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How To Read This Book

This is not a scientific treatise, it's a fun book about slavegirl imagery in the movies, but I do have a plan for the book. It starts with brief looks at slavegirl imagery in movies and on television in the first three chapters, just to give you an idea what's out there, visually, and how I see it. Chapter 1 is an overall look at what's out there, Chapter 2 covers the Baggy Tunics of Peplum (Italian sword and sandal movies) and Chapter 3 covers the Harem Girl outfit, an important element of slavegirl imagery. Plenty of visual imagery here, so if you want to see a lot of pics, this is a good place to start, though there is plenty of imagery in subsequent chapters.


Then there are six chapters that are essentially essays on various aspects of slavegirl imagery, such as the basic principles of sword and sorcery movies and slavegirl auction scenes, which clearly explain the ideas behind my approach, with examples and circles and diagrams showing who did what when. So if you want to get the theoretical grounding down first, start with "First Principles" and proceed as far as you like.


After the theoretical chapters we have movie reviews (actually, two of the theoretical chapters are movie reviews as well, as they are the chapters where the ideas originated). The reviews put the slavegirl theorizing within context of the entire film, showing how it fits in with the fighting cheese and the exotic adventure cheese and the sometimes exotic stupidity of some of these films -- snark is definitely to be found here.


I have found doing the research for this book to be a great deal of fun. I hope you have as much fun reading them as I had writing them. And ... I think you will! 
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Chapter 1



Slave Girl Images In the Movies And On TV

[image: ]

On the left we have slave dressed in a baggy tunic holding a lamp in the film Age of Treason. On the right we have a naked, cuffed slavegirl giving a blowjob in Bikini Jones and the Temple of Eros. Can you tell which image is sexier?

To start Hottitude of Servitude, we'll look at slavegirl imagery from various films and other media on a case by case basis. We'll look at images that range from the mild to the wild, from the dowdy to the raunchy, and all points in between, with commentary ranging from a brief paragraph on where the image ranks in terms of hottitude, to full essays on their significance, or lack of it. We'll get a feel for what's out there.

Here are the ideas that I base my comments on: I think all movies have a reward for viewers of some kind, I call it "the cheese" because it's the cheese that reward the viewer for watching a movie the way cheese rewards a mouse for going through a maze. Thinking clearly about the cheese a movie provides will tend to make it more successful, though it is hardly a guarantee -- plotting and characterization still rule. Figuring out what the cheese in a movie is and ensuring that the movie provides it is a basic, almost mechanical thing, but a thing that is still often sadly neglected in movies and TV shows.


I think sword and sandal films, and sword and sorcery films have three basic cheeses that form the basis of their appeal for viewers: fighting cheese, exotic adventure cheese and slavegirl T&A cheese, the focus of this book. It is not at all uncommon for sword and sandal/sorcery movies to leave out the slavegirl T&A cheese (and it's quite appropriate to leave it out if the movie is aimed at a family audience). But very often slavegirl T&A cheese is either neglected of very badly handled in movies rated PG or higher, simply because no one has really given it much thought. Fortunately for the entire world, and perhaps unfortunately for me, I have given the proper visual treatment of slavegirls in movies much thought. (And yet, no MacArthur Genius Grant! The outrage!)


What I've found is that slavegirls can crank up the sexual heat in a film just by standing around and being scenic, or by actively engaging in sexy behavior such as naked or nearly naked dancing, and naked or nearly naked sexual behavior. So this opening chapter will show a wide variety of costumes of slavegirls with commentary on them and how they are/can be used to crank up the sexual hottitude in a film. So let's get to it! We'll start and end this section with two movies entitled Cleopatra, one from 1934 and one from 1965, and for very good and specific reasons, not just their very similar names. 


Cleopatra (1934)

[image: ]

A chained slave girl (far left) gives Cleopatra some asp while two other slave girls kneel at her feet and try to act all bummed out about their owner's pending death.

Back in 19-frickin'34 they had slave girls dressed half naked in very slinky slave garb and running around IN CHAINS while they did their slavegirl duties! Then the godforsaken Hayes Code descended like an iron curtain on American movies (and you know that has to damage the film stock) and we're frozen into men in diapers and fully dressed dancing girl sword and sandal movies for thirty frickin' years.

And the thing is, the image at the top of this page is not a single stingy image of a slavegirl in chains in the 1934 Cleopatra. No, they were frickin' generous with the slave girls. They even had a scene custom-made for furries.

The opening credits has a long shot of a naked slavegirl (apparently naked, she's seen in silhouette though her breasts are side-lighted and appear to be two distinct orbs rather than the more dumbbell-like shake you'd get if she were wearing a brassiere of any kind). The slavegirl holds a wide, shallow bowl at shoulder height in each hand. And hanging from each wrist are not one, but two chains.

[image: ]

The title credits feature a nude slave girl wearing two sets of chains on each arm. I guess the second set is a safety chain in case the first set breaks.

It's a powerful image that does a great job of expressing the barbarism and exoticness of the ancient world (nudity and chains, very foreign to rural America in the 1930s) and at the same time, subtly expressing Cleopatra's femininity and vulnerability. (During Cleopatra's time, Egypt was a once-mighty empire trying to maintain some kind of autonomy with the militarily superior Roman Empire in dominance. Cleopatra was in empire terms a slavegirl who could only survive by sexually satisfying her Roman masters. Which is what the actual Cleopatra did.)

Quite a few slave girls make appearances between the opening credits and the end of the movie, but they are for the most part unchained. However, they're always detectable because they perform menial tasks and/or they act very servile. (There's another weird one for ya -- servile-acting slave girls. You don't see much of that in more modern slave girls on film. ( :::cranky old man::: "I blame the media!" /cranky old man.)

You do see a scene that was clearly designed to warm the heart of every furry, if there WAS such a thing in 1934: as part of an entertainment on board Cleopatra's royal barge, slave girls in catsuits wrestle with one another as though they were lions, presided over by a lion tamer. Later they jump through flaming hoops.

[image: ]

Catgirls roll on the floor with their tamer's legs visible behind them. There are a lot more catgirls in the scene, but I chose this cap because of that nice shot of catgirl butt. The fold in her costume makes it look almost as if she had a large inner labia and it's popping out. Unusual for 1934!

At the end of the movie, both Marc Anthony and Cleopatra are feeling suicidal, as their forces have been defeated by Pompey and they are on the short list of "people to be captured/torture/killed" by Pompey's victorious forces. In both cases, slave girls bring them poison to off themselves with, and in both cases, those slave girls wear chains on their wrists. Long chains, too. I'm not sure what they chains attach to, but there they are.
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After a hard day of getting his ass kicked in battle, Anthony needs a drink really bad -- a drink of poison! Two chained slavegirls bring it to him. Noting the way the standing slavegirl's chains run, I'd say we're definitely dealing with a sirik (a partcular form of bondage gear) with the wrists chained to the feet by a generous length of chain. Allows the slavegirl to serve, but keeps her in bondage. Nifty. And about the only sirik in mainstream films that I know of.

In both of these cases, the slave girls are dressed in skimpy slave girl costumes, well, skimpy by 1930s standards) and act very servile. (It should be noted that various artworks from ancient Egypt indicate that slaves ran around pretty much naked there, as did many commoners. Hot desert climate, y'know. Just another indicator that sword and sandal makers don't really care about verisimilitude).

This kind of hottitude (especially with regard to the half-nakedness) vanished from the screen when the Hayes Code came crashing down in 1934. Who knows what kind of hotness we missed out on because of the Hayes Code? A whole hell of a lot of it, if films like Cleopatra, Roman Scandals of 1933 and Sign of the Cross are indicators -- and undoubtedly, they WERE indicators. What a shame that men in those days were so completely lacking in balls.

[image: ]

Early in the movie, Cleopatra, played by Claudette Colbert, is bound, gagged and blindfolded. Note the tight ropework on those wrists, and that tight cleave gag. Nice work.

What Should A Sexy Slave Girl Look Like?


LIKE THIS!



Not-Really Slave Girls in Electric Blue #44

[image: ]

Eat your hearts out, every other would-be sexy slavegirl. These slavegirls are the gold standard for sexy slavegirls. No wonder they're laughing.

If Slave Leia from Star Wars is the gold standard for PG-rated slavegirls (and she is) then the gold standard for R-rated slavegirls may well be a little-known (as in, virtually unknown) episode from a defunct adult videotape TV series (yeah, you heard me right -- a TV series on videotapes) called Electric Blue.
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Note the barbaric ornamentation that adorns each and every slavegirl pictured here. All wear necklaces, but each necklace has a different design, and the necklaces are all well within the general theme of barbaric ornamentation. All wear armbands, but each armband is differently designed, and barbaric. One wears a headdress (she's playing Cleopatra) the others do not.

Electric Blue started in the early 1980s (I've seen starting dates that range from 1980 to 1983) and was intended to be a video version of an adult magazine, something like Playboy. It was a series that generally presented an original mini-story that spread over the air in short three minute bits, filled in with short clips from adult movies, sexy documentary bits and whatever whatnot they could find to fill the hour of programming. It was actually quite successful in the days before widely available adult channels on cable, and of really adult fare on non-adult cable channels. I'm not sure how many videos there were, but there were a lot of them.

[image: ]

Note that theme of differently designed ornamentation extends to the ornate thongs they wear (seems wrong to call such scanty stuff "clothing"). The amazing thing is how nicely the thongs fit into the general theme of barbaric ornamentation. You know what I think happened? I think somebody visited one of those stores where they sell belly dance costuming and went nuts with somebody else's credit card. And to very good effect.

In Episode 44, the overarching original story is about a director who's having trouble casting Cleopatra for a nudie flick about Cleopatra and Mark Anthony. The Cleopatra he's hired has the requisite bitchin' bod (Becky LeBeau, noted for her bitchin' bod) but can't act. (I know, I know, since when has that ever been a problem in a nudie flick? Hey, I didn't write the script, I'm just reporting it.)

All that is just to let you know how obscure this bit is. It's just a segment of a single video in a video series that ran into the hundreds, I believe. (I worked Google hard to come up with info about when the series ended or if it ever did end, but information about Electric Blue's history is surprisingly hard to come by, though you can still buy eps online -- It's not like certain Playboy Music Videos I could name, which are unobtainable.)

[image: ]

Here are three more sexy slavegirls, all wearing differently designed thongs. Good gravy, someone was on a creative tear with this show.


In the more than 20 years since it aired, there has been nothing to match it.

The key to this episode isn't the plot anyway, it's ALL in the wardrobe. Somebody with some talent and imagination really did a great job of decorating the model/actresses in primitive barbaric attire. Notice I didn't say "slavegirl attire." That's because so far as I can tell, none of the characters are slavegirls, per se. It's all Cleopatra and her retinue. That doesn't matter either, because in any OTHER kind of sword and sandal flick, they'd be obvious slavegirls.

And what slavegirls they are ... sleek, gorgeous, well-endowed babes with great barbaric finery adorning their bodies and next to nothing in the way of clothing concealing them.

[image: ]

Two more thong variations. (The third slavegirl has been seen before, I just liked this image because of the snake ornament in her hair and the nice profile shot of her breasts.)

The only thing these slavegirls lack is bondage gear, and since none of them are portraying slavegirls, just royalty who run around nekkid all the time, you can't really blame them for the lack of bondage gear.

It's the barbaric finery that interest me. It's not just the casual garbage you see in most flicks: an armband there, a necklace here, a headband elsewhere, with a baggy white tunic covering the body.

[image: ]

Notice the lack of baggy tunic covering this slavegirl's charms.

In Electric Blue 44, all of the women have elaborate necklaces, headdresses, armbands, wrist cuffs and so forth, and instead of shapeless tunics they wear elaborate metallic thongs that look a lot like chastity belts, but probably are not.

When I write about a slavegirl all decorated up for sale at the auction block in a sword and sandal flick, this is what I am thinking about (well, this plus bondage gear). When I write about slavegirls being whored out on a village square, all decorated up to attract men, this is what I am thinking about (plus bondage gear).

This is the measure against which I judge all slavegirl imagery, and generally find it wanting. (See caption below for last line of article.)

[image: ]

Can you blame me?

Ok, you've seen the sublime. Now check out the ridiculous.


Arena's Dowdy Rags

[image: ]

This is the best group shot I could find of the four slavegirls from the Roger Corman flick Arena. The dowdy rags you see before you are what the actresses wear throughout most of the movie. Now, could someone please explain to me why the HELL the director of the movie hired four beauties -- two of them former Playboy Playmates -- and dressed them in these shapeless sacks that conceal their bodies from neck to knee? Don't say it's authenticity, the movie is about as inauthentic as they come -- it was clearly conceived as a pure B-grade exploitation flick. Later there will be a review of the film with the full, horrifying story.

In their auction scene you can't see any of their bodies below the shoulders because of all the guys standing around them (they aren't on a block or anything of THAT nature). I'm sorry, this is just visually retarded filmmaking. If there were ever footsteps not to be followed in, these are them. There are some naked sex scenes, but they are underlit and badly filmed (see my review). 

This is about as not-hot as it gets. There's a little leg showing on the gal in the red, but it's not enough to call her "skimpily dressed." No bondage. There's no sexy in this image, and damned little sexy in the movie it came from.


Hercules, Samson and Ulysses

Clothed Women, Naked Men: So Wrong!

[image: ]

A fully-dressed slave girl performs a whip dance, complete with whipper snapper.

OK, here's the reason Dr. Frankenfurter loved the old "Steve Reeves movies," in "Rocky Horror Picture Show" and why Captain Oveur asks little Timmy in "Airplane", "Do you like gladiator movies?"

[image: ]

"Are you sure this doesn't make us look gay?"


"Oh, no, not at all, we're just settling our differences manly man style."

These two images from the 1965 peplum Samson, Hercules and Ulysses explain it all. In one picture we have a dancing slavegirl doing a whip dance (complete with partner wielding a whip). In another we have Hercules and Samson wrassling over a little disagreement they're having.

You'll note that the dancing slave girl is pretty much fully clothed, while Samson and Hercules wear nothing but leather diapers as they wrestle so, um, vigorously. Put in such visually stark terms, you'd have to conclude that peplum (Italian sword and sandal films of the 50s and 60s) were gay gay gay productions created by gay gay gay Italians to entice young boys into the gay gay gay lifestyle. And this may be true in some cases. I really don't KNOW their motivations.

However, I think a more likely explanation is that censors of the time were indifferent to male nudity as long as the groin, crotch and buttocks were covered, but were VERY sensitive to female nudity of all kinds. (Remember Genie in the 19-frickin-70s, unable to show her belly button on TV? Yeah, me neither. But it DID happen.) The censors were unbelievably insane where women's bodies are concerned, in those days.
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The conclusion of the whip dance has the fully clothed slave girl extending her hands to be bound by the lash, with a gentle stroke of the whip wrapping it around her wrists. This is full-bore kink stuff, but because the woman isn't naked, half naked or anywhere close to naked, it flew right under the radar.

The creators of peplum were simply taking what slack the censors would give them. They would probably have dressed female characters skimpily, too, if they could have done it without incurring the censors' wrath. Or maybe not, as I said, I don't KNOW.  The gay imagery of pepla (plural of peplum) just flew under the radar with regard to the mainstream, however eagerly enjoyed by fellows like Dr. Frankenfurter and Captain Oveur.

Just copying the peplum would not work nowadays because

A) the old censorship rules aren't in force any more, even on basic cable TV, and

B) the mainstream is a lot more sophisticated about gay imagery and themes than it used to be.
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"Are you ABSOLUTELY sure this doesn't make us look gay?"


"No, really, it doesn't. Feels pretty good, but in a very manly way."

What this means is that if your movie has mostly naked men throughout, sometimes wrasslin' other mostly naked men, with mostly clothed women, everyone's going to assume you're doing it deliberately, for very gay reasons.

If you're going to have mostly naked guys, you're gonna need mostly naked women to counterbalance, as it were. (Imagine the reception the Starz Spartacus series would have gotten if it had been all naked men and all clothed women. "Camp" just isn't the word!)


And the best and easiest (literally) source of mostly nekkid women in a sword and sandal flick is, you guessed it, nekkid, sexy slave girls. They don't even have to have a reason to be naked ... they're slavegirls.


Barbarian Queen

[image: ]

Tamaris from "Barbarian Queen," smiles at her owner. Mmmm.

By far the most interesting character in Barbarian Queen, a classic 80s sword and sandal movie, is Tamaris, the younger sister of the titular barbarian queen. Caught by the bad guys in a raid on their village, she is spared the death that is meted out to most of the villagers, but is dragged off to be raped a lot. After being raped, she sees all sorts of killing of her friends while bound, gagged and naked -- classic damsel in distress stuff. The experience leaves Tamaris with a few primitive bats in her belfry, and when her sister and some of the women warriors in her entourage find her, they take her with them on their revenge mission, as she is clearly in no condition to take care of herself.
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Here we have Tamaris, freshly raped, naked, bound and gagged, forced to watch her village get severely plundered. It turns out to be quite traumatic for her.

As soon as they enter the city, Tamaris hares off and joins the evil king's harem, and as soon as she gets the chance, she boldly makes a move on him,. Shown above is her harem slave outfit. She's collared, and she's wearing a skimpy, strappy top that can barely hold her ripe breasts, which appear to be on the verge of spilling out of it at any moment. Brilliant! The other harem slaves are also appropriately dressed for their role:

[image: ]

Nearly naked or at least dressed in barbaric bikinis, harem slaves grace the evil king's palace. Somebody clearly knew what they were doing. Sex slaves, which is basically what harem slaves are, should be DRESSED for sex. The people in the village outside the king's castle all dress in dumpy head-to-foot coverings, which is kind of a waste, visually speaking, but it does make the harem slavegirls stand out more. The other harem slaves spend a lot of time dressed in what harem slaves should be dressed in ... nothing, or next to nothing. In fact there is one very nice scene where a group of slaves pass through a doorway on their way to be entertainment for some gladiators, paying homage to a dignitary of some sort. It's a brilliantly done shot, effortlessly cranking up the hottitude in the film.

[image: ]

The Barbarian Queen parade of slavegirls. Fifteen slave girls were in the parade, these are just a few examples. Note the attention to detail that went into the costumes, what there was of them. Even the naked ones (there were several of them, like the second from right) had some sort of adornment, in her case a collar and a headband. The particular genius of this scene is that the slavegirls are displayed, in essence, as they pass by some dignitary or other and preen a bit for him before going on to their gladiator gangbang (portrayed as an event the slavegirls enjoyed as much as the gladiators). And yet the scene takes little more than a minute, not slowing the film down at all. Brilliant work all round. And love that 80s Big Hair!  

Barbarian Queen was one of the most successful, if not the most successful, of the sword and sandal movies of the 80s, and perhaps the one that most closely followed my slavegirl hottitude principles most exactly. Imagine that! Yeah, I'm gloating. And I oughtta be. Or maybe not. I saw Barbarian Queen and Deathstalker long before I developed the Principles of Cheese, which leads me to believe those movies led me to develop the principles. Learning experiences? You bet!


Cave Dwellers
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All right, you can throw us into the pit full of snakes.


But we won't respect you afterward!

Cave Dwellers is a dreadful low-budget 80s flick that deserves the sort of condemnation that is generally hurled at Deathstalker, a far superior film. Cave Dwellers is generally ignored, which is a reasonable response to its lack of quality.  Its only real claim to fame is that "Mystery Science Theater 3000" fans consider the episode where the Mistie crew reviewed Cave Dwellers to be the episode where the show came into its own (or, "grew the beard" as TV Tropers say). So the MST3K version is definitely the one to watch if you can manage it. Unlike the original, it's entertaining!

However, the slavegirls in Cave Dwellers are not nearly as badly botched as you might expect, based on the rest of the movie's contents, although they certainly are not used to good effect (their whole purpose in the movie is to be tossed into a snake pit one by one).

The slave tunics are shapeless and baggy, with metallic belts at the waist at the waist but they're so baggy the belting does little or nothing to reveal the slavegirls' figures. However, the tunics are very short -- the blue tunic looks like it ends just below it's wearer's crotch, and the others aren't much longer.

But what makes the tunics surprisingly effective as slavegirl costumes is that they are made of very thin, diaphanous material, and it is very, very apparent that the slavegirls aren't wearing any bras whenever they move.

Other than the belts, the slavegirls wear very little in the way of ornamentation of any kind, and no bondage gear. That's surprising within the context of the movie. You might reasonably expect some struggling and running-away attempts from slavegirls who've just seen their fellow slaves tossed into a snake pit. But no, the slavegirls just stand around and wait for their turn to be manhandled into the pit, one by one.

I think a scene like this definitely justifies -- hell, requires -- putting the slavegirls in bondage, with shackles on their feet to keep them from running away and their hands tied behind their backs to keep them from struggling effectively.

That said, Cave Dwellers is a sufficiently bad film that it's amazing that they didn't go for the total dowdy look for their slaves, dressing them in shapeless rags from head to toe. In a film like Cave Dwellers, you have to be grateful for anything that isn't abysmally bad.


Deathstalker
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Deathstalker may well be the best sword and sandal movie ever in terms of slavegirl cheese, though that isn't really saying a hell of a lot. Here we have part of an extended party/orgy scene that seems ripped right out of the pages of a Gor novel. Barbi Benton is chained to a rock by the wrists in the midst of a feast for warriors in town for some barbaric bloodshedding. Ms. Benton's character is the newest addition to the harem of Mad Monkar, ruler of the kingdom. He invites any of the warriors who can to take her. This is the cue for a whole lot of fighting, which is silly because the place is full of nearly naked slavegirls for the taking. But all the warriors want Barbi, and she IS awfully hot with those huge natural breasts of hers and her cheery, innocent-looking face, not to mention her very nice butt. And the warriors are clearly established as characters who like to fight anyway.

So we have a slavegirl chained to a rock, naked but for a filmy negligee which a barbarian is having a great time trying to rip from her body, leaving her straining helplessly against her chains, in a scene filled with half naked slavegirls. It don't get much better that that, though it's not perfect. And there are plenty of other tasty images of naked, or nearly naked slavegirls in Deathstalker, including several in bondage. So of course ... there's a full review later on and there are TONS of images that could be included here. But only one, other than Barbie, that MUST be included.
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This slavegirl seen briefly in Monkar's harem is absolutely dead-on for barbaric beauty. She's not seen, that I know of, in any other scene, while dressed like this. And if she is seen, she's just a butt in the crowd. Why did they have the sense to make a slavegirl look like this and then not have the sense to make all of them look like this? A puzzler! Go check out Electric Blue #44 and see if you don't see a certain similarity here.

[image: ]

Of course we get to see 'em.


Quest of the Delta Knights
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"Who wants to buy a filthy, miserable, diseased-looking slave girl? Who wants to buy this wretched creature? How much am I bid for this sad-looking bundle of fleas and dirt?"

Yeah, this is exactly how NOT to market a slave girl. Quest of the Delta Knights is clearly aimed at kids, so slavegirl hottitude isn't an important factor, which I guess is why they went the dowdy route. What I'm surprised about is that the movie starts with a slave auction scene that is apparently set in medieval times. I thought they had serfs, not slaves, in those days, and they didn't sell them but they sort of came with the land. In any event, MST3K had some fun with the movie, and so I saw it, and had to comment.

The slave wears a heavy iron collar, and the auctioneer manipulates the slave by way of a long handle he can easily attach and detach from the collars. I'd want a ten-foot pole for handling people that filthy, too. And latex gloves. And they weren't even invented then. There are plenty of slave images that involve a "person" identified as a slave and wearing a collar. This is a "wretch" doing the same. Thing is, if she were cleaned up a bit and put in skimpier clothing, she might qualify as a wench. Hard to tell under all those dowdy rags. Even if you were just selling her as a common work slave, it might be smart to at least clean her up a little so she wouldn't look like she might die on you within days of being sold. While it's clear the girl here is not being sold as a sexy slavegirl or anything like one, it's still just good marketing, y'know?

(Oooh. Horrible thought. Maybe they DID clean her up!)


Gor
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Gor, the movie oh-so-loosely based on John Norman's first Gor novel "Tarnsman of Gor," came a lot closer to the ideal that most films in this slavegirl auction scene, even though it did a miserable job of staying true to the novels it was based on. These slavegirls are almost naked -- they wear nothing but thongs. They wear shackles and chains. Hooray! And collars as well. They get displayed but there are no nice panning shots or closeups on their skimpily clad bodies. Unfortunately there are no gags, and there's a lack of closeup shots so we can get a good ogle of the merchandise on display, and the scene is very brief. 

However, considering that John Norman wrote more than anyone else about how slave girls should dress and be displayed and be treated in his 25 Gor novels, by a huge margin, the movies were just sad. In "Dancer of Gor" there is a description of a slavegirl auction scene that is FOUR CHAPTERS LONG! If the movies had been nearly as good as they should have been, prudes and feminists would STILL be protesting them. 'Cause they're still plenty cheesed about the novels, mostly because of the Gorean subculture they inspired (check out my article on the user-created game they inspired, Second Life Gor). Like Lucas' Slave Leia, Norman's Gorean slavegirls have made a lasting impression, a testament to their power. Too bad the people who made the Gor movies were too witless to try to capitalize on that. They'd STILL be doing sequels if they had. Of course, we reviewed the movie in full.


Xena: Warrior Princess

Episode: Anthony and Cleopatra
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Gabrielle (center) accompanied by two slavegirls talks to Mark Anthony

A modern take on the "Cleopatra's Slavegirl" theme can be seen in the Xena: Warrior Princess television series episode entitled "Anthony and Cleopatra" in which Xena disguises herself as Cleopatra in order to track down the man who assassinated Cleopatra (it's complicated).


Here we see Xena's very, very, very good friend Gabrielle, dressed as a member of Xena's court, accompanied by two slavegirls.

Gabrielle wears a very nice outfit with colored fringes, a huge necklace and whatnot so you can tell she's not a slavegirl. But the two women standing behind Gabrielle clearly are slavegirls. They wear nothing but skimpy bras and panties covered by dresses made of a fabric so sheer that you can clearly see said skimpy bra and panties through it. Dresses with an irregular hemline that barely goes past their crotches in places. And one of those places is their crotches.

No fancy headdresses, necklaces or decorative trim for the slavegirls, though they do wear some nice barbaric armbands and bracelets that just might also serve as manacles -- it's hard to tell if they're sufficiently heavy and have a convenient loop or whatnot for chains, ropes, etc. Best of all is a plain metal circlet that looks a lot more like a collar than a necklace, though it could plausibly be either.

That said, the whole slavegirl ensemble is very tasteful -- too tasteful. It's the sort of thing a modern, wealthy woman might dress her slavegirls in -- the simple, strong design demonstrating the owner's good taste, the see-through skimpiness demonstrating the slave's inferior status. Think of them as perpetual bridesmaids.

It's all wrong for a primitive, barbaric culture. The chained, half-naked slavegirls in the 1934 film Cleopatra with all the bangles and armlets were MUCH more powerful expressions of slavegirl cheese than the ones in Xena.

The interesting thing is, Xena: Warrior Princess was never shy with the bondage. Despite its reputation as a lesbian feminist stroke show (or maybe because of it -- lotta feminists like that femdom/femsub action) Xena and Gabrielle got tied and chained up so frequently and so inventively that it ranks among the all-time leaders among TV series in terms of the number and quality of its bondage scenes.

The point is, if the director or the wardrobe mistress or whomever makes these decisions had thought chains would be appropriate for Cleopatra's slavegirls, they would have been in chains.

I suspect that chains were avoided because someone believed they were tacky and tasteless, not because they had any kind of aversion to bondage/fetish gear.

And that's exactly what's wrong with the slavegirl wear in the "Cleopatra" episode of Xena: Warrior Princess -- any outfit that a modern, middle class woman would find "tasteful" just doesn't cut it as barbaric slavegirl wear. Sword and sandal slavegirls have never been about good taste.


Warrior Queen


Great Imagery, Poor Photography
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Warrior Queen is a film that hits in many important respects and consistently misses in one very important respect. The vidcap you see above is a great example of what I'm talking about. It's a slavegirl auction scene that does many of the things that really crank up the hottitude in slavegirl auction scenes. The slaves are auctioned stark naked (Yay!) in bondage (Yay!) and are in fact suspended by their wrists, powerfully establishing their helplessness and vulnerability in visual terms.

But all these pluses are greatly diminished by the very bad cinematography seen above. The slavegirl's body is almost completely lost in the background of the bidders behind her. Compare her with the older auctioneer's body, perfectly outlined against the purple curtain behind him. Think how much more powerful visually her suspended, naked body would have been if audiences had been able to, you know ... SEE it!

The slavegirl who is one of the main characters in the story is also seen suspended by her wrists, but we never get a full body shot of her, just a panning shot that's pretty much a closeup. Great ogling, except for the bad lighting that plagues every scene in the movie.
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This closeup of a blond slave hanging by her wrists naked before the bidders is of course much more powerful than the middle distance and long shots like the one seen above. You can see something like fear and apprehension on her face, against the hard-eyed examination of the bidders. It would be EVEN MORE powerful if we could have seen her helplessly bound hands above her in this shot.


Star Trek's Orion Slave Girls


Um ... Green?
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The Orion slave girl gets points only for a semi-skimpy costume (she'd be half naked without all those clingy things) and great hair and makeup, leading to a generally erotic look. And they ACTED kinda slavish, always ready to serve men sexually. But visually -- they never wear any bondage gear, what kind of slave girl is that? And they have that unappetizing green skin. They look like they'd taste like asparagus, if you know what I mean. It's really hard to be a hottie when you're green. This is why, in a world where Slave Leias simply swarm at science fiction conventions, there are very few Orion slave girls. The Orion slave girls are only skimpily clad persons identified as slaves, but not in bondage or wearing bondage gear, or being molested. And the green skin negates all the rest for me. However, as not everyone necessarily agrees with me on the whole green skin issue, I will not press it.


Hercules and the Captive Women


Pretty Good for A Peplum
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Back in the 1950s and 1960s, perhaps even reaching into the 1970s, Italian filmmakers turned out a couple of hundred sword and sandal flicks that were called "peplum" I believe because there were people in them (but I could be wrong). Hercules and the Captive Women is accounted one of the better peplum. Here we have one of the very few captive women to show up in Hercules and the Captive Women. (Most of the "captives" in the movie were men, not transvestites, actual male characters. It's like the marketers thought audiences would be more interested in a film about captive women than captive men. Imagine that.)

Anyway, this is a former princess, now a slavegirl and sacrifice-designate. She's being rescued by the guy in the funny hat, who appears to be getting a good feel of her butt while the getting is good (and I don't blame him.) The person between them is a dwarf, and I'm not sure what he's doing there, though he's probably up to no good. Anyway, this is one of the better costumes of the era, which mostly consisted of togas, but occasionally went for dowdy rags or sometimes sexy furkinis. One shoulder is bare so you can always hope for a breast flipout (don't hold yer breath, but it's the thought that counts). The belt around her waist gives her SOME sort of figure, but doesn't do all that much -- just establishing that she has a nice thin waist. The flowing robe that goes from her shoulder to her ankles basically conceals her figure. Typical. There's also a nice barbaric amulet.

And of course she's in bondage, too, tied arms overhead, though it's evident she'll have to be careful or her hands will slip right out of those ropes. Apparently there is a rope tied around her waist, too, though the rope is mostly unseen.

By the way, this is from the MST3K version of Hercules and the Captive Women which I strongly recommend, as it is actually funny. For example, in one scene Hercules and company are in a dark cavelike area lit by a blazing torch in a metal cage. "Look the canary exploded!" cries Crow. Kicks the movie up to a whole new level, which is more than you can say for the slavegirl costuming.


Spartacus (2010 Television Series)
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Masked, collared, shackled and, most of all, naked slaves accompany a Roman lady down the corridors of a villa in  "Spartacus." There's a logical reason for this, and that reason is, "mmmmmm, naked slavey goodness!"

The Starz cable network for the last couple of years has been airing a series called Spartacus named after the famous gladiator who led a successful (for a time) slave revolt against the Romans. It perhaps makes the most effective use of slavegirl imagery of any movie or TV series ever, and that includes HBO's Rome, which for all it's historical accuracy, did an awful lot of the old full-length toga thing for its slavegirls, making it one of those more-honored-than-watched sword and sandal series, if you know what I mean. 
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The guy in this sandwich is Batiatus, Spartacus' owner and the (relatively) bad guy. The woman on the left kissing him is his wife. The woman on his cock is a nameless slave. The series is historically accurate about Roman treatment of slaves. Their approach was, if they owned your body, they could use it any way they pleased. After he comes, Batiatus slaps the slave on the ass and orders her to go tell another slave to bring him a drink while he talked with his wife. Very Roman!

Spartacus makes extensive use of collars -- slaves wear them, the free don't. In conjunctions with nakedness or scanty clothing, it makes for very powerful imagery. The slaves in Spartacus look like slaves, not servants. I have to figure a lot of this is the Starz Channel taking advantage of its status as a premium cable network and playing the Nekkid Card. But Nekkid Card or not, it works VERY effectively to establish the raw sexuality of Roman society. 
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Collars of Spartacus. Slaves wear a variety of collars, from simple bands to bands with the huge medallions on them, mostly when they are serving in some ornamental fashion, though the slave at far left is serving intimately while wearing a medallion. That's gotta get in the way now and then ...

