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Will your first video system be

Panasonic introduces the VHS™ Video System
with true Hi-Fi sound. Everything you’ll ever
really need to record movies. Specials. And all
life’s magic moments. Indoors. Outdoors. Now.
And years from now.

Take a look. This stereo video camera. Stereo Hi-Fi
video recorder. And stereo color TV. All have the tech-
nology to be here today. And here tomorrow.

The camera, PK-958, can shoot by the light of a
single birthday candle. Thanks to a fast f1.4 lens and
sensitive %" Newvicon® tube. So now you can capture
all those special moments. Without any special lights.
The right exposure level is set automatically. Focusing
is also done automatically. Utilizing a sophisticated
infrared sensing system.
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And if you want to see what you've just shot. The

* touch of a button gives you instant replay. Rightin the

camera’s electronic viewfinder. There's even a built-in
keyboard. So you can type in titles on your favorite
scenes. In a choice of sizes and colors.

No other system puts more time on your side.

A lot of video recorders that are small and light are
also light on recording time. This Panasonic PV-9600
puts more time on your side.

Outside. You can record for over an hour and a
half on a single charge of its rechargeable battery.
Inside. Simply slide the recorder onto its compact
tuner-timer. And now you can record up to eight
hours of TV on a single cassette. Or program it. And
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-good enough to be your last?

record up to eight of your favorite shows. Over a two-
week period. Whether you're home or away.

And whether it's a high-stepping pro halfback.
Or your child’s first steps. You'll enjoy watching them
even more with special effects like slow motion and
stop motion. And every motion will be clear and jitter-
free. Thanks to Tech-4" playback technology.

VHS Hi-Fi. For sound beyond stereo.

Experience sound conventional stereo alone could
never give you. Just connect the Panasonic PV-9600 to
your stereo system. Put in a prerecorded VHS Hi-Fi
cassette. And movies or musical performances come
alive. With a sound presence that actually feels like
you'‘re front row center.

CompuFocus™ with Data-Grade.
For the picture of the future.

CompuFocus is an advanced system of video optics and
electronics. The Data-Grade picture tube produces more
dots per square inch than ordinary TV. Together, they
give our CTF-2077R color TV an incredibly precise
picture. Ready for all the new technologies. From
computers. To teletext. To videotex. And beyond.

And when the television networks are ready to
broadcast in stereo sound. You'll be all set to listen.
Because this color TV has its own integrated decoder,
amplifier, and stereo speakers.

So tune in. To the new VHS Video System from
Panasonic. Because your first video system should be
good enough to be your last. v picture simutated.
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Panasonic.

* ust slightly ahead of our time.







J y Roy Steinmetz booked 678
corporate executives on 15,656 flights in over
115 countries. Without losing an executive.

Sohe received a bottle of V.O.
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America’s favorite sweepstalkes has brought = " |
together the most deluxe collection of prizesin - -
its history. TaRas: v AR T,
What do you consider deluxe? 100 inches
of mink? 100 ounces of ¢aviar? 100 pointsof
. rubies? Or'100 hours of windsurfing in Tahiti*?.

.

1,100 in. mink
coal

6. 100 Ibs. d 7.100 hrs.on 8.100 yr. old § 9.100sq. ft tr 10. 100 in. ski 11. 100 chocolate
projection TV chartered yacht* music box F screened gazebo equipment truffles

5. 100 porcelain
flowers

14.100 pts. 15.100 mysteries on
diamond solitaire the Orient Express®

17. 100 $10 18. 100 great 20. 100 gals. ice
traveler's checks literary works ' cream

13.100sq. ft
Oriental rug
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22. 100 bath oil 23.100%

beads cashmere coat
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24.100 collector’s 25,100 mos. safe

dollars stamps deposit box

G ¥ a4
26, 100 yr. old 27. 100 02. down 28.100 hrs. at
Chinese vase comforter racquetball club
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" 29. 100 yr. old 30,100 castles & cot- 31.100 0z. ink & 32. 100 cu. in. : 3. 100 saimon 35. 100 pes. sushi
. sherry tages onthe Rhine* Montblanc pen designer luggage steaks in Tokyo*
)
g i
b 2 -
] 2 ¥y
)
1 l"T.“
37100 min, in 38. 100 mm. crystal 39. 100 tennis balls 40,100 yr. old 41.100 oz. inlaid 42,100 0z. cocoa & [N 43. 100 wks. mort- 44, 100 yr. old
chartered plane sculpture & machine ship's decanter chess set chocolate service gage paymenls brass andirons
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‘ ¢ 45. 100 cases 46. 100 0z. digital 47.100 yr. old 48.100in 49. 100 chips at j 50.100cartons 51. 100 rolls film &
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

garette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

| 53. 100 mos. fresh

54. 100 1bs B 55. 100 yds. privet RS 56, 100 0z. home
macadamia nuts s hedge =5 security system

i : fruit
Ulira Lights: 6:mg *“tar;" 0.5 mg nicotine— Lights: 10 mg “‘tar;" 0.7 mg nicotine— -~ . = &' 0 R Y o R
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Here 'S wfour-chance td win. vour choice of
.aﬂy of the Deluxe 100 Sweepstakes, featunng
‘the 100 richest prizes we’ve ever offered.

- As alwavs,zvou are invited to enter once or

'enter 10.0..gmes. There s never been a better

§ 62. 100 Ibs. croquet
equipment

61. 100 cultured
pearls necklace

63. 100 programs B64. 100 yds. silk
& computer I scarves
:

70. 100 Ibs. filet 72. 100 flints &
mignon \ B8 gold plated lighter

78. 100 grams . 79.100 02
French perfume potpourn

77. 100 gourmet
foods (in a basket)

80, 100 boxes mono
grammed stationery

86. 100 sq. in
Calder print

88. 100 blades & a
sterling razor

85. 100 qts. water
& whirlpool

87.100 hrs. goll at
Pebble Beach*

94, 100 hrs S 95. 100 in_ top hat
secretarial service & lails

Rty

OFFICIAL RULES—NO PURCHASE NECESSARY
1. Write the number of the sweepstakes you wish 1o enter in the space provided on the offical entry blank_ orona
plan 3% x 5* pece of paper

2 Hand print your rame. acdress and 2 CO0E ON your & XOOM PN FOM two packs of

you wish, bt you mary
BENSON & HEDGES DELUXE
Entnes must be receved by February 28, 1985

57. 100 minuets &

T3.100towels & a

§ 58. 100 min. at the
a spinet Vienna Opera*

§9. 100 f1. track &
an electric train

66. 100 hrs
horseback nding

67. 100 pc. stained
glass window

64. 100 bottles
French champagne

74.1001bs. jumbo 76. 100 pcs. silver
steam bath shrimp i t flatware

81. 100 pears &
crystal bowl

82. 100 qts.
vichyssoise

83. 100 calling
cards & attache

84, 100 days
garden service

LAALAALLL )
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B89. 100 yds. Irish : 91. 100 in. velvet 92. 100 oz. paté de
linen loveseat foie gras

97. 100 yr. old
butler's tray

98. 100in. Ford
Mustang L

99. 100 oysters
Rocketaller

100. 100 ft. red
carpet

7

e 100 //f/(/J///Aff

P.O. Box 3644, Syosset, New York 11775

4. IMPORTANT: You must wrte the number of the sweepeiakes you are enering on the outsce of he envelope, | I've read the rules carefully and I've chosen my Sweepstakes.

inthe lower lefthand corner.

5 Winners wil be selected In random drawings conducted by National Judging Institute, inc., an | T he Sweepstakes number is
Independent judging .
+ All prizes will be awarded. One prize 10 a family. Tax liability is | 1S

responsibility of individual winners. In lieu of prize, winner may elect to receive a cash award of $200.

6. Sweepstakes open 1o U S resdents over 21 years of age, ex & ' the lamdes of PHILIP Nam
ASSO C

MORRIS, INC , s adverbsng agences. and DON JAG

focal laws Voxd in Mchigan and wherever aise pronitedd, restrcied of taxec

7 Fora list ol winners, send a stamped, self-addressed envelope lo: Benson & Hedges Winners' List,
P.O. Box 3762, Syosset, N.Y. 11775.

ubyect to ol foooral, siate and Addl’ess

(Please Print)
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A new fragrance
for the Western Man
who wants it all
and is willing to take the risk.

PEYOTEL

PEYOTEy, 2
Cologne : PEYOTEy 1
After Shave

. Distributed by:
SOUTHWESTERN CLASSICS COLLECTION, LTD., SCOTTSDALE, ARIZONA 85251 ® SINCE 1981
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No other Canadian feels as

smooth as Black Velvet.

Premium. Imported



That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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Northlake e The Competition
$73% o = $9520

_-Leather
. Lining
o S, b0/ Leather Cover
A / Foam Padded
/Collcu

Nylon
Woven
Laces

. Waterproof
_—Buck Leather

Stitches Waterproof
Written Guarantee

Ensolite®
Insulation

Cushion —_Sturdy Oil

Permanently insols Resistant Lug Sole
Bonded for

Waterproof Feature for feature, our boots are the same as boots that cost

Seal around $20 more.*

Check the material, the construction, the Waterproof Guarantee,
the look and the fit. All things equal, Northlake
is the smarter buy.
These days it's a good
feeling to know you got
your dollar’s worth.
Northlake Boots. You owe
it to yoursellt,

sy Georgia Boot

Franklin, Tennessee 37064

“Prices may vary in different regions of the country. Also available in é” version. 19
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(sigh!) We're not complaining, but it does
get monotonous having to tell people it’s re-
ally a Magnavox every time they see a
Magnavox. Like with our innovative Video
Camera and Stereo VCR Deck.

The Video Camera, a mere 2.4 lbs., fits
into your hand. All you do to shoot is push a
button. The camera is so sensitive you can
shoot from the light of a birthday candle.
The automatic focus guarantees crisp, clear
pictures every time. You can even use
35mm lenses for special effects.

The portable Stereo VCR Recorder, just
7 Ibs. with battery, slips out of the docking
tuner, connects to the camera and you're
ready to shoot anywhere with stereo sound.

For TV use with total remote control, the
recorder slips back into the docking tuner.
Incidentally, the Magnavox Stereo VCR al-

lows the unattended recording of as many

as 8 events during a 14-day period.
Ready for more? Most por-
table VCR's have only 2
heads, which can cause
static in slow motion and
fuzz in freeze frame. The
Magnavox Stereo VCR
with 4 heads assures you
perfect pictures on all spe-
cial effects.
By the way, having read
this much, you might think you're reason-
ably equipped to recognize your next
Magnavox. Sure.

MAGNAVOX

Americas best kept secret.

21






One for

company,
six for

a crowd.
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Alive with pleasu

‘Afterall,
if smoking isn’t a pleasure,
why bother?

NGS

MENTHOLK!

wENTHOL 100°

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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are a way of life, they pay $714.93
for an American-made radar detector

(You can get the same one for considerably less)

Even we were a little surprised. All we did
was build the best radar detector we knew
how. We shipped our first ESCORT in 1978,
and since then we've shipped over 600,000.
Along the way the ESCORT has earned quite
a reputation—among its owners, and also in
several automotive magazines.

Credentials
Qver the past five years, Car and Driver
magazine has performed four radar detector
comparison tests. Escort has been rated
number one in each. Their most recent test
concluded “The Escort radar detector is
clearly the leader in the field in value, cus-
tomer service, and performance. . . We think

that's quite an endorsement.

Our Responsibility

One of the reasons for our reputation is
our attention to detail. If we don't feel we can
do something very well, we simply won'tdo it.
That's why we sell Escorts direct from the
factory to you. Not only can we assure the
quality of the ESCORT, but we can also make
sure that the salesperson you speak to is
knowledgeable. And if an ESCORT ever
needs service, it will be done quickly. And
it will be done right.

50 States Only

And that's the reason we don't presently
sell ESCORTSs outside of the United States.
Even in the countries that use identical radar
(Japan and Australia, to name two) we know
that we couldn’t provide the kind of customer
service that ESCORT owners expect. So we
pass up the additional sales rather than risk
our reputation.

“Dear Sir..

So we'll admit we were surprised when a
letter from one of our customers included an
advertisement from a Japanese automotive
magazine. The ad pictured an ESCORT, and
the price was 158,000 yen, Our customer was
kind enough to convert that to U.S. dollars.
Using that day's rate of exchange, an American-
made ESCORT was worth $714.93 in Japan.
Further translation revealed the phrase “The
real thing is here!” and warned against
imitations.

This % page ad was a total surprise. =

Econ 101

Needless to say, we were flattered. We
knew that ESCORT had an impressive repu-
tation, but we never expected to see it "boot-
legged" into other countries and sold at such
a premium. But the laws of supply and demand
are not so easy to ignore. When there is a
strong need for a product, there is an equally
strong incentive for an enterprising capitalist
to fill that need. And apparently, that's just
what happened.

The Moral
We still don't sell out of the country. And
the price in this country is still $245. The
price we've had for the last five years.

Quite a deai for what the Japanese must
think is the best radar detector in the world.

Try ESCORT at no risk
Take the first 30 days with ESCORT asa
test. If you're not completely satisfied
return it for a full refund. You can't lose.

ESCORT is also backed with a one
year warranty on both parts and labor.
ESCORT $245 (0Ohio res. add $13.48 tax)

TOLL FREE....... 800-543-1608
INOHIO.......... 800-582-2696
-5 (ED

By mail send to address below. Credit
cards, money orders, bank checks, cer-
tified checks, wire transfers processed
immediately. Personal or company
checks require 18 days.

ESCORT

RADAR WARNING RECEIVER

Cincinnati Microwave
Department 100-005
One Microwave Plaza
Cincinnati, Ohio 45296-0100

Tune in “Talkback with Jerry Galvin” America’s new weekly satellite call-in comedy talk show. Sunday evenings on public radio stations. Check local listings.

€1984 Cincinnati Microwave. Inc



e His hand lightly grazed

my thighs and traveled into my
softening crevices.

“Not here, not now,” | whispered.®

WOVENS FORUM

\(

FLYING HIGH

| shouldn't have shown

him. We had a plane to catch
for San Francisco. He sus-
pected there was something
different under my skirt

when he ran his hands over
my thighs and across my
round bottom. He could feel
the little bumps of my gar-
ters, so | raised my skirt so
he could see them peek-

ing out from under my black
mesh panties. He gasped

in delight and reached for my
legs in an attempt to ex-
pose more. | danced away
provocatively, reminding

him of our flight. His disap-
pointment was acute. |

could see the bulge in his suit
pants where his cock was
nesting comfortably. It had
swollen in size to form a
large ridge, straining against
the fabric. Teasingly, |
stroked it, toyed with his zip-

28 PENTHOUSE

per, and then pulled away.
“We'll be late,” | chided him,
laughing. ""We better go."

During the plane ride,
we played with each other un-
tiringly. We kissed slowly
and deeply. His tongue ca-
ressed mine and then
dipped into the recesses of
my cheeks. | unbuttoned
his shirt and pinched his nip-
ples and made him wince
with delight. His cock grew
hard again, but it was re-
strained by the seat belt. |
giggled at his predicament
as he shifted in his seat to
make room for his growing
hard-on.

“You witch,"” he said.
“When did you get that black
garter belt? It's making me
hot."” “You'll just have to
wait," | said. | was getting
hot too. | could feel little cling-
ing droplets forming on my
pussy. He tried tugging at my

ALAN DANIELS

skirt, but he could only

slide it up to the top of my
stockings. We could both
see where my stockings end-
ed and my thighs began.

The sight of black mesh hose
against glistening white

skin was erotic. It was just a
matter of time.

We rode to the hotel in a
limousine. | was wearing a
gray linen suit and a white
silk blouse. He was in a black
silk suit with a crisply
starched shirt. Shafts of light
sireaked in through the
sunroof across his hands as
they touched my body. He
fondled my breasts through
my blouse and rubbed my
nipples until they pouted. His
fingers explored me under
my garters, searching out the
wetness of my folds. He
jabbed them into my cunt and
| squeezed, holding onto
his fingers as if they were his
cock.

We had an award ban-
quet to attend. Soon we were
among the cocktail crowd
and at the dinner table. Rest-
lessly, we sat through the
speeches and the presenta-
tions. Our lust was mount-
ing. Waves of heat radiated
from my crotch, attracting
his fingers once again. His
hand lightly grazed my
thighs and traveled into my
softening crevices. "Not
here, now now," | whispered
feverishly.

He smiled mischievously
and continued his gentle
tweaking of my clit. His
rhythm intensified. The wet-
ness increased. He pulled
the drape of the tablecloth
over my lap and hiked my
skirt up higher. Peter, the cre-
ative director of our firm,
who was seated on my right,
smiled at me and com-

mented on the show. | smiled
back, inanely, but my eyes
were distant and my thoughts
were elsewhere. | was so
aware of the clutching in my
cunt. My lover tussled with
the crotch of my panties. "'Go
take off your panties,” he
ordered.

| followed his instruc-
tions and left the table incon-
spicuously. | removed my
panties in the women's wash-
room and stuffed them into
my evening bag. When | re-
turned to the table, he was
waiting for me, unknowingly.
He took up where he had
left off. Now, there was no
hindrance for his probing
fingers. Insistently, they dart-
ed in and out of my cunt.
He spread my thighs apart. |
was pulsating. My breath-
ing was rapid. The sensations
moved over me in swells. |
was about to come. ... Oh,
my God. Peter suddenly
got up to leave. He extended
his hand to shake my lov-
er's hand. It popped out of
my pussy like a cork from
a champagne bottle. He
shook hands with Peter
while | looked on disbeliev-
ingly. Peter left with my
pussy juices pressed into his
hand.

We laughed thinking
how Peter innocently partook
in our tryst. The thought
enhanced our surreptitious
lovemaking. We could
hold out no longer. Murmur-
ing our good-byes, we
nailed a cab to our suite.

In WOMEN'S FORUM, female readers of
Penthouse discuss their sexual interests, as-
pirations, and refationships. Lellers

should carry name and address (in capital
letters please), though these will be

withheld by the Editor on request. Letters be-
come the property of Penthouse. Send

1o Penthouse Women's Forum, Penthouse
International, Lid., 1965 Broadway, New
York, N.Y, 10023-5965. Views published are
not necessrily endorsed editorially.







When we arrived, my lover lit a fire. | started
to undress. “'Don’t take off your shoes and
stockings,” he pleaded. -

He gently pushed me onto the couch. The
light from the flames made our skin glow like
ivory. The garter belt curved across my bel-
ly, sending out garters that met black mesh
stockings. He knelt down and put his head
between my legs, then his tongue licked my
waiting clit. He flicked it, inciting a round,
knoblike swelling. | got more and more
aroused. | stroked his black hair that fell be-
tween my thighs and played with the curly
hair of my pubic mound, twisting it around
my fingers. He cupped my breasts in his
hands. They were firm, the nipples taut. His
tongue moved expertly and my pelvis
arched to meet it. He released my breasts

chest that's bulging with muscles.

One day, after my workout, | went into
the hot tub with some acquaintances.
Shortly afterward, Ernie joined us. You
can imagine my surprise when he began
massaging my foot. | continued the con-
versation as if nothing was happening. Er-
nie's strong fingers traveled to my knee,
then up my muscular thigh. | wanted to see
just how far he'd go. Well, he didn't stop
there. He slid my bathing suit to one side
and began rubbing my clit. It felt wonder-
ful. | didn't want him to stop. | just put my
head back and let his experienced fingers
penetrate deep inside my hot box. My
tongue went crazy, all over my lips, as |
moaned with pleasure.

The other people continued their con-

shoulders. People kept passing by, not
noticing. It was ecstasy when he finally en-
tered me. | felt the awesome power of his
magnificent body. It was hot and tingly, to-
tally exciting, and all-consuming. | had to
close my eyes and try not to cry out as he
rhythmically slid his staff in and out. |
grabbed his tight ass to bring us into syn-
chronization as his balls slapped against
me. In and out he continued. | squeezed
him tightly with my cunt muscles. We both
climaxed so strongly that we became
light-headed, and it took a while before |
could focus my eyes.

We sat and talked for a while and found
that we both enjoyed dangerous sex. Our
romps in the hot tub continue to this day.

A couple of weeks later, Ernie’s friend

and raised my bot-
tom so that his
tongue could pene-
trate my slit. | came in
spasms soaking his
cleft chin.

Now, it was his
turn. He arranged
himself full length on
the couch. His cock
stood straight out,
hard and full. | longed
toreach foritand fon-
dle it, but he thrust it
into the wetness of
my cunt. He drew
back to show me its
full length then
shoved it in again so
deep | could feel his
balls against my bot-
tom. The intensity
continued. His
thrusts carried me to
new highs. | held him
tightly. The muscles
in his back yielded to
my grasp.

