


















































































































































ask her to continue to be patient? | know
that you can't tell me what | should do,
and | couldn't ask you to. | would be in-
terested in hearing your reaction to my
situation, and will accept any advice you
have to offer—K. D.

Somebody once said: “The tragedy of oid
age is not that we are old, but that we are
still young.” A lot of the younger gener-
ation finds it slightly shocking that “older”
people not only enjoy sex, but are ca-
pable of falling in love as desperately, as
delightfully, and with the same irrespon-
sible abandonment as teenagers. | have
always been an advocate of sexual free-
dom for women as well as men, and | am
in love with the idea of love.

| am the last person in the world to crit-
icize you for becoming involved with an-
other woman, particularly since it sounds
as if your marriage has become monoto-
nous, to say the least. In fact, | think you
are very lucky to have fallen into so won-
derful a relationship. Mutual love and su-
perb sex are difficult to encounter at any
age, so enjoy your newfound happiness.

WANTS TO KNOW

Can a woman you've been married to for
25 years cheat on you? My wife used to
be so jealous that if | talked to another
woman, she’d flip out. Our sex life has
been great. We have done it all, just the
two of us, no one else involved. She is 49

and | am 48. We're both in great shape
and we both enjoy slightly offbeat sex.

The thing is this: | found out that she
has been seeing someone from her health
club twice a week for the past year. While
this year was passing, | noticed we were
having sex less and less frequently. This
caused fights, and we had hardly ever
fought before in all our years of marriage.

Then | noticed that when we did have
sex, | was slipping and sliding around
inside her and had a difficult time staying
in. Everything was very loose and wet.

When | accused her of seeing this guy,
she did admitto it. But she said they were
not having sex, just talking and going out
for coffee. Sometimes they would go to
his house or talk in the car, she told me.
After our last big fight we had great sex,
with her finger-fucking herself and me
sucking her fingers.

Xaviera, the thing that gets me is this
guy is said to have a good thick cock of
eight and a half or nine inches. I've got
a small five and one-quarter, butit's hard
as a rock. | wonder if I'll ever fit inside my
wife satisfactorily again. Is she bulishit-
ting me about not fucking this guy?

Now I've started having a hard time
getting it up and staying hard. All | think
of is my wife with that big dick inside her.
Do you think she could possibly be tell-
ing the truth? Also, since all this has come
out into the open, she is the most lovable
person and can’t do enough for me. She

“But Gretchen, when you told me
you were an expert in marine biology, / thought . . .”
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keeps buying me gifts and doing all sorts
of nice things for me.

! do love her very much, but | wonder
why she would cheat on me. | never
cheated on her in all these years, al-
though once she did accuse me of
cheating on her with our next-door
neighbor. She believed it was true, but it
wasn’t. Can you help me?—R. R.

What do you want from me, reassurance?
You barely mention your wife. You do not
describe her appearance or her person-
ality. All you say is that since you ac-
cused her of cheating she has been more
loving than ever, and it sounds to me as
if you are taking this as an admission of
guilt.

You are working at developing a mas-
sive inferiority complex based on the size
of your cock, which is only fractionally
smaller than the national average, and in
your own words is a fine performer. Very
few women have husbands who make
love so often after 25 years of marriage.
It may be that your wife's pussy is no
longer as tight as it used to be, which is
quite normal in an older woman, espe-
cially if she has had children. What is not
true is that a woman's vagina can be
stretched by fucking an outsize cock.

There is obviously no way | can tell you
whether or not your wife has gotten laid
by someone else. | can tell you that if |
were in her place, and my man set him-
self up as judge and jury and convicted
me without a fair trial, | would go ahead
and commit the crime of which | had been
unjustly accused. | wouldn't do it be-
cause of the size of my man’s cock, but
because of the smallness of his mind!

OVERFLOW .

! have a very important question to ask.
! hope with your experience you can pro-
vide an answer.

About nine months ago my lover started
to expel unusual quantities of fluids from
her vagina during sex. It happens at the
height of passion, sometimes during oral
sex or intercourse, but always during fast
action. The fluid has the consistency of
water, a slightly yellowish tint, no odor or
particular taste, is not urine, and is al-
ways an adjunct to orgasm.

