Joe mustang

Joseph " Joe " Conforte December 10, â€” March 4, was a legal brothel owner from Sparks,
Nevada, spokesperson for the legal prostitution movement, a professional boxing promoter ,
restaurateur , philanthropist , and Nevada statesman who embarrassed the United States
Department of Justice and successfully swindled the IRS. He owned the Mustang Ranch
brothel, impacted federal law and the laws of Nevada, and was a fixture of pop culture, affecting
people's attitudes and opinions about prostitutes and prostitution. Conforte was also reportedly
connected with organized crime, and was sometimes called the Godfather of legal prostitution.
Conforte was born Giuseppe Christophe Conforte in Augusta, Sicily , December 10, , the
youngest of one brother and three sisters. Giuseppe traveled to Ellis Island on the Rex
steamship in December Conforte's father Agostino ran a small produce shop in Dorchester,
South Boston, where he taught young Joe how to sell fruits and vegetables. Agostino also sold
bootleg alcohol. As printed in Rolling Stone, " When he stepped off the boat in New York 35
years ago, he was simply the pudgy, uneducated son of a Massachusetts bootlegger. Conforte
ran away from home to Manhattan in New York City at age fifteen. He enlisted in the army on
November 1, , before his twentieth birthday. Because of his fake birth date, he was drafted late.
Joe Conforte operated illegal brothels in Oakland, California in and His operation grew and soon
he met and teamed up with Sally Burgess, with whom he had a series of run-ins with law
enforcement: [11] [3] [12]. The Confortes expanded their prostitution business across Nevada.
Conforte married Sally Burgess in August In , Conforte pleaded guilty to federal tax evasion
while in state prison for extortion. In December , Conforte was released from prison. That year,
the Nevada Gaming Commission had Conforte on a list to be included in their Black Book of
undesirables but did not add him for unexplained reasons. February 26, , Nevada's Governor
Mike O'Callaghan signed anti-vice bill SB, also known as the county option brothel bill, into law,
giving counties the ability to license and regulate brothels while outlawing Clark County-Las
Vegas to keep Conforte out. Mustang Bridge Ranch, with Sally Conforte as licensee, was first in
the nation to be licensed under the new state law. Conforte spoke publicly about the need and
benefit of legal prostitution to organizations such as the Lions Club, Rotary Club, on national
and regional TV shows, and on talk radio. From Rolling Stone, " He was behind a initiative in
California to legalize brothels in that state. The grand opening of Joe and Sally Conforte's
Mustang Ranch brothel on May 15, received little to no coverage by the news media. Conforte
reportedly controlled organized crime in Northwestern Nevada, and was quoted in the Nevada
State Journal on March 21, "Conforte said if organized crime elements move into Northern
Nevada against his warnings, "Then there's going to be a war. You can put 17 angels with one
attorney in a grand jury room for two years, such as these grand jurors have been, and end up
with 17 devils. A week after the Mustang Ranch opened in May , seventh-ranked heavyweight
boxer from Argentina, Oscar Bonavena , was shot and killed at the front gate by Joe Conforte's
enforcer, Willard Ross Brymer. In , Conforte was convicted of tax evasion and fraud, and
sentenced to twenty years in prison; fraud charges were added due to his regularly destroying
his financial records. In December , Conforte fled the country to avoid prison for the tax evasion
conviction and also prosecution for the attempted bribery of John Giomi. Conforte lived as a
fugitive of U. Claiborne Nevada who was his former attorney. The Department of Justice granted
Conforte a reduced sentence in exchange for his testimony. To the embarrassment of the
Department of Justice, in Harry E. Claiborne 's bribery trial, Conforte flubbed the date of one of
the two bribes and Claiborne had a solid alibi on the other bribe Joe alleged to have made.
Jurors were deadlocked and the trial ended in a mistrial. December , Conforte was released
from federal prison after serving twelve months of what was an original twenty-year sentence
for tax evasion and fraud. Conforte served no jail time for the state crime of attempted bribery of
the Lyon County district attorney. Conforte created a public offering of Mustang Ranch stock
that could have satisfied the remainder of his debt to the IRS, but three attempts at the IPO
failed. Joe then blamed the IRS for interference through his bankruptcy attorney. Perry declared
on September 21, " In , her health in decline, Sally deeded her assets to Joe and he prepared to
file his own bankruptcy when federal prosecutors obtained emergency forfeiture in court while
armed U. Treasury Department agents seized the Mustang Ranch and other property. Montoya
and began skimming profits from Mustang Ranch and sending them to the Swiss account with
the aid of several accomplices. In , Storey County, Nevada commissioners and the sheriff, who
controlled county liquor and brothel licensing, demanded the IRS trustee overseeing the
Mustang Ranches obtain a brothel license. Using a proxy, Joe Conforte secretly bought the
Mustang Ranch back from the government at pennies on the dollar of what he owed. The shell
company that took control of Mustang Ranch hired Joe to run the place. Conforte was quoted
speaking to the Storey County Commission, December 18, "The doors are already open. I'm
here for one reason and one reason only, as a common courtesy, to let you know how it is.
