Right. Let me ask you. Did you talk to
somebody besides the boyfriend?”

“My parents brought me to a therapist. |

just went a few times and he didn't say
anything that | really didn't know.™

“You didn’t get pregnant?*’

“No.”

“Good. But you did discuss it with a
therapist.”

“Yeah.”

“Then what | would say is maybe let
some time pass. Maybe your boyfriend
... do teil him that it hurts you when he
mentions it and that this was a terrible ex-
perience for you, that your parents were
helpful. Your parents brought you to a
therapist. That's exactly what | would do if
this were to happen to my daughter, and
tell your boyfriend to absolutely stop talk-
ing about it. Because constantly bringing it
up is not going to make it any better for
you. it happened, and let's hope that it will
never happen to you again. But tell him to
stop and tell him if he keeps on talking
about it that maybe something bothers
him, and maybe . .. You know what you
could suggest—that he go and talk to that
same therapist that you talked to. Is there
a possibility like that?”’

"*Maybe.”

“That's what | would do. | would tell him,
‘Look, there’'s something that really both-
ers you very badly. | know you iove me. |
know you care for me. | do not want to talk
about itanymore, But | would like you very
much to go and talk to that same therapist
that | talked to . . .” Will you let me know?"’

“Uh huh.”

"Okay. Good luck."

“Thanks a lot.”

“Thank you for calling.”

"You are on the air.”

*Hello, Dr. Ruth. I’'m from the Bronx and
| have a probiem. I've been with a woman
for about six years. We're not married but
we live together. We were both lying down
in bed. We were both awake. She had her
back to me and | was lying down and |
masturbated and she got upset. So be-
cause of that I've more or iess stopped
masturbating when she's around. Do you
feel that there's a problem? Should she
have gotten upset?”

“Usually, when the two of you are to-
gether, is your sexual relationship good?
Are you less sexually aroused by her than
you used to be?”’

*| guess | would have to say yes."

“Because what could very well be is
that she felt that—she sensed that. And
then, by your masturbating with her right
next to you, that she felt very rejected. And
that she felt that already, somehow
sensed that you are less interested in her
and maybe she’s worried that you are
leaving her. So what | would do is for the
two of you, since you have been living to-
gether for six years, ! would go and see
some counselor. it doesn’t matter, mar-
ried or not married—you’ve been living to-
gether. Go and see some counselor
before you just split. Because it’s not just
because of your masturbating. She must
sense something about that relationship
being less intense or you being less inter-

CONTINUED ON PAGE 179
























































































































































































































