About one-quarter to one-half cup of
liquid is expelled about four or five times
during every sex session. We usually
make love once a week. Needless to say,
our lovemaking is exquisite. These flows
do not occur when my lover is with her
husband, nor did they happen during the
first nine months of our relationship.

Xaviera, do you have any idea what is
going on? Have you experienced this or
heard of it before? Should we be con-
cerned about it? Is it a reflection of our
lovemaking and level of orgasm? Please
advise.—P. R.

Sometime in the 1940s, E. Grafenburg
claimed to have discovered the G (Gra-
fenburg) spot, the stimulation of which is
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fraud. A year later, on March 18, 1986—
two days before swallowing that fatal cup
of coffee—he was sentenced to life in
prison for the 1979 murder of Giorgio Am-

brosoli, the Milan attorney who had been

appointed by the Italian government to
liquidate Sindona’s Italian banks.

What few knew, as Sindona was fow-
ered into the dirt last spring, was that he
had spent the last two years of his life
secretly telling his side of his infamous
story to Nick Tosches. The result of those
two years’ work, from which the following
piece has been excerpted, is the book
Power on Earth.

While the May rain fell, we sat alone in a
locked and guarded room in the far
reaches of the Voghera prison. | brought
up the name of Rosario Spatola, a man
Sindona came to know in the years be-
tween his downfall and his imprisonment,
and a man whom the ltalian press por-
trayed as one of the most dangerous ma-
fiosi in Sicily. Sindona corrected my pro-
nunciation of Spatola's name—the accent
is on the first syllable, he said—and then
he laughed.

"l will tell you about Spatola later,” he
said. “! will tell you this now: The Rosario
Spatola | knew and the Rosario Spatola
in the newspapers are different. In the
newspapers, he is a big, scary tough guy.
To me, he was always . . .” And Sindona,
laughing again, brought his fingertips to-
gether before him like a schoolgirl in
prayer, and in a farcical feminine voice
mocked, “Oh, please, Mr. Sindona,
please.” And then he lowered his hands,
laughing again.

I watched him, and | smiled; and a
thought occurred to me. “Did you ever
meet anyone who scared you?” | asked.

The grin rushed from his face and he
seemed for a second to turn to stone.
Once before, | had—or so it had struck
me—inadvertently insulted him, by ask-
ing him where he bought his suits. “I never
‘bought’ suits,” he had said, sounding in-
dignant, then, calming, turning his hand,
added, "l had suits made”"—then, smil-
ing—"always in the classic style.” Now it
seemed | had done it again. His back
straightened, and a new, stranger grin
emerged as the stoniness ebbed.

“No one ever scared me,” he said,
stressing the final word ever so slightly
more than the rest. And as | looked at
him, expressing nothing myself, he be-
gan once again to laugh. “No,” he said,
“that is not true. There was one time, long
ago, in the days of the lemons and the
grain.” For a moment, he receded into
the memory of those days, then, with
happiness in his voice, he talked.

“t was busy with legal work in Catania,
and | sent a friend in my place to pick up
a load of carobs in the town of Prizzi, in
the west. When he returned, | saw that
the entire truckload of carobs was com-
pletely guasto, completely spoiled. | be-
came crazy. ‘Come with me in the truck.
We're going back to Prizzi,’ | told him.
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‘But, these people there,’ he said. 'l don't
care,’ | said, ‘'we go.’

“And we went. And when we got to
Prizzi, | found the men and | said, 'You
must change these.’ ‘But it is the will of
others,” one of them said. 'l don't care,’ |
said. My friend was trembling. ‘| go now,’
| said. 'l will return tomorrow, and | want
to find fresh carobs here.' The man stared
at me. ‘You will find something else,’ he
said.

“The next day, | returned alone—my
friend was too faint. The fresh carobs were
there. | continued to buy from those men,
and they never cheated me again.” Smil-
ing, he shook his head. “! was crazy. No
wife yet, no children.” He tapped his tem-
ple with his forefinger. “Pazzo.”

“The people who brought you down,”
| said, “have accused you of working for
the Mafia.”

“Yes." He nodded. “They have ac-
cused me of that. They have accused me
of everything except nailing Christ to the

A

The drug trade is
the means by which so-called
organized crime
finances itself on every
continent. If drug
laws were liberalized, that
means would no longer exist.