And although the slavegirl imagery is the primary focus here, it must be noted that Spartacus takes full advantage of its gladiator-themed story to have lots and lots of great fighting cheese. The gladiators are often seen practice fighting in the background as the plot thickens and the characterizations get more characterisitic. And the gladiators are often seen fighting each other to the death in the arena as well. The scenes are well choreographed, well designed and well lit, though the CGI crowd in the distance as the warriors compete can be a little obvious at times.
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Some very realistic-looking gladiators do some very good fighting-fu in an arena scene. The fights are filmed in grisly ultra-detail, including slo-mo shots of spouting blood and plenty of gore. I liked the athletic fighting, but whether it's porn-fu or fighting-fu, I personally dont care for money shots. Note unrealistic CGI crowd in background. Fortunately, the fighers tend to be the focus of attention here. 

After spending so much time praising Spartacus' efforts in the area of slavegirl imagery and fighting fu is, I have to wonder why don't I like the series better. Fortunately, there is an answer, an obvious one: the series is just too grim. Everyone is always fighting and being killed and betrayed and forced to have sex against their will. Sure, it SOUNDS like fun, but cumulatively it gets to be a grind watching everyone get ground into dust by Batiatus and the general treacherousness and rottenness of the Romans.

And let's face it, we all know how Spartacus' story ends, so it's not like the ending will have a redeeming effect. The Italian peplum of the 1950s and 60s were much happier, livelier films ... the fighting had an all in good fun quality to it, the stories though predictable were generally upbeat. If there were SOME element of levity and fun to Spartacus to counterbalance the Overwhelming Grim, it might be watchable, but as it is, it's kind of a drag. Just. Too. Grim. It's still a very popular and successful series for Starz, but frankly, I'd rather watch Outlaw of Gor with the Misties commenting any day: I likes me some Toobular Boobular Joy! 
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We close with what has to be the most ostentatious display of full-frontal male nudity in the history of Western civilization. Sadly, this publication is R-rated, so there must be a red dot in exactly the wrong place for our female readers, or possibly some of our male readers as well ... we don't judge you morally, we just want your money. Even more sadly for such readers, this is as close to a closeup as you get in this scene.


Arabian Nights

Hottitude 0
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Let's go from a 21st-Century production that takes brilliant advantage of slavegirl hottitude, to one that takes no such advantage. Remember the fully-clothed harem girls of the 1950s? I wish I could tell you they are a thing of the past, but I can't. Here we have a fully clothed slave girl/belly dancer from the SciFi Channel original movie event, Arabian Nights. The woman is dressed in what is basically full tribal fusion regalia. Tribal fusion bellydancers typically dress in flowing skirts and just layers of stuff on their upper torso that cover them from head to toe. Their eyes and hands are all you can see.

I've got nothing against tribal fusion dancing itself -- it looks like tremendous fun and you don't have to have a nubile young body to be comfortable performing it for an audience.

But let's face it, a tribal fusion bellydancer like the one seen above isn't going to crank up the hottitude of any sword and sandal film by an iota.


Logan's Run


Jenny Agutter is a red hot sex toy in the future!
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Let's look at a movie made decades ago but set in the future to see how the filmmakers of yesteryear think sexy slave types will look tomorrowyear. A year prior to Star Wars' (1977) arrival on the big screen, Logan's Run came out, and turned out to be a mediocre SF movie that got a lot more attention than it deserved because SF flicks were so rare back in the day, and Star Wars hadn't come out yet.

It's true that Logan's Run isn't a sword and sandal flick and it's also true that Jenny Agutter didn't play a sexy slavegirl in it (she's a "party girl"). But the outfit Agutter wears is so perfectly suited to the slavegirl look in sword and sorcery films that it's reasonable to consider it for this article. (Come to think of it, Star Wars wasn't a sword and sorcery flick either.) Slavegirl or not, the outfit totally has the "sexy" part covered!

Plus, Agutter's role as a party girl is close enough to being a slavegirl that it's reasonable to consider her one. Just like a slavegirl, her role is to have sex with lots of guys (perhaps gals, too) pretty much "on demand." The major distinction is, if she doesn't hit it off with the guy or gal, she has the right to turn them down, no questions asked.

Sounds like a prostitute really, but money isn't part of the equation. It was kind of career thing for Jenny's character.

The costume is actually an improvement over most actual slavegirl costumes, in fact, in certain respects it is better than the actual Slave Leia costume. It consists almost entirely of diaphanous cloth covering the body from the neck to mid-thigh, but with the sides opening above the shoulder, leaving the sides bare all the way down.

There's also a metal bra underneath the tunic but it can easily be discarded nowadays (see "Cave Dwellers") and in another costume she clearly is not wearing a bra. Seen from head-on the garment looks like it covers most of her body, but seen from the side, she looks virtually naked, with just her breasts and groin and butt covered by it, if she moves carefully. If she moves carelessly, that butt is out of there, man. Even when she moves carefully her butt has a tendency to hang out.

[image: ]

Seen from the side, walking, Jenny looks pretty durned naked, wearning nothing but a set of filmy silks and that collar ... big and obvious! The slavegirls of SL Gor got nothing on her!

Lucas' Slave Leia costume in Star Wars uses pretty much the same peek-a-boo effect from the waist down, with the purple "mud flaps" as I call them hiding her body from in front and the rear, but leaving it looking very naked from the sides.

But the real key to the success of Agutter's costume in Logan's Run is that because it's open from shoulder to toe on the side, it's very evident that she's wearing no underwear. There's nary a strap nor strip of cloth visible anywhere when you see Agutter from the side.

This makes sense for a party girl. Just bend her over, flip up the back flap, and it's party time. Same for the front side -- lie her down, flip up the front flap and have at. She doesn't even have to take the garment off, she can just go from one assignation to the next, flipping her flaps from guy to guy.

Makes great sense for a sexy slavegirl, too.

Add some wrist cuffs, ankle cuffs and a gag (she's already collared) and you've got a great slavegirl costume for any PG rated flick. Make the material more diaphanous and put it on a woman with large, natural (i.e., bouncy) breasts, make it nice and tight, and you've got a great PG-envelope-pushing sexy slavegirl outfit. (Check back on Barbi Benton's outfit in Deathstalker to see what I mean.

Agutter's costume is clearly based on the short slavegirl tunics that show up in a lot of sword and sandal flicks, so of course any slavegirl costume based on it would look very natural in a sword and sandal flick.

And if you want to take the costume to an R rating, just lower the front of it to below the breasts and let both the front and back flap extend to just below the crotch, revealing naughty bits both fore and aft with the wearer's every move. Or let some barbarian swordsman just rip it off!


The Legend of Awesomest Maximus
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Awesomest Maximus downs a beer while enjoying a lapdance from a slavegirl. Although intended for humorous effect, making a parallel between modern strip clubs and ancient orgies, this scene probably gets the whole "barbaric party" thing more accurately than most sword and sorcery films do. Slavegirls were there for entertaiment of the sexual kind, not just to serve drinks.

Let there be no mistake about it: National Lampoon's The Legend of Awesomest Maximus is a dreadful film, as peurile and stupid as they come. The filmmakers were scraping the bottom of the barrel, and to judge by the film, their talents and inclinations were such that they had to scrape UP to reach the bottom of the barrel. So the movie has more than it's share of fat jokes, fart jokes, gay jokes, barfing for laughs, and blood and gore as humor. I mean, one character's schtick is that he literally is a cross-eyed idiot. I have watched a lot of crappy sword and sandal movies in the course of researching this topic, but I'd have to say this one was probably the worst. It didn't just insult my intelligence, it assaulted it with intent to kill.
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It is good to be the king!

But The Legend of Awesomest Maximus accidentally does get the matter of slavegirl imagery right, doing a very nice job of presenting naked or nearly naked slavegirls doing sexy things. One of the higher forms of humor indulged in by The Legend of Awesomest Maximus, in that it wasn't necessarily physically disgusting, was deliberate anachronisms, which is what led them to interpret slavegirls as topless dancers at a strip club.

In the same vein, the slaves who attend the king are seen giving him a blowjob while he sits on the throne. I'm sure this was intended to be outrageous, but in fact the Roman emperors were known for such hi-jinks. I don't know about Troy, which is the land under consideration, but certainly it is true that in the ancient world there was little or no shame attached to sex so long as YOU were the one doing the penetrating, and there would have been absolutely no concern for the feeling of slavegirls on the matter. So once again, historical verisimilitude is achieved as a perhaps accidental side effect of an attempt to be outrageous.

In fact, it is the historical anachronism humor which provides a surprisingly witty end to the film (well, witty in terms of all else in the film). In fact, I am going to spoil the ending of the movie for you, as an act of mercy, right now. The title character, Awesomest Maximus, portrayed throughout the story as a none-too-bright regular guy, puts an end to the Trojan War when he discovers that the real reason that Paris stole Helen from Eroticus (the Greek king) is that Paris was gay and had the hots for the flamingly gay Eroticus -- he stole Helen to make Eroticus jealous!


Awesomest, pissed off that all the killing and such had been over nothing more than a gay infatuation, declared the war over, on the terms that Eroticus leave ... with Paris, which they both find a very attractive prospect. Helen stays behind because she and Awesomest's wife have fallen in love. Rewriting history by deliberately imposing a distinctly modern sensibility on the story and taking a sly dig at the way other films ignore the homosexuality prevalent in the ancient world was indeed a nice touch, wittier than anything seen in Troy. Would that the same standard had prevailed for all the other humor in the film.
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A pseudo-frieze from the credits continues the theme of imposing anachronism ... and .. is that you, Slave Leia?



Time Barbarians and New Barbarians 2
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A bound, naked slavegirl is molested while one of her captors looks on in Time Barbarians.

There are some hardcore porn movies that involve sword and sandal settings, though not as many as you might think. The fact is, few hardcore porn movies bother with anything as complex as a setting. The porn performers, a single cameraman/director and a motel room are par for the course for modern porn. Back in the 1970s and 80s, which some call the "Golden Age" of porn, many porn films DID have plots, but once again, there were relatively few sword and sandal movies, because sword and sandal movies involved costumes rather than street clothes, and sets rather than ordinary streets, hiking up the cost of production a lot.
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Left, we have the barbaric heroine of Time Barbarians, and right we have the two barbaric heroines of New Barbarians and New Barbarians 2. That's porn star Victoria Paris in the center of the three heroines, wearing a furkini that accentuates her ripe curves very nicely. Lesson learned! 

But in 1990 a little bit of late-blooming plot-laden porn appeared in the form of  New Barbarians and New Barbarians 2 a pair of porn films that appear to be ... from the plots, anyway ... spinoffs of Time Barbarians, which was also released in 1990, but which was not porn, just your standard R-rated sword and sandal movie. All three films had the same essential plot device: a magic crystal that transports vaguely Neolithic barbarians into modern-day Los Angeles. (Ok, they have iron swords, not exactly a Neolithic tool, but otherwise they seem like typical Stone Age hunter-gatherers. It's why I said "vaguely.") There was also a common thread in the form of porn star Victoria Paris, who starred in New Barbarians and New Barbarians 2 and who ALSO appeared as the "topless barbarian girl lounging in the woodland stream" in Time Barbarians.
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A caged slave is sexually used in New Barbarians 2, in explicit porn style (not shown here, but it's in the movie alrighty.)

Now, the reason I have not included porn films in this book is that they are all about the T&A and it would be real suprising not to have a sword-and-sandal themed porn flick with stark naked slavegirls having sex, the nakedness and sex pretty much being the point of a porn film. So they do not really have much to inform us about making sword and sandal movies generally. Also, porn films are boring, as they are only watchable for one reason, if you know what I mean.


However, at times, there can be a very narrow chasm between the sort of R-rated sword and sandal movies represented by Deathstalker, Barbarian Queen, and Time Barbarians, and  a softcore porn movie with a sword and sandal theme, or even the very, very rare hardcore porn film with a budget that extends beyond a motel room rental ... like New Barbarians 2. Particularly note Victoria Paris' barbarian slavegirl costume ... a furkini with tooth bangles that works very nicely on her slinky porn star body. A lot of sword and sandal filmmakers would do well to emulate it. And that caged slavegirl having sex in an R-rated sort of way, as seen here ... could be quite effective in the background of a real sword and sandal movie.

But the real point here is: it's easy to distinguish porn from non-porn, even in cases that sort of fall into a gray area. Remember the three cheeses that make up the appeal of sword and sandal movies: fighting cheese, exotic adventure cheese and slavegirl T&A cheese (and arguably for some, mostly naked hero cheese). What would distinguish a porn film with a sword and sandal theme from a sword and sandal movie with some raunchy sex scenes? It would have tons of explicit slavegirl T&A cheese and very little fighting cheese and little or no exotic adventure cheese.  Most porn films, like the bondage porn film Slaves of Rome which is covered next, follow this exactly. New Barbarians 2 is a curious mix, as it has some good fighting cheese and a little exotic adventure cheese, but it also has lots and lots of explicit slavegirl T&A. And it's such outliers that help define the more standard films.



Slaves of Rome
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Quickly, which of these women are slavegirls and which are free women?

Here we have an image from Slaves of Rome, a commercial bondage film from the 1980s that takes as its theme Roman slave girls.

Being an 80s commercial bondage film, I can report all that there is to the plot in a single paragraph so short that Bulwer-Llyton would scoff at it:

Two naked slavegirls are brought before the Empress by the Empress' personal factotum babe. The slavegirls are put in chains, gagged and pretendy-tormented. Later, the slavegirls turn the tables on the Empress and her factotum and chain them up and pretendy-torture them. The End.

What's important about this commercial bondage film is the imagery. While it's not much in terms of plotting and characterization, Slaves of Rome gets it right in visual terms in many respects.

First of all, when the slavegirls are brought before the Empress, they're stark naked, while the Empress and her factotum are both clothed. (This being a porn film, their clothing consists of flimsy see-through robes that fail to conceal their bodies all that well, but the point remains: the slavegirls are naked, the free women are clothed.)

This is such a simple and direct method of showing who's a slavegirl and who's not that you have to think a lot of mainstream films would use the free=clothed, slaves=naked technique, but they don't.

In most mainstream flicks, the only time you see slavegirls who are noticeably less clothed than other characters is when they are dancing slaves or harem girls. (And of course, as Arabian Nights demonstrates, sometimes even dancing slaves are dressed from head to toe while dancing. And in some Arabian adventure flicks from the 1950s, harem slaves were the most overdressed female characters of all.)

Think how much better it would be to show slavegirls naked (or to stay safely in R territory, wearing only a skimpy thong). It would definitely create that "Not in Kansas any more" vibe while cranking up the hottitude. Perhaps have them chained like the slaves in thye 1936 Cleopatra, wearing chains they can move around and do things in.

In a subsequent image from Slaves of Rome, the difference between the slavegirls and their mistresses is ever more powerfully expressed when the slavegirls are seen naked, chained, gagged and being tormented in that porn-y sort of way by their somewhat clothed mistresses. This powerfully demonstrates the difference in status between the slavegirls and their owners, but of course it's a very porn-y scene. To work in a mainstream movie, the scene would have to be handled in a considerably less porn-y manner.

But of course, it would be very easy to do that. In HBO's Rome series there is a scene where a household slave is casually being whipped for some minor error, clutching a pillar and wincing in pain with every stroke on his back, while the mistress conducts other business. (Unfortunately, it IS a guy being whipped.) But change it to a woman, tie her to the pillar, have her be as near naked if possible (hell, naked if possible) and handle it exactly the way HBO's Rome handled it -- very casual, the whipping occurring as a side note in the scene, you've got yourself a tasty little BDSM scene going in a mainstream movie or TV show quite naturally, cranking up the hottitude as it does.


Age of Conan Video Game: So Hyborean, So Gorean, So Right!
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Here's an image from the video game "Age of Conan" that just about perfectly "gets" the slavegirl look. First of all, the slavegirl is a real hottie. Second, she's stark naked (I believe that's a waist chain going around her hips, not a thong). Third, she's wearing barbaric ornamentation (the waist chain, among other things). Fourth, she's wearing bondage gear, i.e., shackles on her wrists. Fifth, she's in bondage, chained to a wall by those shackles. It's worth mentioning that Conan's Hyborean Age was very Gorean in certain respects ... a slavegirl from Gor would fit in right nicely in the Hyborean Age, and vice versa. It's interesting me that in this video game they get the image so very, very right ... it's like they knew what they were doing!


Flash Gordon TV Series (2007)
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This is a picture of the dress worn by Ming the Merciless' slave girls in the 200-7-2008 SciFi original series, Flash Gordon, which died a predictable and well-deserved death after struggling through two painful seasons of churning out cheap dreck labelled "Flash Gordon." (I mean, come on, Vancouver, Canada as exotic Planet Mongo? The plastic boulders setting amid real bulders in the Southern California desert for the the original Flash Gordon series were a LOT more convincing!) The exposed cleavage and the "fuck me" pumps are nice, but other than that, it's an entirely form-concealing dress, the sort of thing a drag queen would love with its fakey-looking brassiere and its yards of flowing silk. The only reasonable conclusion we can draw from this one is: Ming is gay. 


Sadly, the lame harem slave costuming is well in keeping with the art direction, costuming, and well, everything involved in the show.


Domination Alley
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Work it, baby! A bondage model writhes furiously in wrist-ankle bondage, helplessly displaying herself as she does so.

Here we have a series of images from Domination Alley, a commercial bondage film from the 1980s that demonstrates the dramatic potential of the wrist-ankle tie very well (even though the damsel's wrists are actually tied to her knees, the principles are pretty much the same in either case).

Most often, when slavegirls in movies and TV shows are tied or chained, they are tied or chained in static positions that sometimes leave them helpless but don't provide much opportunity in the writhing department. Not like a wrist-ankle tie does! Writhing adds GREATLY to the visual drama of a slavegirl (or damsel) in bondage. A slavegirl who is writhing desperately to escape her bonds has reason to fear something, ramping up the drama far beyond a slavegirl who stands, sits or lies limply in her bonds, as so many slavegirls and damsels in distress do. (The slavegirl actually has less reason than the damsel in distress to attempt an escape, as I will explain in the section on The Slavegirl Mystique.)


Don't take my word for it, look at the pics above. These pics are from a prolonged scene in which the slavegirl is confined in a room bound in various ways and writhes wildly as she attempts to escape. She flips and rolls and writhes but can't escape her bonds, but it's ever so much fun watching her try. Unfortunately my determination to keep the imagery in this book to an R level has prevented me from using many of the more powerful images of her writhing here, but the three above establishes pretty well that she is free to move around a lot, even while semi-helplessly bound.

Of course, having a stark naked damsel bound like this and writhing like that would be well beyond the purview of everything except a hard-R Skinamax film. But put her in a thong and we go to a soft-R rating suitable to many films. And put her in a leather bikini, however skimpy, and the rating moves to PG-13, even with the same wild writhing. Fully dress a damsel in, say, tight jeans and a body-hugging T-shirt and you're in G or PG territory, probably depending on how wild the writhing is, and possibly how lasciviously it is filmed.


Some intelligent mainstream filmmaker may figure this out someday. But I'm not holding my breath waiting for it to happen.


Cleopatra (1963)

[image: ]

Oh my God! Is she ... naked?

In the 1963 version of Cleopatra (you know, Richard Burton, Elizabeth Taylor, legendary flop) near the beginning of the huge procession that marks Cleopatra's official state visit to Rome, there is a very curious dance. A single dancer, who appears naked at first, appears from a burst of flowing ribbons and runs straight toward the camera. As she approaches the viewer, it becomes apparent that she is naked but for a flower-bedecked thong and two pasties that appear to consist of a single very well glued-on flower each.

As she runs toward the camera, she makes enormous leaps, her hands raised in the air, until she almost fills the movie screen, giving the impression that she is on the verge of jumping into the audience's lap. It must have been scary!
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She IS naked (almost)! And she's about to jump in your lap! AAAAAAAAAAAGH!!!

This must have been quite a shock to the middle class American families watching the film, perhaps a welcome one, as by then practically everyone who wasn't tremendously old and conservative was heartily sick of the Hayes Code censorship that had maintained its death grip on the American film industry for 30 years. Just as the 1934 version of Cleopatra got its scantily dressed, chained slavegirls in just before the Hayes Code descended, so the 1965 Cleopatra got its nekkid dancer in just as the Hayes Code was crumpling and fading away. As such, the two versions of Cleopatra are excellent bookends to demarcate the beginning and the end of the Hayes Code.

As you can see the dancer is not really naked, but almost every bit of her breasts are visible, except for her nipples, and her thong, though generous, still leaves most of her body naked. Compare THIS slave dancer with the one doing the "whip dance" in Hercules, Samson and Ulysses, while clad in what would pass for a not-particularly-daring evening dress in the 1950s and you'll see that is a really daring bit of slavegirl imagery for an American mainstream movie.

Perhaps the naked slave dancer was a desperate act by a failing studio to save its ass by showing someone else's ass to the audience, but somehow I doubt that. (Cleopatra is famous for being the most expensive of a string of big-budget flops that bankrupted Paramount Studios.) I have another interpretation I like better. The scene was deliberately staged by long suffering directors, choreographers and dancers who had had it up to HERE with the Hayes Code and this was their way of saying, "Watch out, you damn censor lovers! The naked women are ON THE LOOSE! They'll be all over the silver screen, jumping right out of it and into your laps! GERONIMOOOOO!!!!!!!!"

Which makes this a perfectly appropriate point to end our chapter on general slavegirl images. Now let's look at the fashion styles that the Italian sword and sandal films known as peplum have brought us!

Chapter 2



Baggy Tunics of Peplum

Baggy tunics are a staple of sword and sandal movies, here are a few samples to give you some idea of their variety.


Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon
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The baggy tunic slavegirls of Babylon on display. Ah, well, at least they are in chains.

I have stated repeatedly that peplum (Italian sword and sandal movies of the 1960s) were muchly prone to display slavegirls in baggy tunics that concealed most of their bodies while the male characters strutted around in leather diapers. I do not expect you to take my word for this, though frankly it would make my job one hell of a lot easier if you would. However, I thought I'd put up few images from various peplum to make my case to the few cynical individuals who may be reading this tome.

Seen above we have the women of Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon, chained in coffle and wearing baggy tunics that cover them from neck to foot. One of them apparently has a birdcage under her tunic, to judge from a plot development, and no one notices ... that's how baggy those tunics are! Typical peplum stuff, in short. No sex appeal at all. This is about as baggy, shapeless and covering-from-neck-to-ankles as tunics get, a hard standard to match.

It is a close match of the stola, the traditional female garb of Roman women. Slave women, however, typically did not wear stolas, they wore a simple tunica, which was ... a baggy tunic! And the women in these films mostly wear baggy tunics. I'd LIKE to think it was beceause the filmmakers were paying attention to historical verisimilitude, but I don't. I mean, there are peplum that have Hercules fighting to keep Genghiz Khan from conquering Poland! Believe me, in most cases, historical verisimilitude was not high on the list for most peplum.

Surprisingly, Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon is not remembered as the apotheosis of baggy-tunics-for-slavegirls-hood. For most people, it's remembered as the movie in which the filmmakers hired American bodybuilder and actor Peter Lupus (best known for his role as the Incredibly Strong Spy on the original Mission: Impossible TV series) then forced him to change his name because his real name was "too Italian." They had hired an American strongman actor as their lead and they wanted him to SOUND like one!

I remember Hercules and the Tyrant of Babylon as the movie that features the Stupidest Civil Engineering Project in the history of Western Civilization. Don't worry, there's a full review of the movie later in the book ... can't ignore groundbreaking work like this! And of course, there's the baggy tunics ...


Goliath and the Dragon
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A group of unattractively lit slavegirls march about in baggy tunics..

Goliath and The Dragon continues the tradition of baggy tuniced slavegirls and introduces an element that is all too common in peplum as well -- not much in the way of slavegirl scenery. This rear shot of a group of slavegirls marching to an event at a stadium is the only shot I could find in the entire movie containing obvious slavegirls. The makers of peplum were of course making their movies for general audiences, so as a general rule their use of slavegirl imagery was not sophisticated or well thought out, to say the least. Then again, the plots of many peplum were often not well thought out, so details like poor use of slavegirl imagery are hardly surprising when you have stories about Hercules defending Poland from Genghis Khan and the Mongols (no I am not kidding!) and Thor fighting the Amazon women.

Don't get me wrong, some peplum were interesting and well written stories: Fury of Achilles, for example, compares favorably with the Brad Pitt verson of Troy, with Achilles a much deeper and more interesting character than the one played by Pitt. (It's not Brad Pitt's fault, the script of Fury of Achilles was simply much better written, though the actor who played Achilles did an excellent job.)

Back on topic, though the tunics are baggy they are at least cut short so we get to see some lovely legs, such as there are in the brief scene we see them in. All in all, a waste of pulchritude.


Hercules and the Princess of Troy
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A sacrifice awaits her doom  in a fetching ensemble from Oscar de Peplum

Here we see a nice over the shoulder number that covers its wearer from shoulder to ankles, gracing the form of the human sacrifice in Hercules and the Princess of Troy. Think how much more vulnerable she would look in something that revealed much of her body. Clearly the filmmakers did not think any such thought. To be fair, the monster is a pair of really fakey looking claws so ... I guess she's a match for it, dramatically speaking.


Hercules Unchained
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The baggy tunic slavegirls of ... oh, wait. Hubba-hubba!

I'm not gonna lie to you. Not every peplum fell for the baggy tunic line. Just most of them. Here we have Circe and her retinue of slavegirls making a Las Vegas revue-style entrance in Hercules Unchained. Nice, slinky little outfits, cut to show off the wearer's figures, and ending just south of the square inch of heaven, also baring a shoulder. They're not nearly as sexy as the slavegirls in the 1934 Cleopatra, to give you some perspective, but compared to all the baggy full length tunics seen elsewhere, they're a huge improvement. Extra points for the matching gold go-go boots! I didn't know they had go-go boots in ancient days, but then, I had no idea that Hercules fought the Mongols in Poland. Gotta keep an open mind here, and if a few brain cells fall out ... hey, you're reading a book on slavegirl costuming in movies! What did you expect?


Maciste In King Solomon's Mines
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A group of slavegirls and at least one slaveguy march along in King Solomon's mines. Which one is the slave guy? The one whose legs are showing, of course!

Maciste (pronounced "mah-cheese-tay") is the Italian equivalent of Hercules, a strongman who made his first appearance in the 1914 Italian epic Cabiria, noted by many ... well, some ... ok, by ME ... as the first mainstream movie with a topless female whipping scene. Maciste is not so well known in the United States, so frequently the distributors renamed the film after a more well-known strongman, such as Hercules or Samson, which is why, in many films you can hear characters addressing the lead strongman, whom you would THINK was Hercules or Samson, as "Maciste."

Maciste in King Solomon's Mines is the story of Maciste in, well, King Solomon's mines. The rulers of the mines are Level 2 Bad Guys, no supernatural powers but chock full of evil schemes. They attack a bunch of innocent villagers who have befriended Maciste and enslave the villagers to work in the mines while Maciste is out walking around. So Maciste follows the tracks to the mines and there is a lot of plotting and so forth. You see the enslaved villagers in the illustration above. Interestingly, the women get to keep wearing the baggy tunics and robes they wore in the village, while the men are all forced to wear very short but baggy tunics and keffiyeh-like headresses, except of course for Maciste who stays in the leather diapers after he is enslaved. This makes very little sense, and hence is consistent with peplum in general. Note that the women's robes are very baggy neck-to-ankle things. Also very peplum!


Ursus in the Valley of the Lions
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A member of the king's harem in a rare sexy slavegirl outfit from peplum days.

Another outlier, Ursus in the Valley of the Lions, a peplum that was shot in black and white (most peplum had color but the prints that are still around are so washed out they appear to be black and white, for example, see the vidcap immediately above from Maciste in King Solomon's Mine's which just barely has color left in it). Once again, tres sexy, a nice midriff-shoulder-and-leg-baring model that's nice and snug around the hips. This is a slavegirl in the bad guy's court, standing around and cranking up the level of hottitude a smidge. If they could get away with slavegirls dressed like this, why bother putting the slavegirls in those baggy tunics? No reason at all, and good reason not to, when you think about it ... which most peplum filmmakers clearly did not.



Vulcan, Son of Jupiter
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Returning to our theme of baggy tunic slaves in peplum, we have this one! At least she's chained!

Vulcan, Son of Jupiter is one of the better peplum I've watched. The plot rolls along, involving Vulcan and Mars getting all wrought up in a contest for the love of Venus, who frankly is quite the hottie in this flick, always ready for a little adventure of the sexual kind, and quite happy to get men all worked up over her. This is actually where the movie shines ... the characterizations are interesting, and well ... full of character, unlike most peplum.


Vulcan, for example, is kind of a working-class god, dutifully pounding at his forge and dreaming of pounding on Venus with his meat hammer of love, but not really a happy guy. Mars is a violent, impetuous, driven sort. The actors do a very good job with their roles, especially the actress playing Venus, who has "slink" down cold.


[image: ]

Venus slinks up the screen despite having to wear a tunic ... though it does cling to her hips quite nicely.

The sophistication of the characterizations spills over into the costuming. True we got a captive slavegirl in a baggy tunic, but at least she's in chains. Venus is in a tunic, but it bares the shoulders, has some nice cleavage, or would if the actress had a large rack, and clings to her hips very nicely. There are also some water nymphs in the film, including a "nice girl" water nymph who falls for Vulcan. They are the most skimpily dressed of all, though still overdressed for people who spend most of their time frolicking in water.
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The "good girl" water nymph takes a brief break from frolicking. Nice legs!


Colossus and the Headhunters
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Perhaps the least erotic slave dance ever filmed!

The slave dancer that appears toward the end of Colussus and the Head Hunters is a remarkable visual phenomenon. As you can see, she is wearing a variation of the shortened baggy tunic, kind of a cross between that and a tutu. She is dancing at a celebration of the impending nuptials of the king of the headhunters, a very Bad Guy, and the queen of the people whose heads have been hunted, a Good Girl Princess who is not happy about marrying but figures she must.


So you might expect an erotic or at least joyful dance, but what you get is a dancer strutting around knock-kneed in a circle and periodically squatting down with her hands extended as shown, while wearing a somewhat pained expression. All I could figure is that she was trying to portray a chicken laying an egg. It's the sort of dancing that makes your eyes bug out in amazement with its sheer badness. Well, it made MY eyes bug out. All I could think was that the dancer was mad at the director at some level. Yet the dance was filmed, and shown, and as such, is a microcosm for all the other incomprehensible stuff in peplum. We can only stare across the gulf of years and wonder, "What were they thinking?"   


HBO's "Rome"
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"Jeebus, girl, did you tie several sheets together to make that thing or what?"

HBO's original series "Rome" actually made a fairly serious attempt at historical verisimilitude -- although online history buffs are of course insisting they were not even close. ("Vas you DERE?!") So the slavegirl outfit seen here is covering the slavegirl from head to toe -- all you can see of her is her arms and her face. It looks like a pretty good image of a stola (most real slaves would only have worn a tunica, as I pointed out earier, stola were more for free women, though there is no reason a free woman could not dress her slaves in a stola, sort of saying, "My slaves dress better than your wife does"). It may be intended to be historically accurate, but as a purveyor of hottitude it totally sucks. Attempted verisimilitude over hottitude ends our coverage of baggy tunics.

End Baggy Tunics of Sword and Sandal Movies

Chapter 3



The Harem Girl Outfit

We take a look at another common costume for slavegirls
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Here we have the original "fine art" fantasy of the harem outfit ... nudity, with slavegirls dancing, playing the lute, copping feels and generally hanging out while nude, in Ingres' famous "Le Bain Turc" painted in 1862.

Prior to Slave Leia, the iconic slavegirl outfit was the harem slave outfit, the topic of so many steamy fantasies since the 1800s. The original harem girl costume popularized by European artists of the day such as Ingres, was nakedness. Whole rafts of paintings were painted depicting plump, naked Northern European hotties lounging around the harem taking baths, eating grapes and playing lutes as they waited for their turn to have sex with their owners.
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Kidnapped white women await their fate, one of them naked and chained, in a 1920s era "educational" film on the evils of white slavery. 

It was a fantasy that appealed to the hyper-repressed Victorians of the day on many levels, which was eventually seized on by sexual fearmongers of the time to create the "white slavery" scare of the early 1900s, in which fantasies that Arabs and Asians were haunting America's cities in order to steal young American women to be sex slaves were presented as fact. (We know they weren't fact because a turn-of-the-century police study found absolutely no evidence of any such kidnappings. Mind you, there were plenty of scumbags in cities luring unwary women into lives of drug addiction and prostitution, but they were all local stuff.)
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Farida Mazar Spyropoulos, Little Egypt herself, real hubba-hubba stuff circa 1893. Times have changed, and for the better! 

