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To the 7,000 girls who have passed through the BunnyRanch gates: you made dreams come true for me and for countless others, so here’s hoping your own dreams come true.
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FIRST THERE WAS KINSEY. Then Masters and Johnson. Then Hefner. Today, Dennis Hof is on the cutting edge of human sexuality in America. Freud said, “Civilization is built largely on erotic energy that has been blocked, concentrated, accumulated, and redirected.” It’s why modern man and woman are obsessed with the sexual; it’s the only realm of primordial adventure left. Dennis has proclaimed the BunnyRanch motto to be “Not just sex . . . an adventure,” and he provides a warm, safe, and legal environment for that adventure.


He is not a psychologist, sexual anthropologist, or utopian planner. He is a pimp, and arguably the most famous pimp in America. He is also one of my best friends.


I met Dennis before he was a pimp, over thirty-five years ago, when he was just another customer at the “Moonlight Ranch.” So was I, along with legendary comedian Andy Kaufman. I was Andy’s writer. Andy loved brothels and was probably the first celebrity to come out publicly in favor of legalized prostitution. In fact, when I produced the film Man on the Moon with Danny DeVito, we made sure to put in a scene where Andy (played by Jim Carrey) and I (played by Paul Giamatti) visit the Ranch.


ANDY AND DENNIS hit it off from the start, especially when Dennis offered one of the working girls $100 if she could beat Andy in a wrestling match. Andy was a pro-wrestling fanatic, and he had a wrestling fetish that he liked to indulge at the brothel. The girl lost, but Dennis gave her the $100 anyway. Andy loved to have Dennis “officiate” the matches, and even had a black-and-white striped referee’s shirt made for him. Dennis cherishes that shirt, and still has it to this day. 	


Looking back, I now see that Dennis was taking notes from a master showman that he would one day use in creating his own public persona: The P. T. Barnum of Booty.


Any time Andy and I were performing in the area, we’d call up Dennis and meet him at the Ranch. Andy and Dennis loved to sit in the parlor and discuss what they would do if they owned a brothel. Sadly, Andy passed away before he could see Dennis realize their mutual vision, and adopt many of the original ideas that they came up with all those years ago. Today, Dennis and his “office wife,” Madam Suzette (like most husbands and wives, they don’t have sex), are changing the face of the industry, bringing it out of the dark and into the light. No longer are sex workers and their clients ashamed of their behavior, but empowered by it.


It’s actually empowerment that is the key to Dennis’ success — his open-mindedness when it comes to others’ sexual desires. He might be a man’s man when it comes to his own sexuality, but he’s never one to judge his clientele for their sexual proclivities, no matter how offbeat or downright bizarre. I was once eating in the BunnyRanch kitchen with Dennis when a 250-pound bearded, burly trucker type came strutting through the dining room wearing a Tinker Bell costume, followed closely by one of the ranch’s blondest, bustiest, most beautiful ladies telling him what a worthless little bitch he was. She was smacking his ass with some sort of stick, and he was audibly whimpering. Apparently, he wanted to be paraded through the public parts of the house to make his experience extra-humiliating. Dennis looked at me as he took a bite of his sandwich and said, “That’s not what I’d be doing with her, that’s for damn sure. But you know what, Bob? I get to be me — no secrets and no apologies. It’s the most freeing feeling in the world. That poor bastard probably has a whole other life outside of here, without one person that will truly let him be himself. I’m glad he can be that here. Whatever it was!”			


Mind you, it’s all done with the calculation of a master salesman. What I find fascinating is that Dennis’s own libido is hardwired into his entrepreneurial skill. I was sitting with Dennis in the Ranch’s parlor one day when a customer came up to him and said, “Dennis, you are the luckiest man in the world. You get all the pussy you want.” Dennis corrected him and said, “It’s not just that I get all the pussy I want. I also make money on all the pussy you want.”


Behavioral scientists tell us that monogamy is not found in any social group-living primate except man. Dennis figured that out early in life.


BESIDES THE HISTORICALLY MALE CLIENTELE, you now see couples and bi-curious gals walking through the doors. I’ve personally met more rock stars and Academy Award–nominated actors and actresses at the Bunny Ranch than at an L.A. Lakers game. Of course Dennis would never reveal who they are. Discretion is one of the key ingredients to his success.


Dennis’s loyalty is something that I have always been able to count on, and I’ve seen it manifest itself many times over, whether it be a friend in need of a helping hand or a girl needing guidance in how to maximize her income as one of the Bunny Ranch’s “independent contractors.”


The BunnyRanch is open 365 days a year. And as for me, you’ll find me at the Ranch every Thanksgiving and Christmas, nestled near the crackling fire with a bunny on my lap. It’s family. An unconventional family, sure, but a family nonetheless. I’ve even put in my will that when I die, I want my ashes to be spread between the box springs and mattresses of all the Ranch’s beds. God knows I’ve reached nirvana in each and every one of them.


Bob Zmuda,


Writer/Producer
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IF YOU WANT TO KNOW ABOUT MY FIRST ERECTION and I’m sure you do, this is the story: I am eight years old. My grandmother takes me to the Arizona State Fair. We notice a big crowd at one end and she decides to investigate. Some people are filming a movie, but I can’t see much, so we climb into the bleachers. We reach the third row and I turn around and look down and see a gorgeous, red-lipped blonde in front of the camera, getting ready for her shot. She looks up at me and waves, and suddenly I can’t breathe.