®

cross.” He laughed. Then he cleared his
throat, and he drew a deep breath. “If |
was going to be in that thing, | wouldn't
be a damned soldier. | wouldn't be here.

“You see, | never needed them, and
they never needed me. You must remem-
ber that my banks in ltaly were first-class
institutions with first-class partners.
Banca Privata was a bank of the aristoc-
racy. The Mafia always used second-
class institutions and professionals.™ His
eyes narrowed sagaciously. "Those men
are not so stupid, | think. They are much
smarter than the government people who
think they understand them."

“Which banks does the Mafia use?” |
asked him.

He hesitated for a moment. “That is a
dangerous question,” he reflected. |
shrugged, he smiled.

He sat quietly then, listening to the
sound of the falling rain.

"No matter what they claim, govern-
ments will never understand the Mafia,”
he said slowly. “With their silly charts and
their lying, know-nothing informants, they
try to reinvent the Mafia in their own im-
age, the only image they can compre-
hend: that of an ordered, homogeneous

organization. Their delusion of ‘orga-
nized crime’ is one of an imagined ideal
bureaucracy, and it exists nowhere but in
the lacking minds of little men with big
titles.

“Governments have unknowingly done
a great deal to abet the massing of crim-
inal fortunes, through laws ostensibly en-
acted to protect their economies or their
citizens’ weifare. Trade and customs re-
strictions gave life to smuggling and traf-
ficking in contraband. The prohibition of
alcohol in America served to found that
country’s greatest centers of illicit wealth.
Most of the respected families of the
world—the Rothschilds and the War-
burgs, the Agnellis and the Pireliis, the
Kennedys and the Rockefellers—can
trace the origins of their fortunes to var-
ious illegal profits, and to the avoidance
of taxes on those profits. Over the years,

“their money became clean, and they be-

came the world’s establishment.

“The antidrug laws of today have al-
lowed vast amounts of dirty money to ac-
cumulate in the hands of a few men—
men who are often served and protected
by the very governments that swear their
every effort to kill drug crops and to fight
with all their might against the producers
and sellers of narcotics.

“The drug trade is the means by which
so-called organized crime finances itself
on every continent. If drug laws were lib-
eralized, that means would no longer ex-
ist. But governments do not seem willing
to strike at the heart.” He shrugged, then
grinned. "You see, these governments are
not as good at finding dirty money as
they are at helping to create it.

“Government agencies in America and
Europe often capture intermediaries in the
drug traffic. They see these people as
crime lords, as the heads of criminal or-
ganizations. But, in reality, they are only
entities of, at most, second-class impor-
tance, pawns who do not themselves un-
derstand the complex economy of which
they are a part.

‘James Harmon, the director of the
President’s Commission on Organized
Crime, and Giovanni Faicone, the big-
gest of the anti-Mafia magistrates in ltaly,
both admitted to me that neither they nor
their assistants knew anything about op-
tions on currencies or commodities, or
about futures or forward contracts.” His
voice rose suddenly. “They told me that
they had no idea how the international
monetary system works!”

His eyes widened and he grinned sar-
donically. "It is ridiculous!” he howled.
“They are babies in the woods! The Mafia
could never have hoped for more.”

He was silent then. He closed his eyes
and he rubbed his forehead, then he
rubbed his hand, staring at it. “Rheu-
matism,” he mumbled.

“Take anything for it?"

"Ah." He grimaced lackadaisically.
“Aspirin.” He separated his hands.

“You see,” he said, "this is why the so-
called war on crime can never be won.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 156




















































































Sunday afternoons were the worst for
Barbara. Her husband was usually off with
his friends, and she was left home in their
third-floor apartment, alone—except for
the incredible noises that wafted up
through the poorly insulated ceiling from
the studio below. Today's matinee was an
anguished moaner (last week's was a
joyous screamer), her cries colored with
the false intimation that each thrust from
the stud beneath her was against her will,
or at least against her better judgment.

Barbara thought she knew, by sound,
alt of the partners of her young male
neighbor downstairs. But this was a new
one, and it depressed her. So many peo-
ple having so much fun. And she, at 35,
felt washed-up sexually. Her husband was
unattentive, and she wished she had the
freedom of spirit to walk downstairs and
volunteer to hop on her horny neighbor.
Perhaps in a freer age . . .