Adding fuel to the evil Oriental white slavery fire was the success of "Little Egypt" a dancer named Farida Mazar Spyropoulos who was the talk fo the the World Columbian Exposition held in Chicago in 1893. She did the shoulder rolls and hip drops that got her body rocking and rolling in that very enticing way that belly dancers are known for, and with a costume that exposed her whole midriff which was of course shimmying and shaking with the rest of her -- and this is in the day when a glimpse of a well-turned ankle would make a proper young man swoon. Farida's belly mesmerized the males in the crowds that came to see her, and infuriated the women, I suspect.
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Chained harem slaves of from the 1950 film "The Desert Hawk." Note the typical costumes, best seen at lower right. 

In any event, Little Egypt's dance costume was what sexy women from the Orient wore, and since harem slaves were sexy women in the Orient, they necessarily wore the same outfit. Certainly, any number of subsequent films depicted women in the bra-panties, baggy pants outfit worn by Little Egypt, though the Hayes Code tended to make the middriffs get covered up too. (Did I mention I hate the Hayes Code in particular and censorship generally?) 
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Jeannie looking magical in her harem girl outfit. Note the opaque pants and the hidden navel. This is the image that for many still means "harem girl." 

In fact it was this very costume that is the basis for what is now the iconic harem slave costume, which is the costume worn by Barbara Eden as the genie in I Dream of Jeannie, a 1960s TV series about an astronaut who crash lands on a remote island after a flight and finds a bottle that contains a hot blonde genie named Jeannie. She wears the harem outfit throughout most of the series (though she is always identified as a genie, not a harem girl, and there's no hint of sexual relations between the astronaut Tony and his Jeannie until they get married, and not a lot even then -- this is broadcast TV in the 1960s after all). In fact, the censorship was so great that it was mandated that Barbara Eden's navel must be covered by the costume, lest ... oh I don't know what the hell they were thinking, they were a bunch of damn censors.
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Wearing only a collar, a naked harem girl poses modestly in Barbarian Queen. 

The traditional harem girl outfit has remained more or less locked in the image created by Barbara Eden ever since, though naked and nearly naked harem girls have also made many appearances. In fact there's a sort of dichotomy between the traditional costume and nakedness. If you're going to have sexy harem girls doing sexy things, they get dressed in nearly naked or outright naked costumes. If the harem girls are not going to do sexy things, they tend to be dressed in traditional harem clothing.
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Somewhere under all that burqah is Nastassja Kinski, sadly enough.


There is one other variant in harem girl costuming, which I shudder to report, but I must, for it exists. That is harem wear that is the equivalent of the burqah, the garment in the Middle East which conceals every bit, or almost every bit, of the wearer's body (sometimes it leaves the face, or portions of the face bare, in the case of especially "daring" burqahs). Apparently, if you are making a very SERIOUS movie about a harem you dress the inhabitants in burqahs or something like them. The most egegious example: the 1985 film "Harem." They put Nastassia Kinski in a burqah. Nastassia-fucking-Kinski! In a burqah! Now that is a WASTE my friend. Plus by all accounts the film sucked big time. I have a crummy vidcap of it, but I have never been able to watch the film, it's just too freaking dull. Burqah alone would tell you that.


Chapter 4



First Principles
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Orion slavegirls, the Star Trek (from the Star Trek: The Next Generation television series) take on slave girls. Not all that great: half to one-third naked, unappetizing green skin and the bitch on the right who's grabbing at the guy (sexually aggressive, good) totally stole her outfit from Slavegirl Leia of Star Wars.

The same principles that apply to the works of sword and sandal filmmakers also apply to sword and sorcery filmmakers when examining the question: "What should a slavegirl look like in a sword and sandal film?" While there isn't a single perfect answer to this question, there are principles that can guide filmmakers to MUCH better answers than have been put forth in the past, judging from all the crapola costuming for slavegirls that shows up in sword and sandal movies. And if completing this important task requires careful study of numerous scantily clad or naked actresses playing slavegirls, well you won't hear a word of complaint from me. Why, this could be a case where doing the work is half the fun. Well, all the fun.

Our first first principle is this: sword and sandal filmmakers are not making historical epics. The goal of sword and sandal epics is to provide entertaining stories about hot, muscular, heroic barbarians and the people they associate with, not document the past. Often they are what people call "cheesy" films.
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Here's a barbarian beauty from an Italian sword and sandal epic called "Invincible Barbarian." If she looks a little funny around the elbows, it's because I had to graft two vidcaps together to get a full body shot of her. She's a great example of what a slavegirl should look like (though she is in fact just a captive, I believe). She's naked, but not dowdy -- her hair looks great, her skin does too, she's artfully made up. She's wearing a nice bit of barbaric ornamentation in terms of the armlet on her upper arm. She really SHOULD be wearing some barbaric bondage gear as well, but at least she is tied up. Unfortunately, she's tied hands in front. And look where she's chosen to put her hands. If her hands were tied behind her back, there wouldn't be any of THAT nonsense!

Which brings up to our next principle: Sexy slavegirl cheese is an important element of most sword and sandal films, i.e., all those not designed for children. Not all sword and sandal movies feature sexy slavegirls as an important element, but many do, or SHOULD. They are after all, adventure movies, and men like adventure movies, and men also like sexy, scantily clad women and that's what slavegirls are, or can be, in any movie that features them.

I do not see how any reasonable person who has watched many sword and sandal flicks can disagree with either of these premises. With regard to historical verisimilitude, even films like Gladiator and The Fall of the Roman Empire were VERY loosely based on historical reality, and the bulk of sword and sandal movies are films like Conan the Barbarian, Hercules Against the Moon Men and of course my favorite, Deathstalker all of which pretty much create their own version of history mostly from scratch. If there was ANYTHING they didn't like about the history their stories were based on, they were happy to change it, or to make up their own world.
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A bit of sexy cheese from Deathstalker -- a slavegirl butt from an orgy scene.

Just LOOKING at most sword and sandal flicks will show that they are FULL of sexy cheese. Plenty of half naked men and women traipsing around in most of them. There are quite a few characters in such films wearing full length togas, but they tend to be older characters, senators, Greek gods and such like. And of course, the 50s missed all sorts of cheese because the Hayes Code forbade all but the mildest flavors of sexy cheese, especially where women were concerned.


We will stipulate that slavegirls provide a very easy and natural way to crank up the hottitude in any sword and sandal film, and therefore should be used as appropriate for that purpose whenever possible. We will demonstrate this with a really detailed examination of its potential.

We also maintain that a slavegirl character posesses a certain inherent sexiness due to her sexual vulnerability ... she is, essentially, a sex slave by law, since slaves in most historical forms of bondage could not legally or practically resist the sexual advances of their owners. We call that the slavegirl mystique, and we cover it more fully in our chapter entitled The Slavegirl Mystique.


We are not claiming that sexy cheese will guarantee a successful sword and sandal film. Without a good characterization and a good action and adventure story, even the most attractive, most naked, most sexually active cast will make for a dull movie (see: almost all softcore and for that matter hardcore porn films). That said, the topic of this book is not plotting or characterization. (Though we will of course address the matter of plotting to the extent that we will show how slavegirl imagery can crank up the hottitude in a sword and sandal film without slowing up the plot, or while advancing it. We'll also show how clumsily focussing on slavegirls being sexy can slow a film down to a crawl in our review of Warrior Queen.)

To achieve a look that cranks up the hottitude in a film, we propose that slavegirls should wear very little clothing. They should frequently be very skimpily clad or naked, depending on the rating you seek to achieve in the film and sort of scene that is being shot. It is not necessary to use slavegirls to crank up the hottitude of a film, but in most cheesy sword and sandal films it is a mistake not to do so.

It's important for sword and sandal filmmakers not to underestimate the latitude they have in this respect. Slave Leia, for example, appeared half naked and in chains throughout her two minutes of film history in Star Wars VI, and she is a PG-rated slavegirl. Suitable for the whole family. There is MUCH more latitude in the PG-rated category of films than most filmmakers take advantage of.
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Here's Slave Leia in all her half-naked, wearing bondage gear glory, with barbaric ornamentation thrown in. A thoroughly PG rated slavegirl, yet probably the most powerful slavegirl image in US culture right now.

There is a great deal more latitude in R-rated films than in the PG-rated films, of course, and the pity is that most sword and sandal filmmakers who have made R-rated films don't even bother to make their slavegirls as sexy, skimpily-clad or bondage-y as Slave Leia in all her PG glory.


We propose that slavegirls should look like slavegirls. They should not look like other characters in the movie, they should be instantly identifiable as being in bondage. Slavegirls are by their very nature sexy: they must perform sexually for any man who desires them (in accordance with the sexy slavegirl fantasy -- we understood that in reality this was true in some cultures and untrue in others).

Having slavegirls appear like any other character in the film lowers the level of hottitude in film, an undesirable thing. You want viewers to look at them and immediately know they are slavegirls, thus cranking up their hottitude.

Let's look at how a slavegirl in an R-rated should be dressed.

The best way to identify a half-naked slavegirl from a half-naked free woman is to have the slavegirl appear in bondage gear. A collar with a short chain dangling from its ring a la Slave Leia. Wrist cuffs with rings, ankle cuffs with rings, a leather belt around the waist with rings. Most of all, a gag.

Best is not to have her wear just some of this gear. The best practice is to have her wear ALL of it. Here's why:

This gear not only makes the slavegirl's status readily apparent, it also powerfully reinforces the depths of her bondage. She is forced to wear gear that is designed to make tying or chaining her up in a variety of ways at a moment's notice very easy. She cannot remove these items, they are locked in place.

At any moment her owner may say "hands behind" and in a matter of two or three seconds her hands are secured behind her back, and they will remain thus secured until her owner releases her. If her owner should then tie her collar to anything, she is stuck where she is tied until released.

All of this bondage gear also means that she probably gets tied up a lot (we'll expand on this theme later).

The gag is especially powerful because it symbolize that she is a person whose opinion no one cares about. Sort of like any middle class worker in modern times.

An R-rated slavegirl should be stark naked, topless or wearing some variant of pasties. If topless, she should be wearing a skimpy thong, and by skimpy I mean nothing but string on the sides and back and one of those tiny little front pouches that absolutely require total removal of all pubic hair in order to be worn. We're talking Wicked Weasel here. It can be made of fine silk, cloth, leather or metal. But it should be tiny.

While slavegirls are clad in bondage gears and thongs, they should NEVER be allowed to look dowdy -- you know, filthy, dirt for makeup, hair all ratty, dressed in rags that do nothing to emphasize their figures -- as so many filmmakers have done since the 70s.

I understand why filmmakers dowdied up their slaves in those days, though I disagree with their reasoning. The dowdying was a rejection of the prior fashion in sword and sandal films during the 50s and 60s, when all the women wore clean, white togas or those "harem" outfits that completely concealed the figure. The filmmakers felt that the dowdy look was more realistic and conveyed barbarism more powerfully, and they are right on both counts.

But sword and sandal flicks are not historical documentaries, and both togas and the dowdy look do NOTHING for a slavegirl's appearance, which is why they both fail. There's PLENTY of room in the barbaric look for hottitude, the smart thing to do is take advantage of it.

If audience members WANTED to see miserable women dressed in frumpy clothing and doing menial work, they could visit a cubicle farm at any time and see the real thing.

Slavegirls are excellent opportunities for eye candy in any sword and sandal film, no matter how small or large their role. They should be carefully made up, their bodies sleek and where appropriate, tanned. They should be wearing barbaric ornamentation that sets off their beauty: earrings, necklaces (along with the collars) armbands, waist chains (either thick ones as bondage gear or decorative thin ones) slave footgear, slave rings, etc.

And if your rating permits, nipple rings and labia jewelry work (granted, it's going to be a very hard R rating that permits labia jewelry, but things change over time).

I've saved the most important apparent item for last -- gags. The thing about gags is, they instantly and powerfully establish the identity of a slavegirl or captive as such. A gagged person is a person whose opinion on any topic -- most especially, on the topic of being gagged -- counts for nothing. No one cares to hear a word she has to say about anything -- that's why she's gagged.

And of course, the gag's location on the face is what makes it so visually powerful -- especially in close-ups. (Just make sure your actress has big, beautiful eyes that are beautifully made up.) But even in medium shots and crowd shots gags can still be a very powerful visual sign of servitude, as was demonstrated in the "Flying Lessons" episode of Cleopatra 2525, which I believe is the only TV show to use gags to signify slavery. (Gags were also used to signify slavery in the SciFi Channel original movie "Alien Apocalypse," very successfully as well.)
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In the casino scene from the "Fear of Flying" episode of Cleopatra 2525, many slavegirls in the background sport hoods and gags. And collars. And leashes. And blinders. You know damn well they're slavegirls. In the foreground, star Jennifer Sky.


Nothing signifies helplessness, vulnerability and general slavegirlhood better than the sight of bonds AND gags, especially on a naked or nearly naked body.
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Renee O'Conner, looking slavish as she's gagged and put in a massive set of stocks in "Alien Apocalypse." Now if only they had removed that astronaut flight suit she's wearing ...

The widespread use of gags for slaves also signifies that the society being portrayed is a very different one from ours, probably a much more barbaric one. Which has to work well for a sword and sandal flick.

Sadly, other than the TV show and the SciFi Channel movie I've cited, no one in mainstream films and TV seems to have thought of using gags to signify slavery, although every last porn filmmaker on the Web has caught on to their sexual appeal. 

Having dealt with the clothing (none or very little) and bondage gear (lots) issues, let's move on to the place where filmmakers have failed most often and most egregiously with regard to slavegirls (which is saying a lot) the matter of how they are displayed onscreen.

Most of the time when you see slavegirls in sword and sandal movies, i.e., out in public or serving as an attendant in a private home, they're totally unbound, moving around doing their chores or standing around attentively waiting to be commanded. They're dressed, as we've already noted, either like everyone else or in shapeless rags.

This may be a reasonable assumption about the way slaves really behaved, but so what? Once again: we are making a sword and sandal movie, not a documentary. The key point isn't how they really behaved, but how their appearance and behavior contribute to your goals in creating an entertaining sword and sandal movie.

The hottest way to display a slavegirl is to display her naked, bound, and having sex, or even hotter, naked, bound, gagged and having sex.

The least hot way to display a slavegirl is dressed like anyone else or in dowdy rags, wandering around in a crowd, doing chores or otherwise doing the same sorts of things free people do. Where your slavegirls fit in this scale is up to the filmmaker, but most of the time, they err in the direction of dowdy rags and nonsexy behavior, not I think out of any prudery but because they just didn't think things through.

When seen in public, slaves should be as much as possible naked and bound, if you want your hottitude levels at the max. For example in Son of Sinbad we see a group of women who are clearly identifiable as slavegirls because they are all bound in coffle by chains attached to the thick leather belts they wear. The slavegirls are seen for a moment or tow walking down the street, then they are seen for several seconds, still bound, as they are auctioned.

Unfortunately, they are all fully clothed as they are auctioned, but hey, it was the 1950s and the Hayes Code was in full force when the film was made. Nakedness did not exist in those days in US cinema, that was something only foreigners did.
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Mostly clothed slavegirls are auctioned in Son of Sinbad. At least they're chained in coffle via those black leather belts around their waists. Typical of the 50s, when they were shy about nudity but fairly bold about bondage.

But at least they were in bondage and hence instantly recognizable as captives or slavegirls, something you can't say about many of the slavegirls of sword and sandal flicks made in the 1980s and onward. 

A properly hotted-up version of the scene in Son of Sinbad might have the slavegirls chained in coffle, but the chains would be attached to big metal collars around their necks, and their hands would be chained or tied behind their backs. They'd also be gagged, but the gags wouldn't be plain leather strips but decorative gags like the one seen in Taur the Mighty Hunter, or The Barbarians.

Instead of being clothed from head to foot, they would be stark naked or wearing skimpy thong bottoms, but they would also be beautifully made up and wearing barbaric jewelry and ornamentation. And the camera would give them a good long ogle in the walking through the market scene, and much more ogling during the slave auction scene.

The slavegirls would not be disinterested in what's going around them. Any of the men around them might buy them at the auction. They would be casting speculative eyes on all the men around them, and very likely casting smoky looks over their gags at the hot, hunky guys that are the typically the leads in sword and sandal movies, and avoiding the gaze of less attractive potential owners.

I can't stress this point enough -- to a slavegirl, whoever buys her at her auction will determine her future quality of life.

She might be bought by a fat old merchant as his sex slave, having to kiss suck and fondle his repulsive body all night, only to get beaten the next morning for doing so (even though she has no choice in the matter) by his jealous wife.

She might be bought by an entrepreneur who will send her out on the streets naked each afternoon with her hands cuffed behind her back and a coin box hanging from her collar, knowing that the only way for her to get coins is to sexually serve men for them, and that she will be beaten if there are not enough coins in the box when she returns home in the early morning hours.

Or she might be bought by a large mill owner, worked to exhaustion each day in the fields or at the loom, then given to productive male slaves in the evening as a reward. 

With so many outcomes that wildly vary in how well they will like them, you can bet that experienced slavegirls will be keeping an eye out for men whom they might prefer to be owned by, and if they spot one, they'll really strut their stuff for him and will toss him "come hither" looks as well. A slavegirl doesn't have any choice about being owned, or about who owns her, but still she can try to increase her chances of being owned by someone she'd find relatively endurable.
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The Gor movies got the auction scenes closer to right than any other live action mainstream film ever did. Note the slaves are mostly naked and chained. But they still don't "market" themselves to the audience the way an experienced slavegirl would.

The slavegirls can thus be involved in the scene and add drama to it.

OK, so we're in the square where the slavegirls are auctioned, but it's not just the auctioned slavegirls who present an opportunity to crank up the hottitude of the scene. Much more common will be slavegirls chained to posts or railings, awaiting their master or mistress' pleasure as they go about their business in town. They, too, will be pretty much naked and gagged, and they'll be eyeing the crowd, though much more surreptitiously than the auctioned slavegirls because they don't want to attract the attention of anyone who might hurt them, such as a wife whose husband spends too much time in the taverns sporting with the slavegirls, or maybe a group of small boys who will throw rocks at her because she's tied down and helpless, and they're, well, small boys.

On the other hand, if she is not happy with her owner, then catching the eye of the right man (or woman) might lead to a purchase offers. So sometimes these slavegirls will crank up the hottitude if they spot someone they'd like to be owned by.

Also, the aforementioned taverns would keep a couple of naked or scantily clad slavegirls chained outside their doors, their job to entice people to come into the tavern to sample other slavegirls, along with wine and such.

There would probably be a few coin box girls working the square, propositioning men as boldly as they can, calling out to them, rubbing up against them, kissing their bodies and such to get them interested enough to spend a coin on them.

There might also be other slavegirls being vended, chained to a wall or in stocks with a bowl on the ground behind them, signifying their use is permitted if a coin is dropped in the bowl. Or you might have slavegirls in stocks being whipped for this and that.

If you were going for an R-rating you might also show slavegirls in use. We might see a coin girl lying on her stomach in the middle of the street earning her coin as a mostly clothed man lies atop her as she writhes helplessly beneath him in the dirt and mud, her body almost completely concealed by his (hence no censorship problems) her cries stifled by the gag she wears.

You might also show her afterward, in the background, struggling to her feet with bound hands and rubbing herself against a wall to remove the dirt and mud, then casting her eyes about the crowd for another man to earn a coin from.

The really nice touch would be to have the protagonists ignoring all this, because they've seen it all hundreds of times before, every time they have ever visited a village or town. It's just business as usual, with the slavegirl being fucked directly in front of a farmer who is selling vegetables in a cloth spread out on the ground. You could do a grounds-eye view of the writhing moaning slavegirl while the booted feet of the protagonists march past her without stopping.

Of course, the camera spends a second or ten ogling all the slavegirls, because the audience doesn't see this every day -- that's why they are watching the movie, to see something they don't see every day. Just as TV series that feature T&A will ogle a thong-clad beauty walking by even though she has nothing to do with the plot and the main characters pay little or no attention to her, so the camera should take in the slavegirls in a sword and sorcery flick.

The nice thing about all of this is that it can be done in the background, throughout the movie. These scenes don't have to slow the movie down at all. A few seconds or a minute or two of ogling, depending, and you've made your point and can move on. However, you can also have naked, bound, sexually molested slavegirls (as appropriate to the film you are making of course) in many different scenes, as eye candy and as a way of reinforcing how different and barbaric this society is.
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In another good bit from the Gor movie, the mostly naked slavegirl in the crowd on the left is watching other slavegirls being auctioned. The action is in the foreground as Talena dukes it out with a guy in a funny hat. The mistake the Gor movie made here was getting a mostly naked babe in the scene and then not ogling her. What were they thinking?

John Norman did this brilliantly in the Gor novels, and most of what I've just written is heavily influenced by my reading of them. Norman is a terrible prose stylist with some seriously wrong ideas about human nature, especially female human nature, but he brilliantly used the techniques I've described to keep his novels' level of hottitude turned way up throughout their often turgid plots.


Of course for those films that have a subplot or a main plot about an escaped slavegirl or a captive woman in danger of being enslaved, this kind of background adds greatly to the drama, because viewers will see exactly what could happen to the protagonist if she is recaptured/enslaved.

Now, there may be dramatic scenes and battle scenes and such in a sword and sandal flick in which a naked or almost naked slavegirls in chains would be distracting. Simple solution -- don't have them in such scenes. You can still use them in other scenes if you want to crank up the hottitude. (If you DON'T want to crank up the hottitude of your sword and sandal film, why are you still reading this article? All you need to know is: "baggy tunic," "dowdy rags" and you're there!)

But by now it should be evident that slavegirls should be dressed/undressed/bound/displayed in whatever way cranks up the hottitude to the level you desire for that scene or for your movie, not according to historical reality or some vague memory or notion of how slavegirls are dressed/displayed.

I think most directors of sword and sandal flicks have not really thought this through, judging by how they actually use slavegirls visually. Slavegirls can be characters, but they can also be SCENERY, scenery that can crank up the visual impact of any sword and sandal flick in ways that other scenery just can't match.

I can't guarantee that any sword and sandal film that properly uses the visual power of slavegirl imagery will be a success, or even any good for that matter. Plotting and characterization still rule. But I CAN guarantee that if a sword and sandal film if filled with naked or half naked slavegirls properly displayed, a lot of guys will watch it even if it stinks in other respects, because, well, they're guys, and guys like that stuff.

I can also guarantee that the usual suspects will wail about the naked slavegirls in your film to the extent they are aware of them, but that won't really be a problem, because they have little or no influence with your target demographic, which is the young-to-middle-aged men and women who like sexy entertainment.

I would advise you sword and sandal filmmakers to follow the lead of George Lucas. Lucas understood the visual appeal of slavegirls well, sliding his half-naked, collared Slave Leia under the radar of the moral conservatives with the skill of a true master (I've got a chapter about it!). And it was Lucas himself who was the guide in Slave Leia's costume, according to the wardrobe mistress for Star Wars VI (she confesses that she wanted to go with "Yards of fabric.") The result: a two minute scene from a movie made decades ago that still echoes in mass culture, with dozens of young women dressed as Slave Leia still a popular attaction at science fiction conventions year after year. And if you are making an R-rated film, your opportunities are MUCH greater than Lucas' was with his PG rating. Who knows how powerful your scene might be, or how long and loudly it might echo in mass culture?

Chapter 5



Buck Rogers in the 25th Century:


Search for The Cheese
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Here it is: arguably the most explicit slavegirl action in this two-part episode of Buck Rogers. That's the actual phrase "Slave Girls" right there in the title! How'd they get that past the network censors?

The Buck Rogers in the 25th Century TV series (1979-1981) has come out on DVD and is also being rerun on the SciFi Channel, which is how I came to see the classic "Planet of the Slave Girls" two-part episode.

The episode is a classic in the sense that it is one of the most complete examples of "missing cheese" ever created in a medium famous for missing the cheese.

"Planet of the Slavegirls" is noticeable for its complete lack of slavegirl imagery. There is some bondage imagery -- Colonel Wilma Deering and a native leader are cuffed for a time after being captured. And there are some identifiable slavegirls. But there's no one who looks like a slavegirl (i.e., half-naked, in bondage or both) or who is treated like a slave girl -- ordered about, whipped, dominated, used sexually in a nonconsensual manner (on TV, this would be something as innocuous as kissing or just an unwelcome hug.)

There were women identified as slavegirls who pretty much behaved like and were treated like waitresses in a nice restaurant, and who were dressed in skirt and blouse thingies that would pass muster at most suburban American high schools, malls, parties, etc.

In short they were slavegirls in name only and it's hard to imagine why, based on "Planet of the Slavegirls," anyone would find being a slavegirl any less appealing than waiting table at Applebee's or Houlihan's.
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Here's a slavegirl from the Planet of the Slave Girls serving some food. Note the lack of chains and ropes on her as she does so. Note the lack of nudity as she does so. She's wearing a nice pair of matching slacks under that blouse. We have women like this on Earth, who serve people food while fully clothed. We call them"waitresses." We use a different word for them because ... they're not slavegirls.
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Here we have a slavegirl in Spartacus: Blood and Sand serving foods, wearing nothing but a few wisps of silks, some brass pasties on her nipples, and a huge-honkin' collar around her neck. She LOOKS like a slavegirl.

To understand why this is so bad, let's explore the concept of cheese within the realm of entertainment. Cheese is that part of any entertainment which makes people want to watch it/read it/hear it/whatever. Cheese is the bait which brings the mouse through the maze. Cheese is the payoff for an entertainment. In comedies, it's the chance to laugh your ass off. In action movies, it's fighting and shooting people and blowing people up, hopefully bad people. In horror movies, it's getting the bejezus scared out of you. And in porn, it's getting turned on watching people be naked and/or have sex.

As I pointed out in my essay on the failure of the Birds of Prey TV series, when you advertise that you are going to have a particular kind of cheese on your show, you must follow through. If people come to your show or movie or whatever expecting a particular kind of cheese and they don't get it -- whatever the reason or rationale might be -- they quickly figure out that they've been hosed and they stop watching your show. As occurred with Bird of Prey, which advertised sexy fighting babes as their cheese and then almost entirely backed out on the sexy babes and didn't have all that much fighting in the first few episodes, leading to its cancellation in less than half a season.
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OK, this is all the cheese you get in these two hours. Wilma and a slavegirl in cuffs (hand in front, natch) moments before they beat up the goons escorting them and escape. Well, Wilma does. The slavegirl gets caught. So they put her in a room of bubbly liquid, but not before removing her cuffs. 'Cause it would inconvenience her to be all cuffed in there. Result: It's about as exciting as your average Law and Order courtroom cuff scene.


Buck Rogers lasted two seasons (one of which was truncated by a strike) but it clearly had trouble delivering the cheese it promised, and the "Planet of the Slavegirls" episode is symptomatic of its problems.

If you have an episode of ANYTHING entitled "Planet of the Slavegirls" and you do not deliver so much as a single image of hot women being dominated while in ropes, chains, etc., then you have failed to deliver the cheese. You are in fact a cheese tease, promising rich helpings of ripe cheese, and delivering none.

I would say "Shame on you!" except that I've never seen any evidence that TV or movie creators understand the concept of shame, and besides, the punishment for being a cheese tease isn't a waggling finger or a scolding, but a sudden and precipitous decline in interest in your entertainment among your audience -- something TV and movie creators most definitely fear and hate, or "understand" as they put it. Especially after it happens to them.

Just ask the folks who made Birds of Prey.

Now, the cheese that the Buck Rogers in the 25th Century series as a whole promised was not slavegirl cheese (except in that one episode). Buck Rogers' cheese could best be described as "Thrilling Wonder Science Stories!" by which we mean harebrained melodramas which use futuristic science as a taking-off point for flights of fantasy that would embarrass a 10-year-old.

Buck Rogers didn't deliver on THIS cheese either, and that's what sealed its fate.

Basically Buck Rogers delivered two kinds of cheese, neither of which worked demographically. First and foremost, it delivered kiddie fare cheese. The kiddies got Twikki, a childlike robot that pretty much worshipped Buck. They got Hawk, a heroic birdman character who had feathers on his head instead of hair. And they got lots of episodes featuring "cute" characters -- munchkinlike aliens and such. A lot of viewers who were kids when Buck Rogers aired have fond memories of it, as well they might. Unfortunately, prime time is not the place to be pandering exclusively to the kiddies.
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Twikki the robot boy. Part of the Pinocchio series, I believe. And kiddie cheese? You bet!


The other cheese it delivered was barely concealed homoerotic fantasy centering on Buck Rogers as the object of its affection. This is definitely a fantasy that would have appeal to some audiences -- women and gay males -- but not to what is generally conceded to be the target demographic of science fiction shows, young males and male teens, and children. Just on demographic grounds, most of the postpubescents are going to be straight, so few of them are going to be inclined to get all dreamy-eyed over Buck, no matter how enthusiastically Twikki pimps him out.

Although Erin Grey as Wilma Deering was putatively the hottie of the show, and wore a lot of skin-tight Lycra to prove it, the real focus of the sexual ogling of the show was often Buck. For example, we've already established the severe lack of hot babes in chains in both Part I and Part II of "Planet of the Slavegirls." Well, there was another episode, "Planet of the Amazons" in which Buck gets a little damsel in distress action. Buck is captured by Amazons, then auctioned off as a slave, stripped down to his shorts. There was plenty of ogling of Buck in THAT episode. If "Planet of the Slavegirls" had been half so attentive to delivering the slavegirl cheese as "Planet of the Amazons" was to delivering the slaveboy cheese, it would have been quite the memorable episode for its older male audience instead of the near-total disappointment it was.

Unfortunately, most children who watched the show were uninterested in both slavegirl and slaveboy cheese, or sexy cheese of any kind, and the older viewers being overwhelmingly male and straight meant that almost all of those who were not indifferent to the Buck-as-hottie theme would have been offended by it.

In any event, the real cheese of science fiction of the Buck Rogers sort is amazing stories, essentially stories of the fantastic set in the "real" world. The goal is to have the audience staring at the screen wide-eyed with wonder at the amazing things they are seeing.

Buck Rogers didn't really show it's audiences a lot of amazing things. The show apparently assumed its audience had a near-infinite interest in seeing the main characters jet around in tiny spaceships in outer space, re-using the interstellar jet fighters of Battlestar Galactica, by all appearances. This probably was great eye candy and pretty amazing the first five times it happened -- i.e., the first five episodes. But by the tenth episode, it was dullsville. What's more, the dullness was unrelieved by any other kind of amazing wonder science stuff.

As The Outer Limits, The Twilight Zone and the original Star Trek have proven beyond reasonable dispute, it is entirely possible to come up with amazing wonder science stuff without spending a lot of money on special effects. All you have to do is mine the huge vistas of written SF for ideas.
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Here's an Orion slave girl from Star Trek, The Next Generation. Although not bound, note her hot body barely held in check by her extremely skimpy costume. HUGE improvement over Buck Rogers' slave girls.


For example, Star Trek came up with a story about a race of beings who live at a rate of speed that is vastly higher than ours, moving so fast they are invisible to humans, and their prolonged conversations are just the buzzing of a gnat to the crew of the Enterprise, a theme that had been explored thoroughly in various SF stories and even in comics (perhaps you've heard of "The Flash"). This required virtually nothing in the way of special effects and what was required was old hat by the 1920s (i.e., having formerly invisible characters suddenly appear in the middle of a scene).

Or there's the famous Twilight Zone episode "It's A Good Life" about a boy born with telekinetic and mind-reading powers which give him absolute powers over the unfortunates in the town he lives in, allowing him to kill and maim others on a whim -- based on a story by Jerome Bixby. Once again, virtually no special effects required. And the classic Outer Limits episode "Demon with a Glass Hand" was written by SF author Harlan Ellison, as was the classic Star Trek episode "City on the Edge of Forever." Both required some special effects and props, but nothing to strain the budget of a TV series.

The success of these series depended on the brilliant imaginative visions that were embedded in their stories, not special effects. (Caveat: I personally love good special effects, especially CGI, but I also love a good story.)

Buck Rogers completely ignored this source of super amazing science wonder in favor of a long succession of tired stories that provided nothing to distract viewers from the show's general dullness. The first season consisted almost entirely of Cold War-like battling between the Earth forces and various factions that want to destroy them, generally in unimaginative ways. When the space battle stuff got old, they had nothing but kiddie cheese.

The series' creators seemed to have realized that they'd screwed up terribly in the first season, and in the second season the series was entirely redone. Buck, Wilma and the two robots are now part of the crew of the Searcher, a ship that looks for humanities' lost tribes, groups that were scattered among the stars when a nuclear war devastated Earth.

This was an improvement over the first season, but not much of one, because the writers were not much better than most comic book artists at coming up with thrilling science wonder stories. In one episode, for example, the Searcher encounters a group of seven self-important aliens in a ship loaded with unstable weapons, who look and act a lot like munchkins. The aliens have semi-magical powers but have never seen a woman. They find Wilma Deering very interesting for this reason.

Even though season two was a move in the right direction, it had probably lost its audience pretty thoroughly in season one, because it was canceled at the end of the season, its only mourners the children who were young enough to go for stuff like munchkin aliens, and the cast, writers and crew who were drawing paychecks from the show.

No cheese, no show.

The show could have done a LOT better than it did.

The thing about the 1920s-1930s era super amazing science wonder stories had a peculiar power because the authors and most especially their audience were almost completely unaware of the limits of science and technology, or for that matter of the physical limits of the universe. Basically they were squeezing stuff out from the id and using any half-mad concept of science and technology they could come up with to justify it.