Conforte retired to Rio de Janeiro in Corporation of which Joe was the main shareholder. Sally

Conforte died in A superseding indictment in August added the A. Corporation and
co-conspirators. Department of Justice attempts to extradite Joe from Brazil failed. Absolutely
he is. He did everything we said he did. Extortion, conspiracy, bribery, racketeering, money
laundering, wire fraud; he is guilty of it all. He's a crook, but he is a brilliant crook. The man
stayed a step ahead of us the entire time. I worked that case for thirteen years He slid right
through and out of the country. In , Mustang Ranch was again seized by the federal government
and shuttered. It is believed that Joe Conforte died in Brazil on March 4, at age 93 from
pneumonia associated with Alzheimer's and a heart condition. No news article, death certificate,
or public sources corroborate his passing. His place of burial or entombment is also unknown.
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motivational management techiques for the original Mustang design, abetted by a shrewd chief
designer, Joe Oros. Oros first worked for GM in the s and early s, then joined the independent
George Walker group that shaped the vital all-new Ford and the cars and trucks that built on its
timely success. When Walker became Ford's in-house design vice president in , he made Oros
an assistant, then named him to head the Ford Studio in Though Oros would supervise the
design of almost every U. Ford-brand vehicle over the next dozen years, the Mustang was
undoubtedly his biggest success as studio chief. Ironic, then, that his team's winning design
was something of a rush job, just like that '49 Ford. Here, in his own words, is how Oros
remembers the birth of the Ford Mustang prototype. The request came through on a Monday,
and I had gone off to a one-week seminar: training sessions on problem analysis and
problem-solving methods. Dave Ash was my executive. On Tuesday I called him to find out how
things are going, and he told me about the new assignment. Ash had already made some
sketches, and my understanding was that the studio was rapidly putting together a clay model
for me to see the following Monday. I could hardly wait. I had difficulty concentrating on the

seminar. The following Monday, I went to the Design building very early and hot-trotted down to
the Ford studio. And there was this car with a low mouth-type front end, a bumper integral with
the grille opening, and a greenhouse with a reverse backlight like those on recent Lincolns,
Mercurys, and the British Ford Anglia. I thought, "We can't use a reverse backlight if this car is
supposed to be new. And the front end is going to be expensive and add weight. So I didn't
think we would win all the marbles against the other studios. Then the designers started
trickling in, and I asked Gale Halderman and John Foster, two managers working under Ash,
"What happened here? Learn on the next page how the Oros team went about designing the
successful Ford Mustang prototype. Chief designer Joe Oros and his team were rushing to
complete a design that would become in the prototype for the Ford Mustang. This is how Oros
remembers it:. I then called a meeting with all the Ford studio designers, including the truck
designers. We talked about the sporty car for most of that afternoon, setting parameters for
what it should look like -- and what it should not look like -- by making lists on a large pad, a
technique I adapted from the management seminar. We taped the lists up all around the studio
to keep ourselves on track. We also had photographs of all the previous sporty cars that had
been done in the Corporate Advanced studio as a guide to themes or ideas that were tired or
not acceptable to management. Within a week we had hammered out a new design. We cut
templates and fitted them to the clay model that had been started. We cut right into it, adding or
deleting clay to accommodate our new theme, so it wasn't like starting all over. But we knew
Lincoln-Mercury would have two models. And Advanced would have five, some they had
previously shown and modified, plus a couple extras. But we would only have one model
because Ford studio had a production schedule for a good many facelifts and other projects.
We couldn't afford the manpower, but we made up for lost time by working around the clock so
our model would be ready for the management review. It took us another two weeks or so to
finish it. Lee Iacocca first saw it when it was about five-eighths to three-quarters complete. I met
him at the studio door and talked with him about what we were trying to accomplish. I could tell
he was really pleased with the concept we were on, but he was noncommittal. Still, our car won
hands-down. And we did it in under three weeks' time. I guided the overall appearance,
especially the front end, but Dave Ash, Gale Halderman, and John Foster did an outstanding job
in guiding the Mustang's development with the various committees that came through the
studio -- manufacturing, engineering, product planning. Charlie Phaneuf, another manager with
a lot of ideas, also helped tremendously, as did the interior studio headed by Damon Woods. It
was a tremendous all-around effort that shows what teamwork can do when properly
coordinated. Interestingly enough, the car fell together naturally as a design theme. It wasn't
forced. Engineering development came together very well. We were always conscious of the
packaging requirements, the manufacturing requirements as far as feasibility. From approval to
the showroom floor, we only had to make minor adjustments. When Lee Iacocca saw our
finished car, he just rolled his cigar in his mouth. I could see the gleam in his eye, and he was
pleased as punch. Of course, that made me feel very good too. See more pictures of the Ford
Mustang. Saddle up for the complete story of America's best-loved sporty car. How the Ford
Mustang Works chronicles the legend from its inception in the early s to today's all-new
Mustang. It was the right car at the right time, but the Mustang had to await the early s, when a
savvy Ford exec realized the Mustang's potential. Here you'll find road test results, photos,
specifications, and prices for hundreds of cars, trucks, minivans, and SUVs. Ford muscle cars
were among the top performers of the muscle car era. Check out profiles, photos, and
specifications of some tough Ford muscle cars. Designing the Ford Mustang Prototype.
Engineers use a series of templates to transfer body surfaces from a clay model to production
tooling. Oros' studio completed the winning design for the first Ford Mustang in three weeks.
