






































another, thoroughly stoned, and | felt very
horny indeed. Suddenly, but somehow
very naturally, Susan placed her hand be-
tween my legs and kissed me on the lips. |

responded. We continued to kiss and fon-

dle each other, and | got hotter and hotter,
until | couldn't stand it. | began to slide the
top of her jumpsuit down, and lick and kiss
her gorgeous body until | got to her juicy
snatch, where | began tonguing her ag-
gressively. She moaned and twitched until
she came violently. “That was fantastic,”
she moaned. “Now let me do you.” | was
beside myself, having never even really
thought before of making love with anoth-
er woman. She took my jumpsuit off and
s0 began an all night session. Each of us
came so many times we couldn’t keep
track. | knew as we fell asleep curled up in
one another’s arms, that | was in for a very

special week. And | realized that | didn't’

feel the least bit guilty.
The next morning, the moment | awoke
Susan handed me a cup of coffee. She
" was wearing the same shiny blue jumpsuit
I’d borrowed the night before and lit up
one of her six-inch cigarettes, this time
blue to match. She took one puff and
handed it to me. | realized from the aroma
that she must have used the paper to

. make a joint. Having enjoyed it the night
before, | toked again. We shared the joint,
sitting on the bed together, until Susan
said, "'Get dressed, we're going to get you
some new clothes.”

We visited several stores, and | bought
four jumpsuits. They were all the same
shiny kind I'd seen Susan wearing. | also
got a couple of pairs of Spandex jeans.
They fit so perfectly, better than Susan’s
did on me, since she’s taller. | felt exquis-
itely sexy.

Every time we went out that week we
wore Spandex. | found several things |
could wear as accessories—sweaters,
blouses, leg warmers, and so forth. Wher-
ever | went | felt sexier than I'd ever felt
before, and | immensely enjoyed the looks
from men and women both. Susan and |
did everything together, from drinking,
dinner, and shows, to more shopping. Be-
cause | liked the extra vampish touch, |
bought a quantity of Susan’s six-inch ciga-
rettes—all in colors to match my new out-
fits. | was thrilled by my new ultrasexy
image and, needless to say, by a week’s
delights in Susan’s bed. In bed or out we
had a fabulous time and spent most of our
time high. | realized that I'd acquired a fet-
ish for Susan’s stoned-and-Spandexed
image and that it. was to become part of
my image as well.

| was sad to leave at the end of the week
but | knew we'd see one anocther soon
again.

| was keen to show off the new me when
| got home to my husband. He was flipped
out to see me get off the plane in one of my
new outfits. | had on the shiniest, tightest
purple Spandex jumpsuit | could find, of

“Of course, by the same token, you could argue
that God must have liked assholes, because He created so many of themi”’

-
£/

an

N
0

2 BnanLor—

14 PENTHOUSE

course with a matching cigarette. My hus-
band has occasionally smoked pot, and
although I'd never tried it despite his urg-
ings, he was thrilled when | suggested we
get high. We had a wild lovemaking ses-
sion that night. 1 told him of my affair with
Susan, and to my surprise he found this

- very exciting. He suggested we invite Su-

san to stay with us.

Well, I've now bought my husband his
own men'’s style Spandex jeans, which he
just loves. One night last week, he even
dressed in one of my jumpsuits and greet-
ed me at the door. My new image and fet-
ishes have given a whole new dimension
to sex for me and my husband. We both
look forward to Susan’s visit in two weeks.
Perhaps that will be the source of a new
letterl—Name and address withheld

A SIDE TRIP
| have been reading your magazine for
many years and never thought | would
have anything to write you about. Most of
my sex life, although very satisfying, has
been rather uneventful. | am a happily
married man in my early forties, and al-
though | have had all the normal fantasies,
| have never actually experienced them. |
have had a couple of minor affairs, but
nothing out of the ordinary. Until a recent
business trip, that is. ’

| was visiting one of the mountain states

here in the West and found myself with a

little extra time on my hands. | decided to
visit one of our beautiful national parks for
some relaxation and fishing. In the rented
car that | had been provided for my stay, |

~ drove up into the mountains. [ was driving

along, enjoying the scenery, when | no-
ticed a young lady pulled off the road ona
turnout with a flat tire. She was sitting on a
rock, looking rather dejected. | stopped

~and asked her if | could help. It turned out

that she had opened hertrunk only to find
that her spare tire was also flat. | offered to
take her and her spare tire to a small
mountain town, which was just up the road .
a few miles, where | knew there was a ga-
rage. She thanked me and we threw the
spare tire in my trunk and drove off to get it
fixed.

She was a very pretty young Qriental
girl (I'd guess about twenty years old), un-
der five feet tall, with beautiful long hair
cascading down to her beautifully round-
ed butt. She was dressed in tight-fitting
blue jeans and tank top. | asked her what
she was doing driving out here in the
mountains alone. She said she and some
girl friends had been visiting in the city |
had just come from, but they had already
flown home and she had borrowed her
aunt’s car to do some sightseeing before
she also went back to college on the East
Coast. We soon arrived at the small town
and found the only garage closed, but one
of the townspeople offered to go get the
owner for us. By the time he arrived and
finally fixed the spare tire, it was getting
late in the day. She said she was not used
to driving in the mountains at night, so we
hurried back to her car and got the spare




































































































































Nothing too much out of the ordinary hap-
pens on the streets of Moscow, so Mus-
covites were somewhat surprised one
bright, sunny August day in 1970 when
they noticed something very curious go-
ing on.