How else to explain stories like 'The Girl in the Golden Atom" a classic from the 1930s? A scientist invents a super microscope, looks at a scratch in his wedding band with it, and discovers that it is inhabited by a tiny little hottie who spends her time singing and dancing in a little dress made of 'opaque glass." He visits her tiny world and discovers that not everybody there is a hottie, and since in the author's tiny little moral world, physical deformity equals moral decay, you can imagine there are some adventures to be had.

Amazing stuff. Tiny hotties in your wedding band! People living and struggling inside the very atoms that we are made of, their lives unseen and unknown to us for so long!

This is clearly brain-damaged swill by modern standards, but it's CLASSIC brain-damaged swill, so you can imagine the wild-eyed yammerings characteristic of lesser works that were contemporaneous with it, though you would probably be better off if you didn't. That said, the lack of knowledge permitted all sorts of really imaginative, amazing riffs on science and technology, riffs which laid the groundwork for the Golden Age of science fiction in the 50s and 60s and every comic book ever produced right up to the present. The childlike ignorance of much of science was in some cases accompanied by an ignorant delight in the possibilities offered by a universe expanded by their "knowledge" of science and technology. Buck Rogers and his contemporaries were just hobbyhorses to get the young readers to the amazing super wonder science stuff that was the cheese they craved.

Now, if Buck Rogers' creators had realized this and mined the pulps and all of written SF hard for thrilling super science wonder story ideas, they mighta had a contender on their hands. They did not.

The people who figured out that if you want to remake old genre pieces successfully, you have to bring a new approach to providing the cheese have been ENORMOUSLY successful. The most notable among them are George Lucas and Steven Spielberg.

Yeah, THOSE guys, and the particular movies they did this in were their most successful: Star Wars and Raiders of the Lost Ark. Star Wars was a revised version of the old science fiction serials like ... Buck Rogers ... and Radar Men from the Moon. Lucas figured out that with state-of-the-art special effects and a full two-hour span, he could take those old serials and make something that would wow modern audiences just as the old Buck Rogers serials wowed audiences in the 1930s. The audience would get the same breakneck stories full of derring-do and strange adventure, but with special effect you could actually enjoy, rather than laugh at. And there is every indication that Lucas was right.

Spielberg pulled the same trick with Indiana Jones, using modern special effects, camerawork and stunts to muscle up the old foreign/exotic adventure format (anyone remember the Perils of Nyoka?) to modern standards, and darned if THAT didn't succeed as well.

People call Lucas and Spielberg geniuses for creating these movies, and perhaps they are, because making a film involves a lot more than figuring out the cheese (though you're unlikely to be a success unless you manage that).

Figuring out the cheese is a lot like chess, which is to say, it's a lot simpler and more direct than it looks.

Figuring out winning combinations in chess, as any top player and most books on the topic will tell you, is not a matter of examining obscure moves involving pawns on the side of the board and seeing where they might lead. Instead, you look at the simplest, most brutal, powerful moves you can make -- putting the king in check, capturing the queen, forking a rook and a bishop, that sort of thing -- and working backwards from there, examine how your opponent might counter those moves, and how you can overcome your opponents' counters -- to arrive eventually at a combination that your opponent cannot overcome, which might begin with an obscure pawn move.

In the same way, when you plot a movie, you look at the most powerful dramatic elements it contains -- the horror, the comedy, the sense of wonder --and plot how to deliver them, working backward to overcome an audience's inability to suspend disbelief or a character's lack of motive. It's always a lot easier if you work backward in that way.

Let's look at how this chesslike approach to planning a story might have worked in the case of "Planet of the Slavegirls," with the writers looking for the cheese from the outset, and working backward:

First writer: "Let's do a 'Planet of the Slavegirls' episode!"

Second writer: "Great idea! It's real pulp stuff!"

Third writer: "I agree, great stuff! Now, what's our cheese here?"

FW: "Naked slavegirls in chains!"

SW: Naked slavegirls in chains having sex!"

TW: "OK, that's the cheese alrighty, but as you will recall Buck Rogers is a TV show with a large underage audience. There will be no naked women in chains having sex, however cheesy that might be."

SW: "Well of course not. But we have the next best things to nudity: lycra and spandex!"

TW: "True enough. So we'll have lycra and/or spandex clad cuties in chains. But not having sex."

FW: "Maybe not full on doggie style humpa-humpa, but I don't see why Buck can't at least kiss or hug a chained-up cutie. She could be grateful for being rescued by him, or desperate to make him want to rescue her from her chains, and unaware that he's such a nice guy that he'll rescue her on general principles."

TW: "OK, as long as the clinches don't go too long. So, we got lycra and/or spandex clad women in chains, one or more of them kissing and and/or hugging Buck. That's our cheese. Now, how do we get to it?"

FW: "Well, given the fact that it's called "Planet of the Slavegirls" I think we gotta go with a story about a planet where women are enslaved. And given that Buck is a hero, he'll have to rescue them."

SW: "Could be the evil Draconians up to their usual tricks."

TW: "I'm thinking if we went with Princess Ardala being involved, we could slip in a little female domination and submission stuff. She could go around treating the poor female slaves terribly."

FW: "Maybe she could have a slavegirl who got out of line chained to a post and then have her whipped while Wilma and the other slavegirls watch in horror."

TW: "That'd be great, and we could keep the standards and practices people happy by never showing her actually getting whipped, just cutting away right after the whip guy raises his whip, to Wilma and the slavegirls wincing in horror."

SW: "With a big, nasty whip sound and a scream of pain while they wince."

FW: "On the other hand, if we had the slavegirl gagged before she's whipped, we get extra slavegirl cheese, and her muffled screams might be as dramatic as loud ones."
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Here's that whipping idea illustrated by a panel from the original Flash Gordon comic strip ... drawn sometime between 1934 and 1944. Note that Dale is pretty much naked and bound. If they could get away with that in a comic strip, why couldn't the 1980s Buck Rogers do ... anything?


TW: "I've got it! ALL the slavegirls are gagged ALL the time. Why? Because they're WITCHES, and if they talk, they can cast spells on their captors."

FW: "'Planet of the Slave Witches!' Oh, we're talking major cheese here!"

TW: "And the best part is, it ties in with the main Buck Rogers super science cheese. The witches are actually the women of an advanced race who've discovered how to project their will onto another using their voices, making that person do what they wish so long as they are within the sound of their voices. They use it to control their planet in a benevolent sort of way, but then Princess Ardala get wind of their power and decide to take over and use the witches as part of a plot to take over Earth by having the witches make Earth council leaders disable Earth's defenses."

SW: "And of course, Ardala will dispatch at least one witch to make Buck do HER bidding."

TW: "Goes without saying."

FW: "And Wilma isn't going to sit still for THAT, so she'll do something, probably something foolish, and get caught by the Draconians and enslaved along with the witches."

TW: "Goes without saying, but I'm glad you said it."

SW: "So how are the Draconians going to take over a planet run by people who can make you do their bidding just by using their voices?"

TW: "Hmm, that does present a problem."

SW: "Nah, we'll just have the Draconians sneak in and drop sleep gas on the witch planet from space, then swoop down and gag and bind the witches while they're out cold."

FW: "Sleep gas?"

SW: "It's super wonder science, man."

And so on and so on. The point is, they STARTED with the cheese, and built the story around it, which is the right way to do it -- make sure your audience gets the reward the story offers. If you do that, you might avoid doing really stupid things -- like creating an episode of a TV show called "Planet of the Slavegirls" that features no hot chicks in chains.
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Take it from a master, folks. Here's George Lucas' take on a slave girl, i.e., Slavegirl Leia. Hot chick, i.e., drug-addled Carrie Fisher, check. Skimpy outfit, check. Bondage gear, check. The really smart guys always get things right. This is NOT someone who could be called Waitress Leia!

Chapter 6



Deathstalker and the Three-Legged Stool of Sword and Sorcery Films
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What kind of movie is this where beautiful Princess Codille, played by former Playboy Playmate Barbi Benton, can be chained to a rock wearing only a filmy negligee, only to have that negligee ripped off by a hulking barbarian? I think we all know the answer to that one ... a wonderful, wonderful movie!

Deathstalker, despite many flaws, is the sword and sandal movie that best captures the wild, barbaric spirit that the print world had known for decades through Robert E. Howard's Conan novels, the Savage Sword of Conan comic and John Norman's Gor novels.

Nobody has ever gotten that barbaric sword and sandal spirit down in movie form the way Peter Jackson got Tolkein's Lord of the Rings trilogy down in movie form, or the way George Lucas got galactic empire space operas down in Star Wars I-VI.

But Deathstalker and Barbarian Queen are the arrows that have come closest to hitting the sword and sorcery bullseye dead center, though granted they are not all that close to the center. And I'm including Conan the Barbarian, the movie that started the sword and sandal boom of the 1980s. I'm not saying that Deathstalker is a better movie than Conan the Barbarian, just that Conan the Barbarian was a little too sexless to be considered a grown-up sword and sorcery movie. Conan the Barbarian is essentially a prepubescent boy's fantasy about life in a barbaric world, beautifully rendered, whereas Norman's Gor novels were men's fantasies of life in a barbaric world, because they unstintingly laid into the sexy slavegirl cheese.


Deathstalker opens with a brilliantly conceived scene that sets the tone for the whole movie. A man on a horse appears, riding through the woods. Walking behind him is a captive, her wrists tied (in front, sigh) to his saddle. He comes to an old ruin in the forest and sets up camp.
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A bound slavegirl in a brief tunic cowers as her first captor is attacked by the Really Ugly Guys.


As he makes camp, shadowy figures dart through the ruins and silently surround him and his captive. Just as he starts molesting his still-bound captive (yay!) the shadowy guys attack.

Turns out the they are a tribe of Very Ugly Men with mediocre fighting skills. He defends himself bravely, leaving the damsel to her fate, and judging by the way the Very Ugly Men swarm over her bound form, it looks like her fate will be a gangbang by Very Ugly Men.
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"Sir, I fear we have not yet been properly introduced!" Now a Very Ugly Man is about to swarm her. Everybody wants to have sex with her, and her opinion is a moot point to them. What's a poor damsel to do?

Things aren't going well for the girl's initial captor. Despite their mediocre fighting skills, the Very Ugly Men have numbers on their side. Just as the captor is about to be shish-kebabbed by one of the Very Ugly Guys, a large, muscular, handsome guy who just MIGHT be our hero puts an arrow through the Very Ugly Guy, and then he (it's Deathstalker, all right, it's Deathstalker!) and the lone guy wipe out the Very Ugly Guys in short order.

The lone guy thanks Deathstalker and offers to share his woman with him, as if she were no more than a can of beans. Deathstalker refuses the offer, which is just as well, because a few moments later, the lone guy literally tries to backstab Deathstalker, but is unsuccessful due to Deathstalker killing the lone guy first.
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Now here's the only surviving guy and he's hot for the captive slavegirl, and in moot point mode just like everybody else. A pretty slavegirl just can't win some days. On the other hand, she has definitely traded up, owner-wise.

With all the other people in the area dead, Deathstalker turns his attention to the captive maiden he has rescued. Only it isn't a "rescue" in the conventional sense, since Deathstalker wants exactly the same thing from her that all the other guys wanted, and is just as uninterested in her feelings on the matter as them, i.e., Deathstalker intends to have sex with her. Immediately. He does not solicit her feelings on this topic at any point.

But Deathstalker really IS a liberal kind of guy for his milieu, because he unties her (boo!) and removes her ragged tunic, leaving her naked (yay!) before he pins her to the trunk of a tree and starts molesting her.

Deathstalker is interrupted early in his molestation (boo!) by a priest type. Deathstalker turns and confronts the priest, telling him to wait elsewhere until he's through with the woman. Unfortunately for Deathstalker, the woman takes the opportunity to hare off into the woods. (If he'd left her tied up, this might have been a lot more difficult for her.)

This opening constitutes what is without a doubt the most Gorean opening scene in any sword and sorcery movie. The captive woman is bound and captured by three different men/groups of men, all planning to have sex with her in short order, and none of them at all interested in her opinion on the topic.

And Deathstalker, the purported good guy of the story, is one of those men, and no different from any of the others in this respect. The scene is like a welcome mat laid out at the beginning of the movie, imprinted with the text, "Welcome to Gor" or "Welcome to the Hyborean Age."
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Well yes, I am the Most Deposed King Evah! But I got an ad out for an administrative assistant!

Turns out the priest is visiting Deathstalker in order to let him know that Deathstalker has been summoned by Tulak, the deposed king. Deathstalker, having nothing better to do now that all the other guys are dead and the slavegirl has run away, duly goes to see Tulak. He finds Tulak in a clearing in a forest. Tulak is the most deposed-looking king you ever saw. All he has is a chair with a red cushion that must be his throne-away-from-throne, and a battered crown. Otherwise, he's just an old man sitting in a forest clearing. He looks like he should be begging peasants for handouts. Hell, he looks like he HAS been begging peasants for handouts, and none to successfully, neither.

King Tulak tells Deathstalker that he's looking for someone to kill Munkar (known to his close friends as "Mad Munkar") the usurper who took his throne in Goria (OK, I made that name up, I never did catch the real name of the kingdom, and it's not important anyway).

"But Munkar is a wizard who once destroyed an entire army by turning them into sheep," observes Deathstalker. "Only a fool would go up against him."

"I do not need an army," replies Tulak, which is a good thing for him because by the look of things he doesn't even have an administrative assistant. "What I need is a hero."

"A hero is a fool," declares Deathstalker, who is clearly an anti-hero. Deathstalker is not interested. He sounds quite intelligent to me. But given the way of movies, we now we all know what will happen at the climax of the movie ... or do we?
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"Please, sir, not like this! I've always fantasized about having a ballgag in my mouth whilst you assaulted me!"

Deathstalker heads off into the forest, where he soon finds another muscular handsome guy who is fighting it out with a group of Scruffy but Otherwise Normal Looking Guys who have a damsel tied to a tree (yay!) undoubtedly for all the usual reasons (i.e., sex). And let me say, Deathstalker isn't just about the slavegirl cheese, there's EXCELLENT fighting cheese in this movie and plenty of it. The fighting is generally well done and well staged, and these early fights are just precursors for what comes later.

The new guy is a pretty good warrior and accounts himself well against the Scruffy Guys, but there are a lot of them and only one of him, and after a bit of scuffling he's about to be hacked up by one of the Scruffy Guys, when Deathstalker puts an arrow through the Scruffy Guy's back, rescuing the warrior.

The rescued guy and Deathstalker then fight it out with the rest of the Scruffy Guys, kicking their asses with ease now that there's an entire two of them. (Yeah, this is pretty much a reprise of the opening scene in many respects. Don't blame me, I didn't write the plot, I'm just reporting it.)
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Oghris literally kicks ass in the fight with the Scruffy Guys.

Once there's no more fun to be had with the Scruffy Guys because they're all dead or fled, Deathstalker and Oghris (the rescued guy) untie the damsel from the tree and don't even try to have sex with her, probably because her kid runs up to hug her as soon as she's freed. Apparently, Deathstalker and Oghris have their limits.

Deathstalker and Oghris, their good deed done, head off to find more damsels to "rescue," hopefully damsels without kids nearby. When Deathstalker and Oghris make camp, a stranger hides in the shadows outside the fire. Deathstalker and Oghris detect the stranger, being trained heroes and all, and challenge the intruder.

The stranger steps forward, sword gleaming in the firelight, gray cloak concealing all but her enormous breasts. I knew immediately that it was Lana Clarkson, for well I knew her breasts from such films as Barbarian Queen and Barbarian Queen 2.
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Lana Clarkson poses heroically with her heroic breasts exposed.

(Given how often women have been captured for purely sexual reasons already in the movie, it's obvious that Kaira is really good with her sword. Walking around with her lovely melons hanging out like that is a bit of warrior bravado, a way of saying, "Prithee, sir, if thou attempst to put thy hands on these cans without my approval, I shall perforate thee with my sword until thou art like unto a colander." Sort of like a drug kingpen wearing lots of bling around his neck.)

Lady Kaira and Oghris then proceed to duke it out with their swords, I think to see who gets to sleep with Deathstalker for the night. Deathstalker stops the fight before anyone gets perforated, probably because he figures he'd rather sleep with Kaira than Oghris.

In short order, Deathstalker DOES sleep with Kaira, and we mean really, really short order. The dialogue goes something like:

Kaira: You're cute.

Deathstalker: You're hot.

Kaira: I seem to be lying underneath you with all of my clothes removed.

Deathstalker: Part of me seems to be poking inside you. A lot.

Kaira: Feels nice.

Deathstalker: Yes, indeedy.

Oghris is right there at the fire while they do it, but he doesn't join in or masturbate or anything. What a shy guy he must be. You don't ordinarily get characterization like that in all B movies, lemme tell ya.

The next day the three friends head off to Goria because they've heard Mad Munkar is holding a tournament with fabulous prizes for participating barbarians, and all three of them want to participate because they've all had plenty of experience hacking up other barbarians, so they could be in for some really nice Tupperware or maybe a toaster.

In conjunction with the tournament, Munkar holds a fabulous party -- free food, lodging and slavegirls for anyone willing to fight others to the death.
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It is good to be the king! Mad Monkar kicks back with his harem, including Princess Codille on the far right. Hard-looking bunch, but knowing Monkar none of them joined the harem voluntarily.


The party is a total success. Mad Munkar, a very early Goth guy, announces that the winner of the tournament will succeed him as ruler of Goria. And for the night's entertainment, in addition to the bevy of slavegirls hanging about, Munkar offers a newly acquired treat, Codille, the daughter of poor old King Tulak.

Y'know, it's great to see slavegirls running around half nekkid and used like sexual snack foods in a non-porn movie. That's what really made the party/orgy scene for me -- a lot of women running around naked and getting smooged on left and right.
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Mud wrestling ... everything new is old again!

And the cherry on top of the confection was former Playboy Playmate of the Year Barbi Benton playing Codille, chained to a rock by the wrists, wearing only an extremely see-through negligee. She doesn't actually wear it for long -- a drunken warrior tries to rip the negligee off without success, unless you count seeing Barbi struggling nakedly and helplessly in her chains as the warrior shakes her about as success ... which it is!
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Here's Barbi Benton in a more naked mode, chained to the rock and struggling to keep the manacles on.  Her breasts have an irregular shape because she's writhing, and they're natural breasts. Natural breasts do that when their owners move. Make a note of that, won't you?


The orgy scene was also enlivened by the warriors who, cranked to the max with adrenalin, testosterone and booze, started fighting one another just for the hell of it.

Especially memorable is a giant, pig-headed guy (I mean that literally -- he has the head of a pig) who is obviously the One To Beat in Munkar's tournament. (He and Deathstalker are paired off in the tournament, but I won't tell you who wins because if you can't figure that one, you can't be helped.)
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A more panaromic view of Munkar's orgy. Guys fighting, naked women covered in mud, naked women not covered in mud ... Munkar may be an evil wizard, but the dude knows how to party!


The tournament itself really delivers the fighting cheese. The tournament consists entirely of guys killing and maiming each other with a variety of weapons and techniques.

Probably the most spectacular of the bunch was a guy with a huge hammer who literally pounded opponents into the ground with it. Another guy had the moves of a circus acrobat and a long knife where his hand should be, instead of a hook. He did a lot of leaping about and slashing his larger, slower opponents as they blundered about.
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The big guy says it's hammer time, but the acrobat is having none of it! Great fighting cheese!

There's also the usual mayhem committed with swords and axes, and plenty of it.

After the tournament (also, during the tournament) there is more action and intrigue as Things Not Being What They Seem manifest themselves. I won't go into that at all because it would involve giving away plot details, and those details are not important. The important thing about the plot is that for the most part, it rolls right along, adroitly moving from mayhem to sexy T&A to mayhem, without getting noticeably dull and draggy at any point. (OK, there's a scene in a cave where Deathstalker gets his requisite magic sword of power that's kinda dull, but other than that, it zips right along.)
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A hot slave dressed in ornaments hangs out in Monkar's harem. She's displayed in a nice ogling shot that starts at her feet and travels up to her face, not missing a bit of her body, so to show all of her I had to make up a composite image. And it was worth it!

I've read a lot of reviews of Deathstalker and there are a lot of B movie fans who share my opinion of Deathstalker, to wit: of the 80s wave of sword and sandal flicks that sprang up in the wake of Conan the Barbarian's success, Deathstalker was the best of the bunch.
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A naked, prone slavegirl lies on some furs awaiting her fate at the hands of the guy behind her, whatever that fate might be. Big hair, bare breasts, it's the 1980s baby!


There are others who clearly consider it to be the Worst Sword and Sandal Movie Ever -- a motley crew of SNAGs (Sensitive New Age Guys), prudo-feminists, prudish gays, Flanderses (religious types) metrosexuals and other ne'er do wells who insist that all fictional entertainment should pass their various litmus tests for propriety.

You can see exactly what I'm talking about if you visit the the Deathstalker listing on the IMDB. Under the external reviews listing you'll find almost nothing but dissing for Deathstalker, mostly, though a few will admit at the end of the review that they liked the film, after many paragraphs of bagging on the film (official review sites are heavily populated by SNAGs and gays of various stripes).

The "user comments" section of Deathstalker's IMDB is almost nothing but praise for the movie -- at least the last two pages are. "User comments" is of course more a domain inhabited by regular guys than official review sites. It's an amazingly strong dichotomy. My explanation for it is that the external reviewers used traditional metrics for judging Deathstalker (acting, plotting, characterization, cinematography, etc.) whereas the regular guys posting to "user comments" just do a gut check to see if they like the film, and they do, because it delivers the fighting, adventure and slavegirl T&A cheese, and does so very nicely.
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A naked, collared, cuffed slave crouches in her cage in Monkar's harem. All kinds of powerful slavegirl imagery in this film.


And the interesting thing is, both groups derive their opinions from the same data -- that Deathstalker, more than any other flick, REALLY delivers the three cheeses that are the basis of the appeal of sword and sandal flicks -- fighting cheese (specifically, sword fighting cheese) adventure cheese (see exotic lands, fight exotic monsters, encounter strange magical people and things) and slavegirl T&A cheese (see exotic dancers, encounter women's breasts and butts, have sex with exotic slavegirls).

Two of these cheeses -- fighting cheese and adventure cheese -- have been done to death since the genre got cranked. There have been some great films along these lines, such as Conan the Barbarian, Captain Blood (great adventure cheese) and most any Hercules peplum flick (Italian-made sword and sandal movies from the 60s and 70s) which provide great fighting cheese.
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A spectacular image of Monkar's city. OK, so it looks like a Renfair with awnings. For a limited budget this is still pretty good

But Deathstalker, Barbarian Queen and a few others from the 80s are the only films that really delivered on the slavegirl cheese. The older films are basically two-legged stools. They may be beautifully crafted stools, but however well-made a two-legged stool might be, it's decidedly inferior to any three-legged stool, even one made in a decidedly mediocre fashion.

Others have noticed the two-legged stoolishness of many sword and sorcery flicks and have bagged on them mercilessly for it. I mean, it's ridiculous for a barbaric fighting man to kill half a dozen monsters and a couple of armies to rescue a damsel in distress and want nothing more than a peck on the cheek and a nice hug. Any realistic barbarian will want her to put his pecker between her cheeks and a nice shag. The goofy obliviousness of most sword and sandal heroes where sex is concerned takes a lot of people right out of the movie.
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Munkar's harem slaves moon the audience en masse. Now that's a slavegirl spectacle!

The particular skill with which Deathstalker delivers its cheese is what makes it a favorite with regular guys and particularly offensive to prudo-feminists and such, especially with regard to the T&A. As I've already noted, Deathstalker borrowed heavily from the Gor novels and that is the reason the T&A was so well delivered. There are plenty of sword and sorcery stories out there that concentrate on fighting and magic, and plenty of sword and sandal stories that concentrate on fighting and general adventure, both with very little interest in slavegirl T&A. The Gor novels worked the slavegirl T&A about as hard as you can without becoming porn (many would argue the Gor novels did become porn, but I've never read any OTHER porn that worked plotting and general adventure as hard as the Gor novels, so I just don't buy it).

Sword and sorcery filmmakers would be well advised to follow the Gor novels' lead, just as Deathstalker and Barbarian Queen did. They need to REALLY bring the sexy slavegirl cheese along with the fighting and adventure cheese. This will get you a lot of unsympathetic reviews from the SNAGs who dominate mainstream reviewers, just as they have dissed Deathstalker and Barbarian Queen. But these filmmakers stand to make a shitload of money, just like Roger Corman did from Deathstalker, which made enough to inspire three sequels. You could make more money, if you play your cards right. There are VERY active premium cable markets for R-rated stuff, and raunchy R-rated stuff tends to do well in DVD sales and rentals as well. The way is clear.

Chapter 7



The Slavegirl Mystique
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THIS is how slavegirls should be dressed in a proper sword and sandal movie! Just look at the way the barbaric finery sets off the women's luscious bodies. The irony is, this is NOT a vidcap from a sword and sandal movie. It's from episode #44 of Electric Blue, a Skinamax TV series on video (long story) and the actresses seen are portraying actresses portraying slavegirls in a Skinamax sword and sandal movie, if that makes any sense. But the weird thing is, with a very few exceptions, you'll NEVER see slavegirls dressed like this, EVEN IN AN ACTUAL SKINAMAX SWORD AND SANDAL MOVIE! May I simply say, AAAAAUGH!!!

I'm worried. The Middle East, a failing economy, strange viruses, terrorism -- yeah, all this is cause for concern. But let's get to the SERIOUS stuff -- I fear that the spate of sword and sandal movies inspired by the success of Gladiator is going to COMPLETELY miss the dramatic potential of the Slavegirl Mystique.

Let's look at the tally, shall we?

	Gladiator -- the one that started the trend. Roman times. What slavegirls there were in the movie -- and there weren't many -- were not naked, chained or otherwise bound, or gagged at any time. Sad, but the movie was so successful at the box office that it inspired other sword and sorcery movies by the ton, which more than makes up for its failing WRT the Slavegirl Mystique. 
	Arena -- A Roger Corman sexploitation film "inspired" by gladiator, featuring female gladiators in Britain. Already covered in previous articles. Fighting slavegirls, no bondage anywhere, no Slavegirl Mystique even hinted at. Pathetic. 
	Helen of Troy -- TV movie. Helen, while not a slavegirl, lived in an era when slavegirls were common. But apparently, never stripped, bound or gagged or put in skimpy constumes. At least Helen got the treatment when she's kidnapped. 
	Caeser -- Interminable TV movie. I think there might have been a brief scene of a slavegirl in chains being led in a victory procession, but that's about it. Slavegirl Mystique equals zero, movie equals dull. 
	Age of Treason -- Interesting little B movie about the equivalent of a private investigator in ancient Rome. One brief scene of a female gladiator in chains. Not very sexy, as the gladiator is clearly in chains because she's capable of killing her captors. Slavegirl Mystique factor 5 (on a scale of 1-100). 


There have been a few other productions as well, but nothing major turned up in a search of the IMDB. Other sword and sandal productions will no doubt show up in the future. (Editor's note: they did. See Starzs' Spartacus and HBO's Game of Thrones.)


Now, in each of the sword and sandal productions listed there were scenes involving characters who might have been and almost certainly were slavegirls -- women dressed in tasteful robes who were doing things like serving food, dancing and helping dress rich women. But because their dress was at most mildly sexy and their behavior was about as wild as you'd expect to see among, say, waitresses at Applebee's, they failed to qualify as generic sexygirls, much LESS slavegirls.

[image: ]

A chained gladiatrix in Age of Treason awaits her turn in the arena. It's better than nothing, I suppose, but not a LOT better than nothing.


How did ALL these movies manage to miss out on what makes slavegirls special and different from generic sexygirls? Slavegirls have an extra special something that makes them a LOT sexier than generic sexygirls, and presenting slavegirls as generic sexygirls is very much a matter of trading down/missing the boat -- oh might as well come right out and say it: SCREWING UP!

The thing that makes slavegirls so much hotter and sexier than generic sexygirls -- The Slavegirl Mystique -- is their total vulnerability. They are not like other people, they are OWNED by other people, just as you might own a coffee cup or an ebook by a really good writer such as myself.

Slavegirls are required by law to do whatever their master requires of them. They must kneel and suck cock on demand, or bend over and spread 'em on demand, and if they don't do it, or don't do it fast enough or well enough, their master has every right to tie them to a post and whip the living daylights out of them for it. (They just don't write laws like that any more, at least, not in the civilized world.)

If the slavegirls try to run away from such treatment, the cops and the courts and the citizenry will not aid them, they'll return them to their masters for more.

Slavegirls are essentially damsels in distress, except their evil captor is not this or that individual, but the whole society that has conspired to make them so helpless and vulnerable. Puts your average dragon in persective! The extraordinary vulnerability of the slavegirl inspires that whole binary protection/predation thing that has been responsible for so much of human history being composed of one horrible thing after another for many women: if the woman in question is perceived as one of your family, tribe or social order, you want to protect her. If she is perceived as being a member of some out-group, which is where slaves traditionally come from, you want to prey upon her. With slavegirls, you have some people designated as a prey subclass within your society ... well, how convenient for the predator in us all!

It's obviously beyond the limits of any mainstream film to explicitly show a slavegirl obeying her master when he orders her to bend over and spread 'em for him or one of his buddies (though you can definitely show her being ORDERED to spread 'em or suck it and you can show her preparing to comply, just no follow-through, as it were). But you can show her obeying in any R rated film just by picking the right angle to shoot the scene from.

But without showing sex, the way to express a slavegirl's vulnernability visually in a powerful way is to show her bound and gagged, or at least bound, and to have her naked*. THIS is the imagery that communicates vulnerability and helplessness powerfully. THIS is the imagery that most powerfully communicates the Slavegirl Mystique.

Slavegirls should generally be clothed skimpily. But they should also be clothed, not in dull rags, but in barbaric finery. This makes both dramatic and historic sense. A slavegirl is a possession, and as such you want her looking right. Just as modern guys put detailing on their cars and such, I'm sure ancient guys bought barbaric jewelry that accentuated the beauty and sexiness of their slavegirls. And dramatically, a hot, sexy-looking slavegirl in chains is much more powerful than some dirty wretch in shapeless rags.

Furthermore, as John Norman's works have shown, you don't even have to have the slavegirl bondage in the foreground of a scene for it to work. In the Gor novels, very often slavegirls are seen as background characters, serving the main characters and whatnot. So, the SMART filmmaker or TV director will take advantage of these opportunities to make clear the helplessness and vulnerability of the slavegirl, and add a little sexy frisson to the film by having SOME of the slavegirls in the background show up bound and gagged and naked,* preferably bound in poses that accentuate their helplessness and sexiness. Perhaps the slavegirls can even be seen in the distance, serving their master or his guests sexually while naked and bound, perhaps partially obscured by something in the foreground to keep the bluenoses at bay.

Hence, you might have a long panning shot in a banquet scene. As the camera moves down the table, most of the people at the table will be guests seen eating and talking or being served food. But there might also be a shot of a naked slavegirl bent over face down on the table, her arms tied behind her back, her mouth gagged, her body moving back and forth as if she's being taken from behind. The shot could be framed so that you never see the man taking her from behind, thus preserving an R rating, but still, the audience knows what is happening.

The other guests ignore the slavegirl being taken, and the scene need only take a second or two to make the status of slavegirls in that culture very plain indeed.

In a similar way, a long pan through a crowded marketplace might show a naked slavegirl kneeling before a man, her arms tied behind her back, wearing a collar with a chain running to a stake at her feet, serving the man orally, perhaps with a flap from the man's garment concealing her face. A bowl with coins in it sitting beside her would reveal the nature of their assignation. Once again, she's ignored by the crowd as it's an everyday occurence, and once again it need only be visible for a second or two to make its contribution to the Slavegirl Mystique.

And if sexual activity is Just Too Much, you can show the slavegirls standing naked among the clothed citizenry, with only a few armlets and her collar and chains to clothe her. Although not quite as powerful, this does establish the helplessness and vulnerability of the slavegirl to some extent.

If one of your main characters is a slavegirl who is unfortunately clothed much of the time, if your audience sees the OTHER slavegirls in the film displayed naked and serving their masters in the background, they will put two and two together and figure out that your slavegirl character might at any moment find herself just as helpless as the other slavegirls.

Frex, the people who made the film Outlaw of Gor did one thing and ONLY one thing right in their pathetic butchery of John Norman's novel. Apparently, although no one associated with the movie ever read any Gor novels, somebody DID talk to someone who HAD read one, and who vaguely remember that slavegirl's outfits "have no nether closure, making slavegirls accessible to the uses of men." Classic Norman, alrighty.
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The only thing Outlaw of Gor got right -- costumes that made sure the slavegirls' naked butts were hanging out for all to see -- and presumably use, on Gor. Of course, you don't see them in use except as things for the slavegirls to sit on, but the thought was there.

The serving slavegirl costumes, while short of nudity had one great feature -- they consisted of a thong and some harem leggings that ran from ankle to mid-thigh, leaving the slavegirl's butt gloriously exposed. Because so much of the rest of the slavegirl was concealed while her butt was revealed, the costume did a great job of pointing up the sexual vulnerability and accessibility of the slavegirls, perhaps more effectively than nudity among clothed people would have.