“Fuck me, fuck
me,"" | cried out.
"Give it to me."”

He plunged deep-
er. | came on his
cock. It stayed firm
as | twisted uncon-
trollably on the long
shaft. His hands

“Schnapps
never tasted

Rich worked out at
the club. The three of
us retired to the tub
after our workout.
Poor Rich sat there in
disbelief as | pulled
down Ernie’s bathing
suit. His cock was
throbbing. | took a
deep breath and
played submarine.
Wrapping my tight
mouth around his
prick, | sucked it all
the way to the bottom
of the shaft. It was my
first underwater
blowjob, and unfor-
tunately, | had to
come up for air.
Rich's bathing suit
was ready to burst,
but it was Ernie |
wanted. With a mis-
chievous look in his
eye, Ernie maneu-
vered my cunt over
his cock. Having a
spectator was anoth-
er first for me. | tried
to keep my facial ex-
pressions neutral,
but the thrill of Ernie's
rod inside was too
much to hide. | went
crazy and cried outin
pleasure. Again, we

;g,
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grasped my hips and he rolled them under
him. | tightened my love muscles, sucking
in his cock. His excitement peaked, and
with a massive final thrust, he came in me,
shuddering.

We lay in each other's arms as the
flames in the fire dwindled to glowing em-
bers, and impressions of the black garter
belt cast long shadows on the wall.—
Name and address withheld

THE THRILL OF IT ALL

Recently | joined a coed gym. I'm a petite
girl, but | find that my athletic build turns
many a head. Usually | don’t pay attention
to the men who watch as | bend over in my
running shorts, but Ernie caught my eye.
He's five-ten, blond, and has a 45-inch

30 PENTHOUSE

versation unaware of what was going on.
(If only they knew!) After an eternity, they
left. By now both of us were extremely
hot—and not from the bubbling water!
“You have talented hands," | said. "'l give
a great massage, too,"” was his reply.
Ernie pulled me over in front of him and
began massaging my shoulders. It felt
great. People were all around us in the
pool area. The thought of sex-play in pub-
lic was exciting to me. Ernie's hands ex-
pertly traveled around my body. | couldn't
control myself any longer, and | reached
back to find his massive hard-on. Itwas as
hard as a rock and ready to explode. |
pulled his bathing suit down. Ernie slid
aside the crotch of my suit. | sat back on
him as he pretended to massage my

both had super orgasms and were weak
and dizzy afterward.

Ernie and | have had frequent sexual
rendezvous at the gym. We've had sex in
the recreation room, on the tanning bed,
and on the racquetball courts. We've even
been together outside of the gym. | know
that we’ll continue our quest for danger-
ous sex. Someday we may get caught but
that's what makes it all so exciting.—
Name and address withheld

HE'S A TEASE

| have always enjoyed reading ‘“‘Forum."
My ex-boyfriend and | used to “act out”
fantasies spurred by our reading, and it
led to some really wild evenings. Since we
broke up, I've been cut off from "‘Forum™



and our little scenarios. | work for campus
security in a university town, and I'm lucky
enough to work with some real hunks. Re-
cently, one of them started to leave his
Penthouse in the office. Lucky me! It made
for some really enjoyable shifts, and | have
found several quiet spots around campus
where | can read undisturbed.

| have fantasized many times about be-
ing with this fabulous hunk. He's tall,
blond, blue-eyed, with the cutest ass
you've ever seen. We have been sched-
uled to work together on several shifts re-
cently and rarely get much work done.

When we ride around in the squad car,
he teases me unmercifully. He drives on
the bumpy streets and watches my boobs
jiagle, or he'll take his PR-24 (a nightstick
with a handle that looks like a beautifully
shaped cock), and rub it between my legs.
| grab the PR-24 and lick the handle and
show him my techniques for giving head.
I've been told | have "'luscious lips' and
am eagerly awaiting the day when | can
prove what they can do!

We stopped at his apartment one night
for a soda, and while we were goofing
around he handcuffed me and ordered me
to my knees. | really thought this would be
my lucky day, but he chickened out! | went
home that night feeling so terribly frustrat-
ed! If teasing were a sin, he'd go straight
to hell!

One other night | had to pick him up for
our late shift and he was running late. He
told me to come:in and watch TV while |
waited. | looked out of the corner of my
eye and saw this gorgeous young stud
walk out of his bedroom with only his
bright-red briefs on. | was stunned! | want-
ed to jump him right on the spot! Since
then, | always ask him “what color he is
tonight," but | can't get him to prove it!

| can't wait for the night when neither of
us has to work, and he's home alone. I'll
stop by for a beer, tell him he looks up-
tight, and offer him a body rub. (By coingci-
dence, | would have my oil with me.) |
would start by rubbing his back, legs, and
tush, claiming that | was trying to relax
him. Then I'd have him roll over and |
would start my ascent—rubbing his feet,
calves, thighs, then shoulders and chest,
leaving soft, sweet kisses along the way.
When | could stand it no longer, | would
wrap my soft lips around his hard, waiting
cock, and grasp his balls with my free
hand. | would run my tongue up his shaft,
circle the head, and tease the tip, sucking
all the while. | can’t wait to taste him, to feel
his shaft in my mouth, and wrap my
tongue and lips around him to prove what
my luscious lips can do!—Name and ad-
dress withheld

LOVE LETTER
An open letter to my lover:

| want to tell you how much I've enjoyed
our times together.

From the first moment | saw you, | want-
ed to make love to you. | fantasized about
you through long, lonely nights, but my
dreams pale in comparison to the actual

Sansui’s all new intelligent
Super Compo system with
compact disc player.

It's pure digital dynamite! Sansui’s
IS-110 Intelligent Super Compo system
is the ultimate in musical magnificence.

Never has a Hi-Fi system been more
convenient to use and more appealing
to the ear.

Its all made possible by ingenious
microcomputer circuits that permit
each separate component of a unit to
operate interactively with each other.
With Sansui’s exclusive Compu-Select
One-touch Simul-switching, you can go
from turntable-to tape deck-to compact
disc at the touch of a single button.

And with exclusive Compu-Edit you
can make perfect cassette recordings
from your records.

But what's magic to your fingers
without magic to your ears? Our easy-to-
use compact digital disc player gives
you a clarity of sound that brings music
all the way o life.

You can select a beautifully matched
Sansui Intelligent Super Compo system
with unmatched sound. Or create your

Crmenl bk o slem

Sansui's exclusive One-touch fea

ture lets you play, record and pro
gram music at the touch of a sturdy @
metal Compu-selector push tab

own from a fantastic selection of intelli-
gently designed turntables—with the
latest in P-mount cartridge mounting
capabilities; tuners; integrated ampli-
fiers; cassette decks—several with Dolby*
“C" noise reduction; equalizers; and
sensational sounding speakers.

No matter what you choose, it will be
the most intelligent choice you can
make for pure sound quality and con-
venience. So see your nearest Sansui
dealer today.
SANSUI ELECTRONICS CORPORATION
Lyndhurst, NJ 07071; Carson, CA 90746
Sansui Electric Co., Ltd., Tokyo, Japan

SOUNDSATIO

*Dolby is a registered trademark of Dolby Laboratories, Inc.

Fitting More Pl in Sound.
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1 mg. “tar”, 0.1 mg. nicotine; 100°s Soft Pack and 100's Menthal: 5 mg. “tar”,

0.4 mg. nicotine; 120s: 6 mg. "1ar", 0.6 mg. nicating; 120's Menthal: 6 mg. “tar”,
0.5 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Mar. '84.

Slims: 6 mg. “tar", 0.6 mg. nicatine av. per cigarette by FTC method.

experience of loving you.

| love to waich as you undress—you
have such a magnificent body. As you
stand naked in the center of the room, you
look like a sun god. Your auburn hair and
beard catch the sun and change to a bur-
nished copper. The thick hair covering
your chest, stomach, and around your per-
fect cock also catches the sun's rays and
seems 1o glow. You are indeed a man.

As | lie naked on the bed watching you
with eager anticipation, | find it difficult to
lie still as your eyes linger over every inch
of my body. | feel as though you can cap-
ture my soul with your own. You slowly
walk toward me and gently kiss and ca-
ress my trembling body. I'm impatient, but
you force me to wait as you slowly bring
me to the first of many fantastic orgasms.
You move between my legs and lick my
dripping pussy. Your tongue moves slow-
ly at first—you laugh as | writhe beneath
you—then you take pity on me and gently
butinsistently bring me to another magnifi-
cent climax with your wonderful probing
tongue.

You cradle me in your arms as | recov-
er, and now I'm eager to return the favor. |
roll you onto your back and slowly kiss
you. My tongue probes your mouth,
across your teeth, and over your lips. | nib-
ble on your already hard nipples and slow-
ly slide down between your legs, licking
your belly, nibbling the inside of your legs,
and finally reaching the object of my
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dreams. It's perfect. | slowly lick the entire
length of your beautiful cock, then lick
your balls and take them into my mouth
and suck gently. | release them and go
once again for your cock. | nibble and lick
but | still do not take you in my mouth. This
time you are the impatient one, and | tease
you as you did me—slowly and lovingly—
until | can no longer stand it. Slowly | slide
my mouth over the tip of your rock-hard
cock and suck the entire length deep into
my mouth. | love to love you this way. You
have the perfect cock to suck and I'm
thankful every chance | get to do so. Slow-
ly and firmly | suck your cock into my
throat—the hair at the base tickles my
face. Then | slide back so that the tip is
caught with my lips and | lick the head.
Again and again, harder and faster, | suck
your cock deep into my mouth as you
reach a delightful orgasm, your come fill-
ing my mouth as | gently suck you dry.

We lie together, relaxing and enjoying
pure contentment.

Soon you reach over and begin to ca-
ress me tenderly. At your touch, | am in-
stantly aroused. We embrace. Your lean,
hard body burns mine as you pull me to
you. With my breasts crushed against
your chest and your hard cock throbbing
against my now-aching pussy, you roll
onto your back and slip me onto your
cock. It's so hot as it slides into my pussy
and fills it.

Ahhh—it feels so good, babe. | begin to

ride my magnificent steed. As | near a cli-
max you force me to slow down again—
time after time. Finally, you roll over on top
of me and begin to make love seriously.
With each stroke you bring me to new
heights of pleasure, and at last | reach a
previously unattainable peak. You ex-
plode within me and we float together in a
sea of absolute fulfillment.

A more thoughtful, delightful, or satisfy-
ing lover could never be asked for. Thank
you for the times we share.—Name and
address withheld

THE BEST OF FRIENDS

It started out as a typical Thursday night. |
was bored with the usual TV sitcoms, so |
decided to dress up and step out to the
local pub. | put on my polka-dot dress and
purple pumps and headed out for an eve-
ning of entertainment.

The beginning of my night out was fun,
but it was the usual—talk, friends, drinks,
and relaxation. Then | ran into two old
friends of mine, Zack and Shawn, who are
the town gigolos. I've known them for
years, and the three of us have always had
a nice, caring, and very platonic relation-
ship. If only | had known what | was miss-
ing. . .

The three of us finished off the night to-
gether and walked out at closing time.
Much to my delight, Shawn followed me to
my car and asked me if | would like to go
over to Zack's house for a few final drinks.



simmoke

Carlron.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

At first | said no, claiming that | had to get
up early for work, and | really should get
some sleep. But what | should do and
what | want to do are usually two different
things, so after a little coaxing, | said I'd
follow them back.

As soon as we arrived at Zack’s, Shawn
said he was going to take a shower. Zack
and | went into the living room and started
watching an old movie. Needless to say, |
was quite shocked when Zack stood in
front of me and casually stripped off his
clothes.

| stared in awe as he stood in front of
me, clad only in his underwear, which
swelled impressively. Zack was well built
and had a beautiful, almost feminine face.
He leaned forward and kissed me so softly
and tenderly, | thought | was going to melt
on the floor.

But then my senses came to me, and |
remembered that Shawn would be emerg-
ing from the shower at any time. Just as
this thought occurred to me, in walked
Shawn, wrapped in a green towel, drip-
ping wet.

| was quite embarrassed, but | soon re-
alized that these two beauties had no inhi-
bitions or jealousies about the situation,
and in their open minds, three was com-
pany! So, hand in hand, the three of us
went to Zack’s bedroom where we spent a
wonderful evening of lust.

| had never been with more than one
man before, and though | was thoroughly

horny and ready, the guys let me have the
best time possible with my clothes on.

With Zack up over my head and his
cock in my mouth, Shawn reached down
and massaged my ankles and feet, work-
ing his way up. When Zack came like a
bullet, Shawn and he switched places,
and Zack massaged my stomach and
breasts while | got Shawn off.

After they were both spent, and | was full
of come and beer (nothing's better than a
good strong shot of come followed by a
beer chaser!), the three of us curled up to-
gether, and | stroked the two of them until
they both fell asleep with their heads on
my shoulders.

That next thing we knew, the alarm was
ringing at 7:30 am. While the guys ran
around the house looking for clean socks
and work shirts, | made up the bed and
started coffee. The three of us sat at the
kitchen table and had our morning caf-
feine and nicotine over pleasant conver-
sation. Then we went out to our cars, gave
each other a final embrace and a good-
bye kiss, and started off to our separate
jobs. Now, isn't that a nice way to start the
day?—Name and address withheld

WAKE-UP CALL

| was staying atan inn about an hour away
from my home because of a nasty winter
storm the night before. It was 7 AM., and |
was stumbling to the phone on the night-
stand. The voice on the other end be-

longed to Frank, a very interesting and
handsome man | had metin the pub down-
stairs the night before.

Although | was attracted to this blue-
eyed bear of a man, | had ended our en-
counter early because | had some paper-
work due for a client first thing in the
morning. | had promised to return to the
bar after the report, but | apparently dozed
off at the typewriter.

Frank said that he was sorry we didn't
get to finish our conversation, and he sug-
gested that we make up for lost time over a
cup of coffee in my room.

Well, this turned out to be the best
wake-up call of my life. Just as | finished
brushing my short curly hair, | heard a
knock. When | opened the door, | truly re-
gretted having fallen asleep the night be-
fore. The morning sun reconfirmed the
fact that his eyes were a gorgeous blue,
framed by a silvery beard and a thick crop
of hair. As we sipped our coffee, | could
feel myself getting hot, and | mentioned
how warm the sun felt as it reflected off the
snow outside. We both knew that the heat
we were feeling wasn't just from the sun,
but from our loins.

Frank rose to close the curtains, moved
toward the bed, and began to kiss me. |
soon lost touch of everything in the room
except his hands and mouth, which
roamed my body. Delicately but deliber-
ately he began to pull my clothes off. As he

removed my top, he gently massaged
CONTINUED ON PAGE 200
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e Why can'’t the Brownmillers

get the message? They are strident,
walled-off, uptight

men haters, pure and simple.®

PENTH

LISE

FEEDBACK

CORRECTION

In our article “‘No Deposit,
No Return’ [April 1984] Pent-
house incorrectly reported
certain details about Irwin A.
Schiff, author of How Any-
one Can Stop Paying Income
Taxes. Mr. Schiff filed Fifth
Amendment returns in 1974
and 1975. In 1976, he
stopped filing returns com-
pletely. He was convicted
only of willful failure to file.
Penthouse regrets the error.
—The Editors

KEETON'S CROSSFIRE
The following letters were
written in response to the July
23 appearance of Pent-
house Vice-Chairman Kathy
Keeton on the Cable News
Network program Crossfire,
in which she discussed the
Miss America pictorial in the
September 1984 issue of
Penthouse. Other guests
included militant feminist
Susan Brownmiller and Miss
America 1983 Debra Sue
Maffet.—The Editors

Dear Ms. Keeton,

| have just watched you

and that Brownmiller creature

on Crossfire, my favorite

TV show. You did great under

difficult conditions. Of

course, | believe your position

to be correct, and | would

not be surprised to see the

dethroned Miss America

do very well in spite of, or be-

cause of, the Penthouse

exposure. The fact is, most

Americans are still hung

up about their bodies, nudity,

and sex. Freud was right.
Being 46 years old, and

an attorney, | can tell you that

| have bought issues of

Playboy and Penthouse. |

now do not buy Playboy,

but | always buy Penthouse
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for the following reasons:

1. Your factual, investi-
gative articles, especially the
political-exposé type.

2. Your beautiful women
and excellent photography. |
don't need to explain that,
do 1?7

Why can't the Brown-
millers get the message?
They are strident, walled-
off, uptight men haters, pure
and simple. You did well.
Congratulations.—Richard
Main, Santa Paula, Calif.

Kathy Keeton,
| must congratulate you on
the fine argument you pre-
sented on behalf of the ap-
pearance of Miss America,
Vanessa Williams, in your
magazine. You have more
brains and class than femi-
nist Susan Brownmiller. More-
over, you know how to
defend and present yourself
in a dignified manner.

| am a frequent reader
of Penthouse and feel that the
photos were done in good
taste. | think your presentation
of these women is art, not
pornography. You have given
Vanessa Williams the
boost she needed.—Dave
Gonzales, Azusa, Calif.

Dear Kathy Keeton,
Attempting to convince

three such close-minded indi-
viduals of anything is an
impossible feat, yet I'm sure
that people watching ap-
preciated your views.

Even though it's been
almost three years since |
worked at Penthouse, it
still infuriates me when peo-
ple insist that the maga-
zine exploits women. |I'm
writing to tell you that there
are a lot of us who know from
personal experience that

15th ANNIVERSARY ISSUE

PENTHOUSE

REESS AMERITA

Penthouse gave us first-class
treatment and first-rate
publishing experience. | know
that | greatly benefited

from working with you.—Ro-
berta Griefer, V.P./Asso-
ciate Publisher, View
Magazine, New York, N.Y.

JACKSON'S JIVE

| was overjoyed with Mr.
Buckley's witty and accurate
assessment ["Jesse Jack-
son's Jive," July 1984] of that
hot-air balloon, Jesse
Jackson. I'm from San Fran-
cisco, and in the course of
many years | have heard the
pitch of many a snake-oil
salesman, but J.J.'s juice
simply couldn't cut it, even
here during the Democratic
national convention.

The out-of-town criers
and his customary clamorous
claque tried to launch this
political vehicle but were in-
stantly shot down by the
wise, worldly Westerners,
both in the halls of Mos-
cone Center and on the
streets,

At the end of this rain-
bow is a pot of lead—heavy
and hazardous.

With Mondale and Ferra-
ro, however, the ship sails

on. May it beach Reagan
in its wake.—Robert P. Car-
ter, San Francisco, Calif.

| would like to comment on
William Buckley's article
"Jesse Jackson's Jive" in
your July 1984 issue. Mr.
Buckley needs a dose of
political realism to clarify
some of his points. | say

this because all the criticism
that he has directed to-

ward Jesse Jackson can also
be directed toward our
current president, Ronald Rea-
gan. Mr. Reagan is known

as a great communicator with
style but no substance.

Mr. Buckley speaks of
Jackson cultivating only the
black vote, yet if you look
at Reagan’s record, you will
see that his policies and
courting of the conservative
right wing is equally as
racially tribalist—but it per-
tains to the larger tribe, the
white race. If you look at it,
Jackson's rainbow coalition
has just as many white
supporters as Reagan's man-
date has black supporters.

Mr. Buckley has forgot-
ten that most men who have
run for president are en-
gaged in the fine art of kings-
manship. Or has he found
some hidden information on
past presidential candi-
dates that no one else
knows?

Please have Mr. Buckley
look into the same political
mirror and use the same
weights to measure Jesse.

FEEDBACK is a serious dialogue be-
tween readers and editors concerning the
editorial content of Penthouse—its
aspirations and its areas of interest. Let-
ters for publication should carry name
and address (in capitals, please), although
these will be withheld, on request, by

the Editor. Send to Penthouse Feedback,
Penthouse International, Ltd., 1965
Broadway, New York, N.Y, 10023-5965.
Views published are not necessarily en-
dorsed editorially.




WIN A $57,000
CUSTOMIZED ROYAL EXCALIBUR

No. It isn’t a dream, it can happen to you
if you’re the Grand Prize winner in the Crown Royal
Excalibur Sweepstakes.

There are over 1000 prizes in all,
so enter today. And remember, nobody has a
better chance to win than you.
(GRAND PRIZE The Excalibur Series IV Phaeton. The standard
by which all other automobiles of its kind are measured.

1ST PRIZE 100 handsome three piece soft luggage sets, including
sport duffle, underseat suitcase and deluxe 2-suit garment bag.

- 2ND PRIZE 400 purple and gold oversized (36”) Crown Roval

umbrellas. Complete with protective nameplate in handle.