It happened in front of the grotesque
building that towers over Smolenskaya
Square, a truly ugly monument to Stalinist
architecture that houses the Soviet
Union’s Ministry of Foreign Affairs. From
under the arcade of the Smolenskaya sub-
way station and along Arbat Street,
groups of men appeared in custom-made
British suits, expensive Western-made
sports jackets, and similar bourgeois at-
tire. They strode solemnly toward the
great building on Smolenskaya, trailed by
the faint scent of Soir de Paris, Chanel,
and other expensive odeurs, and passed
through the heavy brass-framed doors of
the ministry building, showing a red pass
to the guards.

For the “lvans’ and ‘‘Mishkas™ (Rus-
sian slang for the ordinary Soviet citizens)
watching nearby, this regal procession
was a distinct oddity, an almost surrealis-
tic contrast to what ordinarily transpires on
the streets of Moscow. For the average
Muscovite, for whom Biritish tailoring and
other such bourgeois pleasures were un-
heard of, it was a day to savor the August
warmth, queueing in the ubiquitous lines
to buy a cooling glass of yellowish drink
called *'kvas’ (an indescribable brew that
is something of a cross between urine and
beer), sold from a scraggly barrel on
wheels.

Curiosity is a trait not encouraged
among ordinary Soviet citizens, so none
of them wondered aloud why that group of
men so expensively dressed were spend-
ing their summer afternoon trooping into
the ministry. For Soviet citizens, there was
to be no answer; no newspaper account,
no television broadcast, no radio news
program telling the details of what hap-
pened atthe ministry that afternoon. Some
may have guessed that what was happen-
ing seemed, on the surface at least, to be
simply a private funeral for a recently de-
ceased high official of some sort.

But there was much more going on that
afternoon than met the eye, for in that
gathering of the Soviet Union’s chosen
elite—high party officials, ranking intelli-
gence officers, and foreign ministry exec-
utives—stood the man who, twelve years
after that day, was destined to be the next
ruler of the Soviet Union.

His name was Yuri Andropov. He stood
confidently in the dimness of the huge
marble hall inside the ministry, whose inte-
rior resembles an ancient Greek temple.
He chatted quietly with his comrades-in-
grief, waiting for his turn to assume the
honor-guard stand at the lavish, brightly lit
casket in the center of the hall. To those
outside the closed world of the Soviet
elite, Andropov was then a total mystery.
Only one picture of him had been pub-
lished in the West—an official photograph
that showed a pudgy, dour-looking man
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whose deadly expression seemed to
match the reputation of the organization
he then headed—the dreaded KGB, Rus-
sia’s secret police-intelligence agency.

To his fellow members in the ruling elite,
however, Andropov was a different man
than his official portrait suggested. To
them, he was a witty conversationalist, an
intellectual, a raconteur, a sophisticated
operator with a good command of English
(rare among Soviet leaders), and a devo-
tee of Western culture. Dressed in an ex-
pensive Western-style suit, he appeared
for all the world that day like a prosperous
American businessman, smoothly drum-
ming up new business.

But Yuri Andropov, then fifty-six years
old, was about as far from being a West-
ern businessman as you can get. He was
in fact at that point considered one of the
brightest stars in the Soviet leadership fir-
mament, a man whose brilliant record on
behalf of the Soviet state, aithough un-
known outside the Kremlin, had marked
him as a man to be watched, a man

marked for great power. And a man to be
feared: his position as head of the KGB
was further enhanced by another position
he held at the time, membership on the rul-
ing Politburo. Moreover, there was the
matter of his close friendship with Soviet
jeader Leonid Brezhnev, no small political
capital in a society where connections
count for a lot. iIndeed, as a number of per-
ceptive members of the elite must have
guessed at the time, Yuri Andropov was
only a heartbeat away from succeeding
Brezhnev as first among equals in the So-
viet Union. Which is to say, the Boss.

Given his penchant for humor, it is pos-
sible that Andropov may have derived
some pleasure at the sight of American
Kremlinologists, who ignored him for so
long and thenh tended to discount his
chances for supreme leadership once
Brezhnev died. The Kremiinologists,
whose ignorance of what makes the Sovi-
et Union tick is appalling, never spotted
Andropov’s steady rise to power, and
once he achieved that status, refused to
believe it. And because of their ignorance,
they failed to spot all the important clues
indicating that Andropov’s rise to power
has been an inevitability for years.

The significance of Andropov was
missed because Kremlinologists insist on
judging Soviet events and personalities
through the prism of their own Western po-
litical experiences. They sift the clues of
public writings and speeches, trying to di-
vine the unmistakable trends. But there
were hardly any for Andropov, who has
worked quietly for almost all his life behind
the scenes.

Nevertheless, enough is known to fur-
nish important clues, provided you know
where to look. The search is important, for
it is wise to take a good look at this man
who will have a great deal to say about our
futures. Who is he? How did he rise to
power? What does it mean?

We have frozen that moment in time on
that hot summer day in Moscow tweive
years ago, for no other event seems to
crystallize the forces and influences that
have shaped Yuri Andropov.

First, consider the subject of the private
funeral service—Sergei Alexandrovich
Vinogradov, who, although not well
known in the West, actually was one of the
most powerful men in the Soviet Union.
Deputy foreign minister, member of the
KGB collegium, lieutenant general of the
KGB, liaison with the Central Committee’s
International Department, Soviet ambas-
sador to Turkey, ambassador to Egypt,
confidant of Gamal Nasser, Sergei Vino-
gradov since his first intelligence assign-
ment to Austria in 1932 had served in key
diplomatic and intelligence posts at home
and abroad. By the time of his death, he
was considered by Kremlin insiders a
member of the most powerful troika in So-
viet foreign policy.