My grandmother says, “Wave back, silly.” I wave back, but something is wrong with me; I feel woozy and light-headed. The blonde does her shot. When it’s over, she looks back up at me, smiles, and addresses a guy on the sidelines. The guy is built like a linebacker. He looks up at me, nods at the blonde, and then leads her toward the bleachers. Now I really can’t breathe. I’ve never seen anyone so beautiful in my entire life! I think maybe this woman is God. My grandmother says, “Stand up, silly. She’s coming to talk to you.” I stand up.


“Hello,” says the beautiful woman, reaching my side. She leans close and gives me a kiss on the cheek, and suddenly all the blood in my body rushes to my penis. “What’s your name?” she says.


“Dennis,” I say, barely audible. “Dennis Hof.”


And she says, “My name is Marilyn Monroe. It’s nice to meet you, Dennis.” Then she turns around and goes back to the set, and I watch her go, standing there with my throbbing little hard-on, unaware that Marilyn Monroe has just sealed my fate.


To this day, I can’t resist a glammed-up blonde, especially if she’s got red lips. I’ll sleep with a brunette, sure, but she’s got to be exceptionally hot to get my attention. A glammed-up blonde, though – all I’ve got to do is think of one and I get hard. I’m getting hard now, in fact, and I’m sixty-eight years old. Women. Jesus. What a gift! [image: Images]
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One



THE TROUBLE WITH MARRIAGE
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MY FATHER’S NAME WAS OTTO Gustave; my mother was Laverne Cecilia. Both of them were immigrants, and both reached Chicago through Ellis Island. He was a full-blooded German, she was a full-blooded Italian. Before I came along, my father served in World War II. He ran a tank troop and saw lots of action, much of it in the Philippines. My mother was in the Navy, with the WAVES, though she never went overseas. Still, as you can see, I come from a family that serves: Army, Navy, Brothels.


In 1945 my mother was suffering from arthritis and the doctor advised her to move to Arizona. My father knew she was a hypochondriac, but he agreed to go, unhappily. Years later he told me it was the second-biggest mistake of his life. I don’t know what the first was, but I suspect it was marrying my mother. I know what you’re thinking now: Dennis has problems. Dennis didn’t like his mother. That explains everything. Well, you’re right on a couple of counts: I do have problems, and I didn’t like my mother. (Or at least I didn’t think I liked her, until she died and I fell apart and wept like a baby.) But my relationship with my mother doesn’t explain everything. Some things, certainly; just not everything.


I was born in Phoenix on October 14, 1946. (Feel free to post birthday wishes on the message board at BunnyRanch.com.) At the time, my father was running a little bicycle rental business in downtown Phoenix, next to the Hotel Westward Ho, renting mostly to tourists. He was mechanically inclined and he loved people, and he was thinking about opening a motorcycle shop, maybe even a car dealership down the line. But shortly after I was born my mother talked him out of it. She reminded him that they had gone hungry during the depression, and that the only people who had eaten regularly were civil servants and the rich. Since they weren’t rich, and since she didn’t think my father would ever make them rich, she insisted that he look for a job as a civil servant. My father became a mailman, a position he held for the next thirty years, until he retired.


He was a hard worker and I got my work ethic from him. I had a paper route by the time I was nine, and sometimes my German shepherd, Pat, would come with me. At age ten, I started working at the local Dairy Queen, sweeping the parking lot, and the manager told me I was the best parking lot sweeper he’d ever seen. I put most of my money into pinball machines and that’s when I first became aware of the connection between money and pleasure: If you had money, you had a good time. If not, you didn’t.


My mother was a Catholic, but she only went to church once a year, on Christmas. I had to go every Sunday, though, until a local priest molested one of my friends. I shared that information with my father and he went absolutely ballistic. He screamed at my mother that I would never again set foot inside a church, cursing a blue streak in the process. I had never seen that angry side of him. He had always been a quiet, unassuming man, almost cold, and had never once raised his voice, at least not in my presence. But there he was, putting his foot down for the first time in his life, apoplectic. I think part of that rage came from a very deep place of resentment; if not for my mother, he wouldn’t have been forced to move to Phoenix or to become a mailman. He would have been in Chicago, near his father, whom he loved and missed, and maybe by that time he would have had an auto repair shop of his own.


By the time I was twelve, and clearly destined to remain an only child, I had lost my interest in pinball and began to save my money. I can’t tell you what I was saving for exactly, but I remained fixated on doing well, on having more. On my route, I saw how other people lived — some of them had garages bigger than our whole house — and I wanted a garage like that someday. But I wasn’t covetous or jealous or resentful. If they had a nice house, maybe they deserved it. And I didn’t want their house; I wanted a house of my own. And the funny thing is, I knew I would have it someday. I didn’t know how I knew, but I was convinced it would happen. I was a very positive kid. If by chance I had found myself in a shed full of manure, I’d have been excited, knowing that somewhere nearby there was a pony.