3RD PRIZE 500 purple and gold Crown Royal tote bags.
With adjustable shoulder strap and heavy duty accessory pockets.

1.0n an official formor plain 3" x 5" piece of paper, print your name, address, zip code and the city and province

Crown Roval

Excalibur
Sweepstakes

of Canada where Crown Royal is made. You can obtain this information by looking at any Crown Royal bottle at
your favorite liquor store or bar or by sending a stamped, self-addressed envelope to Crown Royal Label Request,
PO. Box 1121, Grand Rapids, MN 55744. 2. Enter as often as you wish, but each entry must be properly completed
and mailed in a separate envelope and received by January 31, 1985, Your entry must also include the correct
answer to the question on try form. Prizewinners will be determined in a witnessed random drawing of
entries received by Sieb independent judging organization, whose decisions are final. 3. The Grand
ew Excalibur Series IV Phaeton. All prizewinners will be notified by mail. Prizes are

are the sole responsibility of the prizewinner. 4. Prizewinners

4 s of their home states. Only one prize per family or household. The

nmg will be determined by the number of entries received. All prizes, approximately valued at

$75,000, will be awarded weepstakes npen to residents of the continental U.S., Hawaii and Alaska.
Employees and their fam f Seagram Distillers Co., its affiliates and subsidiary companies, liquor
wholesalers and retailers, adverlising agencies and judging organization are not eligible. Sweepstakes void in

Ohiio and Texas and where restricted or prohibited by law. All federal, state and local laws apply. Prizewinners
are required to execute an affidavit of eligibility and release. 6. A list of major prizewinners may be obtained by
sending a stamped, self-addressed envelope to: Crown Royal “Excalibur™ Sweepstakes Winners List, PO. Box
1141, Grand Rapids, MN 55744.  NO PURCHASE NECESSARY @ 1984. SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO., N.Y., N.Y.

BLENDED CANADIAN WHISKY. 80 PROOF

Mail to: Crown Royal Excalibur Sweepstakes
PO. Box 1153, Grand Rapids, MN, 55744 ;
| have read the sweepstakes rules and would like to enter the Crown Royal
Excalibur Sweepstakes. | certifythat | am of legal drinking age in my home state.
To enter the sweepstakes take a look at any Crown Royal label, then fill in the
answer to the following question. ‘
In what city and province is Crown Royal made? Answer.

Name
Address

Qily S ascrmdulc S wrmrmiics . o SaRiglpt R0 M Tip
Optional: Please tell us about yourself. Sex: M 1 F [J

Age: 18-24 [(125-34 [135-44 O 45+ (O

Usage: Regular £ New User [ (within past 6 months) Non-User [




(A public service of the Liquor Indust ry and this Publication.)
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Alicenseto

drive doesnt
‘mean

alicenseto

drink.

Don’t drink too much of a good thing.
The Distilled Spirits Council of the United States.

1300 Pennsylvania Building, Washington, D.C. 2000
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Winter is the quiet season on Wild Turkey Hill, where our Wild Turkey
whiskey spends many long years aging naturally in the barrel.
The passing of time mellows the whiskey. But on Wild Turkey Hill,
with gentle-running waters below and constant breezes above, time
*! mellows in a very special way. To understand how special, you only
{ have to take one sip of the legend of Wild Turkey Hill.

@ Now you can send a gift of Wild Turkey®H01 Proof anywhere* by phone through Nationwide Gift Liquor.

Call Toll Free 1-800-CHEER-UP (Arizona 602-957-4923). *Except where prohibited. Major credit cards accepted.
Austin, Nichols Distilling Co., Lawrenceburg, KY © 1984.
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Easy going taste in
a low tar.

Regular and Menthol
Kings and 100s

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined :
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Kings: 12 mq “tar’" 1.0 mg nicatine—100's: 14 mg "'tar}
1.1 mg nicotine av. per cigarette, by FTC method,
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Not for the meek

When you buy a
Sanyo Digital Audio
System, you have to
be prepared.

The sound is so
spectacular, so
commanding, that
it challenges your
ability to take it all
in. But if you're
someone who
appreciates breath-
taking power and

clarity, Sanyo has
two new digital
audio systems for
you.

Each has the
CP300 player. Its
laser pickup system
reads the computer-
coded music on
compact digital
discs without
touching the sur-
face—so discs
keep their spar-
kling sound forever.

It's easy to operate,
and includes rapid
access, automatic
repeat, and pro-
grammable track
memory.

To handle the
enormous dynamic
range of digital
audio, you can
choose from a
crisp 50 or a su-
perb 100 watt per

channel* amplifier.
A built-in graphic
equalizer lets you
“fine tune” the
sound.

Other matched
components in-
clude a computer-
controlled digital
AM/FM tuner that
actually seeks out
and programs up to
20 stations into its
memory. Plus a
high-performance

Dolby** cassette
deck. And 3-way
high-efficiency
speakers. There’s
even a semi-auto-
matic direct drive
turntable.

Contact your
local Sanyo dealer
to audition both of
these impeccable
performers.

If you dare.

*Minimum Continuous Average Power
per channel, both channels driven

into 8 ohms, 20-20,000Hz,

no more than 0.3% Total Harmonic Distortion

2SANYO

The modern art of electronics.

**TM Dolby Laboratories
©Sanyo 1984
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ULTRA LIGHTS: 5 mg. “tar”, 0.4 mg. nicoting,
FILTER100's: 3 mg. “rar”, 0.7 mg. nicotine. av. per cigarette, FTC Report FEB. '84.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.




THE TASTE
S OF SUCCESS

Great Taste with Low Tar.
That’s Success!

© 1984 R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO.
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Punk, Funk, Rock or Country
—whatever your brand of music,
Casio’s your brand of keyboard.
They're the lightweights that even
heavyweights can love. But they're
so easy to play that beginners can't
keep their hands off them.

Our PT-80, with its ROM pack
technology, is the world’s smallest—
and undoubtedly least expensive—
music teacher. Simply snapina
ROM pack and it'll play itself—and
teach you how to play it by leading
your fingers across its keys with the
blinking lights of Casio’s exclusive

Casio, Inc. Electronic Musical Instrument Division: 15 Gardner Road, Fairfield, N J 07006 New Jersey (201)575-7400. Los Angeles

W MT-46
$169.50

Melody Guide system.

Our MT-35 is a virtual one hand
band—only 17" long, yet witha
44-key polyphonic keyboard, and a
one key auto accompaniment and
demo feature which turnsitinto a
one finger band.

On a larger scale, our MT-46
gives you a 49 key, 8 note poly-
phonic keyboard with built-in
bass lines, sustain, arpeggio and
drum fills. The MT-68 adds to this
even more instrument sounds
and a special accom-
paniment section

Where miracles never cease

~ Whatever’s your bag,
Casio makes it easier to tote.

that gives 768 rhythm variations.

All these keyboards are
equipped with a built-in speaker, as
well as an output jack, so you can
hook it up to your earphones or your
own sound equipment.

No matter how different the
drummer you march to, there'sa
Casio keyboard that'llaccompany
you for less.

CASIO

213)803-3411
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Real guys don’t want phony-looking
hair. That's why they use Consort®
Consort leuves huir clean. Natural. Yet in
nirol. The pme is right. And professionals
made it their No. 1 choice for years.

ort Iluirspgiqy. It makes a real guy

CONSORT HAIRSPRAY,
SHAMPO!

— (UHD“IONER
AND STICK
DEODORANT.
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VIEW FROMN THE TOPr
THE CHARGE-ACCOUNTER CULTURE

BY EMILY PRAGER

first one to say it, but yes, I'm talking about the Woodstock

nation, the counterculture, talking about my generation—
yeah, really boring. Some people thought the “Me Generation” period
of the seventies was a yawn, but next to that, this drive-to-the-top-con-
suming-all-the-way-to-the-bank period, signaling the emergence of
what | like to call “the charge-accounter culture,” is a poisoned-apple
sleep. Fifteen years ago the definition of hard reality was a Vietnam
body count; now it's Boy George without makeup. | don’t know.

“Each man becomes the thing he hates,” Oscar Wilde once said,
and it certainly seems to be the case. A couple, former members of the
Socialist Workers party, invite me to a dinner conceived in a Cuisinart.
Their monthly debt to Bloomingdale's would certainly feed Kenya. |
would ask how they reconcile this, but the conversation is consumed by
whether Spielberg is burnt out or not. My angst doesn’t seem relevant,
but what is anymore?

A pregnant friend goes to a cocktail party and runs into a guy, a
former Dead-head. In the sixties he ran a commune, grew his own food,
made his own clothes, and awakened—everyone agreed—the sensi-
tivity of hundreds. Now he's an MTV exec. “Are you going to breast-
feed?"” he asks my pregnant friend. He has always been concerned
with the basics. She nods happily
and smiles. “But,” he gasps, “what
about your breasts?”

Or there's my next-door neighbor.
Former queen of Columbia sit-ins,
today she'’s president of my brown-
stone co-op. Once loving and merci-
ful, she is now stern with bums in the
vestibule, rousting them out with a
shotgun and hollering at the top of
herlungs, “Get off my land!” Once a
panhandler for subway change, to-
day she's an expert on bank-interest
rates, dry rot, and plumbers who
show up on time. In the sixties she
marched for civil rights. In the eight-
ies she worries that the government
will institute a fair-tax package and
she'll lose her deductibles. It's got-
ten so bad that last week she voted
against subletting to her favorite
rock band.

Perhaps it was inevitable. After
all, we were overfed, overeducated,
and overindulged by very young par-

'I‘ he baby-boom generation is becoming a bore. | hate to be the

ents fresh from the hardships of war. For every starving, homeless child
our fathers saw in Europe, we were reimbursed in spades. Security was
something we took for granted and then put away like an outgrown toy
that no longer gives us comfort. And probably it was inevitable that,
having in youthful rebellion embraced poverty, the environment, peace,
free love, and patchouli oil, and having eschewed base consumerism
as demeaning to the human spirit, that now in our middle years we
would do a complete turnaround. But talking bathroom scales? Design-
er baby clothes? Surrogate-mother services? We have become the
most consumption-oriented generation the planet has ever seen. From
crash pad to co-op in a mere 15 years. Amazing.

The icon of the new charge-accounter culture is money. The sole
pastime: spending it. If we are no longer into free love, it's not because
of herpes. Between deal-making and visits to the accountant, there's
simply no time for it.

| mention these things because | don't know how many more parties |
can go to where people’s only interest is their own success. | don't want
to see their new computer rooms or learn how they're cashing in big on
the Michael Jackson tour. | don't want to know if their sperm counts are
low, nor do | need to know the complete gory details of their latest
childbirths. | have come to the end of my amusement with life as a fad.
Going from Joan Baez to Joan Col-
lins has been too long and too wea-
rying a cultural journey for this gal,
anyway.

All of this reminds me of some-
thing | learned in anthropology class
in the sixties. It concerned the Plains
Indians. The Cheyenne were among
the most peace loving of Indians on
the American Plains. Then the
Spanish came, bringing horses to
America for the first time since be-
fore the glaciation. Turmoil arose
among the Cheyenne. One half of
the nation wanted to own and
amass horses while the other
wished to remain ambulatory—part-
time hunters who were basically
horticulturists. The nation broke
apart. Those who went off and got
horses regrouped and renamed
themselves the Apaches, and, of
course, to protect their newfound
property they became the most war-
like tribe in the Great F‘Iains.o-f—E
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" OD IS MY COSPONSOR

In his poem “Sunday
'Morning," Wallace Ste-
vens describes that particular time
of the week as being “like wide
water, without sound.” This mel-
ancholy simile reveals that Ste-
vens was a man acutely aware of
the vague and ethereal despair
that enlaces the hours between
the first dawn and the first noon of
the week.

The Sunday-morning dumps is
no mere poetic fancy. According
to the U.S. Department of Health,
Education and Welfare, the 48-
hour period during which Ameri-
cans are most likely to commit
suicide begins on Sunday morn-
ing. It cannot be said with any cer-
tainty that television plays a major
partin these self-killings; but it can
be said with a great deal of certain-
ty that Sunday-morning television
is a singularly eerie, ashen, and
forlorn thing.

Rise some Sunday, if you dare,
before the sun, as | did not long
ago. As dark night's death rattled
the windowpanes behind me, |
turned on my TV set. Something
called Modern Dentistry was in full
swing. Several minutes of root-ca-
nal work passed slowly. | spat,
then switched to an old and not-
so-funny rerun of | Dream of Jean-
nie. The faint, dull throbbing that |
had begun to feel above one of my
left molars was allayed by the fa-
miliar squeal of “Oh, Master!” |
dimly remembered that long ago |
had wondered what it would be
like to take Barbara Eden to bed
for a night. She is 50 years old
now, | told myself. My couch
creaked under me.

I turned to PBS, which was start-
ing its broadcast day. Mister Rog-
ers, dressed in a blue zip-front
sweater, turned to his goldfish and
very slowly sang: “I'm learning to
sing a sad song when I'm sad."” It
was more than a human heart
could bear to witness. | hurriedly
fled to ABC, where the Internation-
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al Lutheran Laymen’s League re-
minded me that This Is Life. Life
ended and the Paulist Fathers
took over. This week’s Insight dra-
ma was called “God in the Dock."”
| watched as the Lord was brought
before a black woman judge and
tried for crimes against human-
ity—cancer, world hunger, and
such. | thought | recognized God
from somewhere, but | was not
quite sure. By the time the witness-
es for the prosecution jumped Him
and bloodied His nose, | realized
that He was none other than Rich-
ard Beymer, whom | had last seen
kneeling devotedly before Natalie
Wood in West Side Story.

On another channel | encoun-
tered the Reverend Terry Cole
Whittaker. Attired in a smart, white
suit and mauve blouse, her tinted
blond hair cut short, she pointed a
manicured finger at me and ad-
vised, “Remember who you are!” |

silently vowed to do so, then
switched to an adjacent station
where, on Ever Increasing Faith,
Pastor Frederick K. Price, dressed
in a plaid suit to end all plaid suits,
scolded, "If you so sick you gotta
whip on women, go find you some
tramp to beat up on, not my daugh-
ters!” | nodded in abstracted
agreement, and the good pastor
asked me to send a “love gift” to
Inglewood, California.

The sun had fully risen by now,
and the big guns of Sunday morn-
ing began to make their presence
known. “We didn't plan this," said
Oral Roberts as he dipped his fin-
gers in oil and anointed his son
Richard for the “full Holy Ghost
ministry." Richard, wearing one of
the largest diamond rings that |
have ever seen, wept openly and
embraced his lovely wife, Lindsay.
“This is one night that I've
dreamed of," he blubbered.

Is there a cure for the Sunday-morning dumps? Not on TV.

I moved to CBS, glimpsing Bluto
beating the living shit out of Pop-
eye along the way. On Face the
Nation, a gentleman named Ab-
dallah Bouhabib told me many
things | did not know (and which |
have since forgotten) about his na-
tive Lebanon. U.S.M.C. General
Paul X. Kelly sat next to him and
said, My glass is half full, not half
empty.” They agreed that America
was not atwar. Tell it to Olive Oyl, |
thought as | turned to NBC.

On First Estate, Dr. Russell Bar-
ber and Dr. John Heller discussed
“shroud science." Dr. Barber held
up a photomacrograph of a blood-
stain, then put it down. “If the
spikes are driven in here,” he an-
nounced, pointing to his inner
wrist, “'the body’'s weight can be
supported.” Not in the mood for
shoptalk, | switched to ABC and
It's Your Business. | was just in
time to hear an extremely grating
voice shriek, “How do you know
that? There's no empirical data to
support that!" Marvin Kitman
whined in retaliation. | returned to
the much more soothing voices of
Golgotha.

At half-past eleven, | saw David
Brinkley doing odd things with his
mouth on ABC. Walter Mondale
stared vacantly, as if looking into
an abyss. The last thing | remem-
ber was Rex Humbard smiling that
great, big otherwordly smile of his
and saying, “David was a success
in his public life of killing giants, but
he was a failure with his family.” A
commercial for Dianetics passed
as if in a dream; then noon came,
and | was delivered.

What causes the Sunday-morn-
ing dumps? The pondering of this
matter is perhaps better left to
greater and more caring intellects
than mine. What may be the cure
for the Sunday-morning dumps?

« This much | know: It definitely is

not TV. And | didn't lay a finger on
that plaid-clad pastor's daughter. |
swear to Richard Beymer |
didn't.—Nick Tosches Ot—g



Technics

Technics Digital Compact Disc Players.
_ Lasersandcomputers
give you the one experience your conventional
audio system never could: Reality.

Reality: The duplication of a live musical performance. The
most elusive goal of all. Yet reality is precisely what you hear
with Technics digital Compact Disc players.

How? Technics revolutionary Compact Disc players have
a laser instead of a conventional stylus. Because instead of
conventional record grooves, digital Compact Discs have a
computer code. The laser “reads” this code. And a computer
instantaneously translates it into music.

What you hear is not just a reproduction of the music, but
a re-creation of it: Reality.

And nothing touches the Compact Disc except the laser
beam. That means there is no wear. No noise. And no
distortion. All of which can plague conventional records.

All this Technics digital technology comes together in the

compact |atest generation of Technics Compact Disc
@ players. The remarkable SL-P8 and SL-P7.
You can program the SL-P8 up to 32 different

DIGITAL AUDIO

ways. Play any selection you want. In any order you want.
Repeat the selections you like. Even skip ones you don't.

Auto Music Scan automatically lets you hear the first 10
seconds of every selection. So finding the selection you
want is easy.

The fluorescent display shows you precisely where the
laser is on the disc. So you can even find the exact notes you
want to hear.

And to let you do all this from across the room, the SL-P8
even has an infrared remote control.

Experience the full range of Technics digital technology.
Including the SL-P8 and the affordable SL-P7.

The digital revolution continues at Technics.

Technics

The science of sound

Get a Technics CD Starter Kit*—3 Free Discs: The Jacksons’ "Victory,” “Flashdance,” “Classical Sampler.”
Plus a Free CD Cleaning System & CD Club Membership Including 1 Free Disc. Total Suggested Retail Value Over $85.

*with purchase of any Technics CD Player from September 1 to December 31, 1984. See partcipating Technics dealers for details.



FILAN

OVE AND DEATH
Rolfe, who murders girls,
‘ and Block, the cop who
chases him, share some tastes.
Both frequent sex clubs and mas-
sage parlors in New Orleans’s
French Quarter. Both spice their
pleasure with a little sadomasoch-
istic bondage. The difference be-
tween them is that one seems to
leave his partners happy; the other
leaves them dead.

But Wes Block (Clint Eastwood)
has something to think about as
he closes in on the elusive killer,
especially when girls he has
known become victims. Soon it
begins to seem as if the murderer
is reaching out to make contact
with him. Eventually, the circle of
pursuer and pursued will even en-
compass his own, very young
daughters, and later the attractive
rape counselor (Geneviéeve Bu-
jold) with whom he has fallen in
love.

That's the predictable climax of
Richard Tuggle's Tightrope. The
more interesting stuff, the portray-
al of a vulnerable, self-questioning
Clint Eastwood, mostly comes be-
fore it. This isn't a new portrait in
the Eastwood gallery, though Wes
Block goes rather a distance from
the Dirty Harry of the old days,
when law enforcement was less
than a matter of coming to terms
with your own soul. As it turns out,
where Wes Block isn't pure mus-
cle, he is almost all heart. His ex-
wife left him—the film's a little
vague on this—because he was
just too tender. Now he collects,
feeds, and houses stray dogs.

If Clint Eastwood's character
presents variations, it's because
the movie that surrounds him is an
almost unadulterated formula.
From the opening when we hear
the footsteps of a long-legged
young woman walking alone down
deserted streets in the middle of a
fog-shrouded night to the requisite
half-dozen gorgeous corpses to
the chase in the cemetery to the
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railroad freight-yard struggle at the
end—nothing is unexpected. Even
New Orleans, with its Mississippi
stern-wheelers and looming Mardi
Gras floats and masks, becomes
an ongoing cliché. The maddening
thing is that most of this works very
well. Tightrope is a tasteful, unusu-
ally efficient stringing together of
scare motifs, owing a lot to de-
tailed performance, sharp editing,
and expert cinematography.

So there are no complaints, ex-
cept the basic one: If you've seen
a few murder melodramas, you
could recount the progress of this
story in your sleep. A lot of good
potential has been wasted. | feel it
most in the presence of Eastwood
and Geneviéve Bujold, during the
approximate ten minutes they
have to acttogether. They turn out
to be a marvelously responsive,
combative, sympathetic pair. Be-
tween them there may have devel-
oped a real love story, and
Tightrope might have produced a
few revelations—something more
like a movie and less like a game
of follow the dots.