The classifed ad printed above is a
hopeful scenario for 2019, when people
will be able to publicly and boldly state
their desires, no matter how bizarre or
specific. Our vignette about Barbara is
the reality (or at least one reality) of 1986.

These are paradoxical times, sexually
speaking. The promise of free love and
expanded sensuality so widely touted in
the 1960s has degenerated into a con-

fused era in which free sexual expression
is enjoyed by an elite few, while the bulk
of society feels left out of the action. Sex-
ual freedom is glorified, and yet Time
magazine announces that the predomi-
nant sexual malady of our time is lack of
desire, and women over the age of 30 are
considered undesirable.

Even so, beneath the puritanical patina
of present-day society, there lies a sex-
uality waiting to express itself in a more
expansive age. On a scientific level, re-
searchers are discovering new ways to
enhance orgasm and desire, developing
hormones to increase the performance
of sex organs, manufacturing more re-
alistic artificial penises, and even exper-
imenting with male pregnancy—a de-
velopment that would aiter gender roles
drastically and have a profound effect on
sexual practices. On a societal level, men
and women are questioning our present
monolithic attitude toward sexuality. June
Reinisch, director of the Kinsey Institute,
points out that sexual attitudes fluctuate
in 20-year cycles. For example, the 1940s
and 1950s were repressive years, while
the 1960s and 1970s saw a flowering of
sexual freedom. If Reinisch’s theory is
right, things look bad for the next two
decades. On the other hand, we can look
forward to a sexual renaissance from
2001 to 2020. The year 2019 will see the

DONALD pucK
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DOESN'T TASTE
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blending of science and passion into an
orgasmic age.

The technology—and some of the sci-
entific understanding—may already be
here. In fact, the greatest strides in sex-
uality may come from neuroscience. We
have known for over 30 years that sex-
uality begins and ends in the brain, not
in the genitals or anywhere else. We even
have crude ways of creating, on de-
mand, sexual pleasure in the brain.

In 1953, James Olds and Peter Milner,
working at the Montreal Neurological In-
stitute, sank electrodes into the brain of
a white rat. They had intended to place
the electrodes in the rat's hypothalamus,
but by mistake had inserted them in a
mysterious region called the septum.
Olds stimulated the rat every time it wan-
dered into one corner of its cage. Oddly,
the rat developed a compulsive fond-
ness for that part of the cage. (By con-
trast, when the hypothalamus was stim-
ulated, rats avoided the corner.) The
septum was thereby identified as the
“pleasure center” of the brain. Further
experiments proved that rats, outfitted
with electrodes in their heads that they
could self-activate by pushing a lever,
would bypass the mundane pleasures of
food, water, and sex for the joys of lever-
pushing—some pushing the magic but-
ton for 24 consecutive hours, until they
passed out from exhaustion or hunger.

But what about humans? 1t was Dr.
Robert G. Heath, chairman emeritus of
the psychiatry/neurology department of
the Tulane University School of Medicine,
who proved that you and | can have our
“buttons pushed” just like white rats.
Heath and his Tulane colleagues punched
holes in the skulls of patients, implanted
electrodes deep in their brain tissue, and
left them there, recording brain waves
while the subjects talked, flew into rages,
hallucinated, or had intense orgasms.

In one woman patient, Heath's team
implanted a tube called a “canula” along
with the electrodes. Through the canula
they delivered precise amounts of ace-
tylcholine, a natural chemical transmitter,
directly into the septum. “Vigorous activ-
ity" showed up on the electroencepha-
logram, and the patient reported intense
pleasure, including multipie orgasms
lasting as long as 30 minutes.

In another experiment, Heath outfitted
some of his patients with self-stimula-
tors—a device hooked to the belt, with
three or four buttons, each one con-
nected to an electrode implanted in a dif-
ferent part of the brain. Whenever he felt
the urge, the patient could push any of
the buttons. One man pushed the button
connected to the septal region 1,500
times an hour.

Is this the proper scenario for.20197
People with pleasure buttons on their
belts? Women rolling around in bed
moaning away with 30-minute orgasms
while acetylcholine drips directly into their
brains? LSD prophet Timothy Leary once
predicted that soon we'll all be wearing



































































































































































































































































































































































































