Related Content " ". How the General Lee Works. The Mustang Ranch - where sex is always for
sale. Under Nevada state law, certain counties are allowed to license and regulate brothels. It's
a story of sex, money and murder. Joe Conforte is the pioneering pimp who makes millions
peddling sex at the Nevada Ranch. But his thirst for power and influence ultimately bring him
down. Markets Pre-Markets U. Case File show chapters. In the U. Joe Conforte, America's father
of legalized prostitution. The young entrepreneur begins to build his empire in the 's. He quickly
hooks up with brothel owner Sally Burgess. The two marry in a union based on business.
Trouble in Paradise The brothel boss is taking in millions. But, Joe Conforte wants more. He
decides to back a boxing heavyweight named Oscar Bonavena. But the fighter is after more
than a shot at the title Joe warns Oscar to get out of town. Oscar stays and is murdered. The
Law Joe Conforte likes to keep the local lawmen happy with what he calls "favors" that might
include free sex with his girls. In return, the officials help keep the brothel open for business.
Joe's might be King in Stoney County, Nevada where local officials toe the line. But, the feds
are not as friendly. Mustang Ranch Tour. How Sex is Sold at the Mustang Ranch. Download the
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the 's. I t was noon before he was awake and receiving visitors. Wearing tan kid slippers and a
black velvet robe with satin lapels, he slid open the glass door of his plush, hot pink bedroom
and stepped outside to a narrow cement balcony. Squinting in the white glare of the midday
sun, he scanned the desert haze and mountains beyond Reno, then shuffled quickly around the
balcony, surveying his grounds. His respectably expensive, two-story brick dwelling was similar
to other suburban homes except for a surrounding cinderblock wall so high and formidable that
it gave the place a fortress quality. Two German Shepherds, trained in Kansas to attack
intruders, patrolled the shadeless front lawn. Inside an iron gate, his tank-like, silver-steel
Bugazzi roasted in degrees, his initials â€” J. This panorama of self-made wealth pleased Joe
Conforte. He took in a deep breath, let it out, spat expertly on the manicured lawn below,
swiveled and stepped back inside his air-conditioned home. Like a museum guide he moved
through thickly carpeted, silver-walled hallways, then down the stairs into rooms as stark and
opulent as a mortuary. The house, draped in soft, pastel silk, was crammed with statues, gold
marbled mirrors and crystal chandeliers. Every available surface and cabinet shelf was stocked
with glazed figurines â€” dogs, roosters, birds â€” gleaned from world travels. Yes, America has
been good to this poor immigrant boy from Augusta, Sicily. When he stepped off the boat in
New York 35 years ago, he was simply the pudgy, uneducated son of a Massachusetts
bootlegger. His fiery, often idealistic defense of legally controlled prostitution has enthralled
jam-packed service club audiences throughout the state. How can anything be immoral if it
hurts no one and gives people pleasure? You see that? If you legalize it, control it, then the right
things are done to it. Like we do at my places. Now it was time for Joe Conforte to start his day
with a hearty, crusader-sized breakfast. Down in the kitchen Louise, the maid, was arranging a
spread of bacon, eggs, toast, cantaloupe and sliced tomatoes. She had worked as a hairdresser
at the Mustang Bridge Ranch until Conforte hired her for his personal maid. On his way to the
table, Conforte stopped by the stove to give her an affectionate hug and a pinch on the ass.
When she bent over to serve him his freeze-dried coffee, he stuck a finger in her chest and
tweaked her nose when she looked down. Louise smiled and blushed slightly at this favorite
joke, enjoying the attention. He patted his mouth with a napkin and readied himself for another
lecture. From the outside that apple looks good. Red and shiny, no bruises. But if I had been the
one at the market, I would not have bought it. You know why? On the outside it is brown and
rotten looking. And I know about fruit. When I was 16, in Los Angeles, I owned my own fruit
market. On Robertson Boulevard, it was. I had it for five years. To Conforte this was just one of
the many breaks in life that success requires. You gotta have all three; two out of three is not
gonna get it for you. First, you need breaks. In other words, the opportunities. No matter how
great or strong you are, unless you are near the gold line, you could dig all your life and not find
any gold. So: Breaks, guts, brains. Conforte bit off another chunk of banana and continued the
story of his rise to success. This was even before I had the house of prostitution in Oakland. So
then it hit me. You mean customers! You mean guys that want to have intercourse with you and
pay for it! A couple days later that same sailor comes by again. And that was the start. Unless,
Conforte learned, they were owned by newcomers like himself with noisy ideas about legal
prostitution. But he soon devised a method for dealing with the authorities â€” a sort of trailer

shell game. He parked his one trailer at a spot where three counties come together. In he settled
in Wadsworth, 30 miles down the Truckee River from Reno. Here he prospered for ten years
until another brothel owner staked out territory 20 miles up the river, intercepting his Reno
trade. Pretty soon a gang war was raging. Thugs with shotguns began cruising the area, firing
at each other and throwing bombs. Finally, someone managed to blow up the Mustang Bridge,
the sole access to both brothels. They tried to muscle in when I was, uh, gone. Conforte picked
his teeth and stared through sliding doors to the kidney-shaped pool in his cement backyard.