The story of Carmen seems to
go on forever, at least in the the-

ater and on-screen. At present
there are three movie versions
around, one by Godard, a dance
fable by Carlos Saura and Antonio
Gades, and Bizet's Carmen by
Francesco Rosi, which is a hugely
successful effort to put Georges
Bizet's opera on film.

There is nothing easy about this.
The superheated nineteenth-cen-
tury “realism" behind the tale of
doomed passion between the up-
right soldier, Don José, and the
wild Gypsy girl, Carmen, seems to
demand a stage. How do you
place these figures (not to mention
the choruses of soldiers, smug-

Carmen with Domingo and Migenes-Johnson.

glers, cigarette-factory girls, and
bullfighters) into the film's setting,
the actual towns and countryside
of Spain? Rosi, whose best previ-
ous work was a series of poetically
evocative movies about real and
fictional Italian criminals, has
found a way. He has, it seems to
me, reinvented, reseen, and recol-
ored a bit of Spain. His locations,
stark landscapes, and facades
have become as dramatic and the-
atrical as Bizet's music. This is a
spectacularly mounted film.
Years ago, opera singers didn’t
appear in opera movies. There is,
for example, a notorious old Aida
starring as the face and figure, but
not the voice, of Sophia Loren. But
now what you hear is mostly what
you see. And so, despite the pre-
eminence of the staging, this Car-
men, like any other, is a musical
performance. To my amateur ears
itis a good one, under the baton of
Lorin Maazel, who leads the Or-
chestre National de France. I'm
not taken by Faith Esham, the
American soprano who sings Mi-
caela, the hometown girl spurned
by José. But the others—especial-
ly Placido Domingo as José, and
Ruggero Raimondi as his rival, the
torero Escamillo—are fine. As for
the role of Carmen, Julia Migenes-
Johnson, a New Yorker whose
major reputation so far has been
made in Europe, belongs in a class
by herself. Her voice sounds rich
and flexible, and her presence is
electrifying. The other actors sing
in front of the camera, while Rosi
and his excellent crew accommo-
date them with clever staging and
distancing. Migenes-Johnson, on
the other hand, takes over her
character with a sensuous intensi-
ty that is part joy, part challenge,
and part despair. She is as sexy as
Carmen must be, and as sad. She
manages to transform what has
become a museum piece of tat-
tered passion into a presence that
is beautiful and tragic on-screen.
—Roger Greenspun O+
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SOUNDS

Have you ever wondered

what happens to a rock-
and-roll band that toils from city to
city and gig to gig for 15 years,
then suddenly makes an album
that sells several million copies
and gives a triumphal concert,
really a sort of victory party, in
Madison Square Garden? It hap-
pened to the J. Geils Band, whose
Freeze Frame was the best-selling
album recorded by an American
performer or group in 1982-83.
And when the victory tour was
over, the J. Geils Band, who had
been together without a single per-
sonnel change since the late six-
ties, broke up.

Well, sort of. Peter Wolf, the
band's lead singer, jumping and
jiving front man and onstage fo-
cus, songwriter and lyricist, de-
parted—alone.

Before the Geils split was made
public in 1983, Wolf had been jam-
ming informally with a coterie of
black funk musicians at the rag-
gedy House of Hits studio in Rox-
bury, one of Boston's toughest
neighborhoods. He was im-
pressed by Michael Jonzun, who
had written, produced, and played
most of the instruments on the
dance-floor hit “Pack Jam,” and
then teamed with his brother Mau-
rice Starr to write songs for, pro-
duce, and play on an album by a
young vocal group—New Edition.
Their hit, “Candy Girls," earned
Jonzun a gold record.

When the split with Geils came,
Wolf began writing and jamming
more with Jonzun and his pals.
Jonzun may be familiar to lots of
black kids as the “Space Cow-
boy," but he's little known outside
the world of hip-hop, funk, and rap
music. When Wolf told the execu-
tives at EMI (the label he’s signed
to) that he intended to coproduce
his first solo disc with the Space
Cowboy and a rather odd assort-
ment of session musicians, they
asked him why he didn't want to try
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'I‘ HE WOLF RETURNS

a real big-time hit-making produc-
er for the record. Wolf stood firm
and smoothed ruffled feathers a
bit by hiring Ed Stasium, known for
his superior work with many name
groups over the last decade.

“| was terrified at first,”” says
Wolf, a former Boston radio per-
sonality. Wolf favors black shirts,
black jeans, and black music: He
has long been a serious collector
of soul and R & B singles from the
fifties and sixties. But it's typical
that Wolf, in New York putting fin-
ishing touches on the album, also
found time to frequent art galler-
ies, particularly those showing
works of German Expressionism.

“The things | went through with
the band,” he says. “Well, you
don’t live through things like that
without scars. The only thing to do
is pull yourself together and come
out smokin'.”

Lights QOut! does just that. It's an
intoxicating brew: There’s stomp-
ing rock and roll and hard funk; a
song Wolf and Jonzun wrote in
homage to the classics of mid-six-
ties Motown that sounds like hit
material; some futuristic space-
bop; Wolf worrying about the
world's future while a chorus of
high-tech Jonzuns warn that
“Mards Needs Women!",; strutting

soul music; and performances by
visitors ranging from Mick Jagger
(who sings an impromptu duet with
Wolf on the soulful “Pretty Lady"')
to cutting-edge guitarists (King
Crimson’s Adrian Belew, the Cars’
Elliot Easton) to jazz musicians
(Boston's best, the formidable but
always tasty drummer Alan Daw-
son) to players Jonzun met while
working the Southern soul circuit
during the late sixties and early
seventies.

“| knew Michael had it in him,"
Wolf says. “'| think he grew up in
northern Florida, and he did a lot of
roadwork with a bunch of bands,
playing various instruments. Plus
his family is musical. So even
though he may use a lot of synthe-
sizers, there's always that warmth
that you get from soul music. We
wanted that music to be raw, with
something like the essence of pri-
mal rhythm that's at the heart of
rock and R & B.

“Michael and | jammed con-
stantly. It was like we were trying
to make new music using every old
trick in the book.”

If you're at all familiar with the
recorded works of the J. Geils
Band, even if you've just heard
“Centerfold" and the band's other
more recent hits, it won't take you

more than a couple of listenings to
notice the difference. For whatev-
er reason, when Wolf sang with
J. Geils he was only able to use a
mere fraction of the talent, ability,
range, and feeling that he now dis-
plays throughout Lights Out!

Characteristically, Wolf insists
that the Space Cowboy share any
accolades. “Michael and | were
hearing the same sound in our
heads,” Wolf says. “The sound we
wanted.”

Everyone seems to be dabbling
in black-white, pop fusion these
days, from Michael Jackson’s cun-
ning use of heavy-metal guitarist
Eddie Van Halen to the way Hall
and Oates combine the slickest
sounds in black and white pop to
all the British “progressive” bands
that dabble in funk and disco
rhythms between haircut appoint-
ments. But there isn't a moment
on Lights Out! that doesn't sound
perfectly natural. Wolf and Jonzun
have found the sound. They've
written a set of catchy, finely craft-
ed songs. No two are in the same
idiom or style, and each is strong
enough to stand on its own.
They've made the most revolu-
tionary pop record of the year, and
they've made making it sound
easy!—Robert Palmer Ot—m

Peter Wolf after J. Geils: “We were trying to make new music using every old trick in the book.”
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MOST PEOPLE WOULD CALL IT OVERKILL.

The new ULTRX"™ R100 receiver
isn’t for everybody.
You don’t really need 100 watts
er channel* of virtually distortion-
ess power. Unless you like listen-
ing to today’s ultra-high quality
recordings at “live concert” sound
levels.
: And a remote-controlled digital
tuner with 20-station memory is
Frobably more than enough—un-
ess you're a dedicated FM listener
with wide-ranging tastes.
Likewise, most peorle could get
along without the built-in dbx and
DNR noise reduction systems.
Except those few who've become
spoiled by the almost eerie absence

of noise in CD digital recordings.
With the dbx, any cassette dec
can make virtually noise-free re-
cordings, while the DNR “cleans
up” existing noisy signals.

Unless you're a nut about video
sound quality, too, you won't have
much use for the TV/VCR inputs
and stereo synthesizer circuit.

The R100 is packed with features
that are best appreciated by an
audio perfectionist: It may be the
best-equipped receiver ever built.

Get an ULTRX dealer to put an
R100 (or one of our other new re-
ceivers) through its paces for you.

Some people might call it over-
kill. But you'll call it overwhelming.
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*Minimum Continuous Average Power per channel, both channels driven into 8 ohms,
from 20-20,000Hz, with no more than 0.009% Total Harmonic Distortion, dbx is trademark of dbx, Inc.
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HOME VIDEON

AVING IT YOUR WAY
“With the beat going non-

stop in video technology,
consumers are constantly greeted
by new and enticing selections in
software. The recent VHS Hi-Fi
breakthrough turns music-video
sound quality up one significant
notch. The same high-fidelity ste-
reo sound that was formerly re-
stricted to Beta Hi-Fi will now issue
forth from the new VHS Hi-Fi VCR.

Last summer CBS-Fox quietly
brought out the first two VHS Hi-Fi
cassettes, both original releases
—Herbie Hancock and the Rock-
it Band ($30), and Culture Club:
A Kiss Across the Ocean ($30).

Pacific Arts has reissued two
popular 1981 LPs in VHS Hi-Fi for
fall: Jethro Tull—Slipstream
($30), and Best of Blondie ($30).
Happy Hour with the Humans
($30) is actually only 40 minutes
long, butit's Pacific Arts’ first origi-
nal VHS Hi-Fi title,

Rock is not the only kind of vid-
eo music coming out in VHS Hi-Fi.
If classical music ever came close
to having a Woodstock, it would be
the 1982 Huberman Festival in Tel
Aviv, where the world's seven top
violinists, variously grouped, per-
formed with the Israel Philharmon-
ic Orchestra, conducted by Zubin
Mehta. Vivaldi: The Four Sea-
sons—Program | (Pacific Arts,
$40) spotlights Pinchas Zuker-
man, Isaac Stern, ltzhak Perlman,
and Shlome Mintz. Watching them
perform spices our enjoyment of
the music, even though it is shot in
the conventional manner, alternat-
ing close-ups of the conductor and
the soloists with long shots of the
orchestra. Program Il comes out in
January 1985, with Programs Il
through VIII (programs include
Mendelssohn, Tchaikovsky, Bach,
Sibelius, Beethoven, and Mozart)
appearing every other month
thereafter.

With over 500 titles in Beta Hi-Fi,
the six VHS Hi-Fi programs men-
tioned here may seem a compara-
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tively modest start, but most video
software companies are preparing
to release long lists of reissued
and original VHS Hi-Fi titles.
There is also good news on the
disc side of music software: Mini-
laser discs, Pioneer's answer to
Sony 45s, carry three or four
songs and go for only $11. But so
far only two mini-discs, David
Bowie and The Motels—both du-
plicates of Sony 45s—are avail-
able. Disc versions of other

popular Sony 45s are in the works;
these include the J. Geils Band,
Phil Collins, Stray Cats, Duran Du-
ran, Thomas Dolby, Naked Eyes,
and others.

An alternative to rock, Mellow
Memories (USA, $30) is a video-

cassette that lives up to its name
with a collection of sixties’ TV clips
by John Denver, Neil Diamond,
Wayne Newton, Helen Reddy,
Sonny and Cher, the Association,
Loggins and Messina, and the Su-
premes. Jazz buffs will be fasci-
nated to watch the recording
sessions for Freddie Hubbard's LP
Ride Like the Wind (featuring Bill
Watrous on trombone) in Freddie
Hubbard, Studio Live (Sony,
$30). Soul-seekers are sure to dis-
cover at least a few of their favor-
ites among the assorted artists in
The Soul Experience (USA, $30),
with numbers by Smokey Robin-
son, Dionne Warwick, Lou Rawls,
Al Green, Curtis Mayfield, Billy
Preston, and others.

Me and my gal: Gable meets his Pacific princess in '35.

S

Brando leads the mutiny of '62.

Gibson: Bountiful beefcake in '84.

This fall we'll witness the inev-
itably smashing video debut of
George Lucas's The Empire
Strikes Back. (CBS-Fox paid a
cool $15 million for the rights.)

Kevin Bacon is America's latest
rebel without applause in Foot-
loose (Paramount; cassette is
$40; disc and CED, $30). He plays
a city teen who, trapped in the
country, finds the only way to rid
himself of adolescent angst is to
dance it out. Greystoke: the Leg-
end of Tarzan, Lord of the Apes
(Warner, $80) will swing into video
stores this month. Based on the
Tarzan novels of Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs, director Hugh (Chariots of
Fire) Hudson's Greystoke is a wel-
come relief from all the jungle-call
twaddle Hollywood has pumped
out since 1918.

Speaking of remakes, The
Bounty (Vestron; cassette is $80;
CED, $30) pits Mel Gibson (Fletch-
er Christian) against Anthony Hop-
kins (Captain Bligh) aboard the
legendary eighteenth-century mu-
tinous ship. Clark Gable and
Charles Laughton first created
these roles in the 1935 Best Pic-
ture Oscar winner, Mutiny on the
Bounty (M-G-M/UA, 8$40). If
you're not seasick yet, check out
the 1962 version with Marlon Bran-
do and Trevor Howard (M-G-M/
UA, $90).

Other new movie titles include
the laugh-packed Police Acade-
my (Warner, $80), The Dresser
(RCA/Columbia, $80), This Is
Spinal Tap (Embassy; cassette is
$70; disc, $35), Sixteen Candles
(MCA, $80), and Iceman (MCA;
cassette is $70; disc, $30).

If money happens to be your
game, consider a $500,000 prize
for the clever videophile who finds
and assembles the clues in Trea-
sure (Vestron, $60). This feature-
length, made-for-home video
program is fun to look at whether
you're clue hunting or not
Where's Miss Marple when you
need her?—James Link O+
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X-RATED VIDEO®

g LICHE OF THE MONTH
‘ Piggy's (VCA)

‘ As a Jew, | react with rab-
binical revulsion to a movie enti-
tled Piggy’s. As a very sensitive
aesthete, | react with horror and
loathing to this month's porn cli-
ché—the X-rated remake. As the
proud owner of a dick, | react with
lust and drool to the bodies of Blair
Castle, Lorri Smith, and the older
but still luscious Annette Heinz.

Hollywood is notorious for
trouncing on the bandwagon and
producing clones of megahits:
Star Wars producing such forget-
tables as Krull and Space Hunter,
for example. With porn it's a bit dif-
ferent. It panders to the minds of
males who fantasize during Flash-
dance—not about fancy dance
moves. So the porn assembly line
cranks out Flashpants ('Cop a
feeling'") and Fleshdance. Heaven
Can Wait spawns Heaven's Touch
and An Unnatural Act. The chimps
in smut’s factory love to ape the
latest Hollywood smash.

Thus we get Piggy's, sired out of
Porky's. | wish | could roundly con-
demn this film for being a plagiaris-
tic piece of vulture vomit. But it's
hard to point a finger when you've
got a huge prong in your pants
pointing in the same direction. The
women and the sex scenes in this
film pull it out of the morass of the
remake. While not exactly a cou-
ples’ film, it is a good party or
group film to shove into the VCR,
to talk over and drink through.
Three cocks for Piggy's horniness,
minus one for the lack of an origi-
nal plot.

Piggy's i N

QUOTE OF THE MONTH
Desire
“Some people have trouble walk-
ing and chewing gum at the same
time. Bunny Bleu has trouble
chewing gum.”

—from a review of Desire
| wish | could give you a quote di-
rectly from the film, butit's hard to
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translate spastic grunts and sub-
guttural shrieks into print. The
above reviewer was talking about
Bunny Bleu, one of the main per-
petrators of this mess. Some of
her acting was so bad | broke out
in a cold sweat watching her strug-
gle. Yes, there are naked bodies in
this film. Yes, there are hard
cocks. Any distance beyond that
and you're stepping in deep shit.
Rather than breaking the eject
button on your VCR, stay away
from this tape altogether.

Desire 1/2 L

COUPLES' FILM OF

THE MONTH

Dixie Ray, Hollywood Star (Cabal-
lero Home Video)

I'm taking a chance designating
this tape a couples' tape, because
it has none of the earmarks of one.
There is no gauzy soft-focus,
tender foreplay, skittishness to-
ward the hard core. In fact, this
movie is full of steamy sex.

But I'm betting that women are
just as intelligent as men when it
comes to recognizing quality en-
tertainment. Sam Weston (a.k.a.
Anthony Spinelli) has put together
a sensation here—a twisty, so-
phisticated plot that pulls the view-

er in with a grip on more than just
the genitalia.

John Leslie is a private investi-
gator named Nick Popodopoulis,
who attempts to track down the
blackmailer of the main character,
Dixie Ray, played with horny aban-
don by Lisa DelLeeuw. DelLeeuw is
at her finest here, and although |
usually prefer a more famished
look, Lisa's Rubenesque beauty,
posed beneath the flame of her
hair, made me a believer during
the 90 minutes of this flick.

Dixie Ray, Hollywood Star L1k

BASIC ADULT VIDEO LIBRARY
Inside Seka (Video-X-Pix)
What are we to say about the

Bonny Bleu in Desire: Yes, there are naked bodies, but can they act?

blond bombshell? The woman bills
herself as the Platinum Princess,
but that really should be the
“Splattin’' 'Em Princess,"” because
she has probably caused more
gallons of spurt to spill on the
floors of peep shows and movie
theaters than any other woman in
history. Seka and ye shall find. It is
a little shocking to invite her into
our homes after all those years of
seeing her flicker on the stained
and splattered screens of smut
houses. Itis like inviting your regu-
lar Friday-night hooker home to
meet your mother, Come to think
of it, that wouldn't be a bad idea—
it places sex right where it should
be, smack dab in the middle of
your life.

Seka is so much a part of my
fantasy life and sexual dream
code that for years | used to tell
women to “Seka my dick” when |
wanted a blowjob. Seeing this film
again on video (| first saw it in
1980, when it was first released)
made me nostalgic. | realized
Seka basically is a Marilyn Monroe
who'll do hard core—a blond
clone, just as Marilyn was a clone
of Jean Harlow. She burst onto the
sex scene in the mid-seventies—
brittle-bright hair, huge hooters,
state-of-the-tart face. Soon she
was churning out films like a verita-
ble jizz factory—loop after loop of
her and John Holmes, her and
Ron Jeremy, her and anyone with
three good legs. Porn pundits, my-
self included, prophesied instant
burnout, as if there was something
called overexposure in the smut
world. She proved us all wrong
and became a veritable cult
among masturbatory millions, re-
cently incorporating herself into
some sort of franchise that dis-
penses Polaroids, used panties,
and custom tapes to all comers.

Seka recently made a come-
back film after a two- or three-year
absence from movies. Inside
Seka, though, remains the typical
Seka film: short on plot and long



on boners. In fact there is only the
whisper of a plot, as Seka whis-
pers her sex fantasies into her
husband's ear, and they are acted
out with a minimum of explanation.
This is not a couples’ film; it’s raw,
almost ob-gyn sex. Seka’s perine-
um may be almost as recognizable
as her face, and this film went
some distance to make it that way.
Inside Seka A1

Centerfold Celebrities, No. 1, No.
2, No. 3 (Visual Entertainment Pro-
ductions)

Since this is a video column, it is
perhaps a bitironic that | have nev-
er become accustomed to the
quality of made-directly-on-video
porn. Film seems to me to be
warmer, with pinker pinks and
flesh tones that seem to come
right out and caress your pecker.
Video, on the other hairy hand, is
harsher, as if it were lit by the re-
flected glow of the searchlights at
Auschwitz. There are technical
reasons for the differences be-
tween film and video, but they are
boring as hell. Suffice it to say that
until technical advances bring vid-
eo up to the quality of film, we'll be
stuck with video porn that looks
like soap operas. But shooting
with video has one advantage that
assures us we'll be seeing a lot
more of it: It's cheaper. Smut
Svengali Bobby Hollander has pio-
neered in the field of video-shot
porn, most notably with his Cen-
terfold Celebrities series. Given
the overall tone of the series and
its production values, | can sur-
mise why Hollander chose this
mode: not because he is a pio-
neer, but because he is cheap.
Video sounds so easy and seems
to require so little expertise that it
spawns shit-and-run productions
like Hollander’s the way day-old
dog shit spawns maggots.