The only films that has come anywhere NEAR close to handling the Slavegirl Mystique properly were the sword and sorcery films of the 80s like Deathstalker and Barbarian Queen. Frex, Deathstalker had a huge banquet scene which featured a bunch of warrior enjoying a feast. The slavegirls were dressed in skimpy clothes and were often topless. One slavegirl was chained by the wrists to a wall, dressed only in a filmy negligee which is subsequently ripped from her body by a lusty warrior. That's doin' it right! 


And for another frex, in Barbarian Queen when Lana Clarkson is chained in the bad guy's dungeon, she wears only a skimpy thong. That's doin' it right, too!
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One of the few instances of Doin' It Right in the whole Sword and Sandal oeuvre -- in Deathstalker, slavegirl Barbi Benton is chained to the wall and about to have her negligee ripped from her body by the lusty warrior on the left, leaving her still chained to the wall, but stark nekkid. And her large natural breasts are special effects in their own right!

Unfortunately ALL of the sword and sandal epics made in the current spate (since Gladiator) have completely missed this element of the slavegirl mystique (see Postscript at the end of this article for an important exception). They've also missed the EASE with which the slavegirl mystique can be injected into the background of a film. You don't have to have the slavegirls front and center in a film to have them crank up the hottitude. They can be standing around waiting for commands like the slaves they are, but all naked and a collared and so forth. They can serve people naked and in chains without necessarily interrupting the flow of a scene, hell, they can be sexually used while naked and in chains in the background of a scene, though you'd have to figure that kind of scene would distract an audience at least a little bit.

And of course filmmakers can put naked, bound slavegirls front and center in any scene to make their points.

Now, back in the 1950s, people had an excuse for missing the Slavegirl Mystique. They lived in dark times, when the Hayes Code era censorship stalked the land, no one was free to express themselves on matters sexual, and sexual bondage was knowingly practiced only by a few skinny guys in New York City who wore goatees and berets who played bongos and composed bad poetry, and their girlfriends who wore tight black capri pants and loose sweaters and also composed bad poetry (but who cares -they all looked like Betty Page, Mary Tyler Moore and/or Monica Lewinsky). And so all the filmmakers of that time had with regard to slavegirls was pathos and drama, which they went for on occasion.

There's no excuse for the modern wave of sword and sandal films to miss the Slavegirl Mystique. We're a lot more sexually hip nowadays. Nudity is acceptable. Sexuality is acceptable. And if filmmakers don't have the sense to grab the Slavegirl Mystique by the thong and make it bend and spread 'em for them, this latest trend toward sword and sandal movies could come and go and miss the Slavegirl Mystique even more completely than the the sword and sandal movies of the 50s missed it. And that would be a shame, because the Slavegirl Mystique is a powerful tool for filmmakers to add sexiness, drama and pathos to any film, for the filmmaker or television producer with the wit to claim it.

*Or as close to naked as possible given the medium and the particular needs of the scene in the movie or TV show. Obviously, a "broadcast" TV show isn't going to show breasts, though a thong might be acceptable in some instances, and a thong and bra set works in all instances. A mainstream movie won't show genitals in use, but it could probably show a slavegirl in nothing, or even nothing at all, if the shot is set up right. And productions aimed at kids or family audiences don't need nudity and/or scanty clothing, and there are undoubtedly scenes in films aimed at adults that don't need the distraction afforded by sexy slavegirls, but frankly, the bulk of films that feature slavegirls have needed any distraction they could get, often desperately

Postscript. The Spartacus television show, airing on the Starz premium cable network, clearly has gotten the whole Slavegirl Mystique down solid, as indicated in my entry for the series in the Slavegirl Imagery section of this book. Good for them! And us!

Chapter 8



The Slavegirl Auction

How Filmmakers Waste Its Dramatic Power
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Here we have a slavegirl auction scene from "Son of Sinbad," one of the more dad-friendly Arabian adventure movies from the 60s. Note that all the slavegirls wear chains that link their wrists to the large black belts they wear. It's this kind of detail that makes a scene work. But the slavegirls are fully clothed. What kind of idiot buys a slavegirl fully clothed?

The history of slavegirl auction scenes is a long and sad one. Most slavegirl auction scenes occurred back in the 1950s and 60s, when the Arabian Nights adventure genre was in full flower. With the censorship that was prevalent in those days, they were timid, tepid affairs, with fully clothed slavegirls standing sedately in line, even in relatively hot films like Son of Sinbad.

Flash forward to the eighties, when the barbarian adventure B-movies and TV shows inspired by the success of Conan the Barbarian brought forth a few new slave auction scenes. The television scenes were, of course, censored, and generally ineptly done as well. More surprisingly, the ovies were ineptly done. Even the slavegirl auction scene in the movie Gor which was (incredibly loosely) based on John Norman's Gor novels fell far short of what it should be. It at LEAST had topless slaves being auctioned, but was a very brief scene that did nothing to develop the drama inherent in an auction scene, consisting solely of a helmeted baddie shoving a pouty, topless slavegirl in chains around for two seconds of screen time.

Fast forward again to the 2000s when the success of Gladiator inspired several B-movies (but, surprisingly, no TV shows as yet). These movies were truly inept, dwarfing even the anti-achievements of the 80s movies with their incredible stupidity, culminating in "Arena" which we'll discuss in full further on in all its hideous awfulness.

To understand what a slavegirl auction scene SHOULD be, you have to look at the works of John Norman, who perfectly captured the excitement of the slavegirl auction scene in "Dancer of Gor." The novel includes a lengthy and extensive auction scene experienced from the viewpoint of the slavegirl -- in fact it's three chapters long. As always, Norman is on point in regard to the sexual fantasy aspects of the scene, making much of the slavegirl's uncertainty as she looks at the audience, wondering which man might own her in the next few minutes, and what that might mean to her personally and sexually.

The slavegirls are, of course, naked (Norman likes to cite the Gorean proverb that "Only a fool buys a slavegirl clothed.") Norman also has the slaver exhibit her to the audience as "a sexual animal," forcing her to display herself to the audience in all sorts of sexy ways and to respond sexually to his touch, which of course she does quite powerfully, this being a fantasy novel and all.

With this in mind, let's look at the Roger Corman ripoff (think Gladiator) sexploitation flick The Arena which is about hot female fighting slaves and features a slavegirl auction scene. Despite the fact that it's about female slaves, it contains NO bondage. The auction scene occurs in a crowded public square. The slavegirls being auctioned are clothed from neck to knees in shapeless shifts which conceal any beauty they might possess which is somewhat surprising since they're all young, slender and attractive. (Sound like good salesmanship to you?)

You mostly see the slavegirls from the shoulders up because any view of them is blocked from the crowd around them. They wear bored, pouty expressions and take little interest in what's going on around them. There's no sign that they're bound in any way. The slaver doesn't display their beauty or even talk about it. He just haggles over their price.

And it's not as though there aren't other scenes where practically or completely naked slavegirls are molested by their Roman masters, because there ARE. So the filmmakers knew they were making a sexploitation flick.
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This is all you see of the slavegirls being sold in Arena. They're visible from the shoulders up, are clearly wearing clothes, do not appear to be bound, and don't appear to be very interested in what's going on around them. It might be possible to handle a slavegirl auction scene with less skill, but I can't imagine how.

You just have to wonder, what the HELL was the director thinking? Even if you're not playing up the sexual fantasy aspect --and in a sexploitation film the director SHOULD have been doing just that -- a slave auction scene has a lot more drama if the participants in it look vulnerable and INTERESTED in the outcome of their sale.

If you're doing an R-rated film, this is one of the places where you can and should earn that "R" with naked slavegirls. Well, not fresh-out-of-the-shower naked slavegirls. No slaver worth his salt would send a slavegirl out without ANY decoration. That's bad marketing and sales technique. You dress the slavegirl in barbaric jewelry that highlights her beauty. Perhaps you put her in a few silky scraps of cloth that can be dramatically ripped away to further reveal her charms during the auction. A slavegirl on auction should wind up naked, but she need not start out that way. And as a filmmaker, you of course want to film her in a way that highlights her beauty, grace and sensuality.

Perhaps you could show one slavegirl overcome with fear at being auctioned, while another plays confidently to the men she writhes naked for. The men in the audience should be excited at the sight of the slavegirls, bidding wildly for them. Pump up the dramatic and emotional intensity of the scene as much as you can.

Even if you are planning to market your film to venues which don't permit nudity, a skimpy thong bikini can do a great job of standing in for nudity. The thong can even be barbaric and leatherish a la Jennifer O'Dell's leather bikini in The Lost World if you're doing something set in ancient times -- but it definitely should be skimpy. I mean, the E! channel programs have now gotten to the point where women wearing skimpy thongs bend over and waggle their butts at the camera, which closes up on them and gives us a great ogle of their womanly butts. You can DEFINITELY do a sexy slavegirl scene for television nowadays.

There's just no excuse for fully clothed slavegirl auction scenes unless you're doing something for a REALLY nudity-challenged market, and you know what? If you're doing that, I don't have any advice for you except don't do it. Prudes are NEVER gonna go for slavegirl auction scenes, and I don't care to advise you on how to do one for prudes any more than I care to advise you on how to go ice skating in a tar pit.

If you're going to do a slavegirl auction scene at all, do it right! Do it for the adults who will be watching. Milk it for all the suspense, sexiness, drama and kinky thrills you can get! Make the slavegirl naked. Have her dance. Have her writhe sensuously. Have her display her charms brazenly, or force her to display her charms despite her reluctance. Film her in a way that highlights her beauty and grace. Make her feelings of fear, uncertainty and excitement clear. Make the audience excited and boiling with lust. Enjoy the fantasy! Your audience will, too.  

Chapter 9



Slave Leia: The Plausibly Deniable Slave Girl
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Here we have classic Slave Leia collared and leashed to Jabba the Hutt. Is it any wonder she's the iconic slavegirl in America, with dozens of Slave Leias in attendance at large science fiction conventions like DragonCon?

I think it's fair to say that Slave Leia is definitely a phenomenon at science fiction and fantasy conventions and in the culture in general. When most Americans think of slavegirls, it is probably Leia's image that appears in their minds. (And when most Americans think of slavegirl owners, it's Jabba the Hutt's image that appears in their minds, an unfortunate side effect for all the doms and dommes out there.)

Slavegirl Leia's legend began when she appeared for about two minutes' worth of onscreen time in Return of the Jedi, the sixth installment of the Star Wars saga. Many young fans felt a distinct stirring in the Force at the sight of her, often followed shortly by puberty.

There was a huge simmering in the minds of all the guys who saw Carrie Fisher's shapely body in that metal bikini, which went generally unnoticed by mainstream media, like, well, almost everything. The influence of Slave Leia on the minds of adolescent American males wasn't really acknowledged until  an episode of the TV comedy "Friends" where Ross reveals that Slave Leia is a favorite sexual fantasy of his, and his girlfriend Rachel attempts to humor his fantasy by dressing up as Slave Leia.

In the scene, several other male characters also revealed that Slavegirl Leia was a favorite sexual fantasy of theirs, in a matter-of-fact way that suggested that all guys have Slavegirl Leia fantasies.
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Jennifer Anniston in a very nice Slave Leia outfit on "Friends." Note, however, no chain on her collar. Tsk, tsk, but it was still a critical moment for the development of the Slave Leia Sexy meme.

It was at that moment, I believe, that the seed was planted that made Slavegirl Leia what the character is today: the Plausibly Deniable Slavegirl, the one sexy slavegirl that a regular guy can express interest in without being in any danger of losing his regular guy cred.

The attraction of Slave Leia's bondage babe qualities is obvious for people who like bondage, but there's still an attaction for non-kinky guys and gals. At base the appeal of the Slave Leia character for a non-kinky gal who walks around half naked with a collar and chain or leash around her neck is that she has to do whatever deliciously nasty thing the holder of the chain orders her to do. Of course, in woman's the slavegirl fantasy, the holder of the chain is an attractive guy who really digs her and whom she really digs, who tells her to do exactly the deliciously nasty things she wants to do anyway.

And the appeal for the guy is that the gal on the chain is an attractive gal who really digs him, and whom he really digs, who really wants to do exactly what he orders her to do. For both sexes, the "slavegirl" fantasy serves as a role playing device that gives them an excuse to do what they wanted to do anyway.

So you don't have to actually be into bondage and dominance to find the fantasy appealing.

And of course, if you are consciously interested in getting a little slavegirl action into your life ... and a lot of science fiction/fantasy fans are ... well, Slavegirl Leia can be looked on as a safe gateway for those who aren't totally into bondage and dominance but just want to try things out in a mild sort of way ... call it dominance and submission/bondage gateway drag if you will.

What goes for regular guys with regard to Slave Leia's plausible deniability goes tenfold for gals ... Slave Leia is the one slavegirl outfit you can wear without being considered a bondage babe. Well, some people will think you are a bondage babe, but that's just the way they are, they'll take any excuse they can get. You at least have the Star Wars excuse with the Slave Leia outfit for reasonable folks.

But it's not JUST about the plausible deniability. It's also the fact that Slavegirl Leia's garb is actually sexy. George Lucas is a much smarter filmmaker than the fanboys who constantly whine about Episodes I-III give him credit for being. When HE created Slavegirl Leia, he made sure she looked like a slavegirl - half, more like 3/4 naked, with a big iron collar attached to a heavy chain around her neck. He made sure the costume was extremely sexy, revealing lots of leg and plenty of flesh and concealing her nether regions with those peek-a-boo flaps that sometimes reveal much, and sometimes reveal almost nothing.
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Here's the very template for all Slave Leias, Carrie Fisher in her Slave Leia ensemble in "Return of the Jedi." Note the collar, the big honkin' chain, the general skimpiness of the outfit and peek-a-boo flaps hung on the thong part of the metal bikini. Also, note the wrist cuff on her right wrist. Not shown: elf shoes.

It's almost as if Lucas understood that film is a visual medium, and that if you want to have a character be a slave, you have to make them LOOK like a slave, using the visual cues that generally convey the notion of slavery to audiences - collars, chains, skimpy dress, etc. And if you want them to be sexy, you gotta show some flesh, in fact, a lot of flesh.

Lucas got it exactly right, unlike the creators of the Buck Rogers TV series in the "Planet of the Slavegirls" episode, where Wilma is captured by slavers. Does Wilma get denuded and put in slinky harem scanties and forced to wear chains and collars or other visually distinctive bondage gear? No, she does not. She doesn't even get out of her uniform, just spends a few minutes wearing cuffs before they're removed and she's tossed into a cell. It was a completely missed opportunity.

And that, my friends, is why you see women at science fiction conventions wearing "Slavegirl Leia" costumes, but you don't see women slinking around at conventions wearing "Slavegirl Wilma" outfits. Well it might also have something to do with the popularity of the Star Wars movies vs. the popularity of the Buck Rogers TV series, however, that popularity is also undoubtedly due to Lucas' greater skill in cinematography and storytelling ... as evidenced by his superior treatment of Princess Leia's time as a Hutt slavegirl.

Women know that guys think Slave Leia is sexy, and that guys think that because she LOOKS sexy, even though Princess Leia as written is not a particularly sexy person. Oh, I'm sure a lot of fanboys would wave their hands and say that there must be a huge furnace of white-hot passion underneath all that ice princess, but that's about as literal a case of fanwanking as you'll ever see.

Fact is, there's no evidence that Leia, Slavegirl or Princess version, likes sex in the canon (or outside the canon, she doesn't like it anywhere). Of course, there's a lot of slash out there that provides evidence, but really, if you take slash as evidence, every character in every work of fiction (novel, TV, movie, play or video game) has had every kind of sex with every other such character, and that's not evidence, that's just people running amuck with crazed sex fantasies. Not that there's anything wrong with that!

My point is that even though Princess Leia/Slave Leia has never ACTED sexy, the sheer visual appeal of Leia's sexy slavegirl outfit got the message through anyway. You could SEE that she was sexy. Lucas understood that.

But because Princess Leia never ACTS sexy, and in fact is a powerful character who kicks ass when she has to, she is not just a generic "sexy slavegirl" she is Princess Leia who was temporarily enslaved. You can be very attracted to Princess Leia in her Slavegirl Leia incarnation and not be one of those weird bondage guys.

She's supremely sexy and she's Plausibly Deniable. Sweet, thinks regular guys and gals.

If all this is true (and how could it not be when it's my personal theory?) then it's possible to make some predictions about Slave Leia. For example, it's possible to predict that the Sexy Slave Leia meme will persist -- it's not just a fad.

Slave Leia became popular because she served a purpose and that purpose was to be an avatar for men and women who wanted to safely enjoy a little public display of slavegirl flesh. So long as Slave Leia continues to serve that purpose better than any other pop culture character, she'll remain popular. Perhaps not popular for as long as Andromeda, who was the iconic damsel in distress for centuries, but for the foreseeable future at least -- because there's no other character currently in pop culture that can offer the undeniably sexy/plausibly deniable combination that Slave Leia does.

There aren't even any pop culture venues from which such a character is likely to arise. Possibly someday an anime, which is full of slavegirls and catgirls and catgirl/slavegirls, may come along with a character that fills the bill as well as or better than Slave Leia does, but that day has not arrived, and is probably very far away. (Editor's note: "Fifty Shades of Grey" may prove me wrong. We shall see.)


For things to have reached the point where dozens of Slave Leias are available to be photographed at a single science fiction convention almost 30 years after the premiere of the movie in which she appeared, the meme must have bubbled and brewed beneath the surface of pop culture for all that time. This is not your flash in the pan. Slave Leia will be with us for a long time, I think, and I for one am glad she will.

Chapter 10


Virtual Slavegirls of Second Life Gor
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Here we have two slavegirls in one of the most public spaces in the virtual world known as Second Life (the Gor Hub) and look how they're dressed -- they're both practically naked, and the most practically naked one is in bondage in virtual public. I thoroughly approve of this. (And no, that's not my avatar facing the camera, though I do look kinda like that in real life. Honest. Really.

OK, so there's this virtual world on the Web called Second Life that is a lot like World of Warcraft except that it's not all oriented toward medieval fantasy, in fact, the Second Life world isn't oriented toward anything -- it's not a game. Second Life is  a virtual world divided into various regions and the players make the rules about what you do in each region or "sim" on the grid ("the grid" is the term for the Second Life world simulation).

Oh, hell, I'm getting ahead of myself, and possibly you as well. Let's assume that you know as much as I knew about Second Life as I did when I discovered it a couple of years ago, which is to say, nothing. You know the Worldwide Web but you've not encountered a virtual world. Well, you can't access Second Life or any other virtual world through a standard Web browser. First thing you have to do is go to the Second Life website (http://www.secondlife.com) and download the Second Life viewer. And before you can use the viewer, you have to go through the process of setting up an avatar, a representation of yourself that will show up in the virtual world, because the thing about virtual worlds is, you inhabit them, you do not look at them as you look at a Web page like this one.
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Pick an avatar ... any avatar. Visitors to the Second Life virtual world can pick from a number of young, hip modern avatars. Fortunately, you can customize every aspect of your avatar once you are "in-world." 

As the illustration shows, your avatar comes with clothing and hair and so forth and looks pretty good to start with, but that is just the beginning, because Linden Labs, the people who created Second Life, did a couple of very smart things that have made them very wealthy even though it costs absolutely nothing to play Second Life (contrast with World of Warcraft which runs you $15 US dollars a month just to log on).


The first really smart thing Linden Labs did was, they did not build anything on the virtual world they created. Instead, they created tools that made it possible to build objects without any advanced programming skills, and invited visitors to build their own world. (And more to the point for this article, their own clothing.) The only thing that Linden Labs charges for is virtual land (i.e., sims) in their virtual world, and they charge a hefty fee (about $75US a week). You can still visit most lands for nothing, but you are visiting someone else's virtual world, and, well, you know how some people are about wanting to have things all their own way -- there has been absolutely no shortage of people lining up to spend $300 a month to have things all their own way in Second Life. (And no, I am not one of them.)
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$300 US monhly pays the rent on dreams of this sort, this one being Port Jad, a Gorean sim still under construction (see the repeated sign on the left edge near the middle ... it says, in  essence, "Under Construction." Docks and waterways in the foreground, the city is walled for defense with mountains to the rear, a common way to make things difficult for raiders. Somebody comes home from work to live in their tropical (see palm trees) Gorean hideaway. And you're invited!

So one of the first things a new arrival learns in Second Life is that they need to ditch the clothing and skin that immediately identify them to all non-newbie residents in Second Life as a newbie, or "noob."
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OK, which outfit is a Linden Labs newbie outfit and which is a set of Gorean slavegirl silks (from Second Life fashion designer Chained Heat)? The contrast isn't ALWAYS this stark, but it is generally fairly easy to tell newbies from experienced Second Life residents.


You can customize your avatar's appearance in almost every respect, including gender, once you are in-world, a customized body shape and textures is called a "skin" which is pretty much what it is, a skin stretched over the polygons that make up the basic avatar. And you can do it for free, because there are tons of freebie goods in Second Life, or you can spent thousands of US dollars to do it ... some people, mostly female people, do that. I'm big on the freebie stuff, but then, I'm a guy in real life.
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You can spend thousands of dollars outfitting yourself to play in Gor, but you don't HAVE to, there are plenty of freebies in most markets and actual markets whose particular appeal is freebies. For example, this is the Gorean Freebie Market II, which has freebies scattered throughout: clothing for all roles, furniture, boats, weapons, a rideable tharlarion (kind of a dinosaur) collars, racks, cages, dances and other animations ... you can look good and do well for free in Gor. 

The result: women have flocked to Second Life, where they have become virtual fashion designers, virtual models and virtual shoppers -- and some have even made very nice sums of money at it. (Let's face it, it's the biggest and best doll house evah!) Because that's one of the other very clever things the Lindens did with Second Life ... they created an in-world economy in which you can buy game cash (called "Lindens") with real dollar (the current exchange rate is roughly $4.00 US buys 1000 Lindens, which makes Lindens worth ten times as much as Columbian pesos, as this is being written). And every time anybody buys Lindens, the Lindens make money, because they ARE the bank. Ka-Ching!
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Left: an exterior view of the Valnor Town sky mall floating in air, right, an interior view of a portion of the sky mall, which is four levels deep. Not all malls are this large, but ... damn! People who want to go to Valnor Town to roleplay must  teleport to the sky mall and then follow the red arrows to a teleport down to the roleplay area ... past all the stores, of course.

Since the Lindens accept Lindens as well as US currency, sim owners have figured out that they can defray the cost of their rented dreamlands by renting out stalls on their sims to fashion designers, weapons makers, architects and whatnot, and most have done so. Which means that for every sim, there is a corresponding mall -- just like real life! Except most of these malls float hundreds of meters in the air above the sim's ground level, invisible to those on the ground ... they're called "skymalls."

And because what the merchants who rent space care about is traffic by their store, which is typically a function of how many people visit a specific sim to roleplay in, many sim owners are very welcoming to roleplayers who want to visit their sim and play ... the welcome mat is out there, baby!  Plus of course, most sim owners created their sims in hopes that others would join them for roleplay. And with over 300 Gorean sims, there are a lot of empty sims in Gor at any given time, as most sims are played in by people from the same nations, hence the same time zone. (And players from all over the world play at Gor).
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The scale of a dream: on the left we have Princess Leia from Star Wars, standing in a dockside building in the Gorean sim known as Port Cyprian. On the right we have an image of the whole of Port Cyprian (actually it is mostly the neighboring sim of Teletus, but as most of Port Cyprian is water and  hence not shown, and parts of Teletus are concealed by the fort, it amounts to roughly one sim). The circle on the picture encloses the Princess Leia avatar, a mere dot at that scale. Note: the detail on small objects  tends to scale up as you focus in on it. So if you were to look closely at Princess Leia's bracelet (see inset image) you would see finely detailed carving, for example. This makes for a really, rich, detailed environment in Second Life. This image does not do the world justice ... it is very, very small compared with a full screen image. With over 300 Gorean sims in Second Life, what we are talking about a really rich, detailed world.


The other real smart thing the Lindens did was take a hands-off approach to sexuality in Second Life, other than defining some sims as adult and others as not adult so they don't get accused of creating a pederast playground. Human beings being what they are, this has led to Second Life having a huge number of sexually supercharged lands, not the least of which are all the Gorean lands.


SL Gor, in fact, was an unintended side effect of Second Life's laissez-faire approach to sexuality, and to judge by the general disinterest that Linden Labs has shown in SL Gor, the largest group of roleplayers in Second Life, they consider it a deeply embarrassing side effect. You'll never hear Word One about SL Gor in any official communiques from Linden Labs, for Goreans are the crazy people who live in their virtual castles, (unlike all the other people who are paying rent to live in their virtual castles).
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Speaking of uninhibited sexuality, here's another slave garment from a designer called Passion. That red dot is there to keep things R-rated, even in toonland. Note the African American features on the model. Virtual slavery is equal opportunity on Gor. In fact, you never really know who's actually pulling the strings on any given pixel doll, so a white person could be playing a black slave while a black person plays a white slaveowner. All kindsa freaky is possible on Second Life, and don't for a moment think THAT has gone unnoticed by the freakily inclined.


Back in the 1980s and 1990s, the Gor novels spawned a number of HTML chatrooms where Gorean text roleplay was a popular recreation. I'd encountered a few of their websites but had never found them all that interesting, perhaps because the chatrooms were largely the domain of what are now called Gorean lifestylers, people who were so entranced by the Gorean philosophy that they wanted to live it as fully as possible, either on Earth if possible or in Gorean Internet chatrooms if not, and Earth laws regarding slavery being what they were, chatrooms was the sane option for many. (Gor has always struck me as a fun fantasy but not an appealing real life thing.)
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You can fly in Second Life as easily as you can walk ... actually, it's easier ... as Princess Leia demonstrates over the Oasis of Two Scimitars, a beautiful Gorean desert sim. Most Gorean sims do not permit flying, but as noted elsewhere, many are empty at certain times of the day, and if there is no one there to be  offended...


Some  Gorean chatroom habitues found their way to Second Life shortly after it was created in 2004, undoubtedly encouraged by the sexual laissez-faire policy of Linden Labs, and discovered they had the tools to build Gor the way they imagined it in their roleplay, and build they did. And roleplay they did, so successfully and enthusiastically that Gor is by some accounts now the largest community of roleplayers in Second Life.


And the funny thing is, the stringency with which the Goreans played their roles attracted people who weren't at all into the sexual games that Gorean roleplay can involve (bondage and dominance, dominance and submission mostly. along with some sadomasochism ... the whole BDSM sandbox, basically) but did love good roleplay. In fact, it's widely believed that Gorean roleplayers, who are in it for the roleplay, now outnumber the lifestylers who originally comprised the majority of Second Life Goreans. Fortunately, or unfortunately (if you hate Gor) the Gorean culture remains the wonderfully nasty and unpolitically correct thing it always was, which I suspect is part of its appeal. 
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Gorean sims are noted throughout Second Life for being strikingly beautiful, and this one, Imperial Ar, is one of the strikingest. It represents the largest city on Gor, with the characteristic building shape, the phallus ... er, cylinder ... of traditional Gorean cities. Note the upper level walkways between cylinders ... also very traditional.


Of course, the Goreans were just as interested in clothing as the non-Goreans if not more so, so they commenced designing kajira clothes and free woman clothes and warrior clothes, but most especially kajira clothes, which is how we FINALLY get to the point here: Second Life Gor is a People's Choice about what a slavegirl should look like, with designers in the hundreds voting with their designs, and slavegirls in the thousands voting by purchasing the designs they like.


And Gorean silks are popular outside of SL Gor, other Second Life residents have taken up kajira silks as sexy costumery. As you can see, the costumes are designed more to emphasize the wearer's body than to cover it. It's like they GET it! 
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Gorean kajira silks from Zyba ... for some reason, Second Life residents from outside Gor find kajira silks very appealing and so they show up in many lands where Gor is simply not done!


And the reason I went into such detail on the nature of Second Life and its economics, other than its being intrinsically interesting, is that I want you, dear reader, to understand that the kajira silks of Second Life really are not the product of some corporate design program, but the product of many individuals expressing their own personal feelings on the matter. With most games and virtual worlds like WoW the product of a tiny cadre of professional designers it would be easy to imagine that the kajira silks are the product of just one or at most three game designers. And that is so not what has happened in Second Life Gor. We are talking many Gorean designers, dozens at least, possibly into the triple digits and thousands of kajira purchasers. Estimates of the number of Second Life Goreans range from a low of 8,000 to 10,000 and a high of 50,000, and slavegirl is one of the most popular roles, if not the most popular role, in Gor. That's a lot of slinky slavegirls!
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Gorean kajira silks from Pixel Perfect Productions


The sheer scale and complexity of SL Gor is impressive, though there are other online games that have plenty of lands and participants as well. But something that may have gone unnoticed about SL Gor is that with this many different people designing, not just the clothes, but the very landscapes that comprise SL Gor, it has that quality of variety and originality that makes it feel like a world ... each sim in SL Gor is its very own place.
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In addition to all the beautiful lands and the gorgeous silks, there are plenty of builders of every other kind of item you'd need ... including bondage roleplay gear, such as this gear designed by Genira Productions, one of Second Life's finest. Needless to say, dungeons in Second Life tend to be quite well-equipped.


It is hard to overestimate the appeal of Second Life for many women. Once you make the relatively small imaginative leap that is needed to identify the avatar onscreen as a projection of yourself, a whole new world opens up. Suddenly, you can be beautiful. Thin. And dressed beautifully. And rich! You can buy all sorts of beautiful clothes for your beautiful body, beautiful hair too, and you can change your body as well, and have the new change be beautiful! You can't lose! You are rich and beautiful and thin and have a million places to shop!**
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In addition to slavegirls (i.e., kajiras) panther girls also run around the world of Gor pretty much naked. Well, most of them do. And there are designers for them as well ... here's a panther girl outfit from Wild Heat. Panther girls are free and live in the woods and shoot at men with bows and arrows when they invade their leafy domain. Well, some of the tribes are so big they attack cities. Some players feel this is not very Gorean, as such wild bands would not have the military might to attack a city, and so they take their teleports and go home! (No there are no teleports in Gor ... but it's how you get from sim to sim in Second Life. Beats walking!)


And here's the point, just in case you have missed it: look at what the virtual slavegirls of the Gor region choose as their preferred clothing: EXACTLY the sort of thing I've been saying slavegirls should be wearing in sword and sandal/sorcery movies. Clearly the vision of what a slavegirl should look like among the thousands of players who choose to spend hours every week playing slavegirls in a sword and sandal roleplay game are much like my vision of what slavegirls should look like in the movies. How 'bout that?
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Threads designed to actually ACCENTUATE the wearer's vagina. I don't believe I've seen that ANYWHERE outside an out-and-out porn site. But here it is in a Second Life shop on a Gor sim!


The role of slavegirls in Gorean fantasy roleplay is highly sexualized so of course their outfits are sexy. And in any movie where the rule of the slavegirl is highly sexualized ... which is to say, most sword and sandal movies, of COURSE the outfits should be sexy.
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Here's a kajira doing a sexy dance at the Gor Hub, wearing only a thong. Sexualized? You bet! Fun? You bet! She was so excited her hair exploded!


My argument throughout Hottitude of Servitude has been that slavegirls can and should be used to increase the hottitude of sword and sandal movies. Now here is this whole huge population of women* who have the exact same taste I do about what a slavegirl should look like in a sexy sword and sorcery fantasy. I am not a voice crying out in the wilderness, I am one of many who have these tastes. Hollywood is often accused of pushing the sexy down the throat of an unwilling American public, yet here we have a public that's clearly a lot more interested in the sexy that sword and sandal movie producers are.

What's going on? I suspect that the freedom that the Internet has brought to people to express themselves sexually (and relatively safely) in the virtual world has created an increased tolerance for and interest in sexual imagery and activity among a large portion of the younger, more Internet savvy population. The older, less cyber-hip filmmakers are completely missing out on this, just as the old media (think newspapers) missed the way the immediacy of the Internet would eat their lunch.
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Yeah, somebody really GETS the idea of "barely there" slavegirl dress. And great butt on that avatar, another one from Zyba.


Some mainstream media do get it. In 2007 Maxim put Second Life avatar called "Callie Cline" on its Hot 100 List of the hottest babes of the year. I don't think she's all that compared to any of the other avatars, who are almost all uniformly beautiful (just as almost all the male avatars are handsome). But feel free to check out the link above and decide for yourself. The audience is still far ahead of filmmakers with regard to sexuality, however.

Hollywood producers, directors and writers would listen to me and the Gorean kajira roleplayers on Second Life they have any sense, but for the most point, they don't. Every R-rated sword and sorcery movie could benefit from this sort of costuming. But it's unlikely to happen, even though it's been repeatedly proven that sexy sword and sandal/sorcery movies do well at the box office, though their budgets be ever so low. Low fantasy beats high fantasy, every time.

[image: ]

The Princess Leia slave dress comes from Captive Elegance. Included with the clothing is a Princess Leia avatar so you have that coked-out Carrie Fisher look along with the dress!