He liked to come around with his girls, parading himself all over the city. So every time he came
into town, we arrested him on a charge of vagrancy. He likes to do that, have something on
people. There was a jury trial, he was convicted of extortion and sent to Nevada State
Penitentiary for three years. While he was there he was tried for income tax fraud and sent on to
McNeil Island for another year. What did you do? He tossed his napkin on the table and rose,
chuckling softly. W herever he drove that afternoon, taking care of business, people treated
Conforte like a celebrity. Dressed to kill in a diaphanous overblouse of multicolored swirls,
electric blue raw silk slacks and blue suede go-go boots, he exploded into their worlds like
bright fireworks, adding some flash to their routine hours. Those employees who could leave
their desks gathered around the amazing car of steel and black alligator vinyl, while Conforte
and the bank manager, backslapping and chortling, headed into the vault. You need public
relations, you need tolerance from the public, when you are in a controversial business. He
piloted us through the Nevada badlands, on the hairpin road that winds through steep hills to
Virginia City, the Storey County seat. Inside the bulletproof car, we felt invulnerable, surrounded
by grey suede and imported black marble. We seemed to hover somewhere above the scenery
more than drive through it, removed from the fierce heat of the desert that only blasted into the
car when Conforte buzzed down a window to spit or throw out some refuse. A few miles south
of Virginia City, near Silver City, we screeched off the road and up a steep grade to the peak of
the highest hill around. The view was magnificent â€” a degree panorama of sagebrush hills and
pure air. Everyone in the bar filed out to the parking lot to greet Conforte and his car. The
manager of the club, a big lug who practically stood on top of people to address them, ordered
one customer to move his pickup truck so the Bugazzi could have the prime spot. One
disgruntled young woman, sloppy from too much beer, stood away from the crowd. Son of a
bitch. She considered this idea a minute, then turned on me. But for the rest of them, his arrival
was a celebration. Women turned and radiated in his direction, and a mandolin player seeking
work at the club serenaded him. Conforte allowed himself to be dragged off to the bar by one
woman, who talked to him earnestly, if a little drunkenly, inches from his pudgy, smiling face.
Later, as we headed into Virginia City, the legendary gold rush boom town where Mark Twain
once worked as a reporter, I asked Conforte what the woman wanted. A stagecoach between the
club and Virginia City. Now that would be really something. I like that. Favors, donations. I
donate a lot â€” churches, Boy Scouts, cancer, always something. He stopped briefly at the one
red light in town, then ran through it. He laughed at us when we craned our necks looking for
cops. We pulled up in front of an antique building, the Storey County courthouse, and Conforte
strutted up the wooden stairs like he owned the place. Inside, a broadly grinning policeman in a
sharp khaki suit welcomed him. After they figured it out, Conforte dug out his bankroll, big as a
bocce ball, and peeled off some fresh bills. They leave a record of where you been, how much
you spend. The happy mood of the day was shattered when the assessor called Carson City, the
state capital, and found out that the license plate Conforte wanted â€” MY CAR â€” was already
taken. It put Conforte in a black mood. With his round shape, skinny legs and zippered boots he
looked like an Italian Humpty Dumpty. The assessor asked for a second choice. Someone
suggested Dream. Conforte thought that was bragging too much. Joe was another suggestion.
But his initials were already on the car. MY KAR. Conforte looked skeptical for the first instant,
but as the idea sank in, his scowl melted into a full-faced grin. He jumped down from the heater
and hugged the man. Those who are making money illegally in the hotels and from the street in
Las Vegas, they have juice in the legislature to do that. Now we got juice in the legislature.
Earlier Conforte had mentioned the white bearskin rug in his bedroom and told me a prominent
Clark County official had brought it back from Australia as a gift. So you make sure the right
people get in office. It has a population of about It is a small county. When it comes to voting,
most of them vote the way I ask them to do. And this, by having those votes, it gives an
advantage to the right guy in getting in. In his glow-in-the-dark clothes, Conforte disappeared
into a sea of blazers and polo shirts. He wanted to see if Annie and I could attend the stag party.
The most important people in Nevada would be there, and Conforte relished the idea of two
newswomen following him around. But he emerged with a disappointed shrug. He had even
tried to arrange for us to wear aprons and look like waitresses. But it was no go. He told us to
go into town, have dinner and try our luck at the casino. Later, Conforte joined us and played

craps with hundreds of dollars. Annie and I learned blackjack. This might be the lucky break the
former insurance salesman had been waiting for. Last June, while driving to the Tijuana
bullfights with a prostitute named Sugar, Conforte discovered Ralph performing at an Italian
restaurant near Disneyland. He was immediately impressed. Somehow, with the help of his
piano player, Ralph was able to oblige Conforte and ad-lib the song. He would give Ralph the
grand treatment. During a high-spirited ride to the restaurant, Conforte reminisced about his
childhood. My father was already over here, he met me at the ship. I remember it was called the
Rex. Ralph, a trim, gorgeous man with dazzling teeth, said he was 42 but often passed for
Conforte was 46 and knew he looked it; he fondled a roll of his own growing paunch. But soon
Conforte dispensed with these worries and returned to his childhood. Remember those songs?
I believe in that. When they write a book about my life, it should start off with that. One day like a
lion. At dinner Ralph Adano was gay and confident. But now, with his contract freshly signed,
things might work out. I had a strained vocal chord that night you came in. They had a crummy
microphone system at that place, no reverb. Usually I never strain because I sing almost
naturally. Wait till you hear. But Conforte seemed to have lost his enthusiasm for the project
with the contract consummated. He was busy shaking salt onto his butter dish. He dipped a
green onion into the salt and chomped off the end. They put these on the table wherever I go to
eat because they know I like them. Adano tried again. Now Conforte was concentrating on his
coffee, sipping it slowly and loudly. If I have enough time to spend for you and with you.