At fifteen, I found myself being bused to West High, which was in a rural part of Phoenix, near the nicer suburbs. Most of the students were from well-to-do families, and plenty of them had cars. And you couldn’t get laid without a car, so I got motivated and went to work at a local gas station. Within a year, scouring the local junkyards, I cobbled together a hot rod and used my new wheels to get a girlfriend, Shirley, and to get laid, of course. We didn’t know what we were doing in bed — we were like two monkeys fucking a football — but I loved sex from the start, and I could never get enough of it. I still can’t.


I worked all through high school, mostly at gas stations, but I had a weekend job that foreshadowed my future in the world of adult entertainment. Back then I was a strapping youth with blond hair, blue eyes, and a polite, respectful manner. So Saturday nights would find me showing up at a girl’s house, fresh from the shower, my hair neatly combed, and for a few minutes I’d make pleasant conversation with the parents. “Linda and I are going to see A Hard Day’s Night, the new Beatles movie. We’re really excited.” When it came time to leave, they would always ask me to have Linda back by eleven, and I would politely negotiate for more time. “We were hoping to go to Bill Johnson’s Big Apple after the movie with a bunch of kids from school. It’s a real nice group, sir. Trust me. Would it be okay if I kept her out until one?” Then we’d get in my car and drive down to Jack in the Box and I’d hand her over to the dirtbag she was actually dating, a guy Linda’s parents didn’t approve of, and I’d get ten bucks for my efforts. Sometimes I did this three and four times a night, and looking back, I can see that was where I first started developing the negotiating skills that later turned me into a master salesman.


Thanks to that extra money, I didn’t have to work at the gas station on weekends, and I would take Shirley to movies and to live shows and to restaurants. I liked fancy restaurants, not diners. I remember taking her to Trader Vic’s one time, in Scottsdale, which was above my pay grade, but I guess I wanted all the nice things my parents never had, and I was willing to work for them.


Then we got careless and Shirley got pregnant, but I did the right thing and married her. We could have had an abortion, sure, but in those days it was real back-alley stuff, shady doctors with coat hangers, and I didn’t want to take any chances. More importantly, I couldn’t imagine taking the life of our unborn child.


My parents weren’t exactly thrilled, especially my mother. From the moment Shirley and I started dating, she had said the same thing, over and over again: “Mark my words, Dennis, that girl is going to get pregnant and trap you.”


I would say, “Ma, leave it alone, please. Nothing’s going to happen.” What’s the lesson here? You should listen to your mother, even if you don’t like what you’re hearing.


Shirley and I drove to Tucson to get married. My hot rod wasn’t built for distance, so I borrowed my father’s Volkswagen and we spent one night at the Thunderbird Lodge, which set us back eight dollars. The next day we went to see a justice of the peace and he married us for ten dollars, cash. Then we drove home and started our life together.


First thing I had to do was find a place for us to live, for me and my pregnant wife, and I came across a perfect little guesthouse in downtown Phoenix. I’ll never forget this: I was eighteen, Shirley was seventeen; both of us were still in school, kids, basically. I went to see the lady who owned the guesthouse, a nice-looking gal, thirty-five, maybe forty, and she sized me up. I was wearing slacks from JCPenney and a crisp shirt (my mother’s influence), and I looked her directly in the eye when she talked to me (my mother’s nagging). “You seem too young to be a father.”


“Yes, ma’am, a little.”


“How’d you get yourself into this mess?”


“I’m going to make the best of it, ma’am.”


Finally she told me I could have the place, and the next day, when I went back with the deposit and the first month’s rent, she took the money and said, “I want you to fuck me.” I wasn’t sure I’d heard right, but she repeated it. “If you want the apartment, you’re going to have to fuck me.” So I fucked her. And every month, when the rent came due, I fucked her again.


Shortly after we moved in, we were over at my wife’s parents’ house for dinner. They had a son, Shirley’s older brother, who worked for the phone company doing house calls and repair work and such. It was a good job, a job that could lead to an office job, and they thought it was more respectable than working at a gas station, so they made some calls and arranged an interview. I wasn’t happy about it, but when I tried to discuss it with my mother she refused to listen. “It’s an excellent job and I expect you to do everything in your power to get it,” she said.


Later that same day, I approached my father and asked if we could go for a drive. I told him I didn’t want to get locked into being a telephone person for the rest of my life, climbing poles for eight hours a day. And I said that even if it did lead to an office job, I wasn’t exactly thrilled by the idea of sitting behind a desk for the next forty years. I said I wanted what the kids at West High had, big houses in Encanto Park and enough money for the good things in life. I said I felt my work at the gas station could lead to a gas station of my own some day, and maybe to bigger things beyond that. “I want to make my own way,” I told him.


My father, God bless his soul, said I should listen to myself; that I shouldn’t let anyone make my decisions for me. And with tears in his eyes he told me that he still regretted taking that job as a mailman, because he knew he would have been much happier renting bicycles to tourists and running a business of his own. “You’re responsible for your child, and for your wife,” he said. “You’re the guy that has to earn the money to take care of them, so you’re going to have to make the decision, right or wrong, and live with it.”