*I realize that not everyone who represents themselves as female (or male) on the Web is telling the truth. However, in my opinion people are fairly honest about their gender with regard to sexual roleplaying, not because of any wonderful morality, but because people roleplay the things they are interested in, and most people are not all that interested in transgender roleplaying because they are straight. They may experiment out of curiousity, but it won't "do it" for them and so they go back to natural gender roleplay because that "does it" for them. There will be some transgender roleplayers of course, but not enough to worry about, unless you using a Second Life sex life as a substitute for a Real Life sex life and are prone to worry about such things a lot, in which case I advise avoiding online sexual roleplaying.

In short, I don't think the taste for sexy slavegirl clothes in Second Life is being driven by a bunch of gay guys disguised as slave girls. (Most real life gays who sexually roleplay in Second Life play gay guys in Second Life, including Gor (there are gay Goreans in the Gor novels) - because it's what they like!) Someone once said of Second Life Gor, "Gor is actually run by a bunch of bored housewives posing as slavegirls." He or she was probably right, in my opinion. So, it's not gay people that share my opinions about how slavegirls should be dressed, it's bored housewives who join me in my masculine and studly ... er ...

**If you are thinking that would be freaking addictive, you are absolutely right! Addictive enough to make people lose their jobs and their marriages and everything. Just as some guys get so lost in raiding in World of Warcraft or Halo that they completely lose track of the real world, some women get so caught up in shopping/roleplaying in Second Life that they do the exact same thing. And since there is a sexual element, it can be even more problematical for some. (Some guys in Second Life do the same as well.) So watch your ass! All I did was neglect my blog and my website for a year. I just replaced one time sink with another! Some people replace their wives/husbands and jobs with Second Life. General consensus: HUGE mistake! Don't do it! Second Life is a tremendously enjoyable game, if you have the sense to treat it as such and nothing more.

Now let's take a good look at some slave-centric movies...


Chapter 11 Part A


Thor and the Amazon Women

(Or maybe his name is Tarzan. Or Taur. There's a lot of confusion on this issue.)
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The alternate and much more appropriate name of this movie is "Women Gladiators." Here three women gladiators fight in the Triangle of Death. Coulda been worse for them ... coulda been the Irregular Polygons of Doom. You think I'm kidding. I'm not. 

Quite recently I bought a 50-movie pack called Warriors and movie-wise, it’s about the best $18 I’ve ever spent.

Warriors is a compilation of Italian peplum (sword and sandal movies) from the 1960s and thereabouts. Thor and the Amazon Women alone is worth the price of the entire collection. It’s an exciting adventure that is also hilariously silly in parts and sexually strange, often in the same parts.

And it’s full of slavegirl imagery, some of it mildly novel.

Our story begins with a narrator telling viewers what total bitches the queen of Babelos and her subjects are. He says:

“In these mountains and valleys arose a matriarchal civilization so frightful that its cruelty and violence has echoed across the abyss of 18,000 years. The men were considered inferior beings, destined from birth to a condition of slavery. Forced to work in the mines, they had lost the last vestige of a rebellious spirit. All power was in the hands of women, who, trained in the arts of war, spread terror in all the surrounding countries. The rare women who dared to rebel against this form of government were segregated and trained as gladiatrices to fight against each other. This was the first time in history that human beings were forced to kill one another in mortal combat for the inhuman pleasure of a bloodthirsty queen.”

My knowledge of ancient history, limited though it is, had my bullshit alarm going off already. Those who are familiar with both the Old Testament and the Koran know that what the queen of Babelos did was standard operating procedure in Biblical times. You fought with other tribes and other cities, and if you won, you killed all the men and enslaved the women and children. Both good guys and bad guys did this.

So I wasn’t buying the narrator’s claims of extraordinary wickedness on the part of the queen of Babelos. She sounded like your garden-variety ruler in those days. I just think the narrator was upset because it was men who got enslaved rather than women. Well, tough stuff, buddy. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander and all that.
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Evil Queen Nera. Check out those lamps.

So, bullshit meter on high, we come to the next scene. It’s set in a cave, where the queen of Babelos, who is black (despite the fact that the majority of her subjects are white -- nice to know that the bigotry here does not extend to racism) has come to visit an oracle who has summoned her.

She’s one hell of an oracle too, has the appearing in a puff of smoke and sparkly lights thing down cold. She informs the queen that she will remain in power until the day when a man strong enough to best 101 of the queen’s warriors (women all, of course) with nothing but his physical strength comes to her kingdom.

The queen is alarmed at this prophecy and might have been tempted to torture the oracle a bit to see if she couldn’t get a better one, but the oracle has that whole disappearing in a cloud of smoke and sparkly lights thing down, too. You know what kind of oracle that is? A SMART oracle.

The queen is not so smart, however, though she has great looks -- very Eartha Kitt (she’s played by Janine Hendy). Told that she will lose her throne when a man strong enough to defeat 101 of her finest warriors comes along, she immediately has her subordinate Yammad scour her country for news of such a strong man, promising a reward of 1000 male slaves to any woman who can give her news of this mighty warrior.

I guess the queen’s reasoning is, why hide from your doom when you can be proactive about it?
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Tamar in the peaceful forest of Harr. (If you want to write to her, her full address is: Harr, Harr, Harr.)

Next we visit Hagendaz, a peaceful village in the forest of Harr, (near castle Aaaaaagh) where everyone farms and hunts and is happy and likes each other. Hagendaz is the home of Tamar and her young brother Jujube (well, the name sounds kinda like “Jujube,” whatever it actually is) who are the son and daughter of the rightful king of Babelos who was deposed by the evil queen. They have fled to Hagendaz to avoid being killed, as it is run by some old bearded guy, henceforth known as Oldguy, who is an old friend of the deposed king who has sworn to protect the king’s children and raise them good and proper against the day when they can regain the throne of Babelos and torture and kill the usurper queen good and proper. They have a brand or a birthmark or something that proves they are the rightful heir to the throne, the ancients apparently not knowing anything of tattoo technology.

Hagendaz is also near the stamping grounds of the mighty hero Thor, whom everybody calls “Taur.” This isn’t simple Italian mistranslation of English. (The original film was done in Italian of course, so all the voices are dubbed and sometimes they do a little mild mangling of English, though it’s nothing compared to the full-on torturing of English I’ve seen in the subtitles of some hentai.)

No, the reason the characters call “Thor”  and “Taur” is that the character’s name was originally “Tarzan.” The filmmakers used the name when they discovered that Tarzan had gone out of copyright. Then the Edgar Rice Burroughs estate got wind of the deal and pointed out that they’d trademarked all the characters and their names and such, and that was the end of that. Tarzan became Taur. Why they switched him over to Thor I’m not sure, since there’s not a drop of Norse mythology in either film.

Either film? Did I say “either film”? Yes, I did say that. Thor and the Amazon Women is kinda sorta a sequel to Taur the Mighty Hunter, (see below). Both movies were filmed at the same time, to save money no doubt.

Sadly, the gags from Taur the Mighty Hunter do not recur in Thor and the Amazon Women, however Taur the Mighty Hunter also contained blurry images of groups of women who appear to be wearing yokes. The images were so blurry that I couldn’t be sure the women were wearing yokes in Taur the Mighty Hunter. But the images are QUITE clear in Thor and the Amazon Women, and I have the goods on the yokes.

So, that’s why Tarzan is called “Thor” in Thor and the Amazon Women. If you’ll keep in mind that you’re ACTUALLY watching a Tarzan movie here, things will make a little more sense, but considering where we’re starting from, that’s not very much.

After we’ve gotten an eyeful of Hagendaz and how peaceful and nice it is, we go back to the caves that seem to be a major set for the movie, where the queen has set up court to hear reports from women who know of mighty warriors, who apparently have uses for 1000 male slaves, possibly 1001 uses.

One woman tells of seeing a mighty warrior wrestle a strange beast somewhere. Cue shots of the back of some guy wrestling with some other guy in a gorilla suit, in a cage. Impressive. Another woman tells of seeing a warrior in a pit hanging out with lions as if they were good friends. Cue some guy hugging a bored lion. Scary. The third woman is wearing a skirt so short her panty-clad butt hangs out of it, her hands yoked at shoulder level by a pole that isn’t much wider than her shoulders. Tres sexy.

[image: ]

Gablegore testifies while yoked. They take security seriously in Babelos. Good for them.


She’s yoked because she’s a gladiator (and yes, these are the same yokes seen in Taur the Mighty Hunter). Gladiators are women who’ve resisted the queen. They have to fight to the death in gladiatorial combat, with any gladiator able to achieve 21 victories being freed. And apparently they are so dangerous that whenever they are permitted outside their compound, they are yoked and surrounded by armed guards.

The gladiator, who is named Gablegore, tells the queen that she knows of a mighty warrior who outfought many others without weapons, named Tarzan (er, Taur, er Thor). And Gablegore knows where Taur lives.

The other women don’t know where Taur lives or what his name is or anything of that nature, so the queen has Yammad mount an expedition to Taur-land with Gablegore acting as a guide, to capture Taur and bring him to her. Because when you’ve heard an oracle prophesy that the appearance of a mighty warrior will be the immediate prelude to the overthrowing of you, there’s absolutely nothing smarter to do than bring any mighty warrior you can find to your kingdom to see what happens.

Interestingly, no mention of the 1000 male slaves reward is made at this point or any point thereafter in the movie, even though Gablegore has arguably fulfilled the conditions for the reward. Such are the promises of royalty.

Next we see said expedition, a line of Amazon warriors wearing what I call “doofus hats” because they make anyone who wears them look like a doofus. Many reviewers have called them "Smurf Hats" and they definitely have a point, but I think my point stands as well. At the head of the line is Gablegore, still wearing that butt-revealing outfit, and still yoked.
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Gabelgore on the march with the Smurf squad. Note that A: she's still yoked, B: Nice rack and C: Her butt is hanging out at the bottom of her toga-ish garment. So, not only do the female gladiators have to walk around yoked like animals a lot, they also have to wear dresses that their butts hang out of. And that material the dresses are made out of, well, thin enough that nipple bumps will form if it's cold. Sweet. Note Smurfette in background.


The yoke thing wasn’t a one-shot. Still, although it was very clear that Gablegore was wearing a yoke that consisted of a short pole with her wrists tied to it by ropes, I couldn’t see anything attaching the pole to her neck. If it wasn’t attached to her neck, why couldn’t she just lift the yoke up over her head and walk with her hands in front of her, still tied to the yoke but with a little more usability in case of a fall? Maybe there was some subtle way in which the yoke was attached, say by a loop of cloth at the back of the neck of the garment she wore. I didn’t see any closeup shots or shots of the back of Gablegore, so this was a real possibility.

Gablegore leads the Babelosians to Taur-Land, where they run into Taur as he’s lurking about in the woods with Tamar and Jujube, who are hunting a tiger. (Another instance of the Zoo Rule I first cited in my section on Competitors of Wonder Woman, which says that any animals that can be found in a zoo can be found in any jungle, anywhere. Yes, this includes sharks and polar bears.)

Yammad, flanked by a recently unbound Gablegore and her Doofus Squad, tells Taur, “You must come with us. Our queen commands it.”

Taur replies, “I am free here. I do no know your queen. I will not go with you.”

“You must come with us, Taur, whether you want to or not,” responds Yammad in quite reasonable tones.

“Then you must take me by force!” cries Taur.
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Tarzan, er, Taur, er, Thor, faces off against the Smurf Squad.


“Get him, girls!” responds Yammad, and the Smurf squad, spears leveled, charge ahead. Clearly they didn’t become the terror of all the nations around them by refusing to fight with men.

“Wait!” cries Taur, raising his hands and retreating. “I do not fight against women.”

What a wuss.

The Smurf Squad ignores Taur’s obvious whining and keeps on coming, backing Taur up until he is standing on the edge of a cliff.

At this point, one of the Smurf Squadders whips out a bolo, let’s fly, and clobbers Taur somewhere about the head.
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Boy, er, Ubaratutu, carries Tarzan, er, Thor, to his cave. Nothing gay about this.


Taur plummets backward over the cliff. Fortunately, Taur's buddy/slave/what-have-you, Ubaratutu, is wandering about at the base of the cliff, sees Taur’s fall, and catches him. Ubaratutu then carries the unconscious Taur to his lair, which is a cave cleverly covered by a hidden rock door that looks like, well, a bunch of rocks when it’s closed. And I might add that if a black bodybuilder wearing a leather diaper wants to carry a white bodybuilder wearing a leather diaper on his shoulders, there’s nothing gay in that. It’s just what primitive heroes wore in those days, having no access to spandex.

How very handy and convenient it was that Ubaratutu’s lair should be right there within a few meters of where Taur fell. When the Doofus squad comes down to collect Taur, they find nothing.

Meanwhile, Ubaratutu lays the unconscious Taur down on a bearskin rug and undoes his sandals and then leans over and sucks his lower leg. And if a half-naked black bodybuilder wants to suck on a half-naked white bodybuilder’s leg in the privacy of his cave, there’s nothing gay about that. Really. It LOOKS awful damn gay, but there’s an explanation -- the bolo that hit Taur had spikes on its balls, spikes laced with a poison that could leave Taur unconscious for weeks. Ubaratutu was just sucking it out. OK? And don't ask any incovenient questions like, "Didn't Taur get hit in the head?"
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Innocent leg sucking Definitely not gay, nope, not at all.


Meanwhile, the Doofus Squad has captured Tamar and Jujube, who apparently could think of nothing to do but stand around with their mouths open after Taur was knocked off the cliff (you can kinda see how Dad got deposed, if this is the intelligence that runs in their family). They’re put in yokes (yeah, yokes are gonna be a pretty common sight throughout this film. Yowzah!) and Gablegore gets put back in her yoke, and they’re marched back to Babelos by the Smurf Squad, who have no idea that they just captured the heirs of the king deposed by the present queen.

Gablegore tries to suck up to Tamar, but Tamar says, “I see that you are a captive like us, but you should never have led these women to our land.” I dunno how Tamar twigged to the fact that Gablegore was the one who ratted them out (couldn’t she just be a random captive?) but she has, so it’s unlikely that they’ll be friends. But Gabelgore still tries, because there might be some advantage to her in it, until Jujube smart-mouths Gablegore and she attempts to give him a vicious kick which enrages Tamar and in a brief bound catfight, she kicks Gablegore hard enough to send her sprawling on her butt in the grass. Gablegore is back up immediately, ready for round 2, but prissy Yammad intervenes, putting a stop to the fight.
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Kudoes to the unknown actress who plays Gablegore, taking a tumble while wearing stocks and staying in character. She even looks surprised. Plus, upskirts.


Some interesting points here. First of all, lesbian bondage catfights are VERY rare in films of any kind, and this scene, brief though it is, qualifies as such. Its predecessor, Taur the Mighty Hunter, also has a better, much longer lesbian bondage catfight scene involving two sisters who do not know they are fighting one another, who are blindfolded and gagged so that their cries won’t reveal that they are fighting one another. And they are watched by their captive subjects, who are yoked just as are the characters in Thor and the Amazon Women. Kinda makes you wonder if some kinky interests are flying under the radar. In the sense of knowing that some are.

Also, the actress who played Gablegore had to fall backwards with her hands bound at neck level by a yoke. She managed that, even though the yoke wasn’t secured to the back of her neck by anything at all, which is difficult since your natural inclination when you fall is to brace yourself with your hands. Nice work on the unknown actress’ part (you can tell there’s no stunt double here).

The reason I know there’s nothing attaching the yoke to Gablegore’s back or neck or anything (except her wrists of course) is that there are several very clear shots of the yoke from the back and the side and they reveal no attachments.
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Another image from the yoked catfight -- perhaps the only such catfight in mainstream films -- reveals nothing at all attaching the yoke to Gablegore's neck.

Now, I gotta tell you, this was just dumb. The yokes are really very dramatic bondage restraints, making their wearers look quite helpless, but their apparent effectiveness decreases greatly when the audience knows the yoke can simply be lifted over the wearer’s head and become a sort of front handcuff.

It’s true, necks are very delicate items, so it’s not a good idea to really bind an actress’s neck to a yoke if she’s going to be moving at all, and maybe not even if she’s going to be immobile, but there’s a very simple way to give the impression that her neck is tied to the yoke without actually tying her neck to the yoke. You just run a couple of loops around her neck and then tie them off behind her neck where they can’t easily be seen. Then you run a couple of loops around the middle of the pole and tie them off on the side near her neck. Then you just have her hold the pole behind her back as usual. She now appears to be yoked to the pole but is in fact no more yoked than the totally unyoked women that are actually in the film.

In fact, if you’re willing to tie the ropes about as tight as the average choker-style necklace, she would appear to be CRUELLY yoked to the pole -- tres dramatic and also very safe. In fact, you could easily sell the cruelty of the bondage by actually yoking a couple of women to their poles, whose roles consist of just standing there with the pole, then doing a closeup shot of them, returning them to the fake yoke state for all other shots. Now viewers will assume all the women in every shot in the movie will be tied just as the slaves in the closeup are, but of course none of them will be. Bondage fan though I am, I would be AGAINST really yoking an actresses’ neck to a pole because necks are delicate places that shouldn’t be stressed.

This isn’t specialized bondage skillz, either, it’s just the products of a few moments of thought on the subject. Would that the filmmakers had done the same, it would have made for MUCH more dramatic bondage imagery.
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What coulda been. Properly yoked and gagged.


And as long as we’re talking dramatic, what could have REALLY taken the imagery over the top would be to have the gladiatrices gagged with the gags from Taur the Mighty Hunter whenever they were yoked. That would have REALLY projected their helplessness and the degree to which the Amazons were unconcerned with their welfare. In fact the Amazons could make a big deal out of removing the gladiatrices’ gags so they could speak, further emphasizing their helplessness.

I am sure that someone out there would consider this going over the top with the kink, but it’s not, really. The business with the rope work fixes a small technical flaw in the film in a way that ramps up the drama. The business with the gag adds more drama but doesn’t really change the film very much.

Going over the top would involve, say, a scene where the slaves are put to bed at night in a group, each one of them tethered to a stake by one ankle, and hooded. Then drunken Amazons come in and molest the slaves while they lie there helplessly, unable to escape or defend themselves, while the unmolested slaves have to lie there and listen to their fellow slaves being raped, knowing they could be and probably will be next.

A scene like that, with its lesbian sexual bondage (or femdom/male sub sexual bondage in the case of male slaves) while it would work very nicely within the context of the Amazonian society the film creates, would take the film straight out of family fare territory, and into Deathstalkerish, Barbarian Queenish territory, possibly right into Skinamax territory if there were enough sex scenes.

That would be going over the top. I’m perfectly capable of going over the top, but I know I’m doing it, when I’m doing it.

Meanwhile, back at the cave, Thor has finally awakened after three days’ sleep, he is informed by Ubaratutu that the Doofus Squad has made off with the Tamar and Jujube. Ubaratutu also tells Thor about the spiked bolo.

Thor’s all for rescuing Tamar and Jujube when he realizes that the Amazons must have taken them, but he has pain in his shoulders, and it must have been fairly intense pain for a macho hero like Thor to mention it. Ubaratutu looks at Thor’s back and tells him his shoulder is out of joint -- pretty good jungle doctor, Ubaratutu -- and says he must set it for Thor. This involves climbing into the furs with Thor and pulling his arms backward and so forth while Thor looks pained. And there was absolutely nothing gay about it, OK?
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Really, nothing gay going on here ...

Ubaratutu informs Thor that until his shoulder is healed, he must rest up so the plot can develop, and Thor reluctantly agrees.

Meanwhile, Tamar, Jujube and Gablegore have made the yoked hike to Babelos, and in a set-piece scene, Yammad announces that Tamar will be a gladiator and Jujube will be sent to the camp for young male slaves. So they are parted, amid much blubbering from Jujube, and who can blame him?

At gladiator school, Tamar begins with the ceremony of the 21 bracelets. Yammad (she also heads the gladiator school, kind of a utility villain) tells Tamar as the bracelets are put on her arm, for each victory in the arena, a bracelet will be removed. Should all the bracelets be removed, Tamar will be eligible to become a Babelos warrior, with all its attendant privileges, such as not having to fight to the death in the arena any more.

“How many gladiatrices have won their freedom through victory in the arena?” Tamar asks, finally demonstrating some sharpness of mind.

“None,” admits an older Babelos woman.

This was a tactical error of course. Now the gladiatrices know that the arena isn’t a meritocracy, but protracted butchery.

There is one gladiatrice who seems likely to be the first to break the odds, Gablegore, who has just two bracelets left on her arm.

“Watch out for Gablegore,” a gladiatrice warns Tamar.

“She does not seem especially dangerous,” Tamar observes.

“She achieves her victories through deceit,” responds the gladiatrice. Having seen how intelligently the characters in this movie have behaved to date, I’m pretty sure all Gablegore had to do to win a fight in the arena was say, “Hey, look, there goes Fabio!” and while her opposing gladiatrice was goggling around looking for Fabio, Gablegore would shiv her.

Gablegore is by far the most interesting character in Thor and the Amazon Women, always with her eye on the main chance, ready to do whatever is necessary to advance her own survival and success. Gablegore seems to like Tamar -- after their yoked catfight, she tells Tamar, “You and I are going to become friends.” But whenever Gablegore speaks, you have to wonder whether she is lying for effect or telling the truth. Adds a whole new dimension to Gablegore, and any character in this film who has more than one dimension is an improvement over the rest.

Gablegore’s actions are evil, but she doesn’t ACT evil -- she’s friendly and appears to be considerate. But nobody appears to trust her, probably because of all that Fabio stuff.
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The Babelos summer camp for boys, complete with Smurf heads with whips. Nothing femdom/malesub going on here, and it's so wrong of you to think so.


Meanwhile, over at the state camp for boy slaves, we find Jujube in a large space that looks like a day care center playground … if the playground had no facilities other than rocks and dirt. And if the kids had to polish the rocks with the sand, or something along those lines. And if women in strange costumes armed with whips strode around whipping the kids (must be a Catholic day care facility).

Next we see Amazonian girls drilling in a field. One of them missteps, and the instructress summons her to the front and belts her good in the face, then says, “go over there.” “Over there” is a bare patch right over by the bare patch where the boys are slaving away. The girl, whose name is Annie, sees Jujube and calls him over to her. When he doesn’t come, Annie says, “Come here and talk to me or I will have you whipped.” That gets Jujube off his ass and over by the fence that confines him and the other slaves.

(Here we see the folly of a slave-holding society writ small: if for example two-year-old free kids felt they could order two-year-old slave kids to give them their cookie, a lot of slave kids would get whipped over cookies. Plus, there’s all the other stuff wrong with slavery.)
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Annie spots Jujube in his stylish bearskin toga. You can almost see her thinking, "There's something appealing about a boy you can have whipped if he doesn't do what you tell him to."

Annie really likes the bearskin toga that Jujube is wearing as he slaves as away as slaves will, and she asks him where he got it: Bloomingdales, Saks, etc. Jujube replies that the skin came from a bear that he killed himself in the woods. Annie is duly impressed and says she would like to go in the woods and kill some bears, and she wants Jujube to take her there. Jujube explains that as he is a slave (duh!) the guards will kill him if he goes into the forest, thinking he’s escaping and all. So they concoct a plan whereby Annie will sneak back to the slave compound that night with girls’ clothing for Jujube to wear so they can sneak into the forest.

The plan goes off without a hitch (unlike the plans of almost every adult character in the film): Annie brings the clothes, Jujube scales the palisade surrounding the slave compound, puts on the girly clothes, and it’s off to the forest for the two of them. (You have to wonder, if the palisade is that scalable and unguarded, why the Amazons have any slaves at all.)

In a short while, the kids make it to Hagendaz, while they give Oldguy, Thor and Ubaratutu an earful about what bitches the Amazon women at Babelos are.

Thor immediately resolves to go to Babelos and rescue Tamar and all the enslaved men there. Oldguy decides this is the time to overthrow the queen and promises to gather all his allies to overthrow the queen.

Ubaratutu isn’t at all crazy about the idea of going to Babelos and fighting women -- like Thor, he has major reservations about fighting women. But Thor insists that Ubaratutu come along, because their cause is just and also what if his leg should need sucking?

So it’s off to Babelos for Thor and Ubaratutu. In Babelos, Tamar is having a rough time, as are all of the Amazon trainees. She makes friends with a gladiator named Mona, the one who warned her about deceptively smart Gablegore. Tamar gets injured when she runs through the Spinning Cylinder of Pokey Slashy Things as part of her training, which also includes hacking and slashing with a variety of weapons.

The nasty older Amazons have Yammad come by and show them how the new crop of victims is progressing. Two Amazons are set to square off in a Square of Gore. (The gladiator’s battle areas are all distinctive shapes -- Triangle of Death, Square of Gore and in addition, the Irregular Polygons of Doom.) The gladiatrices who will battle are chosen by color. Each Amazon wears a belt and matching headband with her own unique color, and there are a couple of dozen of them.
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Gladiatrices work out in the Irregular Polygons of Doom. I don't have to make stuff up with this movie. And what are those weird-ass things the gladiatrices in the foreground are wearing? Primitive hoop skirt frames? We don't know, it's never explained.


This shows amazing insight into the sort of society Amazons have. It’s not just the matching belt and headband, it’s the fact that there is a different color for dozens of gladiatrices. Guys feel that there are only half a dozen colors or so, red green blue yellow orange white black and purple -- the colors most football teams wear. Getting into kinds of orange, varieties of blue and so forth is just not necessary or wise since it’s hard to keep track of them all. But women feel there are hundreds if not thousands of colors and telling them apart is a snap. Hence, the gladiatrices are identified in a way that only a female-dominated society would ever use. Brilliant.

Same thing with the arena shapes, really. Guys would never bother with anything other than a circle or a square, (I.e., a rectangle of some kind that they called a square). Triangles and irregular polygons for arenas would just get questioning looks from them.

Tamar is of course picked for the demo battle, but her injury in the Spinning Cylinder of Pokey Spikes Drill disqualifies her for the bout. (Hmm. I see a way out of the arena here.) They pick another color and it is none other than Tamar’s friend Mona.

Mona battles an unknown red shirt (in a Star Trek kinda way, not literally) whom Mona eventually disables but does not greatly harm.

The nasty old Amazons call for death for the red shirt, who immediately starts begging and pleading for her life. Mona, who has sworn never to kill another in the arena, refuses to kill the downed gladiatrice. Unfortunately, the penalty for refusing to kill a downed gladiatrice in the arena when it’s called for is … you guessed it … death.

So Mona is put in the yoke, along with all the rest of the gladiatrices, and hustled off to death by archery while all the other gladiatrices watch. She’s chained, still yoked, to a wooden wall a little wider than she is. She’s offered a gag but refuses it. (Just kidding here.) Then the archers take aim and fire.
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Yoked and chained to a wall, Mona fa ... well, she doesn't exactly FACE death. And anyway all the archers have missed -- see the arrows embedded in the wall? Except of course for Gablegore, in about five seconds. And if there was EVER any doubt about the lack of attachment of the yoke to the neck, this clears things up nicely, I think.


Well, more like fire and take aim. Every one of them misses. She’s looking around, bewildered, at the pin cushioned wall, arrows all around her. This is important because the reaction shot makes it totally, absolutely clear that the rod is not secured to her neck.

Unfortunately for Mona, one last archer remains who has not fired her arrow and that’s … Gablegore. I’m not sure what a gladiatrice is doing on an execution squad for a gladiatrice, but there she is, taking aim carefully, firing and planting an arrow right in Mona’s back, killing her in the dramatic but bloodless way of family movies of the time.

Meanwhile, one of the most realistic scenes in any sword and sandal movie ever filmed is about to occur. Oldguy, Jujube and Annie arrive at the rendezvous point for his allies who are going to help him take on Babelos. No one is there.

“All of my allies are too afraid of the queen to go against her,” Oldguy surmises.

At last, a scene where the hero’s putative allies chicken out. Generally they ride in at the last minute. But here at least, a little bit of realism -- no one wants to take on the bad girl on the block when she’s already beaten up every kid on the block.

Things get really unrealistic shortly after this, as Jujube and Annie persuade Oldguy that the three of them can knock off Babelos without any help. You just gotta believe, believe hard enough and strong enough to overcome your cerebral cortex’s numerous whines and complaints about the impossibility of what you are believing.

So it’s off to Babelos for Oldguy and the kids. But Thor and Ubaratutu have already headed out that way. What of them?

Thor and Ubaratutu are apprised that they are in Babelos territory when they come across a pile of the corpses of male slaves. Ubaratutu finds this alarming and really wants to head back to the forest, but Thor insists they press on.

Hearing some noises, they peer over a cliff and discover a Babelos execution squad preparing to do in some poor guy. The arrows fly and they watch in horror as the squad casually clears him from the wall and sets up for the next victim. In a few moments a furiously protesting guy is dragged to the wall, clearly destined to become human arrow quiver.

Thor rushes down to rescue him while Ubaratutu heads for the bushes, unnerved by seeing how some of those corpses they ran across earlier were produced. He’s the comic relief here, comically afraid of being killed for some reason.

Thor’s rescue does not go as planned, if planning is the right word for dashing in amongst a group of warriors, grabbing their leader, pointing her own sword at her throat and demanding to know what the poor sod being chained to the wall did to deserve such treatment.

The execution squad generously informs Thor that the guy is the former king of Babelos, whom the queen has tired of so he must be killed.

The former king, who has not been actually chained to the wall, takes advantage of the interruption provided by Thor to high-tail it for the forest. A group of executioners head after him, cutting him down with a flight of arrows, their aim apparently having improved considerably since their attempt to kill Mona.

Thor takes advantage of the hubbub caused by the former king’s escape to run off and hide in a cave, where he eludes the execution squad, since their idea of “searching” is to all run together in a group and gossip with one another by the sound of it. (Really, while the execution squad pursues Thor, we hear a babble of excited female voices constantly exclaiming about this and that. It was like a group of administrative assistants on lunch break at a place that serves margaritas.)

At this point, Thor was the wimpiest hero imaginable in my book. Was he running from the women because he wouldn’t fight women again, or was he just afraid of them? I vote for “afraid.” He’d seen them kill by now, and seen evidence that they did a LOT of killing, in the form of those corpses. There was no reason for him to have moral qualms about fighting such creatures. Thor was just being a big chicken shit, especially compared to MOST peplum heroes, who happily take on whole hordes of foes when the opportunity arises. Most, hell all with the exception of Thor, are like Conan in the Savage Sword of Conan series -- an individual fighting against him is doomed, and a squad of warriors is up against severe odds.

Thor is by far the wimpiest excuse for a hero I’ve seen in any peplum, and thanks to the good folks at Mill Creek, I’ve seen a lot of them.

The big, bad women having headed off in the wrong direction, Thor is free to wander about the caverns, where he eventually finds a set of iron bars confining a group of male slaves pounding on rocks, and has a remarkable conversation with them.

“Why are you all here?” Thor asks after the men get through warning him that the guards will kill him if they find him.

“They keep us locked in here, there is no way out,” says one slave.

“They have all the weapons,” observes another.

“They feed us barely enough to keep us alive, how are supposed to have the strength to fight?” asks another. (Umm, they all seem to have the strength to pound rocks all day.)

This dialogue is remarkable for two reasons. First, it shows that the writers were aware that there needed to be some hand-waving to account for the fact that women dominated the society by physical force at a time when combat was committed via edged weapons that required a lot of physical strength to use. Even in these days of gender equality, it’s widely recognized that men, on average, have about 50 percent more upper body development than women do. That meant that, all other things being equal, in the ancient world, any group of men would beat the crap out of any group of women in a physical conflict. That’s why women typically had a social status only a little above sheep or goats in the ancient world -- they were simply beaten up if they objected. Much of the development of civilization has had to do with changing that approach to developing a consensus -- and it’s a lesson many of us are still learning, to judge by the evening news.

Most sword and sandal movies -- hell, most B-movies -- never seem to realize that hand-waving is ever necessary. Things just happen that leave viewers going “what the hell?” and no explanation ever occurs. (See my review of Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity for some howlers along these lines.) The explanation of the enslavement of the men of Babelos by the women, however feeble, is a big improvement over the norm.

The other remarkable thing is considerably less remarkable: in instructing the slaves to wait for his signal, Thor is actually making a plan that doesn’t involve him seeking out the bad guy (in this case, bad gal) and confronting her. It’s the first time he’s done anything along those lines, and the fact that he does it at all puts him well ahead of some sword and sandal heroes, who basically do nothing throughout the film but seek out bad guys by the most direct means possible and fight them. (Some sword and sandal movies, on the other hand, are full of intrigue.)

All right, so we’ve got Thor agitating the male slaves, Oldguy, Jujube and Annie marching in to set things right: what’s going on with Tamar?

Well, during gladiatrice training, Tamar gets a rip in her toga right where her birthmark or tattoo or brand or whatever the hell it is, is. Yammad spots it and is quick to cover it up.

Later, Yammad visits Tamar’s cell and tells her she knows the significance of Tamar’s birthmark -- that she is the rightful heir of the deposed king. She figures this will help in getting the populace all roused in favor of overthrowing the queen, so she suggests they join forces.

Yammad does a little John Norman-ish anti-feminist ranting to prove she’s down with Tamar, to wit:

Tamar: Why have you done this?