Because I got so many other things on my mind. I got a hour operation to take care of â€” 30,
sometimes 40 girls. I got calls to return, appointments to make. And I travel a lot â€” Frisco, L.
Ralph wilted in his chair, like day-old lettuce, nodding in grim understanding. If you make it,
fine. Ralph knew what Conforte was talking about. He had tried and failed before. Conforte used
the same psychology with his girls. He said you have to let them know they can be replaced.
That way they try harder. And then, the next day, you act nice, give them a compliment to make
them feel better again. Just like she was. He shifted his cigar from one cheek to the other,
thoughtfully. He handed me the document and I unfolded it gingerly, afraid that it would
disintegrate in my hands. It was a horoscope, carefully torn from some magazine. There was a
picture of a young boy in his wallet, a black-haired, dark-eyed youngster resembling Conforte. It
was his son. It was during that stage he was born. This is my girlfriend now. He also had three
grown daughters by his wife, Sally, an allegedly ferocious woman who was now vacationing in
Miami. Two were married and lived in San Francisco. I would do everything in the world to
discourage her from engaging in that business. That would be the logical question. Because,
the fact remains that no matter how many fathers try to discourage how many daughters not to
engage, some will anyway. She can get married and raise kids or something like that. Let her. I
see nothing wrong with it. L ike life in a submarine that submerged three weeks at a stretch,
time at the Mustang Bridge Ranch had a different rhythm. The women worked in hour shifts,
most of them from four in the afternoon until six in the morning. Only a few worked the daytime
hours, when business was slow. They worked seven days a week, three weeks in a row. They
stayed at Mustang 24 hours a day. Those were the rules. Actually, there was no immediate
reason to leave the sealed, cyclone-fenced area. Every service was provided â€” hair-dresser,
masseuse, laundress, maids. Traveling salesmen vended racks of clothing in a back room. It
was here that I came across Kathy as she relaxed on a folding chair, her legs spread apart,
chewing on a fudgesicle. She could make that in two months there, she said. You can give a half
and half â€” a blowjob and a lay â€” but you try to get more. But, Kathy wanted to make one
thing perfectly clear. I remember the first time I met him, I was working at the Starlight, his other
place. Anyway, he walked over to me and grabbed my ass. She said call girls made more
money, but there was always the threat of being caught by the police or being maimed by
sadists. But here at Mustang, a girl could have peace of mind. If anything went wrong, she could
scream. You need a good vibrator, a garter belt and bra, a bullwhip or a large belt, some rope
â€” although a lot of guys like to be tied up with nylons. There was Tony: a wiry, energetic girl
with a wide mouth and an easy grin. She looked and moved like a female Mick Jagger. Chi Chi:
Dark and tough as a panther, she purred her name cat-like and spent most of her hours filing
her nails. The walls and ceiling of her room were covered with greeting cards from satisfied
customers. Pam: A high-strung, year-old Texan who looked like a coed, but attracted mostly
elderly types. All the girls were dressed in the briefest bikinis or lingerie and, standing tall and
sexy in a stunning semicircle, they offered each customer his own private beauty pageant. The
judges included cowboys, construction workers, teen-agers, bureaucrats and businessmen.
Blacks, lesbians, transvestites and members of other minority groups enjoyed their pageants in
a special side room, attended only by volunteer prostitutes. Later that evening, for instance, the
front door opened and in wobbled a tall man with the build of a football player. He wobbled
because he was wearing a spiffy pair of black high heels â€” also a black miniskirt, white blouse

and black pageboy wig. He was quickly ushered to the side room. Much later, however, I heard
tapes recorded by filmmaker Robert Guralnick, who is producing a feature-length documentary
about the Mustand women, tentatively titled Working Girls. Prostitute : [ kind voice ] Hi, honey.
Prostitute : Hi, Jim. Where you from? Prostitute : Yeah? What kind of business you in, Jim? Man
: I own a filling station. A card which she carries in her bikini bottom is punched to indicate she
had a customer. Man : No. Uh, how much? Prostitute : Thirty apiece. Uh, Ok. That Ok? Man : Ok.
Prostitute : You like big tits? Want me to get one with big tits? Man : Yeah, get a big one. How
are you, honey? Man : Jim. Prostitute No. Man : Santa Barbara. Santa Barbara, [ doors open
when first girl comes back from turning in more money ] You like to eat pussy, honey? One of
us will sit on your face while the other will sit on your peter. You never had two girls french you
at the same time? Wanna try? Man : Sounds like a winner. The girls had provided everything â€”
presents, bottles of champagne, a bowl of pink passion punch with white gardenias floating in
it, and, of course, cake. Then it was time to cut the cake, a flat, rectangular model with flowers
and white icing. But hardly had the girls begun to eat it when the gate buzzer sounded and they
bolted into the front parlor for the next line-up. Brandy stayed behind to collect her presents
and clean up the wrapping paper. This was her 31st birthday, her seventh celebrated at
Mustang. The party had lasted nine minutes. Talk to the girls, I tell you. They will talk, the others
will not. He said to wait there â€” I sat down on his office bed â€” and when he came back he
was laughing mischievously and dragging Chi Chi behind him by the wrist. Chi Chi will talk to
you. And he was right, she was a stunning woman â€” black-skinned, broad-nosed, wearing a
sleek black wig. Did you ever see such a body? Show what a nice ass you have. Such a nice
ass. The bottom half of her outfit was so brief that half her buttocks overflowed the top of it. I
love a big ass. Take off your clothes, Chi Chi. Show what a nice body you have. Chi Chi laughed
at this suggestion, and kept laughing when he lunged at her and tried to pull her pants down.