One of the other two members of that
troika was Yuri Andropov. it is here that
the all-consuming importance of the way
the Soviet system really operates comes
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Don’s secretary had finally gone out to
lunch, and he stretched out in his leather
armchair, took out a charge card, and di-
aled the number. In rapid-fire but distinct
bursts, he read out each digit of his Mas-
terCard, but when he asked for Carol—
Carol of the long, soft hair and a voice that
would round his mind like lazy satin bed-
sheets—he sounded milky and warm.

Don had never met Carol. He never
would. But as she said, *‘Hello, darling,
I've been waiting for you,” his hand slid
obediently down to his groin. He fumbied
with his zip as he felt her voice, her very
being, willing him away from himself,
away from the office, into some secret
place of sex. Now, as the voice caressed
him in its husky sensuality, described their
lovemaking in lovely detail, he was suf-
fused with a passion objectively pure yet
full of the lusty earthiness he’d known only
in his dreams. The voice carried him deep-
er and deeper, into the very entrails of de-
sire. His eyes glistened, the muscles
round his lips twitched involuntarily as he
released a flood of inchoate love words to
the impassive telephone. If only the world
could see him now! But the world couldn't.
There was only Don and Carol, tied to-
gether with telephone line.

Now she was cuddling him, teasing
him, pressing himup and up.. . . then, sud-
denly, it was over, bar panting. Don
smiled, lit a cigarette automatically. Just
as automatically he said, *‘I love you, Car-
ol,” even as her voice brought him gently

back to earth. And for that moment in the -

cold office, he meant it . . . until the humor
of the situation returned to him. It always
did. He grinned into the phone and at him-
self in the mirror, chuckled, and said,
**You know something, kid? You sure give
good phone.”

Good phone. It is to sex what dial-a-
prayer is to church: brief, a bit thin, per-
haps, but better than nothing. Sometimes,
much better. Like when Carol’s on the oth-
er end of the line.

In scruffy yellow flip-flops and a shortie
bathrobe, she pads around the blue velvet
cocoon of her Gramercy Park apartment,
shielded from all but the softest of light.
Big, cushy satin and velvet pillows have
been tossed around the room with bounte-
ous abandon, and, together with the tufted
headboard on her round, king-sized bed,
give it the look of an upscale bordello.

“People come in here and tell me they’d
love to take a nap,"’ she says, curling up in
a love seat. Her flesh moulds into the
cushions sensuously. She’s a big wom-
an—not fat, but zoftig.

1 like body comforts. I'm comfortable
with hedonism,” she says with pride as
she surveys this room that reeks of sex,
throbs in the certainty of its purpose. Carol
spends a great deal of time in it.

Growing up in the Kings Highway sec-
tion of Brooklyn, she says she began call-
ing up men she wanted to date at the
tender age of sixteen or seventeen. Noth-
ing really explicit; just some sexy talk and
heavy breathing, enough to pique their in-
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terest. "It was really effective,” says Car-
ol. “it always got them extremely
turned-on.” Carol’s forty now, and claims:
“l have yet to find a man who does not
become extremely aroused by it.”

Somewhere pretty early along the line,
she married someone at the other end, a
rich man—she doesn’t have to work now,
even though they’re divorced—and hand-
some, too. But, unfortunately, he was al-
coholic. To this day she can't stand
making love to a drunk—even over the
phone. “If a man tells me, ‘I've had a lot to
drink, babe, bear with me,’ it means he's
going to be a long time coming. It's not go-
ing to be a long hot time, though, because
I’'m gonna have to compete with the booze
for his attention.”

After her marriage was over, Carol
picked up the phone again—but not for
funand profit until recently, after seeing an
ad in the Village Voice that read, *‘Call
Laurie. Me and my sexy friends want to
fulfill your every desire, explore all your

®

One girl has a
customer with a turkey fantasy.
“He likes to be roasted
and toasted,” she giggles.
“I put him on a spit
over a fire. He comes while
I’m basting him.”

®

fantasies .. . ” Emblazoned above it was
a picture of a leggy lady lying spread out
ona bed, one hand curled coyly over the
inside. of her thigh, the other on a tele-
phone. * said, ‘Hey, I've been doing this
for years for free!’”” Carol laughed. ‘Do
you mean people get money for this?"
She dialed the number, and found they
did—lots. She took the job posthaste.

*‘| was surprised to find out | had a lot to
learn. | was making sexy phone calls,
sure—but not elaborate fantasies. The
other girls were doing things I'd never
heard of before. Weli, not often at least,”
she giggled. “'Bestiality, domination, in-
fantilism—all of this was new to me. It's
changed my life. I've discovered I'm a cre-
ative person.”

Both those assertions are true. Before
Carol began phone fantasies, she was in
advertising. ““I'd like to say | was responsi-
ble for those ‘Wet Your Whistle' lipstick
ads or something sexy, but | was in the
administrative end—organization, man-
agement. it's only since | started this that
J've discovered how absolutely creative |
am. | can meet any fantasy and run with it.
It flows out of me—it's almost like getting a

partin a play. If I'm starting to grope and I

listen, | find the man always takes me
where he wants to go. | get lots of re-
guests. It’s like a reward. They’re roses to
me, every one of them.”

Carol pops a white chocolate into her
mouth, and gobbles it hurriedly. Her face
opens into a wide, pumpkin smile. Give
her a bun, put some slipcovers on the sat-
in settees, and she might be somebody’s
mother.