The truth of the matter is that
Hollander does manage to get a
few wildly hot scenes, almost in
spite of his medium and certainly

=
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Inside Seka:

your basic Marilyn Monroe who'll do hard core.
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in spite of himself. The reason is
talent. With his connections in the
California porn world, Hollander
has managed to rope in some
snatch that sizzles. Shauna Grant,
who appears briefly in CC No. 2
and has a full-blown scene in CC
No. 3, was more or less introduced
to the biz by Hollander, and here
it's easy to be thankful to him. The
dear-departed Grant's work is
wildly uneven, but her scene with
Jamie Gillis has her acting like a
hot little Eve to Jamie’s serpent.
Cody Nicole, Blair Castle, Ashley
St. John, Brooke West, Crystal
Lovin—these are some of those
California girls Brian Wilson was
dreamin’ and creamin’ about.
Centerfold Celebrities has anin-
terview/talk-show format, with the
sleaze-demon Hollander as host.
The man's relentless banality will
have you hot-wiring your fast-for-
ward button. As Allan Thicke and
countless others have proven, the
practiced ease of Carson is su-
premely difficult, so some people
just shouldn't try it. “When did you
last shave your pussy?" Hollander
asks an actress with a bald snatch.
It is a battle of the inane betwixt

him and his guests. We get to see
Cody Nicole's progressive body
madification: In CC No. 1, her ass
tattoo is fairly small and tasteful;
by CC No. 2, it has ballooned into a
full-cheek monstrosity. By Celebri-
ty CC No. 184, she’ll be billed as
the tattooed woman. Becky Sav-
age is described as “eating pussy
like a dog takes to cat food,” a du-
bious compliment for all con-
cerned. The progression from CC
No. 1 to CC No. 3 is apparent in
heightened production values and
Hollander's new suit. But he's still
wiping the sweat of his brow mid-
sentence, and the interviews are
as boring as ever. Three cocks for
the girls, minus one for Hollander,
which evens out to two.
Centerfold Celebrities Juk

Sexplay (Essex Video)

Sexploy would be more like it. Pro-
ducer Ted Paramour (a.k.a. Harold
Lime) has made some exceptional
porn films, including Amanda by
Night and The Ecstasy Girls, but
this isn't one of them. Dialogue
and story line both sound like they
were made up by two chimps in
separate rooms and tossed off in
between working on the sequel to
War and Peace. Some of the hair-
pieces look like week-old road kill.
The admittedly great tits on De-
siree Lane can't hide the fact that
half the characters around her in
this film are total strangers to the
audience—faces and peckers and
pussies that loom out of the fog,
strut and fret a bit, then suddenly
disappear.

There are a few redeeming
qualities: Lane’s body, as | said,
and Eric Edwards’s performance
as Jeff Justice, an over-the-hill film
star with a chronically limp prick.
Plus there are some bondage
scenes that are well done, qualify-
ing as harmless and sexy at the
same time. Lane plays a starlet
who's stuck with a fairly small part.
The woman is a sexual Medusa,
turning every prick around her
hard as stone.

All told, Sexplay is hardly up to
Paramour's usual standards. He
and his director, Robert McCal-
lum, have made excellent films in
the past, and they will probably do
so again. This time around,
though, they rate a quick hit of the
eject button.

Ssxp!ay.i..l.
—Al GoldsteinO4—gm

RATING KEY

. Not recommended—You'll either get ripped off or
get the least for your money.

Fair to reliable—You'll get what you pay for

with minimum results.

Good—Standards of professionalism are maintained.
Highly recommended—The best of its kind available.
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COMNPUTERN

OME BANKING
Dashing over to a cash
machine on a rainy week-

end to transfer funds or check a
balance is about to become a
thing of the past. Thanks to some
electronic ingenuity and a few fu-
ture-thinking banks, home bank-
ing is here to stay.

This new type of banking is
available to customers who own a
personal computer and a modem.
Information such as current bal-
ances, the past month's transac-
tions, interest rates, and which
checks have cleared and which
haven't are accessible by entering
a series of personal-identification
codes. Services such as automat-
ic monthly bill paying, transferring
funds from one account to anoth-
er, and electronic mail are also
available. The only transactions
that cannot be accomplished, ob-
viously, are the deposit and with-
drawal of funds. Alas, you still
have to enter a bank for this.

A number of banks are either of-
fering home banking now or gear-
ing up for it. Bank of America, one
of the first, offers HomeBank-
ing through all of its California
branches. Right now they count
over 12,000 customers who bank
at home. New York's Chemical
Bank started the Pronto system
for all of its branches a year ago
and over 5,000 customers are cur-
rently on-line. Chase Manhattan
will be offering home banking this
fall; and Manufacturers Hanover
Trust is planning an end-of-year
debut.

Chemical, predicting a profit-
able future for home banking, is
franchising Pronto to other banks
throughout the country. Either in
the planning or start-up phases of
offering Pronto are Crocker Bank,
Worthen Bank, Union Trust, Flori-
da National, American Security,
Bankers Trust of South Carolina,
Manufacturers National of Detroit,
and First National Bank of Penn-
sylvania. Citibank, which had been
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testing a system of its own, went
on-line this past summer.

To bank at home you need a
computer and a modem to gain
access to the telephone lines for
information transmission and re-
trieval. Bank of America's Home-
Banking is less demanding than
Chemical's Pronto, because any
personal computer and communi-
cation software (this instructs the
modem) can be used. Pronto, on
the other hand, is only compatible
with the IBM, Apple, Atari, and
Commodore personal computers,
and customers must use the sup-
plied Pronto software to gain
access to the system. The month-
ly charge for Bank of America's
HomeBanking is only $8, and
Pronto customers can expect to
pay $12 a month.

Using either home-banking sys-
tem is a snap. After your modem
dials up the appropriate telephone

number, the banking system takes
over and asks you guestions on
the screen. Like a cash machine,
the system will ask for your per-
sonal-identification code. For ex-
tra security, however, HomeBank-
ing requires two separate num-
bers. Pronto works differently: A
household-identification number
must be entered first (especially
convenient for numerous accounts
in a single household), followed by
a personal “handle” of the cus-
tomer's own choosing. For added
protection, even the bank is not
aware of this number.

After entering all the right num-
bers, the main menu appears for
selecting the various options the
system offers. Bill paying may turn
out to be the most popular feature
of home banking. Bank of America
offers 600 vendors to its electronic
accounts. Customers can pay
their credit card, electric, phone,

Kiss the tellers good-bye: Banking via computer is here to stay.

department store, and even gro-
cery bills at the touch of a button.
The service can even be pro-
grammed to pay bills automatically
each month. Another convenient
feature allows customers to send
requesis for more information to
bank personnel.

The home-banking systems pro-
vide transfers, an electronic state-
ment (for the last 30 days), and a
checkbook register. Pronto's elec-
tronic mail system is fairly ad-
vanced. The user may choose to
enter his household number into
an electronic directory, thus being
able to receive electronic mail
from any other customer on the
system.

The ability to send and receive
mail in so specified a market may
represent the most efficient form
of direct-mail advertising to date.
Information services provide data
on cash-machine locations, cur-
rent interest rates, economic re-
ports, consumer products, and tax
information, which are all updated
regularly.

Bill paying through Pronto is sim-
ilar to the Bank of America system,
but Pronto customers may choose
from over 1,000 different merchants
and pay a bill up to 90 days in ad-
vance.

Of course, everyday things, such
as monthly statements, are sentto
you regardless, and the Bank of
America system will let you print
out all screen information and save
it on a disk.

Banks are turning into some-
thing more than just places to in-
vest and securely hold funds. Both
Pronto and HomeBanking are plan-
ning to offer UPI news, stock-mar-
ket information, and even the op-
portunity to buy and sell stock. The
bank of the future may be a vast
library of information as well as a
means by which customers can
shop and make travel reservations.
Money—both cash and plastic—
may soon be a thing of the past.—
Dawn Gordon Ot—
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EADING FOR DOLLARS
.lForget all those silly old

reasons you used to have
for reading books. Reading for
pleasure, instruction, or just plain
knowledge seems awfully passé
now that the publishing industry
has come up with the new, high-
incentive motive of reading for
money.

The current mania for mystery
puzzle books that offer cash or
other valuable rewards for solving
their internal riddles began in 1981
in England, with Kit Williams’s
Masquerade. This lavish picture
puzzle book (which contained vi-
sual clues to the location of a jew-
eled hare hidden somewhere in
England) sold over a milion
copies to adventurers who dug up
half the countryside in their obses-
sive three-year search for the bur-
ied treasure.

Despite the gold fever stirred by
this visionary predecessor, the
craze for cash-carrying mystery
books didn't really catch fire until
last year, with the publication of
Who Killed the Robins Family?
(William Morrow; $9.95). This mul-
tiple-murder potboiler, concocted
by Bill Adler and Thomas Chas-
tain, sold 300,000 copies and
made the best-seller lists for 35
weeks, as amateur detectives all
across the country competed for
the $10,000 prize.

The public yen for reading for
cash did not peter out when four
couples from Denver solved the
Robins mystery and claimed the
prize money, so William Morrow
brought in a sequel. The Revenge
of the Robins Family ($10.95)
costs a dollar more than its prede-
cessor and, while posing the same
kind of multiple mystery ques-
tions—the who, where, when,
how, and why of seven murders—
in the same excruciating prose, of-
fers an extra dollar in prize money.

The puzzles of who-done-in-
whom are genuinely tricky. But the
ham-handed style and tissue-thin
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characterizations of the truly
abominable Robins family are
enough to make any serious fan of
the mystery-detection craft wring
his deerstalker.

The three gimmicky books in the
$10,000 Reward Mystery Series
from HC Publishing (with a P.O.
box in Florida) are scarcely a liter-
ary advancement, judging from
their first entry, Murder at the
1984 Summer Games, which has
a member of the Russian (!) Olym-
pic team murdered while attempt-
ing to defect. The only reason you
may have for reading the rest of
the series (which is set at the
Democratic Convention and the
World’s Fair) is naked greed.

The traditional pleasures of
reading and solving mystery sto-
ries are preserved in Prize Meets
Murder ($2.95), the first of Pocket
Books' three-book paperback se-
ries called $WHODUNIT?$. Not
only are the cash prizes larger
($15,000 for each title), but the
stories themselves—devised by
mystery expert Otto Penzler, who

works with a different, well-known
(but pseudonymous) author on
each book—are also decently
crafted mysteries that are enjoy-
able even i terms of their own
genre.

Prize Meets Murder, which fea-
tures a criminology professor as
the detective, asks the reader to
identify the killer who stabbed two
people in a health club, and to sup-
ply both the motive and the clues
to the solution. The Medical Cen-
ter Murders ($2.95), which fea-
tures a female sleuth who is
investigating a series of hospital
murders, applies the same rules,
and you have another six months
to come up with the answers. A
third mystery (that's $45,000 alto-
gether, if you're still counting) will
be released in the spring.

If you like looking at pretty pic-
tures, you may feel sufficiently re-
warded for staring, by the hour, at
the illustrations in Kit Williams’s
new, untitied book (Knopf; $10.95).
The point of the puzzle is to figure
out the book's secret title by using

DAVID COOK

Mystery puzzle books: There's more to reading than meets the eye.

clues hidden in the elaborate, col-
orillustrations and in the text itself,
which is heavy on bees and butter-
flies and the glories of nature.

Frankly, this is not as much fun
as tearing around England with a
copy of Masquerade and a shovel
in your backpack, hunting the elu-
sive jeweled hare. But the prize—a
mahogany box with a queen bee
cast in pure gold and precious
stones—is not something to
sneeze at.

The most elaborate entry in the
reading-for-dollars sweepstakes,
and the one with the highest
purse, is a gorgeous gimmick
called Treasure (Warner Books;
$12.95). This fancy treasure
hunt—devised by science writer
and mathematical-games master
Dr. Crypton—sends the reader off
with various maps, clues, and
cryptic hints in search of a golden
horse buried “somewhere in the
continental United States.” That's
35 ounces of 24-karat gold right
there, plus inside the horse is the
key to a safe-deposit box that
holds the real prize—$500,000.
Warner's undoubtedly expects to
clear a bit more than that from all
the video gear, board and comput-
er games, TV shows, and atten-
dant promotional paraphernalia
that it has planned.

If that sounds too precious for
you serious-business types, wait
up for Cage’s Secret (Banbury;
$14.95), a “microcomputer enig-
ma" that should be out soon.
There's a prize of $25,000 if you
can decode the computer pro-
grams in this fictional story about a
computer genius named Cage
who has gone mad in front of his
terminal after having figured out
the meaning of life. Anyone with
access to even a modest system
can come up with a correct de-
scription of Cage's lunatic vision,
we are told. But you just know that
some 15-year-old kid with a Com-
modore 64 is going to cop this
one.—Marilyn Stasio Ot
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Four years ago,
everyone seemed to feel
that Jimmy Carter’s
reelection would be a
national disaster—
everybody, including a
secret group of Carter’s
own top advisers.

THE
OCTOBER
SURPRISE

BY CARL E. CARLSON

The teletype machines in newsrooms
across the country endlessly clack out
bulletins and news releases, only oc-
- casionally interrupted by nearly inaudi-
ble alarm bells warning of some
important news forthcoming.

The bells rang late in the evening of
October 15, 1980, and the machine
delivered this news: EDITORS, PLEASEJ;\ 3 ft

NOTE: WLS-TV GHANNEL SEVEN IS BREAK- ""'"'

INTERNATIONAL IMPORTANCE. EXCLUSIVE

ANNOUNCEMENT ON 10 PM NEWS® TONIGHT;
What transpired certainly lived | up to

the billing. WLS-TV reporter |

Moore announced: “Through €

sive sources, | have learned ton:dhtig

deal is in the works for the release o%j_ ‘

PAINTING BY
RICK McCOLLUM
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the hostages.”

This stunning exclusive, purporting to
scoop all the world's other news-gather-
ing organizations, amounted to fulfillment
of a dire warning that had been made over
the past several months by officials of the
Committee to Elect Reagan: Be on guard
for an attempt by President Jimmy Carter
to formulate a secret ransom deal to free
the American hostages in Iran. Such a
move, Reagan's men felt, coming so soon
before the November 4 election, might
guarantee Carter's reelection.

The men around Ronald Reagan called
itthe ‘‘October surprise,” and Moore's ex-
clusive report seemed to confirm their
worst fears—that the euphoria resulting
from the release of the 52 American hos-
tages might sway millions of American
voters into forgetting why they were think-
ing of voting against Jimmy Carter.

Or so it would appear. But, in fact, the
words delivered by a reporter on a local
television station owned by ABC in Chica-
go represented the climax of a sour chap-
ter in the history of American politics. And
it is a chapter that has remained unknown
up until now. In basic form, it amounts to:

o A political-espionage operation, di-
rected and controlled by some members
of the Reagan committee, that dwarfed in
scale anything conceived in the days of
the Nixon political-spying operation—or
any other similar operation, for that matter.

® An operation that ultimately resulted
in the destruction of what was apparently
an imminent deal between Iran and Carter
to release the American hostages months
before they were set free coincident with
Reagan's inauguration. That deal was
aborted by a news leak that tock place im-
mediately after the Reagan committee
learned of it.

o A complicated series of events that
saw TV reporter Larry Moore used as an
innocent dupe to destroy the very deal he
was reporting.

What follows is not a nice story. There are
no herces and no winners. It is a story of
political chicanery. Until the present time
only a tiny part of it has surfaced: charges
that Reagan’s people stole confidential
briefing papers prepared for Carter prior
to his nationally televised debate with Rea-
gan, an incident known as *‘debategate."”
But there is more—much more.

Whether any criminal prosecutions will
result remains an open question. Last
spring a congressional investigation con-
cluded that there had been a “cover-up"”
of the Reagan spying operation. Mean-
while, an attempt to appoint a special
prosecutor to probe the 1980 campaign is
still ensnared in legal arguments.

Still, few seém to grasp the full extent
and depth of the spying operation—its
tracks have been well covered, and even
revelations corinected with the theft of the
briefing papers have not unlocked the rest
of the spying operation's secrets.

Like all modern presidential-election cam-
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paigns, the Reagan campaign had a politi-
cal-espionage apparatus. As a challenger,
Reagan could come to rely on the custom-
ary resources of such operations: dis-
gruntled career diplomats, government
employees, and not-so-loyal members of
the opposition party.

But there were two factors that elevated
this time-honored custom of political espi-
onage into something much different in
1980. One was the growing conviction
within the Reagan campaign that Carter
almost certainly.- would pull an October
surprise, i.e., arrange the release of the
hostages at the most critical point of the
campaign. Therefore, there was an urgent
requirement for detailed intelligence from
inside the Carter White House.

The second factor, and in some ways
more important than the first, was the na-
ture of some of the people running the
Reagan campaign. Besides George Bush,
the vice-presidential candidate and for-
mer CIA director with extensive contacts

o

To the Reagan committee’s
surprise, there were
many military and intelligence-
agency employees who
had become convinced that
Carter was dangerous.

°

all across the U.S. intelligence communi-
ty, there was William J. Casey, director for
the entire campaign.

Casey, the present CIA director, was a
millionaire Wall Street lawyer who had
served in the Office of Strategic Services
(OSS) during World War Il and later
served in a variety of official and nonoffi-
cial government appointments, including
membership on the President's Foreign
Intelligence Advisory Board. A man with
wide contacts throughout the governmen-
tal and intelligence structure, Casey was
known as an obsessive collector of infor-
mation, a man with an unquenchable, de-
vouring passion for all data.

And the data Casey was most interest-
ed in during the 1980 campaign was infor-
mation on the Carter White House and the
Carter reelection campaign. For example,
the minutes of a September 12, 1980
meeting of Casey's lieutenants record that
the campaign director *‘wants more infor-
mation from the Carter camp...."” Per-
haps not so coincidentally, the exhortation
came just three days after a secret com-
muniqué from the German government to
Carter that Khomeini was ready to make a
deal on the hostages—and on the very

same day that Khomeini signaled the Car-
ter White House that the Germans were
bona fide messengers.

This interesting coincidence of events
suggests a fairly sophisticated informa-
tion-gathering operation that extended
into the Oval Office, an operation that was
able to alert the Reagan committee to
even the most sensitive top-secret devel-
opments. While it is difficult to estimate its
size, there is no question that the spying
operation was quite extensive, covering
the entire government apparatus.

Casey himself had revealed the exis-
tence of the operation in July 1980, during
the Republican National Convention in
Detroit. With typical audacity, Casey toid
reporters that he was establishing an
“intelligence operation™ in the campaign,
and he said flatly that it was aimed at dis-
covering whether Carter planned any Oc-
tober surprise.

Reportedly, however, other Reagan
campaign officials were upset at Casey's
direct admission of an intelligence opera-
tion, and it was not, as such, ever referred
to again in public. But it flourished in se-
cret. Oddly enough, the operation’s most
valuable assets were not campaign work-
ers but a fairly large number of ostensibly
loyal government employees. To the Rea-
gan committee’s surprise, there were
many military and intelligence-agency em-
ployees who had become convinced that
Carter was a dangerously muddleheaded
feather merchant. While not enamored of
Reagan, they felt strongly that under no
circumstances should Jimmy Carter be
reelected president.

That conviction moved these employ-
ees to begin slipping information to the
Reagan camp, along with every important
document they could get their hands on.
(That's how the Carter briefing papers
wound up in the hands of the Reagan
committee.) Indeed, the Carter White House
and campaign organization began to leak
like a sieve.

“It seemed," says a close friend of Car-
ter who worked on the White House staff,
“that every time we would come out with
something, the Reagan camp would al-
ready have it. There were lots of instances
in which we finally knew it just could not be
coincidence."

It certainly wasn't, and what neither this
Carter aide nor the rest of Carter's staff
knew was that the Reagan-campaign spy-
ing operation reached deep inside the
White House. Federal investigators root-
ing around the Reagan campaign files
came across a note showing that highly
sensitive White House intelligence on the
hostage crisis had been provided to Rea-
gan's people. The note contained the
name of a former U.S. Navy Intelligence
and Foreign Service officer, who was
working in 1980 for the Senate Intelli-
gence Committee.

That former intelligence officer, Angelo
Codevilla, has signed an affidavit that
says, in part, ‘| was in frequent contact
with friends who served on the Reagan

CONTINUED ON PAGE 142



BY ART CUMINGS

"Maybe next time you'll think twice
before asking a wood nymph for a little head."
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Candidly, Jeanette admits that much of her drive derives from being an

only child in a family of modest means. "My parents didn't have many

luxuries. My mother works as a secretary and my father owns a small

cleaning company, but | always had everything | needed—including
plenty of love and encouragement."
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"One of the best things about my winning this incredible million-dollar
fortune is being able to repay my parents in part for the sacrifices they
made for me." Her only regret so far is growing up without brothers or
sisters. "At times | felt very lonely, but it forced me to take the lead in
forming friendships at school. As a result, I'm not one bit shy.”
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This quality will serve her well when she debuts with a featured role
in the upcoming movie Body Rock, starring Falcon Crest's Lorenzo
Lamas, to be released by New World Pictures. This is one of many re-
markably original prizes awarded in the Pet of the Year Pageant. “When
Penthouse says they'll make you a star,” she exults, “they mean it!"