She squirmed away from him and ran around the bed, where he cornered her. Again, he told her
to take her clothes off. Still smiling, Chi Chi stopped trying to fight, and in a resigned but
pleased sort of way started to unfasten her bra. There is a test. There was a smacking noise as
the inside of her cheek left her teeth. What did you stick me with? She brought up her hand and
presented him with a safety pin, as if it was a delicate flower. She was smiling â€” a wide, sly,
foxy smile. He sounded angry, but not that angry. He seemed to like them spirited. And the ass.
So high and firm. Chi Chi stood like a statue, smirking. Her eye makeup gave her a cat-like, devil
woman appearance. She had painted green extensions from her eyelids to her temples. When
he let her go, she asked permission to get dressed, and with practiced speed she picked up her
pieces of clothing, put them on and quickly slipped by him. But not fast enough to prevent him
from grabbing her one more time. He bent over and took a bite of her ass. I remember seeing his
spittle on her ass as she strode by me out the door. Usually someone else paid the women, but
Conforte wanted to show me how businesslike and efficient legalized prostitution could be. One
by one they stepped up to the table and presented their punch cards. Some in bathrobes now,
some dressed for the street, the women waited, tired and impassive while he carefully counted
out their take and handed it to them with a flourish â€” and a compliment if it was large. For
some he had words of encouragement and advice. When this process had been repeated 14
times, the stack of bills was diminished by half. The women got to keep 50 percent of what they
turned in. For his efforts, Conforte kept the other 50 percent. He took the remaining stack of
money and folded it in two. He lifted up his overblouse and stuck the bankroll in his pocket. It
made a large bulge in his pants. Then he took the receipts and systematically tore every piece
of paper in two and then in two again. He picked up the scraps and put them in a pile at the
center of the chart. He folded the corners of the chart together to make a neat, square package.
Horace, a security guard, came forward and took the package from Conforte. Then the kitchen
door to the outside was opened and the girls filed outside into the cool, pastel light of morning.
The only sound was the soft crunch of footsteps through the dirt parking lot as the girls who
were dressed headed for the road to the Mustang Bar. They would be allowed 45 minutes, a little
change of atmosphere to unwind before returning to go to sleep. Conforte stayed inside the
cyclone fence, as did Horace who now marched to a corner of the yard, knelt in the dirt and laid
the package down. He took a match and scratched it into a flame with his thumbnail. He tipped
the match down to let the flame get strong, then set it on a corner of the package. The flame
spread and soon the whole package was ablaze. We have a doctor come once a week. A girl
who works here knows that we put up with no trash. You have two choices: Control, or
uncontrol. Now, which do you want? He paused thoughtfully outside the door. Just the last
statement I said. Which do you want? This one or that one? You should finish it off with that. He
motioned me into the car, next to a glamorous blonde he called Goldie, and sped off to a dark
Persian restaurant on the Avenue. Here I learned the reason for his Berkeley visit: he knew the
waitress. That girl, Linda, I showed you? She used to live in the apartment in Oakland?

Obviously, the appearance of Conforte and Goldie was upsetting to Linda, who had given up
Joe and the Mustang Ranch and was waitressing to put herself through school for a teaching
degree. She was embarrassed and she said so. And when she returned with our drinks, she
spilled one of them down my back. But Conforte was in an impish mood, and after dinner, as
Linda was serving coffee, he put in a special request. Am I playing a game? When Linda
returned with his change, Conforte took her wrist. Just give me a little kiss, okay? To say thank
you. Will you do that? Newswire Powered by. Close the menu. Rolling Stone. Log In. To help
keep your account secure, please log-in again. You are no longer onsite at your organization.
Please log in. For assistance, contact your corporate administrator. Arrow Created with Sketch.
Calendar Created with Sketch. Path Created with Sketch. Shape Created with Sketch. Plus
Created with Sketch. Joe Conforte deserves his induction among the inaugural six honorees in
the Nevada Hall of Fame. Conforte was the only one of the six still alive. Then came news of his
death down in the land of Cariocas and breast reductions. The only other name you might
recognize from Mr. Joe stands in the rogues gallery of foundational Nevadans, a
quintessentially American success story. He even scored a Hollywood movie. The Hackfords
maintain a home at Lake Tahoe these days. Without even trying, Joe Conforte generated all the
elements of a folk hero. He was flamboyant, ostentatious, extroverted, self-promotional, crass,
criminal and tasteless. Remind you of anyone in the news a lot these days? From Reno to Rio,
media loved his act. Foolish journalists got scoops and often comps at Mustang. Major mistake.