*Oh, gosh, | guess some of my own
mother probably has rubbed off on me,”
she gushes. ““You know, she’s the original
Mrs. Portnoy. | can't tell her what I’'m do-
ing—but not because she'd disapprove.
She'd be worried | wasn’t getting enough
fresh air.”

One can imagine a daughter like Caro)
might be cause for concern. Most of her
interests do lie indoors—she’'s a tele-
scope finely tuned to a single perspective.
Flowers, fabrics, perfume, lighting—you
name it and Carol can apply it to sex.
Chairs are “shaped to please a man,”
chocolates “make love to her tummy,”
clothes are worn to arouse—and to be
gotten out of quickly.

Even her frequent real-life companion, a
slave, is devoled to her pleasure. He
bought her those black, mariboued mules
lying by the bed. At first she got him to
teach her how to handle mistress calls, but
he made her feel so good.

*You know, sometimes | get the feeling—|
really do—that Carol enjoys the calls as
much as | do. | guess I'm being silly.” Don
blushes. He’s a little embarrassed, a little
uncomfortable, after all, about ““whacking
oft while someone listens,” as he puts it.
After all, he bristles, he doesn’t really have
todo it

“I'm no breather gone legit,” he says
defensively. “'1 never made an obscene
phone call in my life until | saw those ads.”
Probably not. A good-looking, high-
powered man making his kind of salary?
Even with a wife and two kids at home, he
could probably do okay for himself. So
why, then?

Well, as Don explains it, they’re differ-
ent. They're for when you want to reach
out and touch someone without actually
reaching out and touching someone. *|
know when I'm talking to Carol I'm not
really having sex. | know she might be fat
and bowlegged, even.” He looks down at
his fingernails. The possibility makes him
so dejected it’'s a temptation to set him
straight.

"*“My wife doesn’t know 1 do it. She prob-
ably wouldn’t go for it much,” he contin-
ues. “It’'s not that | can't tell her about my
fantasies. It's just that with Carol, it lacks
the responsibilities that exist in my mar-.
riage. Sure, ! could tell my wife I'd like to
have a threesome. But I'm not sure I'd
really like to have one in real life. I'm not
sure what kind of stuff that would open up.
What if she wanted to do it again—with a
man the next time?” He scoffs, and
squares his shoulders. **No. That proba-
bly wouldn't happen. . .. It satisfies me,
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the act™ of committing the crime.

Dr. Marvin Dunn, a university professor
in Miami, says, “‘The criminal justice sys-
tem is bankrupt. It only gives the appear-
ance of responding to crime in the
community.”” And Howard Rasmussen,
director of the Greater Miami Citizens
Crime Commission, says, ‘‘The criminal
justice system is inundated. It doesn’t
have the resources. It doesn’t do us any
good to hire more poiice if we can’t prose-
cute the people they arrest. It doesn’t do
any good to prosecute if we don’t have the
correctional facilities and programs fo
handle those who are convicted.”

“Orlando, Fla.: Eighteen-year-old Jerry
Davis, who prosecutors describe as ‘only
akid,’ has already climbed crime’s iadder
1o the last rung and will probably spend
the next 10 years behind bars.

“Court records show Davis’ criminal
activity began in 1977 when, atage 13, he
was arrested for shoplifting and put on
probation. For the next five years, the
Maitland teenager graduated to other
crimes—burglary, drunken driving and
aggravated assault. Each time the court
system or Health and Rehabilitation Ser-
vices officials placed him on probation.

*Last June, a month after his probation
for aggravated assauit and drunken driv-
ing ended, police said Davis and two other
youths stabbed and killed a man in Eaton-
ville for the $1.25 he had in his pockets.

“Now, almost five years after he was
first arrested for shoplifting, prosecutors
say Davis will spend at least the next 10
years in a prison cell before he becomes
eligible for parole.

. Circuit Judge George Diamantis
sentenced the youth to life in prison. Dia-
mantis said he gave the sentence be-
cause of Davis’ extensive juvenile criminal
background and because he is ‘a danger
to the community.’

**. .. The teenager, who once had told a
judge he wouldn’t swear to tell the truth
because ‘my mother taught me not to,’
had no family in the courtroom for the sen-
tencing.

... When you see him, you have to
say, ‘My God. He's a kid,' said Assistant
State Attorney Ray Sharpe, who prosecut-
ed Davis. ‘But the kid was an adult as far
as crime is concerned a long time ago.
The juvenile court has to catch their atten-
tion. The result down there is that they feel
they can get away with it if all they get is a
slap on the wrist. If you don’t scare hell out
of them, you can expect to see them back
here again and again.’ ™

The case of Jerry Davis clearly illustrates
most of the problems of the criminal jus-
tice system. From his early arrests by the
police and his appearances in juvenile
court through the adult arrest, trial, and
sentencing process, his case is classic.
As a juvenile, Davis received the kind of
attention given most juveniles. His proba-
tion served no positive purpose. When ar-
rested for murder, he spent nine months
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awaiting trial, and when sentenced he re-
ceived the full weight of the law, probably
because his previous years of exposure to
the system had been ineffective. We don't
know if time spent in the Fiorida State Pris-
on will have a positive effect on the rest of
Davis’s life, but experience indicates that
it is more likely to be negative. And that
represents the full circle of criminal jus-
tice, from the cop on the beat to incarcera-
tion and the rehabilitation process (or lack
of it) in prison.