80 PENTHOUSE

The brightest star in her life is her mate for the past three years, a resi-

dential builder named Michael, whom she currently lives within wooded

Connecticut. “In most ways I'm very unconventional, but | do believe

that when you're really in love, it's very important to be faithful, to build
up a mutual reservoir of trust...."”
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Another traditional step was invest-
ing $100,000in cash for that prover-
bial rainy day. Not that she expects
one. “| believe in astrology and rein-
carnation, and | was clearly born

under some lucky star." She's un-
sure what form she'd take in an-
other life, but knows she'll always
be a woman because "it's the very
essence of my soul." Ot—g










PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW

It was mid-July 1984. Los
Angeles bristled with excite-
ment. The twenty-third Olym-
piad hovered in the wings
while the Democrats elec-
trified the nation over Ger-
aldine Ferraro's controversial
nomination as Mondale's run-
ning mate. But another issue
grabbed the public's attention,
swept the country, stole head-
lines, and dominated the media
from coast to coast. It became
a social and publishing phe-
nomenon—a newsstand event
that caused mass hysteria
throughout the nation. It was
the September, 15th Anniver-
sary issue of Penthouse, with
the now-historic, explicit photo-
graphs of Vanessa Williams, the
reigning Miss America. It
caused a sensation that shat-
tered the illusion of America's
archetypical female—that par-
agon of intellect, beauty, talent,
and maidenly virtue—and ulti-

mately caused Williams in an unprecedented move to relinguish
her crown. Was this a moral issue? Was there any guilt and with
whom did the guilt reside? Could it be called exploitation or just
good business? Every individual had a different point of view, yet

"A reporter from the
New York Post said that if | didn't
give them a story, his
editor was going to publish pictures
of my children . . . "

HIAPE

PHOTOGRAPHS BY TOM CHIAPEL

ironically the desire was collec-
tive: to SEE the photographs!

While the media has con-
tinued to play up every aspect
of the mysterious man behind
the lens, Tom Chiapel, the
photographer who took the
photos, has remained silent.
Chiapel, 34 years old, lives
modestly in Westchester
County with his wife and two
daughters. For the last 12 years
he has made his living as a
commercial photographer.

A great admirer of Ansel
Adams, Chiapel's strongly
contrasted black-and-white
photographs are knowingly
and lovingly derivative of the
master's technique. He has
shot action pictures for sports
magazines, commercial work
for ad agencies, but above all
prides himself on his art pho-
tography, some of which is on
permanent exhibition at the
Fairfield Art Gallery.

Like many artists, Chiapel is self-taught. He developed high-
contrast lighting techniques and uses them exclusively when
he photographs nudes. Chiapel calls his nudes "sculptural,
or nudes as still lifes,” and he claims that his work has been
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e Men usually understand
when | put them off. | guess they
think I'm worth the wait....®
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY J. STEPHEN HICKS
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A body like Mindy Farrar's,
our November Pet of the
Month from the Kansas
heartland, can soak up a lot
of sunshine—but her radi-

ant personality returns the
favor. "People have always
said | was the cute, sweet,
bouncy type," she admits.
“| guess that's right, since |
do have a lot of energy, and

I'm hardly ever in a really
bad mood—unless it rains
on a weekend!" About the
only other thing that gets
her goat—as they say back
home in El Dorado—is the
current punk scene in her
adopted L.A. “I'm the kind
of square who getsup at 6 M.,
wears normal clothes, and
goes to a secretarial job."
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“So it burns me up to see malcon-
tents with purple hair and grungy
black clothes slouch around act-

ing superior...." The wholesome
Olympic champions who just
recently vacated her town are
more her style.







“That handsome guy who invented the
incredible ‘Gaylord I’ routine in the gymnastics
competition drove my girlfriend crazy.

She said, 'Imagine what he'd be like in bed."”
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Unlike most

of her peers,
though, 21-
year-old
Mindy takes a
long time get-
ting to know a
man before
she'll try that
tricky maneu-
ver herself....

.
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"My mom and stepdad had
me convinced | should stay
avirgin till | married....Then,
when | got engaged two
years ago, | took the

plunge. That's over now, but
| still have to really care a lot
before | get intimate with
anyone. | won't let men just
use me for a plaything...."







Considering hazel-eyed
Mindy's 37-23-34-inch pro-
portions, we are not sur-
prised that the problem
arises frequently. “Men
usually understand when |
put them off, though. |
guess they think I'm worth
the wait." Currently, Mindy's
between men and finds
herself in the unusual posi-
tion of sharing an apart-
ment with her ex-fiancé,
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"Breaking up was
really painful, but
we're better now as
friends than as lov-
ers." Any future lover
will have to accept
her inherent contra-
dictions, though.
“I'm old-fashioned
enough to think
that women aren't
equal to men and
should let them
take the lead."






“But | also don't want and face the fear
lo be a housewife or have of old age and dying, but
any children. | guess nol yel. Right now,
someday I'll have to grow up | intend to live it up.”
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A true story about
beauty and the obese.

SEX

IN FAT CITY

BY AL GOLDSTEIN

A rmiewas anobese,

gross, piglike man—and that was only
one of his problems. An ordinary eve-
ning would involve slowly eating, drink-
ing, and drugging himself into a
brain-canceling stupor. As far as neuro-
ses went, Arnie was an overachiever.
The evening in question was out of
the ordinary in one respect: Arnie got
laid. Because he was tipping the freight
scales at 350 plus, he found it a little
problematic to maneuver a woman into
bed. So the woman in question was,
predictably, a hooker. She came breez-
ing in, a long gauzy pink scarf tied at her
throat, grimacing at the sight of him:
Propped up in bed, so bloated he actu-
ally couldn't sit, he had to play his mass
off against gravity and wedge it up
against the bed board. When she
walked in he was dialing a takeout rib
joint, ordering up six complete din-
ners—ribs, slaw, tiny taters—and a pe-
can pie, a lime pie, and three six-packs.
So Arnie and “Veronica” made a
night of it—one of Arnie’s typical nights.
He had some reds, some good smoke,
some toot for a frill—and he gradually
stunned his blubbery, whalelike ton-
nage into oblivion. He was in bed with
the ribs and the hooker, sucking the oily
pig fat off the bones and flinging them

PAINTING BY
WOLFGANG HERZIG
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aside, against the wall, anywhere, and
then wiping his sausagelike fingers on Ve-
ronica's gauzy pink scarf. His body be-
came a sac of sludgy protoplasm shot
through with chemicals and calories, and
he didn't even notice when he drifted off to
sleep.

Arnie awoke early the next afternoon,
with not a shred of memory as to how his
hotel room had reached an incredible
state of disarray: There were blotchy,
bloodlike streaks everywhere, on the
sheets, pillows, walls, and floor. My God,
there were what looked to be bones on the
floor. A gauzy pink scarf was soaked in an
evil-looking red substance. Carnage. He
vaguely remembered the hooker in the
pink scarf. Could he have? It wasn't possi-
blel And left just her bones?

*Johnny, you know that hooker | had
last night?"’ Arnie spoke feverishly into the
phone.

"“Yeah?" he said, still groggy. Johnny
kept the same sort of schedule as Arnie.

“Well, | think | ate her!”

“So what?” Johnny didn't catch on.
“Isn't that what you're supposed to do?"’

*No, man, | mean | actually fuckin' ate
her! You should see this place—all that's
left is her blood and bones!”

Arnie. He should be the national poster-
child for Overeater's Anonymous. Not for
the fact that he would ever actually canni-
balize a hooker, but because the thought
entered his mind as a viable possibility.
His story is thus the perfect homily to illus-
trate a weird subclass of sexuality, as
strange as any S & M cult: the sex prac-
tices of the chronically obese. Fatties.
Lard buckets. Hey-Bud-yer-blockin'-my-
view. Like an exotic species of mammal
scrutinized by zoologists, a study of fuck-
ing among the fatties reveals masses of
data and a few representative anecdotes.

| met Arnie and a strange coterie of oth-
er zeppelinlike humans when | made a for-
ay into their territory. As a sometime fatty
myself, | sojourned to the fabled fat farms
of Durham, North Carolina. Durham has
been a mecca for flab since the 1940s,
when an autocratic doctor named Walter
Kempner of Duke University created a diet
for patients with kidney disorders, which
also happened to reduce weight radically.
The Rice Diet was born and, publicized by
Buddy Hackett and other celebrity believ-
ers, went on to bring hordes of dieters
(“'ricers™) to Kempner's program.

Kempner and other diet gurus are re-
sponsible for turning Durham into Fat City,
U.S.A. Every week “flab flights™ land at
Raleigh-Durham airport, trundling in
obese patrons desperate for treatment.

Most are women, and since many of the .

diet plans emphasize walking, it is not an
uncommon sight in Durham to see hordes
of trotting cracks out busting concrete.
Beyond the brutalization of the side-
walks, this real-life invasion of the body
snatchers has a strange effect on what
otherwise would be a normal Southern
town. Clothing stores ring up endless
sales as dieters lose weight and leave the

116  PENTHOUSE

sailcloth behind. Restaurants stay open all
night to accommodate the binge eaters.
Discos and niteries are zoned for tonnage.
The local chamber of commerce esti-
mates that the diet programs are responsi-
ble for bringing in over $6 million a year.

The fat subculture is haunted by a few
personages: Dr. Kempner, a stern, dicta-
torial man who always dresses the same
way, in blue blazer and white ducks—like
someone's Nazi grandfather; Dr. Richard
Steulke, the director of Thin-For-Life, but
rather portly himsélf, and Dr. Gerard Mu-
sante, a behavior-modification guru and
the director of Structure House. These
three and others like them are the over-
lords of a subculture that gives Durham a
dislocated sense of being a mooring
ground for a group of extraterrestrial
blimps.

ifthe actors in this drama are absurd, so
is the plot line. Out of their normal setting,
beached in a refugee homeland while the
rest of the country practices strict fat-thin

e

Out of their normal setting,
the ordinary behavioral
patterns of the fatties go

haywire. Frenzied by
the scent of their own kind,
they go into rut.

*

apartheid, the ordinary behavioral pat-
terns of the fatties go haywire. Frenzied by
the scent of their own kind, they gointo rut,
mating and coupling like a people discov-
ering sex for the first time. Pound for
pound and acre per acre, Durham may be
the one place in the universe where the
sex act occurs most frequently.

| know whereof | speak. In 1979, at 3256
pounds, | had myself shipped to Durham
to enter a diet program. At the behest of
actor James Coco, | began to attend
Structure House, a-rigorous behavior-
modification program that took 140
pounds off my frame and added years to
my life. Quite incidentally—though for me,
as publisher of Screw, sex is never inci-
dental—Durham got me laid almost as
many times as it got me weighed.

The connection between sex and fat
may be complicated, but it has such stun-
ningly evident effects on the fatties who
flock to Durham that it is no longer argu-
able. Whatever the cause, the effect is
quite clear: herds of jabbering, perspiring
women, their weight averaging out to, say,
Stan Musial's lifetime - batting average,
throwing themselves on men with the sub-
tlety of an untracked train.

| have my theories. We're talking about
female fatties now; the numerous diet pro-
grams in Durham have a four-to-one fe-
male-male ratio. They are trucked in from
all over the country: bloated Palm Beach
matrons and insatiable Manhattan mink
holes—mostly ordered here by their hus-
bands, who can no longer stand the sight
of them, or by their architects, who tire of
widening doorways and designing struc-
tural supports for the floor joists.

Once in Durham, they begin to turn
weird. First, they are surrounded by wom-
en much like themselves. To appreciate
the effects of this you have to understand
what total outcasts fat people normally
are, especially the women. Since they
don’t conform to the near-anorexic bedy
model promulgated by Madison Avenue,
thereby violating the “‘daintiness’’ of wom-
anhood, the female fatties become non-
persons. And this is especially true as far
as sexuality goes. Fat women are desexu-
alized. One Durham dieter told me she
had been among a group of women being
handed leaflets advertising an abortion
service. She was passed over, as if the
leafleteer didn't believe anyone would
possibly bother to knock her up.

In Durham, however, the tables are
turned. There, all weight is relative, and a
185-pound woman can be hustled up as if
she were a nympho virgin version of Mari-
lyn Chambers. Fatties are talked with, re-
lated to, included in—for some of themit's
the first time in their lives. Suddenly, a
woman who hadn't thought about her vul-
va for ages—except how to reach around
the flab and swab the menses from her
labes—has a man in front of her, his boner
twitching in her direction.

Durham may also be the last enclave of
virginity in America. Many of these blimps
were too busy sucking down sundaes in
their adolescence to ever have normal
sexual development—no dates, no
dances, no feverish feels in the backseat
of a Chevy. The touchstones of female ex-
perience are foreign to them: They simply
haven't had a boy fumble with their bra,
fish out their boobs, and begin to feast on
their suckems like a Hoover in heat.

Fat is accepted in Durham not because
itis healthy or sexy or beautiful, but simply
because it is normal. The swimming pool
at Duke Towers, where many fatties keep
apartments, is an amazing sight. Mounds
of sun-pinkened flesh, bikinied for the first
time, are beached poolside in a desperate
ploy to mask bulk behind a thin patina of
tan. Bloblike carcasses bob in the pool
(where they keep the water level intention-
ally low), playing water games, flirting with
each other, lumbering in and out of the wa-
ter with an indelicate spontaneity. The
scene resembles nothing so much as an
African watering hole beset by a herd of
hippos.

But as hilarious or odious as this scene
may be to less obese people, for the fat-
ties of Durham it is the first timid step to
some kind of sanity about their bodies.
The dieting and constant attention to

CONTINUED ON PAGE 186
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e What | like to do best
Is give head. It makes me feel
good knowing I'm «
making somebody else feel good.®
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VALLEY (IR

PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER

Rachel Ashley, fer sure, is not your typical California valley girl. The 20-  block. "l discovered my mom's vibrator when | was 12 years old. |
year-old singer of a hot RCA record album, Racing Heart, and thesen-  remember masturbating with it a lot. It was the greatest thing | had ever
sual centerpiece of the even hotter porno flick, Every Woman Has a  discovered. I'd rather do that than go outside and play. Now, | like todo
Fantasy, remembers how she was different from every otherkidonthe it atleast once a day. It makes me feel so good.”
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For Rachel, making porno films is a labor of love. At first our vixen was timid. “It was a bit like going to the doctor. | was really scared at

first, but when you start doing what you do, you kind of forget about everything else.” On the set she loves to do the outrageous. "Daing it

with two guys was really fantastic. Also | did a girl-girl scene in Every Woman Has a Fantasy that was the most unbelievable, fantastic
sex experience | ever had. It was the first time that | ever made love to another woman, and it was wonderful."
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Offscreen Rachel is just as serious about her sex life. Four times a week is this lovely's minimum

quota of lovemaking. But as her ample assets would indicate, more is better. | like to have it as

much as possible.” And in bed she has to be every right-thinking, red-blooded American boy's fan-

tasy. “My favorite position is the spoon position. But what | like to do best is give head. It makes me
feel good knowing I'm making somebody else feel good."






Our porno staris sexy but definitely not sexist since she admires and respects her male co-perform-
ers. "Boy, do they bring out the best in me! When | found out that they make less money than me, |
was really pissed off. It's just not right. If | have to fake it | can. They can't. With all those people
staring at them, it's amazing they can do it at all. They're great. They always arise to the occasion.”
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Sometimes Rachel's experi-
ences off the set can be
more outrageous than those
on camera. "On my first film
Jamie Gillis and | were stay-
ing at the same hotel. He
called me up and invited me
to his room. When | got there
Jamie and his girlfriend
were on the couch really
getting it on. He motioned
me over to join them. | was
nervous, but | went over and
the three of us really went to
town. | had just turned 18
and had never done any-
thing like that. Boy, it was a
coming of age.”
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Is there anything else this sensual beauty wishes to do? “| really want to have a great

threesome with two other women. Not like when you're on the set and they scream

‘Cut!' just when you're getting turned on. And the women would have to be beautiful

and blond. I'm very chauvinistic when it comes to making love to a woman. They don't
have to be intelligent, only beautiful and sexy.” O+—g
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CAMP-FIRED
GRLS

PHOTOGRAPHS BY ALLAN J. WASH

Scouting for new
frontiers, the adven-
turous threesome
broke away from

their eagle-eyed
pack. Launching

a private expedition,
they were determined
to put the wild back
in the wilderness....
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Soon, their
little necking
in the woods
led to bolder
petting of an
animal na-
ture. Intrepid
trailblazers,
all...







Nestled near their pup tent, the three-
some bottomed out with abandon, finding
swinging sisterhood more powerful than
their scouts' honor.
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Inured to the evening chill, their fluttering
tongues and fickle fingers formed an end-
less outreach project. Creating sparks
with their friction, they kept their camp-
fired bodies burning all night.
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Awarding
silent Brownie
points for
pleasure,
these sexy
scouts sur-
vived—even
thrived—ina
wilderness
untrampled
by man.
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THEATRICS

PHOTOGRAPHS BY ROBERTO GRANATA

‘A direct encounter with the theatrical world of

Lindsay Kemp is the greatest orgasm for any photographer's lens,"

says photographer Roberto Granata, whose stunning and
eerie photographs capture the emotional impact of Kemp's faces.
The work of Lindsay Kemp's theatrical troupe
is a highly self-conscious form of theater that is both lyrical
: and'grotesque. On further inspection Kemp's
own sense of theater emerges as an existential form of burlesque
that is at once haunting, surreal, and'overtly operatic.
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Granata, whose earlier work as a fashion photographer
has appeared in Vogue and Paris-Match, clearly understands the
power of outlandish design. His unbiased and
analytical eye was invaluable in capturing the many faces of Kemp's
troupe, which he tells us “sometimes seemed spontaneous
and intimately natural . . . sometimes cruel, abstract, sensuous,
mysterious. | found myself drowning in the river of Kemp's
images realized in the flesh by his actor-dancers, every one of them
both human and inhuman.”
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Kemp's theater
\utilizes the
elements of
ancient drama as
depicted in his
interpretation of

. Medusa (right).
It takes a
photographer
like Granata

to capture the
ancient and
mythical
symbolism in
these'incredible
countenances.
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Heavy metal is a
gaudy hash of sexism,
Fascism, sadism,
and Satanism.
Some call it noise.
Millions of fans
call it rock and roll.

FEELING
THE
NOIZE

BY NICK TOSCHES

he first person

| wanna kill is Boy George," said
José Luis Vega, nodding and grinning
with dark delight.

Boy George, the sweet-voiced, an-
drogynous leader of the British band
Culture Club, was then well on his way
to becoming one of the darlings of rock
and roll. His group's new record, "‘Kar-
ma Chameleon,"” would soon become
the biggest hit in the United States.
Mellifluous and reggae-flavored, its =
sound was pleasantly flighty. So was
Boy George, profiled in September’s =
Penthouse, whose eccentric blurring of =
his sex was generally considered cute =
rather than offensive. Appearing on the =
cover of Newsweek, bantering with =
Joan Rivers on The Tonight Show, he =
was winning the hearts of America as
surely as he had won the hearts of pun- _
kettes on the other side of the Atlantic. =
But to José Luis Vega and perhaps a |
million other kids—the ever-growing -







The ONLY
Radar Detector
in a Rear View Mirror ...

MICRO EYE SUPREME

ANOTHER FIRST FROM BEL. This Compuheterodyne detector
provides extra long range Police Radar detection front and rear, with
equal sensitivity. Aiso around corners and over hills. The panoramic
mirror eliminates those dangerous blind spots AND you won't have to
worry about the “Windshield Obstructions” law in many states.

In June, 1982, BEL - the leaders in radar detection technology became
the first to incorporate computer technology in a radar detector. Some
competitors followed a year later, claiming a “new" breakthrough, using
ambiguous designations to describe a technology which we pioneered -
Compuheterodyne; the result of integrating signal processing and
superheterodyne circuitry.

SUPERIOR PERFORMANCE. Escort met its match with our first
Compuheterodyne detector, as reported at the time in Autoweek. Our
latest technological advances have made our original
Compuheterodyne and all of our competitor’s radar detectors obsolete.