He filmed anyone of prominence, including high officeholders. Threatening to shut the station
down, the manufacturer sent a collector. Execs called Joe, the collection agent got an all-night
Mustang comp and the bill magically disappeared. Tall story? My sources are solid. Joe
retaliated by setting Bill up in hotel room with some comely wenches. Raggio had him busted.
In the senate, Raggio consistently introduced bills to make all Nevada prostitution illegal. It
remains optional for small counties but banned in Washoe and Gomorrah South. Wink, wink.
They would occasionally have a clandestine dinner and laugh about their PR con job. My
sources are impeccable. Joe actually controlled a majority on the Sparks City Council from to
One corrupt councilcritter even tried to extort money from the Catholic Church which needed a
city zoning change. He made the demand under the seal of the confessional. Then came his
second losing battle with the IRS. So Joe defected to extradition-free Brazil. Fairly recently,
Conforte offered to pay the feds a million dollars for the small tax bill he owed, but they wanted
him in prison. He damn well might have called. The paper fired one of them a year or two later
because management found out he was gay. Joe was a criminal, a corrupting pimp. Carson
High School banned him from the premises for recruiting girls to go to work. At least one did.
Few knew, but he actually purchased an area of his native Sicily and became Don Conforte.
Nothing like returning to your poverty stricken childhood wearing furs and diamonds. The Silver
State as we know it was founded by exploiters and remains that way today. The Italians who
created modern Las Vegas were worse criminals than Joe. They all knew one thing: The best
way to sell a vice is to cut the government in on a piece of the action. So it is with gin, gambling,
girls and grass. Thanks to Joe Conforte, modern day pimps are respectable members of the
community. Joe Conforte scored a hall of fame career because that Italian immigrant became a
quintessential Nevadan, searching for legitimacy and acceptance like so many others. Saints
and sinners can become folk heros here. He proved it. Andrew Barbano is a year Nevadan and
editor of NevadaLabor. Do you think Nevada as a state will legalize prostitution , or will just stay
in the countys? Thoughts anyone? Your email address will not be published. Notify me of
follow-up comments by email. Notify me of new posts by email. Share on Facebook Share on
Twitter. Post Views: 5, Comments Do you think Nevada as a state will legalize prostitution , or
will just stay in the countys? Leave a Reply Cancel reply Your email address will not be
published. Leave this field empty. This page is for personal, non-commercial use. Autoblog
accepts vehicle loans from auto manufacturers with a tank of gas and sometimes insurance for
the purpose of evaluation and editorial content. Like most of the auto news industry, we also
sometimes accept travel, lodging and event access for vehicle drive and news coverage
opportunities. Our opinions and criticism remain our own â€” we do not accept sponsored
editorial. We get it. Ads can be annoying. But ads are also how we keep the garage doors open
and the lights on here at Autoblog - and keep our stories free for you and for everyone. And free
is good, right? If you'd be so kind as to allow our site, we promise to keep bringing you great
content. Thanks for that. And thanks for reading Autoblog. First Drive. Scott Oldham. Share 0
Comments. The late Woodward Avenue street racing legend Joe Ruggirello would have enjoyed
ripping through the gears of this supercharged horsepower Roush Mustang Stage 3. After a few
good hard launches and some violent 7,rpm power shifts, he probably would have said
something like, "Jack Roush still knows how to build a fast Mustang, but mine would have
blown its frickin' doors off. Nicknamed "Sudden Death" by Hot Rod Magazine , the silver

hatchback with massive inch-wide Firestone slicks was good for second quarter-mile times. It
had already become a legend by the time Brock Yates featured the Ford in a issue of Car and
Driver. Much like Shelby and Saleen , who had come before, Roush sells finished cars and
individual speed parts. Many of those dealers also sell Roush's extensive line of speed parts,
accessories and crate engines, which are also available online at roushperformance. It uses
Eaton's new R rotating assembly with rotors featuring degrees of twist up from degrees for
better sealing and bigger bearings, and thicker timing gears for more durability. The kit makes
12 psi of boost and is emissions legal in all 50 states. Roush says the blower cranks up the
engine's power from its stock hp and lb-ft of torque to hp at 7, rpm, and lb-ft of torque at 4, rpm.
Surprisingly the Mustang's stock clutch is untouched by Roush, but the Stage 3 Package does
include beefier "extreme duty" half shafts, so they don't twist degrees the first time you drop
the hammer. The Mustang's powertrain feels robust, like you can confidently stomp on it
without utilizing the Roush Powertrain Warranty, which covers the axle shafts and other bits for
5 years or 60, miles. Throttle response is crisp, and the 5. The supercharger doesn't change the
engine's character, there's just significantly more power everywhere on the tach. In the old days
enthusiasts would have called the Coyote, with its 7, rpm redline, a high-winding small-block.
But with the blower jamming air down its throat, there's big-block bottom end torque as well.