	I was crying, too. I was crying for my father, and I was crying for myself. It was fucking heart-wrenching, but I went back to the guesthouse and told my wife that I wasn’t taking a job with the phone company. Then I had to go tell her parents, and that was hell. They beat me up verbally. What is wrong with you? We are handing you this great opportunity, and you turn your back on us? And what’s this crazy idea about someday having a gas station of your own—no self-respecting man works in a gas station. Everybody was down on me. My wife, her entire family, my own mother. The only person who didn’t say a single negative word was my father, and his message was clear: Be your own man. That message really shaped the course of my life. To this day, I’m happy to listen, and I listen to everyone. But I’m the guy who makes the final decision, and if things go south I have no one to blame but myself.


We had our first daughter in 1964 and a second daughter, also unplanned, four years later. I couldn’t believe it. At the age of twenty-two I had a wife and two little girls, all because I’d wanted to get laid.


Still, I didn’t complain. I was a good husband, a good father, and a good provider. I was putting in fifty, sixty hours a week at the gas station, and the owner took a liking to me. I was always well groomed, I was polite with the customers, I was honest, and I was a good listener. These were things that had been hammered into me by my mother: “Look people in the eye when you talk to them!” “Pay attention!” “No son of mine is going to wear blue jeans!” etc. I hadn’t appreciated it at the time, but my good manners and good attitude were paying off.


I had started off pumping gas, moved up to working in the shop with the mechanics, and when the boss was away, I was pretty much running the place. There were half a dozen other guys working there, all of them older than me and more experienced, and they were nice enough, but they didn’t work very hard. It seemed like they put most of their energy into selling customers all sorts of shit they didn’t need: “Your transmission’s shot.” “That noise you hear is your brakes rubbing up against the tire.” “I’m going to have to replace your battery.” I don’t claim to have been a saint, but I’d been brought up to be honest and to work hard, so that’s what I did.


BEFORE LONG I DECIDED it was time to get a gas station of my own. It wasn’t rocket science: You buy gas, you sell gas, and if it’s your place, you’re the one that makes the lion’s share of the profits. So I talked to my boss about it and I talked to the company rep, this guy from Richfield Oil, and they let me lease an empty station on a highway in Phoenix. I had to borrow a thousand dollars from my father to replace some of the older equipment and I only had enough left over for half a load of gas, but as soon as I sold that first half-load I was in business and I didn’t look back.


I was proud of my gas station. This was back in the old days, when the guys at the pumps wore uniforms and bow ties and wiped down your windows and made the glass squeak. I did such a good job that within a year I had a second gas station and the year after that I had a third one. I was racking up awards, too. I got the Cleanest Gas Station Award, or whatever the hell it was called. I sold more tires than any other gas station in Arizona, and the Goodyear people took me for a ride in their blimp — three years in a row. To be honest, I liked the recognition. I liked the fact that I’d show up at a business conference and people knew who I was. By 1971, I was running five gas stations and there was no stopping me. But in some ways I felt a little out of my league. Most of these guys were better educated and some of them came from families that knew which was the right fork to use at dinner, while I was just a working-class kid with very little knowledge of the larger world around me. It was great being recognized for my success, but I worried that my lack of education would hurt me in the years ahead.


Then my father took early retirement and came to work for me, which was the best thing that ever happened: I was working with my best friend. I had someone to help me with the load, someone to talk to. Sometimes he’d urge me to cut out early, saying he’d cover for me, and I’d hire a sitter and take Shirley to a movie and a fancy restaurant. It was nice having money. We could order anything on the menu.


Around this time, my maternal grandfather died. He’d been an electrician in Chicago, but a few years earlier he’d moved to Phoenix to live with my parents. I was very close to him and he loved me unconditionally, and after the funeral my mother told me I could go into his room and take a little memento, anything I liked. I found a book by Dale Carnegie, How To Stop Worrying and Start Living, and that’s what I took. I don’t know why I took it, frankly, because I didn’t even look at it, but a few months later I saw an ad for a self-improvement class based on the teachings of Dale Carnegie and I signed up. I had missed out on college, and in the back of my mind I was always trying to figure out how to educate myself, how to become a better-rounded human being, and this sounded like an opportunity.


The class was at night, with maybe a dozen people attending, and one of the first things they asked us to do was to describe a happy moment. Some of the people had no problem getting up in front of the class and telling their stories, but I was a little tongue-tied. Still, I managed to talk about the time my mother took a job at a fancy summer camp in Prescott, Arizona, so I would have something fun to do for the month of August. We couldn’t have afforded it otherwise, and it was unlike anything I’d ever experienced — sailing, fresh air, fishing, pretty girls — and until that moment, until I spoke about that long-ago summer in front of the class, I don’t think I had ever fully appreciated the sacrifice she had made to make that happen.


I didn’t know what any of our stories had to do with self-improvement, but I remained intrigued.


The following week we were asked to share another positive experience, going back to our high school days, and I made everyone laugh when I talked about what a relief it was to finally graduate, and to know that I would never again have to dissect a frog. But the third week we had to talk about something sad and when it was my turn I found myself remembering my German shepherd, Pat, who every day would park himself at the front window of our house, waiting for me to get home from school, and who for years was both my best friend and constant companion. When I got to the part where I had to watch him grow old, so old that all he could do was lie on his side and wag his tail a little, I got too choked up to finish, and to this day I can’t think about that dog without feeling a rush of sorrow.