ADVANCED FEATURES. RSD (Radar Signal Discrimi-
nation Mode) rejects incoming signals from other radar detectors.
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Power LED Lights status

OftOn Off'On Radar Alert

PWR RSD FILTER
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RSD Mode
Local'Long Range

FILTER Mode

Radar Signal
Local’'Long Range

Strength Meter

FILTER (Time Domain Filter Mode) virtually eliminates signals from
microwave intrusion alarms, garage door openers, efc.
BAND IDENTIFICATION. Separate alerts for X and K band.

FOUR REASONS TO ORDER NOW! We are so confident that the
unigue MICRO EYE SUPREME will be your best defence against Police
Radar, that we are offering, for a limited time only, these specials:

1. SPECIAL PRICE $299.00 (Regular Price $349.95). Price slightly
higher in Canada. New York State residents add 7% tax.

2. 30 DAY REFUND OFFER. Customer satisfaction guaranteed or your
money will be refunded if you return your unit within 30 days from date of
purchase.

3. EXPRESS DELIVERY at no extra charge if you pay with money
order, credit card or certified cheque.

4. ONE YEAR WARRANTY. Full one year limited warranty on parts
and labor.

HERE'S HOW TO ORDER:

BY PHONE: Please have American Express, Visa or MasterCard
ready.

In U.S. call toll free: 1-800-341-1401 or 1-800-457-3017

In New York State call: (716) 856-2222

In Canada call toll free: 1-800-268-3994

BY MAIL: Send a check, money order or the number and expiration date
of American Express, Visa or MasterCard to:

B.E.L-TRONICS LIMITED, 255 Delaware Ave., Buffalo, NY 14202.

In Canada: B.E.L-TRONICS LIMITED, 2422 Dunwin Dr., Mississauga,
Ont. LSL 1J9

DEALER ENQUIRIES INVITED

B.E.L—TRONICS - The leaders in radar detection technology.



fair sex attend heavy-metal concerts it is
usually as the reluctant date of a more en-
thusiastic boyfriend. David Lee Roth of
Van Halen stands out as the only real
heavy-metal cunt-throb. As one record-
company executive told me, *'Girls really
aren't interested in this stuff. They wanna
fuck Boy George. Of course, he’d rather
fuck his drummer; but that's rock and roll
for you, | guess.” Serving less to wet the
Brazilian-cut panties of pubescent girls
than to exalt the spurned, unspendable
sexuality of working-class boys, the
heavy-metal idols with their bolstered and
bulging crotches are priapic lightning rods,
transforming the energy of sexual frustra-
tion into dazzling sight and furious sound.

Chaste and trifling genitals become
mighty ordnance of raging liberation. *‘Oh,
| got big balls, | got big balls,” shouted
Bon Scott, the lead singer of AC/DC.
Though Scott departed for the heavy-met-
al hereafter, having choked to death on his
own drunken puke in 1980, AC/DC's ““Big
Balls” remains one of the music's an-
thems, sort of a heavy-metal "*My Way."”

“We're the American youth,” said 25-
year-old Nikki Sixx, the bass player in
Méctley Crie, the Los Angeles heavy-metal
band whose layered shags, makeup, and
high-heeled platform boots take up where
Kiss left off. “And youth is about sex,
drugs, pizza, and more sex. We're intel-
lectuals on a crotch level.” Sixx claims
that on “Ten Seconds of Love—one of

the recordings on Mdétley Criie's 1983 al-
bum, Shout at the Devil—he can be heard
practicing what he preaches. "‘If you listen
very closely,” he maintained, “'you can
hear a lot of squishy sounds during that
song. That's because we were fucking
some chicks while we were making the
record. Now when they're playing that
song athome, they can tell all their friends,
‘Hear that noise? That’s me being fucked
by Nikki Sixx.”” Then again, he also
claims that Nikki Sixx is his real name.

To the minds of many heavy-metal fa-
natics, guys such as Sixx are as romanti-
cally old-fashioned as a lace valentine, as
passé as their parents’ free love and sex
without guilt. Hard-core heavy metal goes
far beyond the traditional wet-dream fan-
tasies of rock and roll.

My pulse is beatin’ stronger,
Can't take it any longer—
Women in chains!

Women in chains!

Women in chains!

This, the refrain of **Women in Chains"’
by the British group Waysted, is indicative
of heavy metal’'s deeper romantic yearn-
ings. (It also, | think, helps to explain why
young girls are less than plentiful among
the heavy-metal ranks.) ‘“‘Women in
Chains’ goes on to recall a certain Alice,
who is remembered with sardonic fond-
ness as '‘sucking and sucking and suck-
ing.” Vices, the 1983 Waysted album that

included the song, featured on its cover,
yes, a woman in chains.

White Lace and Black Leather is what
the Canadian band Helix called one of its
albums. A subsequent single celebrated a
“Heavy Metal Love" in “leather and lace.”
The British group Judas Priest, whose fifth
album was named Hell Bent for Leather,
performs material such as ‘'(Take These)
Chains" and *‘Pain and Pleasure.” The lat-
est heavy-metal band from Germany, Ac-
cept, sings of “London Leatherboys” in
their first American album, Balls to the Wall
(the cover of which unintentionally outdoes
anything the Village People ever dared: a
black-and-white photo of a hairy thigh, a
glimpse of male crotch in a bikini brief,
and a leather-sleeved arm, its hand
clutching—roll over, Bon Scoft—a big
ball). Van Halen's 1982 platinum album,
Diver Down, included a poster of David
Lee Roth in chains, photographed by none
other than Helmut Newton. (Perhaps this
helps to explain why young girls are plenti-
ful among the ranks of Van Halen's fans.)
Van Halen is also responsible for the ulti-
mate S & M rock video—their production
of “Pretty Woman," which featured not
only high-heeled cuties in bondage but
transvestites and evil midgets as well.

Curiously, all of these acts disclaim the
S & M images they project. Judas Priest's
Rob Halford strikes what is perhaps the
most extreme pose in heavy metal. His ap-

pearance is nothing less than that of a gar-
CONTINUED ON PAGE 180

‘x\\\mf@

£ i\“}uﬁ«(z,

F MASTER 9
m ﬂlﬁg

7y
%

158 PENTHOUSE



Panasonic presents a 112 color TV.
And three other minor miracles.

You're looking at four small TVs with some very
big extras. Extras that pop up. Wake you up. Fill
you up with fantastic stereo sound. And keep
you up with the latest personal TV technology.

Nobody is bigger in small TVs than Panasonic. Take
this really portable, portable color TV. Featuring a

gem of a color picture. Measuring a mere 1% All
screen sizes measured diagonally.

The three portables play on house current or
batteries. Each one comes with a battery that can be
recharged hundreds of times. Which can add up to
some very large savings. :

The minor miracles from Panasonic. They do a lot
more than just stay home and play TV. v pictures simulated.
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Alluring...Sensuous...
Tasteful...Classic!
Now!...A truly fantastic imited edition
collector plate [ike none other ever created!
Never before fuas there been anything so

beautiful or innocent as “‘Thalia”’, first of the
Three Graces, to be preserved forever in the
permanency of porcelain as a collector’s
treasure.

Throughout the ages the sensual beauty of
wamen fas been immortalized in all forms of
fine art. The enduring classics, from sonnet
to symphony, from sculpture to painting,
have continually portrayed the natural
attractiveness of tﬁe _femafe _fonn wuﬁ an
aura of romance and intrigue
goddess of blooming ﬁowers, Jaugﬁta’qf
Zeus, and first of the Three Graces,
continues to fier destiny by spreading
warmth and joy tﬁ:ougﬁmt)t/ﬁ?wgr&{ and
into the fiearts of anyone who appreciates the
portrayal of a woman!

© ARMSTRONG'S

Now you have the opportunity to possess
“Thalia", the first,collector plate in a series
of four plates entitled ‘“The Three Graces”’.
““Thalia" created from an original by
Micfiael Perham is a worldwide edition of
10,000 plates, 8 1/2" in diameter. Each
porcelain plate is individually produced by
Armstrong’s to the fighest of quality
standards, is meticulously documented on
the reverse side, and is individually numbered
to further enfiance its value. Additionally,
each plate is embellishied with an elaborate
24-Karat gold border which also increases its
investment potential.

Take advantage of this (imited offer and
order yours today! Price $49.50

®
Armstrongs
150 East Third Street
Pomona, California 91766

(714) 623-6464

Toll free in California

(800) 222-2557

Toll free outside California
(800) 872-2557

Hours 9:00 a.m. to 5:30 p.m.
Tuesday through Saturday
MasterCard and VISA honored

To place your order call Armstrong'’s toll
free or use the coupon below.

Please accept my order for

NAME

Enclosed please find my check for the amount of $
Mastercard or VISA. California residents please include sales tax.

THALIA plates at $49.50 each, including shipping.

or charge to my

ADDRESS

CITY, STATE, ZIP

VISA OR MASTERCARD #

EXPIRATION DATE

SIGNATURE

compliments of Armstrong’s.

NOTE: When ordering from this ad, you will receive FREE a beautiful gold display stand,







PART TWO

FEMALE
PLEASURES

From lesbian desire to
heterosexual romance, two
true stories capture the
private, sensual world of
women in love.

THE DRAINAGE DITCH

It's late spring and we are helping
friends by pickaxing a drainage ditch
behind one of their buildings. Since

| have never used a pickax before, |
spend some time locating its bal-
ance, my center. We alternate axing
and hauling away the water-soaked
muck. The soil is red clay, somewhat
rubbery, and it sticks to our skin

and clothes in bright splashes.

We touch each other intimately
as we pass in the narrow gully be-
tween bank and building. During
one break we start to neck. She goes
to pee into the can on the porch
and returns, with gloves in pockets,
fastening her pants. Lasciviously |
rub my heavily clothed labia against
her bent and braced thigh, caress
taut nipples pushing through her shirt.
Shifting, she opens my pants, slides
her hand inside and down, spreading
my legs wider. My boots slip in the
mud. She tightens her grip around my
waist until | regain my balance. |
prop one boot against the wall and
press against her, hungry.

She slips inside me, starts to fuck
me quick and hard, her knuckles rub-
bing firmly on my glans. | wiggle
my torso back and forth, up and down,
more, more. She whispers encour-
agement: "'Yes, yes, love, let it come.”
| feel as if I'm pulling everything into
my pelvis: her fingers, my labia, and
my ass hole. | hold my breath for
as long as | can, gulp air, and hold my
breath again, thinking | can’t main-
tain this tension much longer. All of my
being is wound into one tight ball.

With this wonderfully intuitive

PAINTING BY
WOLFGANG HUTTER




awareness that she has about me, she
knows where to touch and how to move.
She knows I'm going to peak soon and
gazes at me softly and openly, rubbing my
clitoris with her thumb. | close my eyes
again and wait in that quiet, hollow-feeling
place until | see the flames licking out be-
hind closed lids, feel my shoulders hunch
and then convulse. Shuddering, | come.

Slowly | return, clinging to her, breath-
ing in heavy short gasps. The odors of
sweat and love mingle with smells of
damp wood and sun-warmed grass. | kiss
and lick her salty neck, push her gently
against the building, work my boots more
firmly into the clay. We kiss for a long time
before | go in search of her wetness. She
sighs as | enter her, resting there for a
while then bringing the moisture out and
up around her pearl. Moaning, she turns
her head from side to side, draws me on
with the darting pelvic thrusts that | find so
exciting. | flatten my fingers, move them
between her inner lips, and rub my face
and lips against her cheek.

Her knees begin to wobble. | grasp her
leg with mine, push her more firmly
against the building with my weight. She
presses her mons hard against my fingers
till | reach inside with short, deep thrusts.
Oh, how wet she is, | sing inside; | tell her
she is very wet. She rocks upon my fin-
gers then brings my hand out again. | re-
turn to her hooded lady, rub the head and
shaft with slippery silken fingers, and sep-

arate the feathery hairs.

Her head is thrown back, neck arched
forward, shoulders shaking. Little quakes
run up and down her body, she starts to
vibrate all over. | am full of loving her,
wanting her joy. She quivers, then seems
to shatter around my cupped and writhing
fingers, vagina opening to me, clenching
around my knuckles.

In her cabin that evening we talk about
our afternoon of loving, linger over favorite
moments, warm and close. Turned-on
again, | tense my heavy limbs and clasp
her leg between my own. We rub and talk
and tease until we both come again, fin-
gers and toes curled tightly. We laugh and

hug, amazed at this river of passion that.

runs beneath us, rising to our surfaces
and taking us, sometimes abruptly, giving
little warning of the depth and power that
will surge and crest, subside and leave us
shaken and spent.

SAILING AWAY

I knew Von was coming into port soon with
his ship, the Medina, but | didn't know the
exact day. He is 31 and works as a mate
for an East Coast oil company. My hus-
band, my lover, my friend. Though |
should be accustomed to it by now, | am,
invariably, a little taken by surprise when
he calls. Of course, that decidedly adds to
our excitement—our anticipation of being
together again at last.

"'l don’t worry about getting laid off. it's that damned policy of attrition."
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We met in the late afternoon at the ship
terminal, a windswept pier from which we
had a fine view of the moon rising in the
blue celestial sphere over the bay. He -
kissed my lips, a long lingering kiss. In that
instant, weakness took me in the knees,
my heart was faint with lust to lie down be-
side him.

*How was your drive?" he asked, his
voice smoky, with the wind blowing it soft-
ly to my ears.

"Nice. As always, I've had butterflies
since you called,” | answered, smiling into
his eyes.

Pleased with this, he smiled, his head
gracefully inclined toward me, filling my
eyes with his powerful beauty. Tall, lithe
beauty, head to foot. Massive shoulders
with soft curls, like petals of wild roses, all
brassy brown. Smooth, peachy complex-
ion, somewhat ruddy with sun. Gently
slanting, dark—yet clear—brown eyes,
evenly set with a straight nose. :

I haven't had much sleep, so you can
drive,” he said as we got into the car.

""How long do we have together?" |
searched his eyes.

“About 30 hours is all,” he answered.

“Thirty hours of treasure,” | said, mak-
ing the best of it. “Have you had supper
yet?” | asked as we drove along the
causeway.

“No," he said. "I want to take you out.”

""What would you like, then?"

Von looked at me, his jawline solemn,
and said, ''You.” Then he clasped my
wrist, “It's so good to see you.”

Looking from the road to his eyes and
then down at his body, | agreed, "I know. |
missed you, too.” Impulsively, | reached
over and ran my hand easily down his
crotch. He gasped lightly, delighted by the
gesture. My hand lingered, and | felt him
respond beneath it. Our eyes met. He told
me not to stop; | pressed down.

Straining to keep my eyes on the road, |
wriggled in my seat and opened the sun-
roof. The clean breeze refreshed my skin.

Again | let my eyes look his way. He
clasped my hand, put it to his lips, and
kissed it. He put it down to rest on his leg
and readily unfastened his pants, reveal-
ing his bold penis.

Instinctively, | put my hand oniit, around
it, and finally beneathiit. | lifted it a little; 1 let
my eyes fall to it. His penis appeared pol-
ished where the sunlight shone on it.

Ordinarily, he wears silky bikini under-
wear. | said, "'You aren’t wearing under-
wear today, babe.”

Smiling, he said. ““I'll bet you aren’t ei-
ther.”

Beneath my flannel skirt and blouse
was my bare skin. | felt exquisitely sexy,
giving him an innocent smite.

| caressed his penis as we rode along
and talked lightly, with mingled sighs of
growing passion.

“"How was New York?'' | asked, as we
walked in the door.

*Oh, it was great. | went to Greenwich
Village, ate at a quaint little ltalian place,
and went to see Gandhi."

CONTINUED ON PAGE 178



EXTRA

A compendium of bizarre, idiotic,
lurid, and ofttimes witless driblets of information
culled from the nation’s press

© HARD TIMES, INC.

ALLTHE NEWS THAT'S PRINTED TO FIT

VOL.3,NO. 10

A crowd of 500 men dedicated to the notion of male liberation
gathered in Washington for the National Conference on Men and
Masculinity. The preppy New Man of coffee-table magazines
was not in evidence; sartorial tastes ran more toward beards,
sandals, and every now and then, a ponytail.

The conference was sponsored by the three-year-old National
Organization for Changing Men (NOCM). For three days the
group rapped, hugged, cried, then rapped some more. Critiqu-
ing society and themselves through the telescope of feminism,
the men rejected—then dissected—what they consider the

YOU CALL THESE MEN??

KEN HEINEN

enslaving, macho code of honor. The participants, mostly col-
lege-educated and in their thirties or forties, anticipated how
mainstream society would characterize any man who would
attend this kind of jamboree. Said Michael Scher, a drug-clinic
director and happily married father of two, *“I think the people
who call these men wimps are the ones who refuse to face the
anxieties they're experiencing as a result of being a typical
macho male.”"—(Newsweek)

You don’t have to be macho in order to call a wimp a wimp.—
Editor
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A CURE
FOR BALDNESS?

British farmer John Coombs claims that he has a new cure for
baldness: have a cow lick the top of your head. Coombs prefers
his cow Primrose for the treatment. Primrose is the cow that
prompted his discovery when she licked some cattle-food dust of f
his pate. Coombs says that a few weeks later hair was growing in
an area that had been bald for years. “There may be some scien-
tific explanation—it could be the lactic acid on her tongue that’s
the magic ingredient.” Coombs believes that Primrose has the
most effective tongue for the treatment and has invited other bald
men to come out to his farm to try their luck. “But,” he said, “I
must warn them she has a very rough tongue.” (Daily Mirror—
submitted by Don Vaughan, Lake Worth, Fla.)

What about wearing a tongue sandwich under your fedora?
—Editor

HOW NOT TO
EXTERMINATE MOLES

Nigerian businessman Oscar
Ejiamike was frustrated in his
attempts to get rid of a pesky
mole from his home in
Dowsby Fen, England. He had
heard moles were nocturnal,
so he decided to catch this one
at night. To provide light for
the mole hunt, he used his Jag-
uar limousine headlights. The
car stalled, and when he re-
started it, the car lurched into
gear and crashed into his
house. The crash burst the fuel

tank, the gasoline ignited, and
his car and home caught fire
and burnt down. ““I was lucky
to get out alive,” he said. I
couldn’t even call the fire de-
partment because the flames
burned through the telephone
cable. I still want to see that
mole dead.” (Philadelphia
Inquirer—submitted by Rick
Johnson, Philadelphia, Pa.)

When animal lovers hear about
this, they'll start a defense
fund for the mole.—Editor

THE FIRST ANNUAL
TOILET PAPER FESTIVAL

Some towns have strawberry
festivals, some have water-
melon festivals. The town of
St. Helens, Oregon, decided
that they needed a festival that
was “‘unique’” and made St.
Helens a “‘place to visit.”” As
the statement from the St.
Helens Chamber of Com-
merce states, ‘It is the ‘differ-
ent” festival that creates inter-
est and press coverage. One of
the more unique aspects of St.
Helens is that we have one of

the largest toilet-paper-pro-
ducing machines in the
nation.”” The first Annual Toi-
let Paper Festival will feature
such activities as the Toilet-
Paper Art Competition, the
Toilet-Seat Toilet-Paper
Throw, and a Nose-Blowing
Contest. Yes, folks, St.
Helens is on the roll. (Submit-
ted by Steven Johnson, St.
Helens, Oreg.)

Thank God they don’t make
Tampax in St. Helens.—Editor

RDR PRODUCTIONS

Susie Martin had already suf-
fered enough from the deaths
of her daughter and two grand-
daughters during a *‘domestic
rampage’” in Oakland, Cali-
fornia. Then there was the
rampage at the graveyard. The
grave was not large enough for
her daughter’s coffin, so the
attendants tried to lower the
casket by turning it on its side.
The mourners objected. Then
the grave diggers attempted to
break off the casket handles so
it would fit, but again the

A GRAVE
CASE OF INJUSTICE

up and down on the coffin,
trying to force it into the grave.
At that point the funeral was
stopped. Six days later, at
another funeral, the workers
brought the casket back to the
graveyard on the back of a
pickup truck filled with tools
and dirt. That was the last
straw for Susie Martin, who
is suing the cemetery for
$500,000. (San Francisco
Chronicle—submitted by Jim
Logan, Felton, Calif.)

They're just doing the Grave-

THIS JOB REALLY
IS THE PITS

Here at Hill Top Research, in Cincinnati, Ohio, work goes on
day and night to make sure that our American products work
their best. In this photograph the staff is testing a new deodorant
soap. The subjects are paid to try the soap so researchers can
find out how effective it is. One tester, Maryellen Malley, who
has worked with Hill Top for 30 years, was rejected for the test
because she didn’t smell bad enough. *‘I was really disap-
pointed,” she said. “I'd been looking forward to it.”” Another
tester said, “‘I feel we’re helping science. I think it’s a great
thing.” (ContraCosta Times—submitted by Charles Dickinson,
Oakley, Calif.)