The American criminal justice system is
designed to protect the rights of the inno-
cent, and that is one significant way in
which a democracy differs from a dictator-
ship. Due process of the law is one of the
keystones of our society. Yet many people
now feel as Supreme Court Justice Oliver
Wendell Holmes did when he said, in far
simpler days: “At the present time ...
there is more danger that criminals will es-
cape justice than that they will be subject-
ed to tyranny.” One person who agrees is

®

The basic injustice is to law-
abiding people who are
sick to death of seeing victims
Iying in the streets and
perpetrators laughing at the
police and the courts
through loopholes in the law.

®

Executive Judge George Deneweth of Ma-
comb County, Mich., who says, “*People
feel there are too many rights for the crimi-
nal and not enough for society.” Today,

. lawyers plead for justice for their clients

whatever the crime. The appeal process

can drag on for many years even in the -

most clear-cut cases, and when it looks
like the case will finally go to trial, the plea
bargaining process begins. When all par-
ties are worn down, the charges often
bear no resemblance to the crime. Unlike
the civil court system, the victims—the
cheerleader raped in the woods, the gro-
cer robbed and shot down as he stocks
the produce, the nun slashed in the con-
vent, the doctor bludgeoned for the key to
his drug cablnet the casual bystander
wounded by a shotgun blast during a
gangland rub-out the baby beaten and
burned by the baby-sitter, all the targets of
“The Son of Sam,” and the countiess oth-
ers—also seek justice but without the as-
surance that it is forthcoming, quickly,
slowly, or at all. Some examples:

e Early one summer morning, around
2:00 AM., Jack Henry Abbott plunged a
knife into the heart of Richard Adan, an as-
piring actor and playwright. Adan died on

the Manhattan sidewalk where he was at-
tacked. Abbott, a lifelong convict and the
author of a best-selling book written while
in prison, was convicted of manslaughter
by a jury sympathetic to Abbott's years in
prison. He will serve six to ten years for his
crime. Adan’s relatives wept and then
raged at the decision. Justice?

¢ |n 1974, Roger Davis was sentenced
by a jury in Virginia to forty years in prison
for possession and sale of a half-pound of
marijuana. The Supreme Court of the Unit-
ed States later held that the sentence was
not cruel or unusual punishment. Justice?

e A Baton Rouge man, Glen Bordelon,
forty-four, was accused of being involved
in an insurance scheme that netted him
more than $200,000, according to au-
thorities. He pleaded no contest to two
counts of lying to a grand jury and re-
ceived two five-year suspended sen-
tences. He was also ordered to pay
$1,000 for each of the perjury counts after
a plea bargain. Justice?

. ® Sixty-nine-year-old Woodrow Wilson
Collums, a retired dairyman from Poteet,
Tex., pleaded guilty to killing his terminally
ili older brother in an act of mercy. He had
fired five bullets into his brother as the sick
man lay in his nursing home bed. Collums
was placed on ten years’ probation with
orders from the judge to work ten hours a
week in a senior citizens center. Collums’s

“record will be cleared after his probation.

Justice?

o Carlos Flores, eighteen, Vincent DiNi-
colantonio, twenty-four, and Richard Rive-
ra, eighteen, were convicted of killing
off-duty policeman Robert Walsh during a
holdup at a cocktail lounge in Queens,
N.Y. Walsh was shot after identifying him-
self as a policeman and drawing his ser-
vice revolver in an attempt to prevent the
robbery. The victim’s widow said, "Every
day, seeing them turn around and laugh at
me in the courtroom, made me wish |
could have seen their faces when the ver-
dict was read.” The three were sentenced
to twenty-five years to life but can be re-
leased on parole much earlier. Justice?

There are people who would say that
justice was meted out in each of these in-
stances, and maybe it was. That is one of
the problems with the American system of
criminal justice. There are no national
standards and, worst of all, there is little
confidence in the system the way it cur-
rently functions. These seeming inconsis-
tencies in the rendering of justice have
eroded the public attitude toward the crim-
inal justice system as a whole to the point
where eight out of ten peopie* feel the
American judicial apparatus, from the
courtroom to Sing Sing, is not effective.
*(Unless otherwise identified, all figures
given in this article are from The Figgie Re-
port on Fear of Crime. This survey sample
of 1,047 people was conducted by Re-
search & Forecasts, Inc.)

More than half the people think the sen-
tencing of convicted criminals, in its pres-
ent form, is not a deterrent to crime, and
that we neither help those who commit
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looking for a target to impact.

“Why the fuck didn’t the cocksucker air-
condition this motherfucker?’" he cried an-
grily, again pushing the glasses down his
nose.

The Ferrari was reaching the top of a

- steep grade when Garfield replaced his
glasses and a huge semi materialized 100
feet ahead. For a split second Garfield
wanted to smash the Ferrari into the back
of the trailer and could actually hear the
sickening sound of exploding metal, but in
the next moment he spun the wheel and
the Ferrari shot out into the open lane,
missing the trailer by inches. He went fish-
tailing wildly past it, the tires shrieking as

he gunned the engine for more traction. A

moment later he had it under control and

the truck had disappeared in his rearview
mirror.

~ He lowered the window an inch and was

hit by a blast of hot air. At least now he

could breathe. The inside of the Ferrari
was like a sauna.

Then it happened. It sounded like a
bomb. The hood and several metal parts
shot up into the air, followed by boiling il
and water, which quickly covered the
windshield. Still he managed to stop the
car safely on the side of the road. Then he
Jeaned back in the seat and laughed until
tears were streaming down his cheeks.

 His father's jewel had exploded under the
g crushing weight of a sledgehammer. No-
- body would ever put this Humpty-Dumpty
Z together again—not with the original parts
they wouldn't.