Other people had their own stories — one poor woman had lost a sister in a fire, and had gone back to try to save her, only to be overcome by smoke — and I cried just listening to her. That class taught me that everyone has a story, and that every life has value, and I learned the importance of listening to other people.


More importantly, the class taught me that shit happens in every life, and that to worry about the possible outcome was both illogical and counterproductive. Worrying had no purpose, and only left one paralyzed with fear and indecision. It was almost an act of self-sabotage. Sure, bad things happened, but worrying was not going to alter the future. The right approach to any challenge was to get the facts, analyze the facts, and ask yourself if you could live with the worst possible result. And if you thought about it with a clear head, you’d realize that the world wasn’t going to end. The lesson I took home with me is that everything in life involves risk, but to not take risks is to not live. People who don’t take risks seldom succeed.


The other thing I learned is that busy people seldom have time to worry. If you’re sitting around doing nothing, your imagination starts running wild, and that’s when the problems start. But if you act, if you keep moving forward, you’ll be fine. Think of a bicycle: If you try to balance it while standing still, it’s not easy. But if you’re moving, it’s a breeze. That’s how I feel about life: Keep moving.


IN 1972, THERE WAS A terrible gas shortage, but thanks to Dale Carnegie, I didn’t worry about it. The worst possible outcome was that I would lose everything and I’d have to start again from scratch. I didn’t love the idea, but I could live with it because I knew I’d survive. As it turned out, however, I was smart not to worry, because the shortage actually ended up working in my favor. One of the guys who made my oil deliveries said he might be able to make a few of them off the books. I was tempted to turn him down — the whole thing sounded a little shady — but I was responsible for five gas stations by that time and I had two dozen full-time employees. Without gas, I was going to have to start letting people go. If I took the deal, bad things could happen, too. I could get caught and be forced to face the consequences, both legal and financial. But I wasn’t breaking the law; I was only bending it a little. And to do nothing might have led to bankruptcy and put all of those good people on the street. So I took the risk, knowing I could face the consequences. And I took it again the next month and the month after that.


And, in fact, one day a woman drove up and parked out front and came into the office to see me. She told me she owned a massage parlor on the edge of town, and that the gas shortage was keeping the girls from getting to work. “If you can make sure my girls get gas — and I’m not asking for it; they’ll pay for it — you can come visit us anytime. On the house.” So we made a deal. I would always have a little extra gas for her girls, even when the sign said we were out of gas, and it worked out great. When I went to visit the massage parlor a week later, the owner kept her word. I got a very nice massage, which ended when the young lady in question climbed on the table with me and gave me the fuck of my life. It was unbelievable. I had always enjoyed sex, sure, but until that day I hadn’t realized how little I knew about it. So of course I kept going back, a willing student, sometimes three and four nights a week, and I soon realized I had a big problem: I loved fucking and I couldn’t get enough of it.


By this time, my marriage was winding down. Shirley and I been together for eight years, and in the past four — since my second daughter had come along — we rarely had sex. It would be a while before I realized that this was one of the unspoken secrets of Married Life. I’m sure some married couples have sex into their seventies and beyond, but most couples lose interest in each other as soon as the kids come along. And Shirley and I were definitely one of those couples.


As the gas crisis began to ease, I took a look at my bank account and realized I had had the best year of my life, financially speaking. I’d also had a pretty good year sexually speaking, so I told my father that we had earned a vacation. I paid seven thousand dollars for a brand-new Thunderbird and we headed for San Francisco, via Vegas, a father-son road trip. We were cruising along Highway 95, in Nevada, when we came across a very discreet sign for a brothel. I looked across at my father. “You don’t tell my wife,” I said. “I won’t tell Mom.”


The place was called the Shamrock and it backed up against Area 51, a secretive government base that had long been linked to aliens and UFOs. A big black madam ran the establishment and she had a wonderful collection of girls. It was a lot of fun. Little did I know that many years later I would buy that same brothel, remodel it, and rename it the Alien Cathouse.


An hour later, my father and I were on the road again, still on Highway 95, and we saw a discreet sign for the Cottontail Ranch. We exchanged a look and went for it again. There were a dozen girls waiting for us in the parlor, one more gorgeous than the next, and we made our choices and headed for the bedrooms.


By nightfall, we stopped again, this time at the Moonlite Ranch. Over the years I would return many times to the Moonlite as a happy customer, and twenty years later I bought the place. But I’m getting ahead of myself . . .


WHEN MY FATHER AND I got back to phoenix, it became apparent that my marriage was over. There was no shouting or slammed doors, but we had both retreated to our own worlds and, like many couples, had only stayed together for the kids.


To get away, I began visiting Nevada more and more frequently. I’d like to think I was doing it to put some distance between my home and my extra marital activities, so as not to embarrass my family, but it would be more accurate to say that I had fallen madly in love with prostitutes. Every trip seemed better than the last. Those working girls knew how to make me happy. And I felt strangely free in Nevada; I don’t know how else to explain it, except to say that in Nevada I could be my true self. If I wanted to fuck three times a day and more, I did. And the more I fucked, the better I felt. I wasn’t worried about the Meaning of Life anymore. I knew what it was.