Yammad: Ever since I realized that the rule of women was the most horrible and frightful form of government, ever since they killed the man I loved, ever since they took away my children and put them in state camps, ever since I began to understand that a woman cannot deprive herself of every human sentiment in the name of a superiority that nature never mean to assign to them.

Tamar: What will be your reward if we succeed?

Yammad: My best reward will be to build a happy life again, at the side of a man who is stronger than I.

Tamar sees that Yammad and her are eye to eye, so things are looking up for both her and Yammad the secret revolutionary, but unfortunately, the cells in Babelos aren’t the closed, sealed, private-space cells that are the norm, but more areas of cave partitioned by bars, not at all private, and someone is in a nearby cell listening to Yammad and Tamar conspire -- Gablegore.

Well, you know what a blabbermouth she is. Next scene, Gablegore is in the queen’s court, telling all, while Tamar and Yammad stand around in yokes and look nonplused.

Yammad is a little more than nonplused. Instead of denying all and telling the queen, “Who ya gonna trust, me your longtime right hand woman, or this lying gladiatrice?” Seems to me, something along these lines should have worked, given that there’s no hint that the queen has tumbled to her plotting prior to this, but instead Yammad defiantly and stupidly confirms the queen’s suspicions with something along the lines of, “Yeah, I plotted against you, you evil queen, so what?”

“What” turns out to be the queen ordering Yammad off to be tortured until she reveals the other members of the conspiracy. The queen also points out that since members of the former royal family have been under sentence of death, Tamar is sentenced to death.

After Tamar and Yammad are hauled off to their various dooms, Gablegore suggests to the queen that having Tamar publicly executed as the daughter of the old king might get the populace all worked up. Wouldn’t it be better, Gablegore points out, if during the next set of gladiatorial contests, Tamar were to be matched up against by far the most successful of the gladiatrices -- Gablegore, to be exact -- to ensure her death as just another gladiatrice?

The queen likes this idea so much that she tells Gablegore that if she kills Tamar, thus earning her freedom, she’ll be able to take over Yammad’s old job, it being vacant and all.

(Yeah, Gablegore, ruthless as she is, is about twice as smart as anyone else in the story, perhaps four times as smart as Thor despite his one stroke of actual planning. It really makes you wonder how someone like Gablegore wound up in the desperate straits of being a gladiatrice -- you’d think she’d be far too smart to get caught up in that net. But there she is, at the end of her testimony, Assuming the Position with her hands raised at shoulder height so the guards can yoke her up again.)

Next scene, Yammad is hooked up to an Exotic Rack. Instead of just having an axle with a lot of spokes at one end, it has a normal-sized pulley-ish wheel at one end, with a rope going to a very large wheel with spokes and a rim and everything. Maybe it multiplies force or something, because three old women are the one’s pushing the wheel. Apparently they couldn’t find a single burly guy or burly girl so they had to come up with this contraption. (Although I believe when not used for literally breaking people, it was used for opening tight jar lids.)
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Yammad is tortured on the Exotic Rack with attached spinning wheel. It's two, two, two machines in one!

Yammad of course refuses to name her co-conspirators in the Glorious Revolution, but she also does some classic John Norman-style ranting. To wit:

“The conspiracy has failed, but others will rise after my death, who will put an end to the mad dictatorship of women! The dictatorship of women is about to end, Omac," (that’s the old bitch who’s torturing Yammad). "My work will not remain uncompleted. Others will find happiness!” (Croak.)

It’s really strange, because nowhere else than the Gor novels and this movie have I encountered this kind of anti-feminist ranting coupled with a sword and sandal story. One that includes tons of bondage. Norman’s Gor novels and Thor and the Amazon Women. Hmm.

Meanwhile, how are Tarzan, er, Taur, er Thor and Ubaratutu doing? About the same. Ubaratutu got captured by the queen’s guards, who ran him by her for a look-see, knowing her tastes apparently. The queen, hidden behind a panel, forces Ubaratutu to mount a rotating pedestal (no, not THAT kind of mount, you perv!) and do a prehistoric pose-down. The queen likes what she sees, and next thing you know, he’s king of Babelos.

Ubaratutu really likes all the sex with the queen and the wealth and the getting to wear fancy necklaces and so forth that comes with that job. Then, Thor bursts in and tells Ubaratutu that the queen is a royal bitch and he has to do a quickie divorce via running away.

Ubaratutu, in the first instance of spine we’ve seen from him, refuses to believe Thor. Face it: being king and living in a nice, clean palace with servants and having sex with a real woman beats the hell out of living in a cave in the woods and sucking on a white guys’ legs for poison.

Thor will have none of it, there’s a big kerfuffle and fighting and the queen calls out the guard, and Thor and Ubaratutu, what with fighting each other AND the guards, wind up captives and sentenced to death. Brilliant work, really.

Meanwhile, Annie, Jujube and Oldguy have been wandering around not getting a hell of a lot done but not getting captured by the queen, which is more than you can say for any of the putative adults among the good guys. The kids even rescue Ubaratutu from the Death by Claustrophobia to which he’s been sentenced.

So to summarize:

Thor captured by the queen, condemned to death

Ubaratutu captured by the queen, condemned to death

Tamar set up for a death match with Gablegore

Yammad, tortured and killed

Annie, Jujube and Oldguy, no allies, wandering around getting nothing much done

Not exactly an impressive record. Based on performance if I had to bet on who’d win the day, I’d put my money down on Gablegore, who’s clearly the most capable person in the movie. (Plus she has a great rack and a nice butt.) Will Thor, Ubaratutu, Jujube, Annie and Oldguy win the day, or will the queen and Gablegore be able to take the advantage of the fact that they have all the advantages? I’ll never tell.

So, what are we to make of this movie? There’s so much going on that it’s hard to figure out what the cheese of the movie is. In any sword and sandal epic, you have to figure fighting by the muscle-bound hero is going to figure importantly, but Thor (and Ubaratutu) don’t do a lot of fighting. In any Amazon film, the cheese is often sexual conquest of the angry, love-starved Amazons by the hero, but this never happens, and anyway the Babelosian Amazons don’t appear to be particular love-starved, though they are quite angry.

The original title of this film, “Le Gladiatrici” and it’s UK edition title, “Women Gladiators” are probably truer indicators of the movie’s content, anyway. In any movie about woman gladiators, you expect plenty of female gladiators fighting one another to the death And Thor and the Amazon Women delivers on that score in the second half of the movie, with plenty of scenes of scantily clad gladiatrices hacking each other to death in the arena.

You also expect a certain amount of anti-feminism in any 1960s Italian sword and sandal movie about Amazons OR gladiatrices, as the Amazons/gladiatrices must be taught how much more loving and good it is to be loved by men than to fight and kill, and of course, Thor and the Amazon Women delivers on the anti-feminism score, big time, though not in a very intelligent way. Most men aren’t really worried that women will make them work in salt mines or put on all-female gladiatorial contests or make their kids go to state-run summer camps all year. (Well, maybe a few right-wing guys, they’re nervous about a lot of things, though.)

Ultimately, I think the movie was written for a family audience (two ten-year-olds are major characters, after all) by a guy (writer-director Antonio Leonviola) with a lot of sex on his mind. There’s so much homoeroticism, bondage eroticism, femdom/male sub and femdom/femsub stuff floating around in this movie that it is hard to imagine how anyone ever mistook it for a family film rather than the proto-softcore film that it is.
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Who do you suppose this gladiatrice had to have pissed off to get such a useless weapon? I mean, this has to be about the stupidest weapon ever -- big, unweildy, not particularly dangerous-looking. What next, pillows at ten paces?


Thor isn’t even the central character in the film, he’s a sideshow, like the strongman in a three-ring circus, whose only role is to fulfill the prediction made by the oracle at the beginning of the film. The real conflict is between Tamar and the queen, with Gablegore in there as an Iago in stocks with her butt showing (her nipple bumps make an appearance or two, as well). The film would have made a heck of a lot MORE sense without Thor, though he and Ubaratutu don’t HARM the movie all that much.

It’s obvious that the John Norman-ish rants in Thor and the Amazon Women were not the result of the any influence by the Gor novels on Leonviola -- the movie came out (1963) three years before the first of the Gor novels, Tarnsman of Gor, was published (1966). Maybe Thor and the Amazon Women influenced Norman, though I doubt it influenced him to any very great extent. (I’m sure he enjoyed the hell out of the movie, if he saw it, but it seems unlikely that he would have, in the ordinary course of events.)

More likely, the developing influence of feminism in popular culture was producing a reactive formation in those who held less egalitarian views on male-female relations, and they were moved to present those views in whatever forums were handy. In Leonviola’s case, the forum was a peplum called Thor and the Amazon Women. In John Norman’s case, it was a series of sword and sandal fantasy novels.
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You gotta admit, this is a pretty good spectacle for a movie that was probably made for $4.95 US dollars. Tamar and Gablegore duke it out in the Triangle of Death while Thor stands on the Spiky Gantry of Danger and plays tug of war with 101 female warriors on the other side of the big fire. 

If Leonviola had any coherent anti-feminist philosophy he was working from, he certainly didn’t express it in Thor and the Amazon Women. It was more like, “rule of women bad, fire good.” That, combined with the kiddie fare nature of some of the movie and the homoerotic overtones and the fact that it was originally a Tarzan movie that had somehow mutated into a movie about a guy named after a Norse god, gives the movie a certain goofy charm which has been noted by many reviewers. It is an eminently riffable film, but even without skilled humor experts like the guys at Rifftrax on the job, it’s still funny enough to make you laugh out loud on occasion.
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This scene occupies just a second or two in the movie -- it's onlookers at the arena spectacle. Why are these men wearing lincoln log versions of Hopi or maybe Yoruba tribal masks? We don't know? And that cylindrical thing behind them? It's a Very Long Drum -- its full extent is blocked by the drummer and one of the lincoln log masks. Point is: great art direction all around. Somebody was doing a great job in what most would consider a forgettable movie -- though it is headed for cult status, I believe.


Thor and the Amazon Women also has some of the most brilliant art direction and design I’ve seen in any sword and sandal movie. With a budget that must have been tiny by US standards, the film’s art director and wardrobe mistress created a really compelling vision of a weird, primitive culture. Instead of going with togas or rags for the slave girls, they went with brief outfits that really set off their legs (though they didn’t set off their breasts so much). Their death and torture devices were original and weird looking, from the Exotic Rack to the Spiky Gantry to the Very Long Drum. The watchers at gladiatorial fights were also something to see, wearing enormous vaguely Mayan/Yoriba headdresses that appeared to be made out of wooden bricks. And let’s not forget the Irregular Polygons of Doom.
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Susy Andersen yoked. Not loosies at all.


Despite the lack of gags, there’s plenty of bondage imagery distributed throughout the film, mostly in the form of images of women wearing the strange yoke devices that the gladiatrices and other slaves wear whenever they leave their pens. The yokes, while not secured at the neck, are not Loosies --- they’re very tight. And there are those mass yoke scenes -- only this movie and Taur the Mighty Hunter have them.

[image: ]

A group of gladiatrices are forced to watch Mona's execution while yoked. Yes, a captive audience!


With all this going on, I consider Thor and the Amazon Women alone to have been worth the price of the entire Mill Creek Warriors selection, which means the other 49 films in the set are just gravy. And frankly, some of the OTHER movies are damn near worth the price of the set. However, you CAN watch or download Thor and the Amazon Women free at a number of sites, as it is in the public domain. Just google the name of the movie and have at. If you found this review entertaining, you’ll be glad you did.
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A victorious and not at all suicidal gladiatrice prepares to dispatch her opponent in the Triangle of Death. It's the end for her ... and for this review.

Chapter 11 part B


Taur the Mighty Hunter
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Blindfolded and gagged princesses duel to the death while their subjects, wearing yokes just like the ones in Thor and the Amazon Women, look on.


Now let's take a look at a brief bit from Thor and the Amazon Women's predecessor. Every so often, you come across a great scene in a crappy movie. Probably the ultimate in this respect is the movie Lowball, which is basically a bucket of slime, but contains a series of great bondage scenes involving Skinamax babe Amber Smith.

The movie Tor the Mighty Hunter (aka Tor aka Taur The Mighty Hunter) isn't nearly offensive as Lowball, it's just a hilariously inept Italian sword and sandal epics from the 1960s (peplum) which contains a brilliant scene. Two former princess sisters, now enslaved captives, are forced to fight each other to the death by evil oppressors. They don't know they're fighting each other because they are blindfolded and gagged, so they can't see their opponent or recognize her voice. This also greatly reduces their effectiveness as combatants, but it's clear nobody much cares as long as SOMEONE gets killed.

Standing behind the dueling slavegirls are their former subjects, who are neither blindfolded nor gagged, but do wear wooden yokes on their shoulders, to which their wrists are secured.
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Let's take a closeup look here ...


somebody REALLY put some thought into how this should look.

All and all, a spectacular bondage scene, but what REALLY puts it over the top is the details -- in this case, the blindfolds and gags the slavegirls wear. They aren't the simple tools of bondage you see in most mainstream films. The blindfolds have logos on them, presumably that of the oppressors. And the gags are not simple things, they're complex constructions that also have logos on them.

The subtle implications here are so nicely done. They say, this is a culture where blindfolds and gags are common enough to be made with care and attention, and a certain amount of pride. It's a telling detail in a genre that isn't noted for not having a clue.

Somebody smart and capable was working on that Italian pile of cheese, but their light was buried under a bushel of the usual bad movie stuff. Only damsel in distress/bondage fans have recognized the scene for what it is. So you're unlikely to see the scene unless you come across it in a lucky Internet find, because I've never seen it on VHS, DVD or cable TV. So if you do find it, remember, you read about it here first!

Catch it if you can. I personally have never found a copy of the movie, just bad vidcaps. However, if Thor and the Amazon Women is any guide, and it almost certainly is, it's gotta be a hoot.

Chapter 12


Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity!

(You just don't mess with a title like that)
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From left to right: chained up half naked slavegirl Cindy Beals, chained up half naked slavegirl Elizabeth Kaitan and chained up half naked slavegirl Brinke Stevens. Tasty, tasty, tasty.

For its first five or ten minutes, Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity is the best SF movie involving slave girls ever, and yes, that includes Princess Leia in Return of the Jedi. It goes straight to hell shortly thereafter, but even after doing so it gets the matter of slavegirl appearance right to a greater extent than any mainstream film dealing with slave girls as important characters ever has.

The first scene we see in the film is a Star Wars style spaceship cruising the depths of space, its body a mottled mass of this and that, colored gray and black for the most part. We see the usual slo-mo scan past the ship so we know it's REALLY big and VERY technical and detailed. Then we pan to a crewman in a bulky suit inside the ship walking down a corridor with many grates underfoot.

We go through one of the grates and discover that it is the roof of a cell in which two slave girls -- Daria, played by Elizabeth Kaitan and Tisa, played by Cindy Beals, are sitting, chained at the wrists to a ring set in the floor of the cell via a long, very thick chain.
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Chained and helpless in their dank cell, the two skimpily clad slavegirls could only sit and wait for the inevitable photographer to happen by.


We know they're slave girls by the way they're dressed -- skimpy bra on top, skimpy thong on the bottom with a butt flap that fails to cover their luscious butts. (And we have to compliment the slavers on their taste in slave girls -- Kaitan and Beals are top-of-the-line, first-class slave girl merchandise.)

I'm going to write about the circumstances of their escape here because it's still an example of hilariously bad filmmaking.

The only light in the cell comes from corridor lighting coming through the grate above them. Unfortunately for Daria and Tisa, there's also a constant trickle of water coming down through the grate, dripping steadily on the rings set in the floor of the cell and leaving things kinda dank and smelly, I imagine.

Daria is working furiously to escape from her chains, pulling and tugging on them in an attempt to break free. In order to do so, she has pulled her metal wrist cuffs well above her wrists to her forearms.
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Check out the cuff on Daria's left wrist. If she isn't careful, it might fall off before she can break the chain.


Of course, with a moment's thought Daria could have saved herself a lot of tugging and pulling, as cuffs that are big enough to slide almost all the way up to the elbow on Daria's well-muscled (for a woman) arms would undoubtedly have easily slid off her wrists if she had bothered to slide them in the other direction.

Now, when I saw the water dripping on the iron ring in the floor, I figured the filmmakers were setting us up for Daria succeeding because the water had rusted the iron. (Why a culture capable of building interstellar craft were using iron chains is a matter for conjecture, so let us not go there, since conjecture is perilously close to thought, and thought is typically not compatible with B movies.)

And Daria does eventually succeed in pulling the ring from its rusty bracing on the floor, but not before we see one of the links of inch thick steel chain being broken and twisted out of shape by Daria's efforts.
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That snapped MY suspension of disbelief.


To get some idea how stupid this is, if you have a slave leash, or dog leash, you know, the ones made with those dinky little links maybe an eighth of an inch thick, try breaking one of its links by securing one end to something and pulling on the other end. Even if you succeed, it will be a real bitch. Now think about a chain made of links half an inch thick. King Kong couldn't break it.

But Daria can. Maybe it was the power of her mighty breasts, which were awesome in every sense of the word. I don't know. I just know that the scene would have made one HELL of a lot more sense if they hadn't shown us that link breaking and deforming, and instead just showing her ripping the rusty hasp from the floor -- which they also did, mind you. That's bizarrely stupid.
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By comparing the thickness of the chains with the roundness of Kaitan's breasts, we can ... we can ... do SOMETHING or other.


Next, Daria helps Tisa pull her chain from its hasp and soon both are free of their chains, except for the chains themselves which are still dangling from their wrists, since neither has figured out that they could remove the chains by just sliding the large cuffs off their wrists. (I guess there's a reason they're slave girls, eh?)

But the slave girls are still locked in the bottom of a holding pen. They can reach the steel grate above them if one stands on the other's shoulders, but it's electrically activated. (Man, these interstellar captors are into SECURITY, except for that matter of their chains having the tensile strength of string cheese.)

Fortunately, Daria figures that if they hold their chains up to the lock on the grate, the metal might reverse the lock's polarity and open the grate. And that's exactly what it does, lots of sparkly lights, then the grate slides open and their manacles also open, so they can get them off without bothering to slide them over their hands.

Darned thoughtful of those slavers to leave that device right there where a chain could easily turn it to open. Even more thoughtful of them to have it open the captive's manacles. (Thinking about it, I take back what I said about the captors being into security.)
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Darned nice of those captors to leave the controls to the grate right where they could be shorted out by the chains they have also generously provided to their prisoners.


After climbing out of the cell, our two scantily clad slave girl cuties next outfight two armored guards, board a small spacecraft in the hangar of the giant spacecraft they're confined in, and escape because apparently one of the slave girls is an experienced spacecraft pilot.

And if your eyes are spinning in their sockets like the roulette wheels at this point, I don't blame you, so were mine when I watched the movie. But hang on, the worst is over -- from here on out, the film does a 180 degree turn from absurdly unpredictable to totally predictable -- which is not a good thing, not at all. More about that later.
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The escape craft so nicely stored in a bay near the slave pens, and which one of the slavegirls just happens to know how to pilot. That said, some very nice model work, sets and CGI work are in this film, which one former cast member claims was made for $90,000.


In the depths of space in their tiny escape shuttle, they are relieved to find a radio beacon issuing from a nearby planet, giving them a place to land. Unfortunately, as they approach the planet a tractor beam seizes their craft and brings it in for a crash landing.

When we next see Daria she's wandering along the shoreline of an ocean, perhaps the only human being on the planet other than Tisa, who's missing and probably dead.
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"Hey, I can hear the ocean!" Here Daria is sunbathing when she should have been looking for succor. It's this kind of behavior that probably got her enslaved in the first place.


Daria wanders along the shore and then through the jungle that fringes the shore. Eventually she comes across a huge castle. Fortunately, the owner of the castle has an open-door policy, and Daria is able to get in just by ringing the doorbell. She enters the castle and finds a great hall full of odd-looking stuffed animals (must have been Castle Ripley.)  Daria wanders around a bit and encounters a humanoid robot. The robot turns out to be friendly or at least not inimical to human life as so many movie robots are, and leads Daria to the castle's owner, Zed, a well-mannnered but creepy guy. At the castle, Daria is happily reunited with Tisa, who has already found her way there. There's also a third woman there, Shayla, played by cult movie stalwart Brinke Stevens, and her brother Rik, survivors of an earlier spaceship crash.
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Daria enters Castle Ripley. I don't know if it's CGI or a set, but for a B-movie, this is DAMN good work! Also, note one eyed gorilla in upper left corner. I'm betting it's Robot Monster without the helmet.


I'm going to have to do some major spoileration here to let you know just how bad the movie is from here on out. Some B movies are so bad that nothing you can do to them, including totally spoilerating them, can do them any harm, and porn has plots that exist only to string the sex scenes together so you can't really spoil them, but Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity isn't in that territory, bad as it is, and if you think you might ever want to watch it as a movie, you might not want to read the spoiler text below (skip over to the end spoiler text if you do want to read the spoiler):

SPOILER! SPOILER! SPOILER! SPOILER! SPOILER! SPOILER!

Shortly after Daria, Tisa and Shayla hook up at the castle, they discover that their host, who lives alone on the planet, is a big game hunter. And that he considers the most dangerous game he can hunt to be human beings, especially female human beings, whom he considers to be especially duplicitous.

Sound familiar? Of course it does. It's about the bajillionth remake of The Most Dangerous Game which was probably a ripping story when it was first published, but has been done to death in about every medium imaginable and hence is now a blazing beacon that the story you are about to read/movie/TV show you are about to watch is the product of dull, tired, stupid minds.

(Full disclosure: I am fucking sick of The Most Dangerous Game being remade. It just wasn't that fucking good of a story to begin with, now every time I see the plotline coming I wince because I know what's coming. It's just as predictable as what the horny housewife will do with the pizza delivery guy in vanilla porn.)

Even worse than that, the opening scene of Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity, showing a very busty cutie in a slave girl outfit being hunted down by Zed and his droids, is a dead giveaway of what is to come. It's like they couldn't wait to fuckify the story.

Having told you that, you now know everything you need to know to predict the plot that follows. The only thing you don't know is which slave girls will survive the hunt, if any, and which won't, if any. And you could probably do a pretty good job of predicting that if you gave it any thought at all because from there on out, the movie is all about being predictable. Faugh, what a piece of crap.

Yes, I am bitter, why do you ask? This could have been an imaginative movie, something that would just rock right along, based on the first five minutes. It's like after filming the first five minutes of the story someone said, "Hell, I'm tired of doing original, creative stuff, let's do a tired remake of The Most Dangerous Game instead." More about that later.

What a wasted opportunity. Faugh. Idiots. And the unimaginativeness doesn't end there, but I can describe THAT unimaginativeness without spoileration, so here ends our spoiler section.

SPOILERS END SPOILERS END SPOILERS END SPOILERS END SPOILERS END SPOILERS END
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In the first few moments of the film, a dead giveaway: skimpily clad hotties with extremely large breasts will be in this film. You can imagine my disappointment.


OK, if you read the spoiler you know why I think the rest of the movie sucks, or you can take my word for it, and you might as well because I am dead right on this one.

However, there is a lot of good slavegirl imagery after things go to hell, as so often occurs in movies, so I'll describe them in lascivious detail, just because it's fun.

First of all, Zed has his androids pick up Rik, and they haul him off for his role in the game Zed is playing.

Next Zed has his androids grab Shayla. When she comes to, she's chained to a pillar in her nightie, which Zed shortly rips off.

Next thing you know, Shayla is lying naked on a table, chained arms overhead, with an android holding her ankles down. And apart. Zed removes his shirt. Clearly rape is on the agenda. We don't see it, but in a subsequent scene we see Zed standing at the table still shirtless and smoking a cigar with great satisfaction while Shayla lies around all naked and stuff, so it's not hard to figure what went down.
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The long panning shot of Shayla chained naked to the table doesn't have any full torso shots, and she's writhing throughout so there's no chance of Photoshopping the image, so ... here's a montage. Brinke Stevens has a body worth a long panning shot. 

Though we don't see the rape, we do get a nice, long panning shot from Shayla's held feet to the chains holding her wrists over her head, with all that naked body writhing in between. And Brinke Stevens has a body well worth looking at.

In our next bondage scene, we find Daria, Tisa and Shayla chained to the same pillar. They're all wearing big iron collars -- collars so big in fact, that they could easily slip over their wearer's head, I mean, without any discomfort or even mussing their hairdos.
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Apparently, the only metal collar prop they could find for this scene was a horse collar. And check out those manacles Kaitan is clinging to so she won't slip out of them. Really, is doing this kind of thing right so hard?


Inexplicably, Daria and Tisa are wearing their leather slave girl bikinis (see vidcap at top of page). Even more inexplicably, the recently raped Shayla is wearing a matching leather slave girl bikini. Where did it come from? We don't know. Maybe there's some sort of standard slave girl outfit in this civilization and Zed keeps a few on hand just in case he has enslaved guests. Any sort of hand waving would do to explain it but as usual we get nothing.

Zed spends some time philosophizing with his captives, explaining that he's not a bad guy, just a guy with a philosophy, one of those philosophies that makes it not just all right but good to be a serial killer and rapist.

The slave girls aren't buying it, but chained up and half naked as they are, there's not much they can do about it, so they just argue philosophy a bit, without anyone really changing positions, just like in real life. (Note: much of the language in this philosophizing scene and some of the other scenes is so completely over the top that you pretty much have to assume that it was written as deliberate camp, but with the exception of Zed the delivery of the lines is so flat that the camp intent just doesn't come across.)

In the next scene the three slave girls are standing outside the castle, their hands tied behind their backs, still in their slave girl outfits. Unfortunately, the lighting is rather dim and you can't really make out their bonds even though the initial point of view is from behind the slave girls -- it's a lengthy shot but in the middle distance.
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I THINK the slavegirls' hands are tied behind their backs behind their scene ... I know we're SUPPOSED to think they are. But I'm not SURE.


However, from the way the slave girls' arms move when they're freed, I'd say they probably are really tied, possibly with some really easily undone knot since the android that frees them doesn't seem to have very flexible hands. Possibly the actresses were holding the ropes in place and released them after the robot freed them, making it look like they had been bound.

That's it for bondage scenes, but there are a couple of classic scenes of a non-bondage type that bear mentioning.
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Hey, ma, lookit me, I'm a real space monster with an Earth girl in his arms and everything!


First, there's the classic "space alien carrying a half-naked Earth Woman" image that's been an icon of the genre since the pulps of the 1930s. It's obviously staged as the iconic image it is, and a nice little homage it is. Part of the cheese of Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity is parody of pulp science fiction stories from the 1930s, and in this one instance, it delivered. Too bad about ... the plot.

Second, there are several very nice scenes involving half-naked chicks, i.e., slave girls, with big guns, holding big guns. There are a lot of fans of this sort of imagery, and the movie's creators have done them a very nice turn.
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Hot bikini chicks with big guns, a powerful fetish image for some. Tisa is looking worried, and I don't blame her ... Daria appears to like having a gun just a LEETLE too much.


There's also a mild Skinamax style sex scene between Daria and Rik, presented almost as an after thought.

Despite all its flaws, Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity does one thing better than any other movie involving slave girls has ever done -- the slave girls are half naked almost throughout the entire movie. There is a brief scene in which they're having dinner with Zed, wearing very nice evening gowns at his request, but it's very brief, less than five minutes, and after that, they're half naked.

I can't say how many sexy mainstream B-movies there are in which the opposite is true -- the female leads are naked or half naked for about five minutes, other than that, they're fully clothed -- but it's MOST of them. They're all decoration, no cake.

This puts Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity far ahead of any slave girl-centric film I have reviewed in terms of understanding the nature of slave girl costuming. The slave girls look beautiful, vulnerable and sexy throughout the movie -- even in the dullest scenes, there's always something to look at due to the near-constant half-nakedness of the slave girls -- and they're in almost every scene in the movie. If they're standing facing you, you can see most of their bodies and half of their breasts, and if they're standing facing away from you, you can see most of their bodies, including a goodly portion of their butts.
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I didn't have to work hard to get these images ... images like them are in every scene in the movie, almost.

"But wait," you may be thinking. "Have you, Pat Powers, not practically guaranteed success for any sword and sandal film that follows your recommendations about the appearance of slave girls? And do these recommendations not state that, absent dramatic contraindications, it is good for the movie to crank up the hottitude by having the slave girls appear naked or half-naked as often as possible? And does Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity not follow your advice most stringently, with the slave girls half naked in almost every scene and fully naked in a few scenes? Did we not see a chained, naked slave girl prior to and after being molested, very high on your hottitude scale if we recall correctly? Did we not see the attempted molestation of a half-naked slave girl?"

"And," you might continue, "if this is the case, why is Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity not the most successful B movie ever made? Why is it the relatively obscure B-movie that it is (except for being condemned as indecent by Senator Jesse Helms (R-Crotchety) in some interminable Senate censorship hearing)? Could it be that your much-vaunted advice is worth every penny anyone has ever paid for it?"

And of course, I have a response: "What the hell are you doing going around asking questions like that, you bastard? Are you trying to make me look like some kind of an idiot? I can do that all by my lonesome, thank you very much!"

Now, it's true that Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity has gone far beyond any other slave girl-centric film I know of that isn't actual porn in properly portraying slave girl dress. But I never said that cranking up the hottitude where possible would guarantee a film's success, only that it would improve its chances.
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When Tisa goes out to investigate the creepy mansion while its creepy owners is out somewhere doing creepy things, this is what she wears. Sheer slavegirl imagery brilliance.


And I think the technique worked very well for Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity. Several of the reviews I read while researching for this review approvingly mentioned the charms of the female leads. One reviewer even twigged to the fact that the slave girls spend almost all of their onscreen time either naked or half naked (though most didn't really do a lot of twigging to anything, especially the mainstream reviewers).

Many reviewers cited the campy charm of the movie, and there is some over-the-top dialogue, but not enough to make up for the horrible plot problem in the spoiler box. More to the point are those who said the film was a good background film, something you could easily watch and keep up with while doing other things, and those who recommended watching the film while getting drunk or high or whatever with buddies and MST3King the film. It would be a great film for that.

The horrible flaw in the plot alluded to in the spoiler box isn't the only issue the film has. There's also the matter of the jungle chasing and walking scenes. Starting about the middle of the movie and going on to the end we have interminable shots of people walking and running through the thick vegetation that comprises the planet's jungle. It's incredibly boring, mainly because it's just a blur of pink and brown splotches moving through green and black blotches. It's about the nearest thing you can get to pixilation without using digital special effects. And it sucks, it sucks hard, rendering the movie almost unwatchable during theses scenes because it's so freaking boring.

Other reviewers have noticed this -- they say the movie drags in places. I wouldn't say it drags so much as it sort of collapses into video mush at times, sort of like an alien shape shifter that can manage a reasonable approximation of a human being most of the time but occasionally dissolves into a mass of goo.

In addition, thereare no gag scenes anywhere in Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity. This was a definite mistake --  gags always make a captive look more helpless and vulnerable, ramping up the drama and also the sexy. And the movie had a great opportunity for a gag scene: at one point Zed tells his android minions, "I think we shall have to keep Shayla in restraints, lest she alarm our guests." Talk about your natural segue into a gag scene, but the filmmakers took no advantage of it.

I think that if Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity didn't have all those tasty naked slave girl scenes featuring Kaitan, Beal and Stevens, it would be as utterly forgotten as most every other cheesy SF film produced since the advent of Star Wars back in 1976.

Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity is not a household name, but it is considered a cult classic by some. There are plenty of reviews of it out there in cyberspace, plenty of copies available on DVD, and perhaps most telling of all, it has a relatively active message board on the IMDB, plenty of action around this twenty-plus year old B-movie. Most 20 year old B movies don't have ANY activity on their message boards, ever.

My suspicion is that Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity has made one hell of a lot more money in video and DVD rentals and sales than it ever did on its theatrical release, if only because the title is brilliant -- a lot of people will grab it off the shelf or the website based on the title alone -- I'm betting that's why Helms singled it out. And those who are attracted to the film for all the wrong reasons will find recommendations on its IMDB user comments and reviews section saying that its full of nudity. Who could resist?

And here's the thing: without the half-naked slave girls, this movie is nothing -- just another SciFi Channel movie of the week fodder to be seen once and then forgotten, if it's seen at all. The crappiness of the plot and the dragging middle section would make it unendurable without its lovely slave girls keeping things interesting.

So, yeah, I'd say the half-naked slave girls worked for this movie.

Ah, you might then ask, being the naturally suspicious person you are, what about Skinamax films? Surely they are much more chock full of nudity and sex than Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity. Why don't THEY do a lot better than Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity ever did?

The answer is simple: they don't do better than Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity because they are clearly and unambiguously porn, and some guys and gals who won't buy porn WILL buy sexy B-movies. It's that whole plausibly deniable thing I've mentioned in several articles, explaining the success of the Gor novels, the Ginger movies and Slave Leia. While Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity has a piss-poor excuse for a plot, it DOES have a plot -- things happen to advance the story, not just to get to the next sex scene. This not only helps maintain that old plausible deniability thing but also makes the movie watchable as a movie.

Plus, porn is boring.


And for all its faults, Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity is an actual movie -- it's not porn. It's just that -- it COULD have been one hell of a movie. If the movie's creators just followed through on the storyline they'd developed during the first five minutes of the movie, they'd have had a real hit.