Without his noticing it, the truck he'd
nearly collided with had stopped behind
him and the driver, a tall, heavyset man in
$ his mid-thirties, had walked to the Ferrari
ui and was staring incredulously at what was
< left of the engine.

“Are you okay, kid?"" he said, bending
over to peer inside the car.

Garfield nodded. *“Yeah, I'm fine. What
are you doing here?”

The truck driver was shaking his head.

“Must have been doing 150 when you
2 passed me. Want me to call for help on my
£C.B.?”"
“Noi” Garfield shouted. *Leave the
& fucker right where she is. How far are we
o from Vegas?”

“Seventy miles or so.”

" *“You going there?”

“Yeah."”

“Well, | could use a ride.”

The truck driver laughed. *One minute
you're doing 150 in a Ferrari and the next
£ you're hitchhiking. Well, that’s the ups and
downs of life, kid.” -

“Yeah, how would you know, you dumb
truck jockey?"

The truck driver looked closely at Gar-
2 field and saw a boy not more than seven-
€ teen who was nothing but skin and bones.
His brown shoulder-length hair looked like
it hadn’t been combed in a year. There
were deep hollows in his cheeks and dark
circles under large brown eyes that had a
wild, furtive glint behind thick lenses.

“Kid, shut up and get in the truck before
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| change my mind."

*“Forget it, shithead. Who needs you?"'

The driver put his hands on his hips and
further examined Garfield. “My name’s
Gus. What's yours?”

“None of your fucking business.”

A car went by doing about ninety and
sent a whoosh of hot air that brought tears
to Garfield's eyes. -

“Hey, come on, get in, will you,” Gus
said. “‘You won't last two hours out here.
You got any idea what this desert sun can
do to you?”’

Garfield walked around the Ferrari and
a grin twisted his thin lips. “Ali right, let's
move it,”" he said. ““l ain't got all day.”

Gus shrugged, climbed in, and watched
the kid pull himself up on the passenger
side. It seemed to take every ounce of his
strength. He was sweating profusely and
he gasped with pleasure when the cool air
inside the air-conditioned cab hit him.

Garfield sat quietly as Gus shifted
through the various gears and transmis-

®

His body would become
Kemo Sabe’s
bullet. With it he would
kill the president
of the United States. His
feat would never
be topped by anyone.

®

sions until finally the rig was cruising at
seventy.

“This is pretty neat,” Garfield said.
*“Like sitting in the catbird seat.”

“Not bad,” Gus said. “It's a living.”

“You got kids?”’

“Yeah, eight—four boys, four girls.”

*You spend any time with them?”’

“All | can when I'm home."

“Where's that?"’

“Kokomo, indiana.”

“Home's bullshit, you know that?"’

Gus shrugged. “Not all homes.”

Garfield looked out his window at the
gray sagebrush and yellowish sand. My
name's Alfie,” he said, deciding to use an
alias. I live in Beverly Hills. | don't have a
home. Just a place to support my father’s
image."

“What does your father do for a living?"'

Garfield laughed. *'He flexes his fucking
muscles. To him I'm a fucking physical
disgrace. The cocksucker hates my fuck-
ing guts for it, too. Like it was my fucking
fault. | can't help it if his fucking semen’s
defective. But it never stopped him from
fucking, that's for sure. He fucks anything
that moves—except my mother, of
course, who's been fucking her mouth

with junk food and looks like a sumo wres-
tler. His fucking prick must be.made of
genuine cowhide. I'd fike to skinitand use
it for a baseball cover. I'll bet you could
throw a mean screwbal! with it.”

Gus was shaking his head like he
couldn’t believe his ears. “Good God,
that's your father and mother you're talk-
ing about. Don’tyou have any respect—"

“Shutup!"* Garfield screamed, his hand
reaching for the door handle. *“You start
preaching and I'm jumping out of this fuck-
ing rig, you understand?”’ His huge eyes
seemed to vibrate behind the magnifying
lenses.

The paims of Gus's hands were soaking
wet and he could feel the perspiration
trickle down his back and chest. This kid
was a psycho. He wished he'd left him
back there with his Ferrari. Somebody
else would have picked him up. He felt like
stopping the truck and kicking the kid’s
ass out, but he was afraid that if he started
slowing down the kid would spook and
jump out. Anybody who drove a car the
way that kid did was capable of anything.

“Okay, Alfie, ho more lectures. I'll just
drive, and if you feel tike talking, be my
guest.”

Gus looked straight ahead, his foot
growing a little impatient on the accelera-
tor, pushing the needle to eighty. But what
if a cop stopped him? No telling what the
kid would do or say. His foot became less
impatient and the needle dropped back
down to seventy.

*Hey, Gus, you ever play Russian rou-
lette?”

Gus shook his head and kept his eyes
on the road.

“Man, that's cool. | started playing it
when | was fifteen. | knew where my old
man kept his thirty-eight and when he was
away 'd sneak it in my bedroom. I'd puta
bullet in one of the chambers and spin it
maybe a dozen times before I'd put itin my
mouth and puli the trigger.” He laughed.
“The first time | really shit my pants. | can’t
describe the feeling. Every nerve in my
body was jumping. Butthe more | played it
the more | wished it would blow my brains
out. Then | did it with two bullets, cutting
the odds in half, or whatever. Did it three
times in five minutes one night. But then a
lot of other kids got into it and some made
it, but they couldn’t even get their fucking
names up front in the funny papers. it was
always the son or daughter of actor or ac-
tress so-and-so died today, blah, blah,
blah. You had to read way down into the -
story to find outif they really had a name of
their own. So | gave up that bullshit.”