LATER THAT SAME YEAR Shirley and I decided to get a divorce. We had long since moved into another rental, a roomy three-bedroom house, and I told her that she and the girls could stay there, that I would take care of them financially, and I went off to look for a place of my own. I was going to rent an apartment since I didn’t need much space, but thanks to the gas crisis I was still pretty flush, and one afternoon I stumbled across a 2,500-square-foot house in a gated community, on the market for $40,000, and I bought it.


I had been there less than a week, without much more than a mattress on the floor, when one night, after work, instead of going back to my big empty house, a few of my buddies dragged me to the Band Box, a strip club in downtown Phoenix. Only minutes after we’d settled in, a gorgeous, red-lipped blonde took the stage and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. “I think I’m in love,” I told my friends. “I’m going to fuck that girl.” They didn’t think it would happen — “Fat chance!” “In your dreams!” — but I did fuck her, and more.


Within a week, Shirley was living with me. (Yes, another Shirley.) And she brought her two kids. She was a real sweet girl, not particularly sophisticated, and she’d recently left her abusive marriage and had turned to stripping to support the kids. In no time flat, however, she went from Reluctant Stripper to Suburban Housewife, and she was loving it. So was I, in fact. I loved coming back to a home-cooked meal every night and I especially loved the sex. I had learned a few things from working girls and she had tricks of her own. The combination was like trading in an old Volkswagen for a new Ferrari.


Looking back on it, I can’t help but think that most people don’t really know what great sex is all about. Maybe they do now, if they’re lucky, but in my day nobody talked about sex, and the average guy couldn’t have found his way to a clitoris without a map and written directions. Honestly, back then married people didn’t even talk about sex with each other. They just did it. Badly. And most guys were too scared to look a vagina in the eye. And I get that: Until you really know a vagina, it can be pretty intimidating. Get to know it, though, it’s a gift.


Anyway, there I was, living in the suburbs with my new wife (yes, I married her), her two children, and — on weekends — my own two kids. I had become a typical suburban dad, throwing barbecues for the neighbors, getting to know their children by name, being both Dad and Stepdad to our brood. Come Monday, however, after I took the girls back to Shirley’s place and went back to work, we had a routine and my new wife had certain expectations. She wanted me home at six sharp, for example, every night, and there were no excuses for tardiness. I had a half-dozen gas stations to run and I was often late, so this time around there was plenty of shouting and slammed doors.


“Come on, honey. I said I was sorry. Can’t we just please sit down and enjoy this great dinner you made?”


“I wouldn’t eat with you if you were the last man on the planet!”


One night, boom! She picked up a full plate and threw it right at me. Mashed potatoes, gravy, roast — all over me, the floors, and the walls.


“Get the fuck out of here,” she screamed. “Pack your fucking things and leave because I fucking hate you!”


I was ten minutes late. Ten minutes. I was standing there, wiping food off my face, seeing red, and I lost control. I began moving toward her, both fists clenched, ready to strike, and suddenly I saw myself behind prison walls. It was a terrifying moment. I had never raised my hand to a woman, had never even thought about it, and the possibility alone scared me half to death.


So I left the house, got in my car, and drove around Phoenix for the next three hours, trying to calm down. I should have never married her, I told myself. I’d only just met her. She’d been a virtual stranger, wrong for me on so many levels. And I hadn’t even been faithful. She didn’t know that, of course, but the constant arguing and recriminations had worn me down. I’m not saying it was right, because I know it wasn’t, but from time to time I enjoyed being with a woman who actually seemed to like me, even if she was only pretending. I began to wonder why anyone got married. With all the wonderful women in the world, why be foolish enough to settle for just one? I think in my heart I wanted to be monogamous, I wanted to be faithful, I wanted to be a good husband and a good father and try to build a life with someone . . . But my penis was powerful, and my penis had its own plans.


When I got home, it was the same old story. “Oh, baby, I’m sorry I got mad. I didn’t mean it. I love you, baby.” That night was different, though. That night I didn’t want to fuck her. That time even the idea of volcanic make-up sex wasn’t enough to do the trick.


The next night, I didn’t bother coming home. I called my buddies and we went back to that same strip club, and there was another hot blonde doing her thing on the pole, and I told them, “I’m going to fuck her.” And I did. I waited for her shift to end and bought her a drink and then we had a second and third drink at a downtown hotel, and my marriage ended.


I was generous with the settlement, partly because I wanted to be fair, and partly because I didn’t want to give my hard-earned money to those sleazy divorce lawyers.


Then I plunged back into work. I bought a towing business, went into a partnership on a garage, poured my energy into new gas stations. And when I wasn’t working, I chased women. I couldn’t stop thinking about women. Maybe there was something wrong with me, but if there was, it was worth the price.


There’s nothing like burying yourself inside a woman. Nothing.


ONE AFTERNOON, I GOT A call at work. My mother had gone to the hospital for an angiogram and apparently something had gone wrong. I drove over and met my father there, and the doctor was waiting with bad news. “I’m afraid there was nothing we could do.” I felt like killing the guy. My father had to stop me from jumping him. Nothing we could do. It was an angiogram, for fuck’s sake! You put a little dye into a vein and check the flow of blood. People didn’t die from angiograms. And she probably hadn’t even needed it. My mother was a terrible hypochondriac, and those crazy doctors were always humoring her. Blood tests, EEGs, X-rays — if she wanted something to be wrong with her, they would find it. But there was nothing wrong with her. She was overweight and unhappy, sure, but she wasn’t sick.