Louis Pasteur couldn’t have said it better himself.—Editor
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mourners stopped them.
Finally, the attendants jumped

yard Stomp, ma’'am. No extra
charge.—Editor

AP
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POLICE REPORT FROM DOWNERS GROVE

Jeffery Konfrst, 21, was arrested and charged with public inde-
cency after he was allegedly observed placing his male organ in
a jar of slaw dressing at a K-Mart. (Downers Grove Reporter—

submitted by Jim Mueller, Downers Grove, I11.)
Dear Penthouse “Forum’': I have discovered the most exciting...
—Editor

Not according to the U.S. government. They say Patricia
Michelle Castaneda, 41, born Patrick Michael Tripp, is a man.
They contend that her 1980 marriage to Manuel Castaneda is
therefore invalid, and they will not grant him a visa as an immedi-
ate relative of a U.S. citizen. So Mrs. Castaneda is suing the gov-
ernment, charging it with discrimination and violation of her
constitutional rights. She says that she has dressed as a woman
since she was a teenager and that her family has treated her as a
female. “To me I’m a woman; to the doctors I'm a woman,”” said
Mrs. Castaneda. (Cincinnati Enquirer—submitted by Dean Cas-
teel, Loveland, Ohio)

But only her hairdresser knows for sure.—Editor

HE LEFT MORE THAN
FINGERPRINTS

Police are hot on the trail of a robber in Whittier, California. A
man approached a gas-station attendant there, ordered him to
open the cash register, and then took $600. The attendant, Farid
Neroles, tried to stop the robber and, in the ensuing struggle, bit
off the robber’s left thumb at the first joint. The robber then
dropped the money and fled. The thumb was kept for fin-
gerprinting. (Los Angeles Times—submitted by Daniel Tulanian,
Sherman Oaks, Calif.)

He won’t thumb his nose at the law anymore.—Editor

AP/WIDE WORLD PHOTOS

CORRECTION OF
THE MONTH

In a report on the Style page of June 22 on a performance of
“Rigoletto,” staged at the Metropolitan Opera House and
attended by Princess Alexandra of England. Brooke Astor’s
clothing was incorrectly described. She wore a black skirt and a
pink blouse with three rows of ruffles. Princess Alexandra wore
a baby-blue dress. (New York Times)

This is the newspaper that only publishes “*All the News That's
Fit to Print.""—Editor

A new fad in Philly has led to a rash of murders. Cazal frames,
imported from West Germany, are so popular that people are
willing to kill to get them. The first slaying linked to the eye-
glasses occurred when a man was fatally stabbed in the chest by
someone he accused of stealing his “*Cazzies.”” Another man
was shot and killed as he pursued the man who stole his eye-
glasses. Then a third man was stabbed in the stomach after he
accused two cousins of stealing his “Cazzies’’ during a party.
“*All it takes is for somebody to grab them and run,’ said Cap-
tain John McLees, a Philadelphia police spokesman. ““They are
sitting right on people’s faces.” (The Sacramento Bee—submit-
ted by George Gonzalez, Represa, Calif.)

If people didn’t insist on wearing their glasses on their faces, we
wouldn’t have this problem.—Editor [
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EDITOR’S
NOTE:

We welcome your contributions for future “Hard Times™
columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to
Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip-
pings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New
York, N.Y. 10023. Please include the name of the newspaper,
the page number, and the date the clipping was published.
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HALLOWEEN ‘84

(Not a movie sequel)
BY TIM HAGGERTY




= e N T

“For a minute there you had me fooled. “Trick or treat."
I thought you were the gynecologist and Eric was the
eye, ear, nose, and throat doctor.”

“When did you begin to suspect it was more than a yeast infection?"
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“For an additional $9.95, we have a self-catheterization kit
that has proved very popular with our gorilla-suit customers."

&

“First prize goes to Pegasus, a.k.a. Bob and Muriel Williams,
and their good friend Mitch.”

“Oh, look, they must have
finished bobbing for apples and gone out to play.”




“You should have seen his face when | told him Halloween is
for the little tykes and to beat it before | called the cops.”
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PLEASURES

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 166

Setting all else aside, we made way to
our bedroom. “It is good to be home,
jove,"” he said.

We recently bought a wonderful wave-
less water bed with an oak headboard that
has an oval mirror and an ornate etching.
A thick seascape comforter covers the
water mattress and frame.

I undressed while Von went to put on
some music. | looked up; he stood naked
beyond the door. | seized the moment to
admire his excellent body. Supple, lean,
and young. Handsome, delicate feet and
ankles, with rich thighs like a hurdler's. A
taut, flat stomach molding upward to his
dense ribs and upper arms. Very smooth
skin, very enticing.

As we reached for each other, Von
grasped my wrist, touched my arms, my
shoulders. With unutterable joy, we got
into the bed facing each other, hand in
hand, eye 1o eye. He rolled over on his
back as | turned toward him, kissing him,
touching him, moving downward. He
sighed with pleasure as | consumed him.
His sighing provoked my own desire for
him. | looked up into the mirror at the re-
flection of my mouth and his penis. *Oh, |
love that,” he whispered. He rolled his
head to one side slowly, then touched me,
laughing softly. There is nothing | do that

my lover does not notice.

He tapped his fingers upon my shoul-
ders, saying, ''Come here.”” His loving
words reached my loving ears in soft,

_smoky whispers.

| moved toward him, knowing he was a
little weary. He held me, kissed me. Gently
rolling us over, he said, “And now, for
your pleasure.”

"“You are my pleasure, babe."

He traced my face under his spread
hands, telling me he loved me. We kissed
long, passionately, gyrating with desire for
each other. His tender mouth enveloped
my nipples, sucking gently while his
tongue teased the very tips. My breasts
swelled in excitement.

He moved slowly down my body, kiss-
ing me softly with his lips and tongue. His
golden fingers slid over my body, touch-
ing, caressing, gently squeezing me.

He took my foot in his hands and put my
toes to his lips, kissing them, sucking
them, moving his tongue erotically be-
tween them.

He then moved upward, between my
legs, turning his head to kiss the inside of
my knees. He spread my legs apart and
ran his fingers smoothly up my thighs.
Lightly touching me, spreading my vagina,
he put his loving lips and tongue to me. His
breath was warm, light chills spread over
my body as he caressed me with his
mouth. In a peak of passion, he brought
me to a rhythmic orgasm.

24900 (o)
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With insatiable desire, | wrapped my
legs around his shoulders. His mouth ea-
gerly responded to my embrace, engulf-
ing me completely. Beneath his lips and
tongue | quivered into a crescendo of lus-
cious orgasms.

He held me close, each of us loving that
ultimate feeling-of closeness, that beautiful
tranquillity.

We showered together, bathing each
other completely with sweet soap. Hold-
ing me close he said, *‘Our bodies are per-
fect together.”

We chose to eat oysters on the half
shell—that renowned aphrodisiac—at the
Black Diamond Raw Bar. We each had
oysters and beer, though not too much—
for we never wanted to be too full for love.
It was very intimate. Von kissed me and
said, "“Tolook at us, one would never think
we've been married for ten years.” He tru-
ly knows the perfect thing to say.

On the way home Von asked, ““Should |
stop and get us some wine?”’

**No, | have champagne chilled for you,
as always.”

Von filled wine glasses while | changed
into the gown he gave me for Christmas—
transparently lavender, soft, silky, sensu-
ous. He delights in my wearing it.

Making some time to talk is always es-
pecially important to us because of our
life-style—his work. We spend many
hours talking and loving, nurturing our re-
lationship.

After we told each other about the trials
of our separation, we talked of a future full
of promise. We sat close, in bed, our legs
entwined.

We love using the romantic effect of
candles. Filling the air with Eden scents—
sandalwood, vanilla, jasmine.

The candlelight cast a radiance over
him, his salty voice caressed me, intoxi-
cating me.

“"How about a massage?'' | asked,
longing to caress him, to breathe the heav-
enly fragrance that came from him.

*For me or you?"' he responded.

““For you, babe, just for you.”

A smile came to his lips. He looked at
me and said, "'I'd love it."

He turned onto his stomach, in front of
the mirror.

1 spread my legs and straddied his loins,
my gown falling to our sides. | then poured
oil liberally into my palms, warming it be-
tween them.

Anointing his back and shoulders com-
pletely, | sensed the intimacy beneath my
palms and fingers. | worked my palms into
his lean, steadfast muscles, feeling the
tension dissolve, his silken skin sleek with
rich oil. With each stroke upon his exten-
sive brown shoulders, | felt a surge of ex-
citement.

He opened his heavy eyes and looked
up into the mirror at me. | took my gown
off, drawing it up over my head. My hair
fell in wild disarray. He gasped in sensa-
tional seductive exclamation.

Smiling, | lay down on his back, my nip-
ples pressed against his satin skin. He let

CONTINUED ON PAGE 209





















“Fucking up. Stealing shit.”

“How seriously do you take yourself as
a singer?"'

“I'm not a great singer. I'm a show-off. If
| were a.really great singer, | wouldn't be
singin' rock and roll, I'd be singin' grand
opera.'"

"Do you still enjoy performing, or is it
getting to be a bore?"

"Rock and roll is a good living for me.
It's made me a wealthier man than | was
before. Plus the fact that | really get a kick
out of it.

“Lately, though, I've been wondering
whether or not there's a limit to how far
you can go with all this. Lasers, holo-
grams. What else can you do? Once
you've seen it, you've fuckin' seen it, ya
know? It's like Kiss. They went as far as
they could go—then pft.

"I could have gone on this tour with a
minimum show. But the kids would've
gone away disappointed, and they wouldn't
come back next time. ‘Oh, fuck him' ya
know?

"The current show | have got—this vast
haunted-house thing—cost me $500,000.
Half a million fuckin' dollars. That means
for the first three months of the tour, I'm
just making back what | laid out for the
stage show."

""How much will you clear tonight at the
Garden?"

"l couldn't begin to tell you. | really don't
know. The Garden is just a prestige gig,
that's why people play it. Unions there are
just totally outrageous—coffee breaks ev-
ery hour—and if you go into overtime, for-
get about it. | think it's costing us $60,000
to rent the place for tonight. | might come
out with 15 grand at the end of the night.
Then I've got to pay everybody. I've got 52
guys on the crew. And these fuckin' hotels
in New York City are a real joke. The room
I've got at the Parker Meridien is $450 a
day y'’know. | was gonna try the Helmsley
Palace for a change, but they wanted
$800 a fuckin' day."

"“How have your ears held up through
all this?"

"“The last time | went to the ear doctor,
he told me | had the hearing of a fifty-year-
old man."

ALL THAT'S GOLD

The horde increases, and heavy metal's
dominion over rock and roll grows great-
er. Last year there was a million-selling
single—Quiet Riot's "Cum on Feel the
Noize''—and, while Culture Club’s "'Kar-
ma Chameleon’ made it to No. 1 on Bill-
board's Hot 100 earlier this year, Van
Halen's "'Jump,"” Méotley Criie's “‘Looks
That Kill," and Quiet Riot's "Bang Your
Head'" eventually overtook it. Iron Maid-
en's Piece of Mind and The Number of the
Beast, Def Leppard's On Through the
Night, Quiet Riot's Cum on Feel the Noize,
and Judas Priest's Defenders of the Faith
have all gone gold; Def Leppard’s Pyro-
mania and High 'n' Dry, Quiet Riot's Metal
Health, Judas Priest's Screaming for Ven-
geance, and Van Halen's first and most

recent albums, Van Halen (still on the
charts after three years) and 1984, have
been declared platinum. The biggest
heavy-metal groups—Van Halen, Judas
Priest, and a few others—are now scoring
concert grosses of a quarter of a million
dollars and more; AC/DC singing '‘Big
Balls' has come within 3,000 tickets of
beating the Meadowlands attendance
record set by Frank Sinatra singing '‘My
Way."

But sales do not end with records and
concert tickets. Heavy-metal albums in-
clude merchandise catalogs offering ev-
erything from Iron Maiden wallets and key
chains to Judas Priest sleeveless T-
shirts and leather wristbands. Never before
has rock-and-roll capitalism triumphed
as gloriously in the mass marketing of im-
agery.

From here onin, it's just a matter of wait-

ing for the heavy-metal rendition of the na-
tional anthem one cold Superbow! Sunday.
Then we will know that the next wave of
hopeless, mindless, tasteless punks is fo-
menting to rescue middie-aged America
once again from the languor of easy liber-
alism.

TURN IT UP

While | last spoke to José, | asked him
about the future of heavy metal. *'It will be
louder,” he said after brief deliberation.
Then, giving me a better ending for these
paragraphs than any | had hoped to wring
from metaphors alone, he told me that he
had enlisted in the marines, which he fig-
ured was the heavy-metal branch of the
armed forces. Let us sleep well then, gen-
tle readers, secure in the knowledge that
creeping Boy Georgeism has met its
match in José. O+

As part of an advertising program
commissioned by American Eagle
Knife Sales, and as a continuing
celebration of the American Eagle’s
200th Anniversary as our national
symbol, we will send to each reader
of this publication who sees and
responds to this notice before mid-
night December 31, 1984, a 200th
Anniversary American Eagle Fold-
ing Pocket Knife. The Eagle is
plated with Solid Silver and layered
with pure 24-karat Gold. Each
American Eagle Commemorative
Folding Knife is individually num-
bered on the blade to indicate a
collector’s edition. Individually
numbered knives will be released as
orders are received. Thus, to obtain
the lowest numbers many collectors
seek, prompt ordering is a must. To
qualify call Pam Baker toll free at

200™ Anniversary

American Eagle

Commemorative Folding Knife
only $19%

1-800-345-8500 Dept. AKSS-145,
and charge your purchase to any
major credit card, or send your
name and address plus $19.95 for
each knife (limit 5) to American
Eagle Knife Sales, Dept. AKSS-145,
5933 Corvette St., Commerce, CA
90040. Please add $1 each to cover
postage and handling. Save on
quantity orders — Two for $35.00
plus $2.00 postage & handling,
Three for $50.00 (we pay all ship-
ping), Five for $75.00 (we pay all
shipping). Yousave $29.75. There s
no further financial obligation. We
cannot guarantee any orders post-
marked after December 31, 1984. If
not completely satisfied, you may
return your knife within 30 days for
aprompt refund of the full purchase
price (except postage and handling,

of course). 1984 1B1
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are anathema.

Fat women are usually excellent at oral
sex—though popular psychology may be
wrong in ascribing a cause. "It would be
simplistic,” says Musante, ‘'to say a per-
son is overweight because he or she has
an oral fixation." The fatty's expertise in
oral sex, rather, comes from her own de-
sexualization. She would rather give be-
cause she does not feel herself worthy to
receive. Intercourse is terrifying because it
penetrates the protective layer of blubber
that swaddles her. | suck, therefore, | am.

An obese person has difficulty dealing
with the aspects of life most people take
for granted. They can't fit in movie or air-
plane seats, can't tie their shoes (they
wear slip-ons), and have trouble locating
their anuses to wipe their shit. Some male
participants have claimed that the pro-
gram has led to a two-inch increase in
their penis size, as the flab recedes and
uncovers the heretofore hidden dink.

The cornerstone—all 600 or so pounds
of it—of my experience as an obese crea-
ture came soon after | arrived at Durham,
a depressed, bloated, tummy-tucked indi-
vidual with a hard-on for chocolate choco-
late-chip ice cream and not much else. |
had had surgery, a delicate search-and-
destroy down around the abdominal area
that had lost me 50 pounds since the oper-
ation. Big deal—!| was down to 325, one
zero away from the size of a Buick.

The thing was, if | ate, | died. A tummy
tuck closes off a section of your stomach
so you cannot absorb more than 20 quarts
of pasta sauce in an hour. There is a prob-
lem: The tuck is glued together by scar tis-
sue that, if pressured by the impending
poundage of a triple-binge week, will burst
and spill your guts into your abdominal
cavity like teenagers puking into the bilge
containers beside the beer booth at a
county fair. If | grew beyond a certain
weight, | would literally spill my guts.

| was therefore running a bit scared—or
confused: When | lifted the spoon to my
mouth, | didn't know whether it would be
the bite that killed me or just another in-
nocuous piece of bolus. Surcease or sim-
ply cease. Or, as Blake puts it, “Enough!
Or, too much.”

Durham saved me. Structure House
pointed out a pattern in my life that be-
came recognizable as soon as it was ex-
plained to me. | began to see my eating
habits as a defense mechanism as inevita-
ble as the escapement of a clock. Will,
guilt, binges—these were the inexorable
methods by which | drew a drape of fat
around my poor body. All my life—or at
least since | helmed Screw—I| had been
brash, cocksure . . . an asshole. It was all
a front, and | hid behind avoirdupois to pull
it off.

Oddly enough, the first effect of these
realizations was not a depressing one but
a freeing one. Once | saw what a rube, a
puppet, | was, | was free. | began to expe-
rience, after about four days at Structure
House, an almost constant hard-on. | de-
cided | loved fat women. The more the

merrier. | began to develop an acute
sense of vibration, and as scon as the ter-
ra firma started to resound beneath my
feet, | turned to welcome the behemoth fe-
male. Flesh! | gloried in it. Hadn't this been
what we in the sex business made our
shekels from?

These were true broads, these Macy's
Thanksgiving Day parade rejects. | would
salivate at the pasty latex flesh-folds of a
simpering Beverly Hills socialite who had
a husband so right wing he'd subscribe to
a “Nuke the Jews' newsletter. Her hus-
band, nevertheless, didn’t talk to her. | did.
| began to score big, so to speak.

The orgy at Ross's house was the cul-
mination of this point in my life. The host
was an unreconstructed fatty who had in-
vited me and several other Structure
House aficionados to a party, "'to test your
willpower,”" he said on the phone.

“There's no such thing as willpower," |
responded automatically, still high with the
euphoria of the teaching. Our host, Ross,
demurred; he was, conservatively, about
the size of a full San-o-let, and he was
bound and determined to stay that way. |
knew him in New York; we used to go into
restaurants in Chinatown and order every-
thing on the menu, Ross fuming because
he knew there were foods available only to
the Chinese, who could read the strange
menu strips on the wall. “'And bring us all
of that, too," he'd say, petulantly, sweep-
ing the wall with a beefy arm. "“Don't
skimp; | can read Chinese,"" he'd assure
the disgusted waiters.

Ross's party was a Durham revelation
to me. | had viewed the American hinter-
land as a wasteland nonpareil, full of
rubes and crackers and hicks who were
too TV-tuned to recognize a sauce béar-

come between you
and true tobacco flavor.

JOB Cigarette Papers channel tobacco taste, never change it.

| Show you have no taste.

[[] T-shirt(s) —$3.95, plus 2 booklet

Name covers from JOB Cigarette Papers
Indicate Size OS
Address [] JOB 1.25—24 booklets
at $11.60 per box
i tate JOB 1.5—24 booklets
£t > = at $11.60 per box
Check or money order ] JOB sample kit includes 3

only. [llinois residents |
add 8% sales tax. Mail to _HAVE
‘‘No Taste, c¢/o Republic KO TASTE
Tobacco, 5100 North
Ravenswood, Chicago, IL
60640."

You must be over 21 to order. Offer good only in
Continental U.S.A. and offer expires December 31, 1984.

different JOB booklets at $1.00

5100 M. RAVENSWOOD CHICAGO, IL 60640 (312) 7281500
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VIDEO PRICE BREAK!

60-90 Minute Features for $29.95-$39.95

Take advantage of these fantastic prices NOW! Each super-hot sexual
video cassette is a first quality original in full vibrant color and
sensual sync sound. Each individual cassette is a full 60-
90 minutes in length and is filled with explicit, un-
censored sexual action as performed by
beautiful young starlets and hand-
some well-endowed super
studs. So, don’t wait.
Act NOW!
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MADE IN TENNESSEE - 90 PROOF - GEORGE A. DICKEL & COMPANY - TULLAHOMA, TENNESSEE < 1982

Waters for washin.

Dickels for

)

in kin.

Dont let water, ice, or anqthing come between to splash on a little water —or your favorite
you and your first taste of George Dickel.
Because when you start out with a whisky
thats been properly gentled in the first

place, you dont have to half drown it
or throw rocks at it to make it behave.

Later on, if you feel compelled

mixer—well, we try to be open-minded
about such things.

Atter all, a whisky that tastes as 8oocl as
Dickel does all by itsell, is going to taste
pretty great no matter what you do to it.
For smoothness, it in a class l)q itsell.

TENNESSEE"'* '



Extra Mild!
Low Tar!

Great Taste!

100s:
Only 9mgs. far.
0.8 mg.nic.

Only 8 mgs. far.
0.7 mg. nic.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 58 mg

1 by FIC method.