“Well, that's good to hear,” Gus said,
not knowing what else to say to this
strange boy.

“Why? It's no skin off your ass. Hey,
you're a big man. Shit, you must weigh
240 and what are you—six three, maybe
four? Look at me—five eleven and 116
pounds last time | weighed.”

*You ought to eat more,” Gus said.

“Why? So | could have a fat belly like
you? | don't like food. They sent me to a

CONTINUED ON PAGE 172
























































































































portunities for reform. The prison system,
according to former Phoenix Mayor John
Driggs, now a banker, is "‘the weakest
link, and crime-prone people can't be con-
tained.” Judge Deneweth says, “All
they're [the prisons] doing is warehousing
people. The prison system has to teach
them to read and write and vocational
skills so they can get a job when they get
out.” Two St. Louis leaders, public de-
fender Joseph Downey and prosecuting
attorney George Westfall, have similar
opinions, though they are on opposite
sides in the courtroom. Downey says,
“Prisons are the worst part of the justice
system.” Westfall adds, “There has been
an increasing number of judges, prosecu-
tors, and public defenders, but not a cor-
responding increase in prison facilities.
More prisons are needed for those who
need to be warehoused and programs for
those who can be rehabilitated.”

Community leaders in America's major
metropolitan areas are relatively clear on
what the problems are and the need to
correct them. Community leaders are
looking for a sensible and workable meth-
od of controlling guns. They are develop-
ing ways to speed action through the
courts, close loopholes in the law, keep
criminals in jail, and help release those un-
fairly imprisoned. Most of all they are look-
ing to protect the population from a crime
wave that threatens to destroy the country
in the near future.

An overwhelming percentage of these
leaders would subscribe to most of Leon
Radzinowicz's list of essentials for a de-
cent system of criminal justice: (1) a crimi-
nal code that clearly defines crimes and
penalties; (2) a police force with precisely
defined powers and subject to indepen-
dent review of complaints; (3) open prose-
cution, trial, and sentencing; (4) the right
of the suspect to remain silent, not be
forced to confess, and have access to le-
gal representation; (5) an independent ju-
diciary; (6) possible appeal of conviction
and sentence; and (7) independent in-
spection of penal institutions.

It would be hard to say that the facts and
opinions expressed here give much hope
for an early end to the current wave. of
crime that is upon the nation. Yet there is
hope, and most community leaders and
criminal-justice officials do have an opti-
mistic outlook over the long term. Few say
that the end is near for American society.
That opinion is based mostly on people
and not on law enforcement. There is a
firmly held conviction that the average citi-
zen is tired of this oppression and will
soon rise up in righteous wrath and decide
to do something about the problem. His
hope, and ours, is in the developing swell
of public concern, a new climate and de-
termination that will prevent the tiny crimi-
nal minority from controlling the rest of
society. It is in that climate of public opin-
ion that we can all take hope.Ot+—g

CRIME IN OUR CITIES

Rank City Crimes/ 100,000
1 Boston 14,146
Dallas 12,342

3 Denver 12,295
4 Detroit 11,892
5 Kansas City 11,381
6 Seattle 11,292
7 Washington 10,650
8 Phoenix 10,638
9 Cleveland 10,582
10 San Francisco 10,250
11 New York 10,265
12 Los Angeles 10,250
13 Baltimore 9,858
14 Columbus 9,840
15 San Jose 8,564

The Crime Total for Any
Twenty-Three-Minute Period

in the U.S.

Violent Crime Total
Murder 1
Forcible Rape 4
Robbery 24
Aggravated Assault 28
Property Crime

Burglary 172
Larceny-Theft 345
Motor Vehicle Theft 49
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talking to Carol. | guess I've become sort
of attached to her. If | have a bad day in
business, she’ll listen. If I'm keyed up,
she’ll make me come without draining me
emotionally. It's safe. And for $35 a pop—
if | have to give up a few packs of ciga-
rettes or an extra beer to do it, it's worth
it.”

Snap, crackle, and pop. So that's what
it’s all about. All those sociclogical predic-
tions about the age of the new celibacy—
when the Me Generation, beset with fear
of V.D., herpes, and sexual cancer, would
turn to itself—have nearly come true. It's
turned to an audience.

Viva, the proprietress of New York’s
Sexy Phone Fantasies (and not to be con-
fused with the actress of the same name),
was one of the first to catch on. After three
years in the business, she takes the **build
a better bagel” approach to dirty phone
calls.

“l knew it had been tried first in Califor-
nia on a very, very low level,” she says,
picking over dinner. [ listened to the calls,
and they were working on a sort of hook-
er-john mentality: ‘Ten, nine, eight, seven,
six . . .it'stime to come. Please come.’ Let
me tell you, these girls were geared up for
the finale. | said to myself: ‘Hey, these
guys are paying a lot of money.' | knew
that | could make it work here, but it would
have to be sensual rather than strictly sex-
ual. | wanted to get feelings involved, psy-
chodrama. | knew if | could get women
who would be creative in the sense of
making a scenario, painting a picture, it
would go.”