I was depressed for days. I missed work, which had never happened. I hadn’t always liked my mother — she’d been the tough one, the eternal disciplinarian, humorless, grim — but I still loved her. I never told her so, but I’d like to think she knew it.


BY THIS TIME I HAD a new woman in my life: Barbara. It hadn’t taken long, but that’s because I can’t be alone. I’ve always known that about myself and it’s never going to change. I need a woman next to me at night. What’s the point of getting into bed alone? What’s the point of living?


Barbara had been married once before, and she and her ex had made good money in the health club business. We had met in an upscale bar in Phoenix — a hot blonde with red lipstick, imagine that — and from our first night together I was practically living in her house. One day she told me to move in, and I did, and not long after, to celebrate, we took a road trip to Lake Tahoe. I fell in love with the area, and we kept going back, and before long I realized I was done with Phoenix. I decided to sell my interest in all my businesses. Everyone thought I was crazy, but I knew what I wanted, and — thanks to Dale Carnegie — I wasn’t overly worried about the road ahead. In the space of a few weeks, I got rid of everything and moved to Nevada with part of my team. A month later, I bought a gas station in Reno, the first of five.


Barbara still had business interests in Phoenix, so she shuttled back and forth, but I wanted her to move to Tahoe with me permanently, so I went looking for a place to buy. I found a beautiful house by Frank Lloyd Wright, with a wide-open living area on the ground floor, three bedrooms on the top floor, and a separate apartment. Almost all the rooms had 180-degree views of Reno and the surrounding mountains. I snatched it up for a song, moved my father into the apartment, then married Barbara and had her move in, too. A week into it, she said, “I don’t like the people here.” I said, “You don’t know anybody.” I made her walk around the neighborhood with me and we knocked on doors and introduced ourselves to everyone, but a week later she was singing the same song: “I still don’t like it here.”


She moved back to Phoenix. I was alone in the main house, with my father in the apartment next door. My daughters came to visit, older now, fourteen and ten. They liked Tahoe, but they missed their friends, and before long they went home to mom.


I didn’t know what to do with myself. I couldn’t function alone. To me, a woman is a goddess, and I can’t live in a godless world. There were plenty of brothels within easy distance, of course, and it was always great fun, but it wasn’t the same. I wanted a girl of my own. I hated coming home to an empty room. And I still do.
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Two



WORKING GIRLS: THE SECOND COMING


[image: Images]


ONE AFTERNOON, AS I WAS leaving my local bank, I saw a redhead getting out of her car. She was very attractive, with a lot of attitude, and I couldn’t help but stare. She stared right back and said, “Why don’t you take me to dinner tonight?”


I wasn’t sure I’d heard right. “Excuse me?” I said.


And she said, “If you can’t afford it, I’ll pay.”


“I can afford it,” I said.


Her name was Charlene. Turned out her father and mine had worked at the post office together in Phoenix, practically back to back, and that she and I had gone to the same high school, but she was four or five years behind me so we hadn’t known each other. But we got to know each other that first night, after dinner, and got to know each other even better on the three nights that followed, until Sunday when I asked her to move in.


I was pretty crazy about her, but I had a problem: She was a buyer for Macy’s and she was gone three weeks a month. I hated my empty bed; I hated missing her. Then she admitted that the story about Macy’s was a lie. She wasn’t a buyer for them or anybody else. She was actually a seller; three weeks a month she was holed up at the Moonlite Ranch, selling herself.


I was very upset. “Fuck this,” I said. “Get away from me. I’m not going to be with a girl who’s fucking other guys.” I was a square in those days. Straight as hell. I had a lot to learn.


About a month later, I ran into her in town and she talked me into coming up to see her at the Moonlite Ranch. She was working three weeks straight, as always, in virtual lockdown, but boyfriends were allowed to visit on Sundays. “For twenty dollars, you can have a drink or two and get laid, and you’ll be home by midnight,” she said. I’d always had fun at the Moonlite, so I went.


This time I wasn’t treated like a customer, though; I was Charlene’s guest, a member of the family. In those days, most of the brothels were run by black women, many of them on the large side, who cooked and cleaned and handled the cash. They’d been running the brothels forever, going back to when brothels were still illegal, so they were a pretty tough bunch. One of them, Mary, bigger and blacker than the others, took a real liking to me. “Oh, Charlene! You got you a good one there. He’d make a good P.I.”


Charlene replied, “Not happening. He’s a square.” I was square. P.I. meant pimp, and I didn’t even know that much. Plus I wasn’t interested in the business end of the ho business. I was doing fine on my own.


Mary laughed and turned to look at Charlene. “Girl,” she said. “Man’s good looking, but you’re right. He as square as they come.”