That torque gives the Roush immediacy you just don't get in a Shelby GT However, if you're
looking for the ferocity of a Dodge Challenger Hellcat, you won't find it here. Despite the
Roush's blower and its plus horsepower rating, it doesn't feel as snappy or as quick as a
Hellcat, which at 6. Like the Hellcat, the Roush would be much quicker with the shorter and
more tightly spaced gears of its available automatic 10 speeds as in the Mustang GT. The Roush
is also much quieter than its rival Mopar. Hellcats have more blower whine than Max
Rockatansky's Pursuit Special, while the Mustang RS3 sounds like a stocker â€” there's no
blower whine to be found. Our test car's programmable Performance Exhaust system has a nice
burble, but it doesn't exactly echo off the hills, even in the Track setting, which keeps the
exhaust valves fully open with no restriction. Roush says it allows for nearly infinite exhaust
tone configurations and owners can build their own exhaust note by controlling the exhaust
valve based on rpm, vehicle speed and accelerator position. Firm ride, stable handling With its
3. The twisty two-lane is one of the greatest driving roads in the world, and the Mustang's broad
torque band made changing gears unnecessary, even at a seriously quick pace. There's always
enough grunt to power out of slower corners, and the Roush will top well over mph in third, so
the next corner comes up quickly. Although stock, the Mustang's optional GT Performance
Pack Brembo brakes are up to the task, with little fade during a hard run down the mountain.
Twenty-inch diameter wheels and height-adjustable coilovers are also part of the Stage 3
Package, but our test car was upgraded with an optional set of inch forged wheels and coilovers
with adjustments for height, damping and rebound. As delivered, the suspension lowers the car
1. Roush refused to share the Mustang's specific damping and spring rates, which are certainly
more aggressive than stock. Still, the Roush is comfortable and refined enough for everyday
driving. Impact harshness isn't a problem. Neither is body roll, because there isn't any, and the
Roush is stable on corner entry with a just a touch of understeer. Unfortunately, the Mustang's
steering doesn't seem to like the Continentals much and goes painfully numb when you're
pushing the Roush around. Too much throttle and you can drift this Mustang through three
counties. Unless you're Vaughn Gittin Jr. Roush changes the grille, front and rear fascias, adds
a deep chin spoiler, fake body side scoops, a small rear spoiler, hood heat extractors and
assorted badging and stripes, which includes a windshield banner and hokey stripes. We
counted the word "Roush" on this car 24 times. All Ford badging has been removed. Inside,
Roush adds a dash plaque, analog gauges for oil pressure and boost, and illuminated door sill
plates. The test car's billet pedals, leather seats with silver stitching and Rudolph the Red
Nosed Shifter ball were all extra-cost options. When we asked Roush how much weight its parts
add to a Mustang GT, the company refused to answer, claiming the information is proprietary.
And then, of course, there's the supercharged Mustang GT coming later this year. But
crunching the numbers is missing the point. The Roush RS3 doesn't have to make sense.
Making sense is for Camrys and Accords. You buy a Roush Mustang because you want it. Joe
Ruggirello would approve. Sign in to post. X Sign in to post Please sign in to leave a comment.
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Info. We notice you're using an ad blocker. Please consider allowing Autoblog. Allow Us! Here's
how to disable adblocking on our site. Click on the icon for your Adblocker in your browser. A
drop down menu will appear. Select the option to run ads for autoblog. The exact text will differ
depending on the actual application you have running. Refresh the Autoblog page you were
viewing. Hey again! You still haven't turned off your adblocker or allowed our site. It only takes
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to experience the new Autoblog. Please follow the instructions below to enable JavaScript in
your browser. Please enter a display name. Cancel Change Name. Covering all things regarding
late model Mustang cars and service â€” from basic adjustments and tune-ups to a complete
overhaul â€” Mustang Magic is your one stop shop for all things Mustang! Our core beliefs stem
from customer satisfaction, quality work, respect and loyalty. We want to take a consultative
approach to help you achieve your goals, so you walk away completely satisfied that your
vision has been made a reality. We have dedicated our lives to giving customers their dream
cars, because these cars are our dreams as well. Had my car [dyno-tuned] back in March, to this
day my 5. I love it, it's bad ass. After I make some OT this winter I plan on coming back next
year for some more mods. Couldn't have asked for much more. Def coming back! And thank
you. I've been taking my car to Mustang Magic for a while and I just wanted to express how Joe,
LJ and the whole team take such great care of my car. I got a McLaren Mustang and shortly after
I bought it the head gasket blew, probably from sitting for many years and once I purchased it I
redlined it all over the place. I took it to Mustang Magic and purchased a crate stroker motor and
had them install a vortech supercharger on it as well as a bunch of other mods and everything
runs great. If I ever have any issues with my mustang, I bring it to Joe and he fixes the issue
quickly and with great service. Old owner Joe was indeed great! Offering his knowledge, trouble
shooting and low prices doing quality work done right by his talented staff the first time! I'm
always satisfied and have been a loyal proud customer for over 15 yrs strong! Mustang Magic.
Contact US. About Us. Read More. Subscribe to Get Email Update. All rights reserved. We've
highlighted the actors starring in multiple movies and shows nominated for Golden Globes in
Watch the video. See the full gallery. A documentary about the girls of the Mustang Ranch, a
legal brothel in Nevada. Lurid must-see peepshow behind the closed doors of the infamous and
at the time only recently legal desert cathouse. The owner, an Italian nouveau-riche cheesepuff
named Joe Conforte, takes us on a guided tour through his garish Vegas-style decor and
crucifix collection, and endlessly justifies to the camera how a good Catholic boy could become
the self-proclaimed King of Nevada pimpdom. Closeups of puffy acne-scarred features at cattle
call as the girls tell their pathetic tales of sexual burnout, while greasy johns make feeble
conversation pulling their pants up. Ugly, ugly. Sign In. Get a sneak peek of the new version of
this page
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