It went like hotcakes. With a small
amount of capital—mostly for advertising

in such magazines as Screw—Viva got an-

office and a few phones and established a
business that employs dozens of women,
including her mother. **As bookkeeper, of
course,” Viva laughs. "No matter what
you tell her, the bottom line is men are
jerking off to your voice on the phone. But
Mom’s adjusting. The money helps.” Viva
has made a lot of it. Her cashmere sweat-
er, duplex apartment, and the Audi she
tools around town in testifies to that. What
she lacks is a boyfriend. “I'd love it. | just
haven't met anybody who could spin my
head around. They can’t seem to handle
the money, plus me as a person. | think
they find me too strong.™

The word is apt. Viva has had a string of
businesses around the world in profes-
sions as various as interior decorator and
dominatrice. She finally put down her whip
because *'it made me too nervous. | was
always afraid one of them might have got-
ten wise down in my dungeon, and | might
get hurt. I'm not invulnerable.”

That's hard to say. Physically, Viva is a
contradiction in terms: spiky, closely
cropped black hair frames her liquid
brown eyes, and her Boticelli body is
locked up in tight jeans and high-heeled
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black boots. The word striking fits her like
a glove. Despite her expensive looks, her
voice still smacks a bit of Flushing.

*'In the beginning, we worked round the
clock. The hardest thing was staying
awake in between phone calls. Now we're
so busy | don’t get to take them anymore, |
just handle management and publicity.
Except for the times when | listen in,” says
Viva. :

She's proud of her employees. “A
change in breathing pattern, or a pause,
and they know just how to zoom in or pull
back. It's almost choreographed,” she
boasts. Good casting undeniably plays a
large role in this. Viva knows how to rec-
ognize a sensual bent—and how to exploit
it. Carol works for her. So does Noni. She
calls them “‘naturals.”

You can hear it for yourself. Noni's
voice makes Brenda Vaccaro sound like
Attila the Hun: all soft and scratchy little
noises that flirt up and down the lower reg-
isters, clinging to each honeyed word until

®

“There’s supposed to be
some kind of sexual revolution
going on. But you’d
never know it from the guys
who call here
wanting what their wives
won’t give them.”

®

it's nota word at all butthe most beautifully
musical note. She could make a fortune
lip-syncing, she knows, but she doesn'’t
need the money and it wouldn’'t be the
same.

“This is so much more immediate,” she
remarks. At thirty-five, Noni's got a back-
ground in computers and motherhood, in
that order, and she felt she wanted some-
thing more exciting. Just as Carol would
make an ideal courtesan, Noni would be a
great shrink. Instinctually, she’s always
right on target, and it's a gift that leaves

. her extremely vulnerable to the men who

call. She's the sounding board for their
neuroses, a kind of buffer zone between
their desire and their soul. She puts her
psyche on the line. Particularly for one
caller, an embittered polio victim.

Noni puts herself in the wheelchair. She
plays a sort of role-reversal game that be-
gins with a cup of coffee and ends in total
humiliation. *‘I'm the helpless one. He puts
a little too much sugar in and | have to
drink the coffee that way. He wants to
know details of what it feels like to wear
braces and be crippled and to have to de-
pend on others for everything. Only he
means depend on him. | need him desper-

ately; I'm totally at his mercy, and can’t
budge an inch for my own pleasure.” The
calier is not a kindly lover. He's cruel to
Noni, and berates her for a full forty-five
minutes. “‘l can put up with it,”” she main-
tains. ‘'He has to, every day."”

There's something sympathetic in Noni
that seems to attract the disabled, be it
morally or physically. Most of them are
better adjusted, however, and she finds
her experiences with them satisfying. A
number of her regulars are paraplegics
and quadriplegics from the Vietnam War,
for whom it is a fantasy just to be whole
again. Others won't even ride with their
dreams that far; they just need to pretend
she's lying in their arms. "'I’'m not saying it
doesn’t upset me, but it makes me feel
really good to be able to do something for
them,” she says. She tries to do some-
thing for all of them. If they're fat, Noni puts
them on a diet. If they're in some sort of
sexual closet, she tries to drag them out.

Noni's not the only one doing her job
who does more than her job—Ilots of
phone fantasy people tell similar, if less
dramatic stories. Maybe the old cliché
about the soft-hearted hooker is alive and
well via Ma Bell.

Gina from Las Vegas frequently talks
with a man named Dwayne. At first they'd
just shoot the bull about his wife, her fam-
ily, where they’d like to take their vaca-
tions. But after a while he told her of a
painful experience that occurred when he
was only seventeen.

"He was young and cocky and thought
he was a real little hotshot hitchhiking
cross-country,” says Gina. ‘But he took a
ride from a couple of older southern
chicks who took him home for drinks and
slipped him a mickey.” When Dwayne
woke up, there was a shotgun at his head.
All the hair on his body had been shaved
off, and he was wearing women'’s cloth-
ing. "“They chained him and whipped him,
and made him eat out of a dish on the
floor. They shat and pissed all over him,"
Gina said mournfully.

The first time Dwayne tried to escape,
he got caught and had his head bashed in
with a shotgun butt. The second time he
got away, but was too ashamed to press
charges. Gina says the first time he told
her that story he cried. The second time he
came. ‘‘He wasn't putting me on; it really
happened,” she insisted. ‘'He hated the
whole experience, but he's fixated on it
and it's the only thing that gets him off. It
wipes me out every time we run through
it.”

A "call girl"" job consists of more than
just pillow talk—it's a cathartic experi-
ence, or, as Viva puts it, "'it brings up a lot
of shit.”” She says she gets a lot of burnout
cases—women who find it simply takes
too much out of them and take a breather,
or quit altogether. *'| believe in prevention,
not that kind of garbage,” says Gypsy,
manager of Candy's Phone Fantasies in
Maryland. '] won't hire girls who want to
play therapist, or girls who are lonely.
We're not here to fuel a desperate need.”














































































