I came up the following Sunday and I guess they wanted to teach the square guy a lesson. A customer came in, this rough cowboy type, about forty years old, with the Stetson and the bowed legs and the square-toed boots and the weathered skin from riding around the range or something. One of the girls took him to a back room and Mary told Charlene to let me watch the show. Charlene led me down the corridor and into a closet, put a finger to her lips to shush me, and raised a curtain on the wall. Turned out to be a one-way mirror. The cowboy had taken off his pants, but not his boots, and he was wearing frilly little girl’s underwear, pulled partway down his hairy thighs. The girl had some kind of leash tied to his dick, and she was leading him around the room, telling him he’d been a naughty little cowpoke. “I think I’ve seen enough,” I said.


Charlene took me back to the parlor and Mary saw the haunted look on my face and laughed. “You got to get yourself one of these girls,” she said. “Good money in this business. You have fun, too.”


Then another customer came in and Charlene went off to tend to him. She told me to hang around, that she’d be back in an hour, and I didn’t like that much. I knew Charlene was fucking other guys, but I didn’t want it in my face. Then Mary pointed out one of the other working girls, a little blonde. “See that? That’s Linda. She can’t take her eyes off you. Why don’t you put some money on the books and take her down the hall?” So I did.


When I came out, Charlene was waiting for me in the parlor, steamed as hell. “What the fuck are you doing?” she said.


“Well, you keep telling me what a square I am and I wanted to see if you were right.”


“You fuck her?”


“Yeah,” I said. “We weren’t playing Monopoly.”


Turned out Charlene wasn’t really all that angry. Two weeks later, on the first day of her week long break, she brought Linda back to my place for a threesome, my first. It was as wonderful as I’d imagined. I felt like I was the star of my very own porn movie. If you haven’t tried it, you should — and pronto.


CHARLENE AND I KEPT SEEING each other, and from time to time we’d add a new girl to the mix. It never got boring. One morning the doorbell woke me early. I climbed over Charlene and her friend, a little brunette, and went to see who was at the door at that ungodly hour. A middle-aged woman was standing outside, looking hopeful. “I’m sorry to bother you,” she said, “but I understand that this is a Frank Lloyd Wright house.”


“Yes,” I said. “It is. I’m from Phoenix, and I appreciate the man’s architectural sensibilities.” Or something like that, anyway. She said she wanted to buy the place and I told her it wasn’t for sale, but a few days later she was back with her husband, a doctor. He knew I’d paid $75,000 for the house and offered me $125,000, cash. That made for a tidy profit, so I took it.


I bought a two-bedroom condominium in Reno, overlooking the river — it had two master suites, at opposite ends, so it was perfect for me and my father — and I used the rest of the money to buy a second gas station in Tahoe.


I kept seeing Charlene and we kept having threesomes, but I never took a dime of her money. She’d show up at the condo with thousands of dollars spilling out of her purse and it never occurred to me to ask her to pay for anything. I was happy. I loved fucking her. And she had wonderfully uninhibited friends who were always ready to teach me new tricks.


Then she got pregnant and I told her I didn’t want the kid. I said I loved my daughters and that I had no regrets, but that I wasn’t going down that road again. She didn’t make a scene. Didn’t argue. Said nothing, in fact. She had an abortion and a few weeks later she was gone. I don’t know what happened exactly. If she was mad at me, she didn’t show it. If she was upset about the baby, she didn’t show that, either.


I was single again and I kept going back to the Moonlite. One night the comedian Andy Kaufman showed up with his sidekick, Bob Zmuda, with whom he shared that crazy alter ego, Tony Clifton — a broken-down, chain-smoking, wildly hostile ’60s-style nightclub singer, unrecognizable under a big nose, big hair, and dark sunglasses. They would take turns playing the Clifton character and offending unsuspecting audiences. To my great delight, they both turned out to be immensely entertaining guys. Andy was just the nicest, sweetest Jewish gentleman I had ever met. When the girls lined up, he seemed genuinely torn. Zmuda kept telling him to pick one, but Andy was having a very hard time. “All these wonderful girls and I can’t make a decision!” he said. “I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings.” He reviewed the lineup once more and threw his hands up in mock despair. “I like all of you, and I want to party with all of you. And if I have to come back morning, noon, and night for the next two weeks, well — that’s exactly what I’ll do.” And that’s exactly what he did. He loved those girls. He thought working girls were the Second Coming.


As he got increasingly comfortable with the girls, he became more revealing about his sexual predilections, and it became clear that Andy had some unresolved issues related to wrestling. Maybe he never made the wrestling team in high school — I don’t know because I didn’t want to pry — but watching two girls wrestle was a real turn-on for him.

OEBPS/images/rabbit1.jpg
o














OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title3.jpg





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/whiteheart.jpg





OEBPS/images/whitestar.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781941393727.jpg
“There’s no business like ho business, and nobody knows the biz better than Hof!”

Y
Je% PT.BARy,

oF BOOTY~ ¥

FEATURING RON JEREMY, BOB ZMUDA
& a Comic Book hy Artist Robert Grossman













OEBPS/images/section.jpg





OEBPS/images/title1.jpg
BROTHEL @’"
-
XX X-






OEBPS/images/title4.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0xiv-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0xvi-01.jpg
s § AR 7
t o Q
=






OEBPS/images/blackrabitright.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0vii-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title2.jpg
ONE MAN’S
SEARCH
FOR LOVE,
v SEX, AND

v MONEY






OEBPS/images/blackrabitleft.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0vii-02.jpg