The story of two desperate, half-naked slave girls trying to escape their captivity with interstellar slavers/cops/whatever on their tails would be a topnotch movie. If they'd just bothered to make the movie that naturally follows from the opening five minutes instead of morphing it into a remake of The Most Dangerous Game, they could have had a HELL of a movie that WOULD be remembered as a topnotch B-movie.

Because as absurd as the first five minute storyline is, this is about the best slave girls-of-the-future storyline ever. It offers so many intriguing questions for the connoisseur: Why are interstellar spacecraft transporting half naked slave girls across the galaxy? Are they part of some interstellar slaving operation? Or did these two women do something really horrible to merit such treatment? Maybe there's a political element -- they're rebels captured by the bad guys and enslaved and transported to another world to work as sex slaves. Or maybe the crews of some interstellar craft routinely grab a few slave girls to make the long voyage between planets less dull.

There are all sorts of intriguing scenarios here, all sorts of great adventure possible as the slave girls flee their relentless pursuers, but we don't get that. And I, well, I don't know why the people who made this movie didn't get it. But they sure didn't.
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Another one of the many almost nude scenes from Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity means this is the end.

Chapter 13


The Arena
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Look! Look! An actual set created for a Roger Corman movie! With gratuitous Roman arch (upper left) and primeval wagon thrown in for good measure!

You know you're in for a truly dumb movie when the opening shots of a film show a group of Roman legionnaires hard at work in the bosky woods, felling trees and clearing land. That's not the dumb part -- the Roman legions were expert builders and spent much more time with shovels and axes in their hands than with swords in their hands. They built roads, bridges, aqueducts, walls and so forth all over Europe, some of which are still standing.

The dumbeth comes from the fact that the legionnaires are working in full battle armor, complete with breastplates, shoulder pads, helmets and shinguards. And they're using their swords and double-bladed battle axes to cut down the trees. This is, of course, moronic. It's difficult enough doing the hard labor involved in clearing land and building things (i.e., the titular arena) when you're wearing work clothes.
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Battle armored foresters chop down trees with swords and battle axes in The Arena. Yes, it really is that stupid.


But it would have to be hellishly difficult in full battle armor. And swords and battle axes are not designed for cutting down trees. Surely they can be used for that purpose, but there's a REASON the axes used to cut down trees are designed differently from the axes used to kill men. And I'm betting that Roman legionnaires, master builders that they were, were WAAAY into using the right tool for the job.

A scene like this is thus evidence of idiocy on SOMEONE'S part, and rest of The Arena bears it out.

The Arena is the story of four beautiful women who are captured by the Romans and enslaved and shipped off to Rome to be sold and wind up as female gladiators due to bad marketing.

It's a Roger Corman production (i.e., cheap) and it is without a doubt the sword and sandal epic that most egregiously mishandles the slave girl theme among all the sword and sandal films I've seen to date. (Though it is not the worst sword and sandal flick I've seen. This is indeed a genre that is rife with stinkers.)

The Arena wins the much-coveted "most egregiously mishandles the slavegirl theme" award because unlike most Sword and Sandal flicks, it is ABOUT four slave girls, it is arguably a SEXPLOITATION flick, and it bungles almost every single opportunity to capitalize on the eye candy aspects of slavegirls outlined in What Should A Slavegirl Look Like and The Slavegirl Mystique. That's unforgivable. And the badness that is The Arena is also unforgettable -- no matter how hard you may try.

Our story begins in the northernmost Roman outpost, a place called "Durostorum" which is Roman for "Godforsaken Hellhole" to judge by the attitude of the Romans stationed there. Despite being top dogs in the local society, having conquered them, they are unhappy about being posted to a cold, woodsy slum for some reason.

The top banana at Durostorum is Timarchus, a decorated officer who has led many successful battles but is now more than ready to retire to a nice grape farm somewhere warm and sunny and spend his days as a rich patrician farmer who drinks plenty of his farm's output.
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Timarchus: ready to head off to the grape farm. Actor Victor Virzhbitsky gives his character a lot more character than the movie deserves.


Unfortunately for Timarchus, the Roman Emperor Commodus indicates that Timarchus must stick it out in Durostorum for another season or ten. And those who know the history of Rome know that saying "No" to the emperor will get you nailed upside-down on a cross in two shakes of a slavegirl's tail. So Timarchus is stuck in Durostorum and is pretty crabby about it, which bodes ill for any Roman slaves in the vicinity.

Longing for the topnotch entertainment to be found in the Roman Coliseum, Timarchus has his men build a Coliseum for him in Durostorum (see above). It's much smaller than the original and made entirely of the wood that is so plentiful in the northern forests, but it's still a convenient place for crowds of people to watch men stab each other to death.

Timarchus puts on a gladiatorial show in the Durostorum arena, but the local barbarians don't really know much about showmanship, and butcher each other quickly and prosaically, disappointing Timarchus enormously.

Timarchus decides he needs some real Roman gladiators to show the locals how Romans fight, so he sends his right-hand man Mirabile Dictus down to Rome to buy a few gladiators and a gladiator trainer.
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The infamous slavegirl auction scene from The Arena that rocked the sword and sandal world with its sheer badness. This is as much as you see of the slavegirls -- I mean, this vidcap is the image that shows off the most body in the scene. And yes, it's pathetic.


While Dictus is wandering around Rome with all that coin burning a hole in his toga, he comes across a merchant selling four barbarian female slaves as a single lot. The price is quite reasonable and what can be seen of them is pretty, though very little can be seen of them. (As I pointed out in The Slavegirl Auction Scene, the auction scene in The Arena is about as badly done as is humanly possible and still have something that might be recognized as a slavegirl auction scene. I won't go into details except to say that theses slavegirls are auctioned fully clothed and they show no interest in the proceedings.)

Now, you'd think that being slavegirls, the barbarian gals do get tied up, chained or SOMETHING along the lines of bondage. Well, think again, Beanius Weenius. Despite the fact that we have both capture and transportation scenes for all these slaves, there are NO, repeat NO bondage scenes of any kind in this film. Yea, verily, it boggleth the mind, The Arena is part of the No Bondage Zone.

And it's not just in the area of bondage that The Arena is a failure. Throughout the movie, not just the auction scene, the four slavegirls are dressed in what can only be described as dowdy rags that do NOTHING for their nubile figures, which we know about only because there are a couple of nude sex scenes later on. (So we know it's not inhibitions or ratings concerns that keeps the slavegirls looking dowdy. It's just sheer human stupidity.)
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Two of the women in this picture are Playboy Playmates. These costumes are what they wear for most of the movie. Except for their OTHER dowdy rags. No, I'm not kidding.


So the newly purchased slavegirls are marched off to Durostorum along with the gladiators and whatever else Dictus picked up. They travel on foot, of course, through many miles of dark, forbidding forests, much like the dark, forbidding forests that three out of four of the slavegirls presumably grew up in. So there's a real danger that the slavegirls might run away and escape, given that they are forest natives and dressed light, whereas the Roman soldiers who follow them are not forest natives and are wearing heavy battle armor.
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Totally unfettered , lighty clad slavegirls march through the dense woods that several of them are native to by Roman legionnaires wearing full battle armor. No chance of THEM escaping into the trees that range on either side.


Like most elements of the story, this just doesn't make any sense. Putting the slavegirls in coffle or chaining them to the wagon, or putting them in shackles would all make sense, and they are all common historical practices when transporting slaves, but apparently unknown to the subhumans who made this movie.

When they arrive at Durostorum the slavegirls are given to Cornelia as work slaves. Cornelia lines them up and asks their names. Lucinia, the ex-Roman lady slave (her husband lost her when he was unable to pay his debts) Jessemina, the Spanish barbarian slave, Dierdre, a slave whose mind has cracked under her privations as a slave before those privations have gotten much of a start, all give their names.

But Bodicia, the blonde barbarian slave from the northern forests, is unaccountably stricken shy and doesn't give her name. Cornelia absorbs this and bends over to soak a rag in a nearby stream. Then she gets up and belts the living shit out of Bodicia with the water-soaked rag.

"What's your name again?" she then asks Bodicia.

"Bodicia," mumbles the somewhat groggy Bodicia.

Next time when I ask you a question, you will answer quickly," Cornelia says, and Bodicia nods miserably.

Shortly thereafter, Cornelia gives her new slaves an order: "Strip!"

They clearly have learned nothing from Bodicia's experience, and this of course includes Bodicia. Instead of stripping, they continue the practice they have employed since getting captured by the Romans, which is standing around and looking miserable and reluctant.
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Karen MacDougal is stripped by hunky guys along with all the other slave girls in the semi-incredible "plucking" scene. This is a blink-and-you-miss-it scene. The slavegirls might have subsequently been raped -- to judge by the dramatic music, they were. But you don't get to see that. Too dramatic, y'know.


A couple of hunky male slaves "chance" to hear Cornelia's order, and when the new slaves don't comply, and one of them suggests, "Can we help them?" With an evil grin (it's her best grin) Cornelia says, "Why don't you help me pluck them?" At these words the burly male slaves jump the slavegirls and strip them. Then it might be that they rape them. You don't see the actual raping, other than some hugging, kissing and fondling during the stripping, but the way the scene stops abruptly as the aforementioned hugging, kissing and fondling is still in progress, accompanied by dramatic music, clearly implies rape.

The rape is gratuitous in every sense -- it has no noticeable effect on the slavegirls' character, and there's no indication that they are subsequently molested. This is a wasted dramatic opportunity, too, but it's in keeping with all the other wasted dramatic opportunities that occur in the movie. As in, almost every opportunity gets wasted.

So, on with the plot.

The imported Roman gladiators fight in the Arena. It's a quick battle -- one gladiator, in a move that's every bit as convincingly staged as Arthur's defeat of the Black Knight in Monty Python and the Holy Grail, chops off the other gladiator's arm, killing him. (The dead gladiator is clearly a wimp compared to the Black Knight, who lost both arms and legs to Arthur, but was still threatening to gnaw on Arthur's ankles.)
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"It's just a flesh wound!"


The fight is way too brief to suit Timarchus (I didn't like it myself). He wants more mayhem, less simple slaughter. He blames Septimus, the gnarly, scarred old gladiator who trains the younger gladiators in mayhem. So he forces Septimus to fight two Roman gladiators at once in the next Arena battle.

These fighters lasts longer as there are three gladiators involved, but not a LOT longer as it quickly becomes evident that Septimus has held out some of his tricks from his trainees. So Timarchus' bloodlust is still unsatisfied, and he's about out of Roman gladiators.

(I must point out that this is greatly Timarchus' own doing. Whenever a gladiator is merely injured, the crowd always opts for life for him, but Timarchus always gives him the thumbs down. (I know, I know, thumbs down actually meant life for the gladiator in Roman times, but this movie is too stupid to know this or that or anything else.) If he'd reign in that bloodlust of his, his gladiators might last a lot longer. But Timarchus clearly belongs to the Evil subspecies of Romans, which means that whenever he's presented with options, he always picks the most Evil option.)

Meanwhile, out in the village of whatever it is that they call the encampment of miserable hovels outside the fort, the slavegirls are very unhappy. For some reason, they're not enjoying the life of hard yet menial labor, constant submission and repeated rapes, that constitutes slavegirlhood in Durostorum.

Unable to take their anger out on their mistress Cornelia, they turn on one another, fighting and feuding and so forthing. During one of their more vigorous altercations, Timarchus is nearby and hears the screams and shouting and goes over to see what's up. When he sees the slavegirls fighting so vigorously, he lights up with glee at the sight. His Evil Roman mind is ablaze with a notion that will slake his jaded bloodthist: FEMALE GLADIATORS!

And thus, more than halfway through the movie, we finally arrive at the point where the movie should have started. Well, almost.

Timarchus orders the female gladiators off the hovel and into the semi-luxurious slave pens beneath the Arena.
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Here are the OTHER dowdy rags worn by the slavegirls in The Arena. Lisa Dergan (Bodicia) is the blond at center, and Karen MacDougal (Jessemina) is far right. They are both former Playboy Playmates. They're doing what they do for most of the movie, wearing dowdy rags and looking miserable. What a waste.


Much as they disliked being Cornelia's whipping girls, the slavegirls aren't exactly overjoyed at this turn of events, because they know their lifespan has gone from something that might be measured in years to something that would more appropriately be measured in days or weeks (if they're lucky).

Septimus isn't happy about having to teach chicks to fight in the Arena, or women either, but the sure knowledge that Timarchus will have him tortured and or killed if he refuses, helps Septimus see reason.

Will the slave girls make good gladiators? Which former friend will kill which former friend if they do? What will Septimus do to them if they don't? Is there any way they can escape their fate of getting stabbed a lot?

This, the INTERESTING and DRAMATIC part of the movie, is incredibly rushed (see: movie already more than half over). The dramatic implications of having the four slave girls, who have formed tight emotional bonds during their captivity, forced to try to kill one another, are not well realized, in fact, not realized at all. Hell, a Lifetime Channel writer would have milked the drama out of this for all it was worth, because the basic plot is so thick with drama that it's about to curdle.

And the idiots who made this film missed it almost completely.
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At last! Some skin! Karen MacDougal has great rack and shows it off in her sex scene with a hunky gladiator. Unfortunately, it's a blink and you miss it scene throughout, for reasons to be explained later.


The back half of the movie is where we get the Skinamax scenes of the slavegirls paring off with various hunky guys, and the older, disfigured Septimus. Yeah, Septimus falls in love with Lucinia, the Spanish slavegirl, and she falls for him, too, though later events indicate she might have just figured Septimus is her best shot at survival. (If you know your evil Romans, you'll recognize this as a Bad Move.)
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Lisa Dergan gets nude for her sex scene. Another blinkie as well, also for reasons to be explained later.


There's also the requisite Roman orgy scene. OK, "orgy" isn't quite the word. Imagine that some modern-day accountants decided to hold a toga party and decided to hire a few strippers to liven things up ... that would be a MUCH better party that the Roman orgy in The Arena. The strippers I've seen are MUCH sexier and do MUCH wilder stuff than the "slaves" at the "Roman orgy," who basically just went topless and waggled their thong-clad butts a bit.

If this is Roman decadence, then Rome wasn't very decadent at all, and historically, this is inaccurate, Ancient Rome was ALL KINDS of decadent. (OK, OK, I know, this is sexploitation, we're not doing a historically film here, but hell, I guess it would have been TOO FUCKING SEXY for a SEXPLOITATION film to hire a few actual strippers and have them REALLY shake their butts, or to show a couple of slavegirls being sexually used while everyone goes on eating and talking, or putting a few slavegirls in CHAINS or GAGS while they served, as in the 19 frickin' 34 version of Cleopatra!)
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OK, in the foreground we do have a pretty much naked (though her body is mostly in shadow) slavegirl lying on her side while she's given mouth to breast respiration, ignored by the other people at the feast. But it was a blinkie, too ... more about that later.


Result: The Arena, despite having a plot premise of great dramatic potential, is really dull. The direction is leaden, the acting is wooden, the script has a tin ear for dialogue and the plot moves like molasses. It's an iron age movie, in every respect.

There are two major flaws that are responsible for The Arena's dullness, one technical, one dramatic. (But before I explain what they are, let me confess -- my cable system provider messed up and there are bits of The Arena that I haven't seen. The image turned into a bunch of pixels then went black for a time. Worse yet, the black spots are in what are, for my purposes, two key scenes in the film -- the Roman orgy scene and the Skinamax sex scenes. It's like my cable system KNEW which parts of the film would be most useful to me, and deliberately fucked them up. That said, I saw enough of both the orgy scene and the Skinamax sex scenes that I'm sure my overall analysis is correct.)
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Here's something I missed. It's a flashback that occurs near the end of the film. I believe it shows Timarchus molesting Bodicia during the Roman orgy scene. It must be from the orgy scene section that my cable system blanked out. Thank you, Charter Communications. In any event, I am absolutely sure it was a blink-and-you-miss-it scene.


The technical issue is that the director of The Arena is addicted to jump cuts to a degree that would embarrass an MTV video director. The only way to get the vidcaps of the images I wanted was to use the "pause" button on my DVD player -- there literally was no image that I wanted in the ENTIRE film that lasted long enough to be captured at normal speed.

These jump cuts occurred throughout the film but got really cranked whenever any action scene occurred -- and "action" means not just violence or chasing around, but any scene where anyone moves at all, which definitely includes orgy scenes and MOST Skinamax sex scenes. (Some Skinamax sex scenes are performed in such slow motion that you can't call them action scenes by any standard.)
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A dancing slave shakes her tailfeathers in the orgy scene ... however, the jump cutting is so fast and furious that you never actually see her tail shaking. Just a series of more or less static images, like this one.


The problem the jump cutting creates in terms of sexploitation is that you never get to properly ogle the hot babes. EVERY SINGLE SHOT of a naked or half-naked cutie in The Arena is a blink-and-you-miss-it scene. You could injure your eyes trying to ogle an Arena cutie.

No ogling, no sexploitation, it's as simple as that. Some reviewers have commented that there was very little sex and nudity in The Arena, and it's true, The Arena was well below average for a sexploitation film. But the real problem with The Arena from a sexploitation point of view is that there is NO decent sex or nudity in the flick. Despite the two Playmates, it is a near total loss as a sexploitation film.

The dramatic issue arises from the circumstances under which the film was created. After the fall of the Soviet Union, Roger Corman got into Russia's film community fast, realizing that they were going to be in desperate straits and willing to work for wages that US actors would only sneer, chortle and if they were feeling generous, guffaw at.

That's how Corman got actual sets (such as the Arena itself) built for peanuts. And that's how he got highly talented and skilled Russian actors to work on his proposed sexploitation flick less than peanuts. The level of acting skill -- even from the Playmates -- is well above what you'd expect from a sexploitation flick.

And that's where I think the problem occurred -- instead of delivering the sexploitation cheese, the topnotch actors, hampered though they were by a sleazy script, tried to deliver a topnotch historical adventure film. And what we wound up was neither a good sexploitation film (though it's clearly the direction that ruined that) nor a good historical action film. We instead got a very Russian historical sexploitation film -- endless shots of miserable people wandering through cold, damp woods and not much else.

So, if you want to see hot female slaves fighting, get two administrative assistants (i.e., cubicle slaves) fighting over who made the mess in the break room. It will be MUCH more entertaining than The Arena. And if you want to see a hot female slave having sex, try the Internet. About all The Arena is good for is ... serving as a bad example for other sword and sandal filmmakers.
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OK, the slavegirls do fight a few bouts in the Arena, and there's some death, so at least that kind of cheese is delivered. But ... care to guess in what manner the scenes are filmed?

Chapter 14


Hercules And The Tyrants Of Babylon

Featuring the Most Ill-Conceived Feat of Civil Engineering in the History of Western Civilization
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On the left we have the mighty Hercules and his phallic sym -- er, club. On the right we have the three tyrants of Babylon (left to right): Salman Osar, Taneal and Azzur. They've just urged their sister Taneal to go fuck a king to find out what he's up to. As you can see, she's being very noble about it ...

The tyrants of Babylon are engaged in a big municipal building project. And in the ancient world, a big building project means you need lots of slaves, machinery not having been invented yet, and free persons being understandably reluctant to take on jobs that involved being worked to death.

The Babylonians obtain slaves by going out and raiding nearby peaceful villages and cities and even some fairly distant and violent villages and cities, in the tradition of the times. These villages and cities didn’t care for that at all, but there wasn’t much they could do about it, being mostly enslaved and all.
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Hercules takes out two mounted warriors with one leap. Run home to your mommas, boys.

Then the Babylonian slavers run into a buzz saw in the form of a powerful giant armed with a huge club who keeps pimp-smacking their raiding parties around until the survivors run away sobbing and crying and threatening to tell their mommies on him.

Meanwhile, back in Babylon, Phaleg, the king of Assyria, played by Mario Petri, drops by for a visit. He brings gifts for all three tyrants and makes major goo-goo eyes at Taneal. (The three tyrants of Babylon, brothers Salman Osar, played by Livio Lorenzon and Azzur, played by Tulio Altamura, and their sister Taneal, played by the gorgeous Helga Line, each rule a portion of Babylon, as decreed by their father before his death.)
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"For me? You shouldn't have!" The goo-goo eyes have only just begun. Along with the betrayals.


Phaleg also has a deal for the tyrants -- he offers to trade a hell of a lot of gold for all the slaves in Babylon, since his country has become dangerously underpopulated due to all the wars he keeps getting into.

The tyrants say they will consider Phaleg’s offer and meantime he can stick around and party hearty with them for a while.

Phaleg’s agreeable and the tyrants retire to talk things over. The tyrants are suspicious -- all the plotting they’ve done against one another has left them all really sharp, and they figure King Phaleg is Up To Something.

Taneal, the recipient of all the goo-goo eyes, is tagged to be the one who finds out what Phaleg is up to. Brothers Azzur and Osar don’t exactly tell their sister to go fuck the answer out of Phaleg, but it’s strongly implied when Azzur says, “There is only one way to find out,” and gives Taneal a Significant Look. It’s the sixties family film equivalent of, “Go suck Phaleg’s cock like a 20 sesterce temple prostitute, baby!” (See image at top of page.)

So the next time Taneal and Phaleg meet in the hall, they both put the Old Magoo on one another, and they’re in a lip lock in seconds. Taneal then invites Phaleg to move to her room for a drinkie-poo. While there, Phaleg proposes an alliance in the form of marriage with Taneal. Unfortunately for Phaleg, Taneal isn’t swept off her feet by this proprosal (see: intelligent) and she sees to it that Phaleg’s drink is laced with a truth serum which puts him in a kind of trance.

As soon as Phaleg’s all comfy and entranced, Taneal gives the high sign and her brothers come out of the woodwork to listen in while Taneal gives Phaleg the third degree.
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Taneal, it turns out, is a knockout -- in every respect.


Drugged-out Phaleg tells Taneal that he has come to Babylon to marry Asparia, the queen of the Hellenes (played by Anna Maria Polani). King Phaleg has learned that Asparia was captured in a Babylonian slave raid, and he plans to marry her. Phaleg offered to buy ALL of their slaves because he doesn’t know which one is the queen. He figures he can sort her out at leisure once he has the lot of them in hand.

While Phaleg lies in a drugged stupor (the very BEST kind of stupor!) the tyrants debate their next move.

Osar, being cruel and not too bright, immediately calls for finding and killing the queen of the Hellenes. Azzur, being a tad smarter, calls for finding and CONTROLLING the queen of the Hellenes for their own benefit.

This is a much smarter move than killing the queen, because of course if you should marry her, as Phaleg intends, you become KING of the Hellenes, and thus extend your domain over the Hellenes without the necessity of all that nasty fighting and bloodshed, and apparently, the Hellenes (aka the ancient Greeks) are pretty damned good at fighting and shedding blood -- their opponent‘s blood, mostly. This is exactly what Phaleg confessed he had in mind for her, and it’s undoubtedly what Azzur has in mind for her. It’s a measure of Osar’s stupidity that it didn’t immediately occur to HIM.

Taneal, being a queen, can’t extend her domain by marrying the queen of the Hellenes. Many ancient cultures were completely cool with homosexuality in many respects, but there’s that whole dynasty thing when it comes to royal marriages. A marital alliance with Phaleg is certainly possible for Taneal, but she is clearly a strong, independent woman who has something else entirely in mind, something having to do with the stupidest civil engineering project in the history of civilization.
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The Wheel of Stupid, proudly violating every building code ever codified.

OK, get this: Daedelus, the inventor who gave Icarus those nifty wings that didn’t work out so well, has built a subterranean room in Babylon where a huge wheel festooned with chains lies. It has spokes on it so that slaves may turn the wheel and tighten the chains. The chains are attached to the foundation stones of all the buildings in Babylon (which being in the desert, is built on sand). It would take a hundred slaves pushing the wheel to do it, but they could conceivably pull down every building in Babylon by turning that wheel, if they were whipped hard enough.

Or perhaps one incredibly strong man could do the job!


You have to goggle at the sheer wrongness of the whole project. Most cities built on unstable foundations like sand do everything they can to shore their buildings up and keep them from collapsing in violent storms, earthquakes, wildebeest stampedes and what-have-you. But the Babylonians have actually built a machine in the depths of their city that’s designed to destroy it via artificial earthquake if no natural ones happen along.

Brilliant. Just fucking brilliant. It’s like purposefully inviting Godzilla and Megalon over to your city for a battle royal -- surely no harm in that!

To put the final piece of the puzzle together, the giant who’s been kicking slave raiding parties senseless is Hercules. Hercules is in the vicinity and smashing up slave raiding parties because HE’S looking for the queen of the Hellenes (who is his queen) and unlike everybody else, he knows what she looks like because she‘s his ... girlfriend.

What’s more, Hercules isn’t the lunkheaded muscleman that tend to be the heroes of peplum. He’s actually fairly sharp. The tyrants and King Phaleg of Assyria all take a shot at using and then betraying and killing Hercules, but he’s on to them from day one.

Hercules is more authentic in this movie than in most movies about Hercules -- his weapon is a giant club, as portrayed in mythology. Hercules is also portrayed by Peter Lupus, best known to US audiences as that really strong guy in the original Mission Impossible TV series. (Lupus is billed as Rock Stevens in the movie, because -- get this -- the producers though Lupus’ real name was “too Italian!" They paid for an American muscleman, they want an American-sounding muscleman!) Lupus is convincingly tall and muscular, and he also has a certain sharpness to the way he carries himself and delivers his lines that lends credence to the notion that Hercules is someone who’s capable of mentally holding his own against the scheming royals in Babylon.

For example, in one scene, Hercules in welcomed into Babylon by the tyrants and offered their hospitality.

“Must we accept their hospitality?” asks a companion. “Surely they will be watching us if we do.”

“And we will be watching them,” Hercules reassures his companion, indicating a certain confidence in his ability to deal with the tyrants.

The only dummy among the royals is Asparia, the queen of the Hellenes. She mostly stands around and looks aghast at the various proceedings -- you can kinda see why everyone thinks she‘s a slave. It is thus fitting that she serves as a damsel in distress in all of the frequent bondage scenes in the movie, except the first one.
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The first bondage scene as slavers tie up their captures before getting clobbered by Hercules. Nothing to write home about, but it gets better. The baggy, shapeless garments worn by the slavegirls, however, do NOT get better.


In the first bondage scene, a group of villagers is captured by the Babylonian raiders to be enslaved, secured to the horses of the raiders by ropes tied to their wrists. It’s not very convincing bondage, but it’s there. These are the raiders Hercules opens a can of whupass on, so the scene isn’t lengthy.
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Chained slavegirls wait in their cell, hoping the sounds they are hearing are being made by a rescuer, not a tormentor. Now, that's what I'm talking about. Even when they're not chained together while carrying rocks and stuff, they wear the manacles so they can easily be chained up again. Nice.

The slaves are always seen wearing a cuff with a link for chaining, even when they are working and not chained. There are several scenes in which the female enslaved Hellenes are seen chained at the wrists. There’s even a scene of them chained together while locked in their holding cell. (They’re not in individual cells, that’s for your fancy-schmancy prisons, they’re in a group cell.) It’s very nice and sadly, refreshing to see slaves in actual bondage -- makes you feel as if the director had a clue. Unfortunately, the dresses worn by the Hellenes rate somewhere near 0 on the hottitude index, which is a shame, because even a family film offers a lot more leeway in the hottitude department than they were using. At least they don‘t wear bra‘s giving us a little jiggle on occasion, but the dresses are too baggy to offer much in that area, either.
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We can see the ropes tying two of the damsels to posts so we can comfortably assume that the rest are tied as well, even if they're not. That's all we ask, and Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon delivers.

In another bondage scene, the tyrants of Babylon are trying to figure out which of their Hellenic slaves is the queen. Being tyrants, their minds naturally turn to torture. So they have all the female Hellenic slaves tied arms behind to posts set in a field near Babylon. This leads to one of the funniest lines in the movie. Osar, the tyrant who’s having the girls staked out (figures) says to his minion, “No food or water for them!” He then adds, “But be careful and don’t kill any of them!” The minion responds, “Hellooooo, Mr. Tyyyrant! No food and no water KILLLLLL people! Oh, I’ll get right on THAT!”
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Hey, check out the damsel behind Asparia. Her arms are definitely between her body and the post, instead of behind the post like everybody else's. I call shenanigans!


Well, the minion doesn’t say that, but I was thinking it. Of course, the line makes more sense than it seems to: Osar doesn’t want any of the Hellenic women killed because one of them might be the queen, and if she dies she won’t be a piece in those mad power gamez the royals like to play.
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Asparia does some fine emoting as she witnesses a stabbing -- there's a lot of stabbing at the end of this movie, it's like that bloody Shakespeare wrote it or something. Anyway, her emoting gives her a chance to pull against her bonds and strain her womanly parts against the fabric of her dress, and that's all right by me.


There’s one more bondage scene. Azzur, the smart one, has finally twigged to who the queen of the Hellenes is, and they’ve got her tied up in a pecularly complex yet not all that effective-looking bit of rope bondage that has her standing with her arms tied behind her back, secured by a long rope to a pillar. Histrionics occur. Interestingly, Hercules does NOT rescue her from her predicament -- Osar does, but not for good purposes, of course. It’s not a great bondage scene, but it’s an interesting tie nonetheless.
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There's some very nice sets and art direction in this movie. Also, a ton of stuff I left out of this review. Some amazingly nice art direction and framing of shots. 


Altogether, I’d have to say that Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon is a fine movie on its own merits and would be a good watch even without all the slavegirl scenes. There’s a great plot with plenty of scheming and intrigue as the royals chase after the queen of the Hellenes. You may think I’ve given away the whole plot, but all I’ve really done is provide you with the setup as the royals struggle to control Asparia (granted, the setup takes up half of the movie). Asparia is a real MacGuffin in this film -- she’s captured by each of the bad guys and the bad gal. She runs away a lot, but it doesn’t’ seem to to do her much good, since she has a way of running from bad guy to bad guy.
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A slave uses the infamous "bite me" attack during the slave revolt scene.


Hercules kicks ass on several occasions, there’s even a full on cavalry charge (with scenes clearly lifted from another film so as to make it more impressive) a slave revolt and general chaos. Plus, there’s the stupidest municipal building project in the history of Western civilization. It’s an entertaining film in its own right. Like most of the sword and sandal movies I’ve reviewed, it’s more entertaining than what’s on network and cable television on any given night. Not worth the prices of the Mill Creek collection on its own, but a great reason not to be disappointed in it.

Like Thor and the Amazon Women, Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon is in the public domain, and can easily be found for free on the Web by Googling its name. It’s also on Youtube in eight parts. I highly recommend it to fans of sword and sandal flicks.
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Snoring? Chained like this, it's more a matter of clanking!

Chapter 15


Son of Sinbad
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Just one of several tasty scenes from Son of Sinbad, the smokingest Arabian adventure ever! Note that the slavegirls all wear thick leather belts with chains attached to them. There's a brief scene of the slavegirls walking across the marketplace in coffle, linked by their waist chains. It's a completely gratuitous slavegirl auction scene and we're glad of it!


Son of Sinbad is the Arabian Nights adventure movie that was made for Dad, courtesy of executive producer Howard Hughes. It is full of half-naked dancing girls, harem girls, and even has a few women in chains and one clear foot fetish scene. It's a great movie in just about every respect. Some people complain about the plot, but I'm here to tell you that it definitely does NOT get in the way of the hot babes.
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The first exotic dance routine we see lasts ten minutes, and it's performed in a marketplace setting by a skilled dancer, Nejla Ates. Dancing while skimpily dressed is of course a slavegirlish activity.


Son of Sinbad is the story of the son of Sinbad the legendary sailor, who's a real pussy hound who chase gals in Arabia, along with his sidekick, the poet Omar Khayyam. And they FIND a lot of gals -- the movie's credits list over 70 movie babes. Granted, over half of them are the daughters of the Forty Thieves, but even if you subtract the Forty Daughters, you still have a respectable bundle o' babes. And why in hell would anyone subtract them, anyway?
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Here's Lili St. Cyr doing her routine. That's not really her entire butt you're seeing -- she's wearing flesh colored panties. The movie was released in 1955 after all, when all movies were PG. Considering this is clearly a stripper's floor move, you have to figure it would be a hell of a lot more effective naked.


(The story is that the movie got made because Hughes was a soft touch in his Hollywood days -- constantly hit upon by beautiful young women who told him, "Mr. Hughes, I'd do ANYTHING to get into the movies!" Being a nice guy, he let them do all sorts of things. And Son of Sinbad was how Hughes came through for all those babes. He was indeed a great man.)
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Kalantan, probably another skilled ethnic dancer, performs the third dance, this time for one guy and his harem slaves. Gorgeous design and composition sets this movie apart from low-rent productions.


The movie starts out with a ten-minute exotic dance routine and never misses a step from there on in. There are no less than four extended exotic dance scenes in the movie, each of them very well done. And in each of them the dancers are watched by a couple of appreciative males but mainly by hordes of attractive babes. Watching the movie, you get the distinct impression that the major activity of women in those days was watching and performing hot exotic dances. To which we say, "Hear! Hear!" and "Hubba-hubba!"
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Gagged and tied hands behind on horseback, Kristina (Marie Blanchard) starts the bondage action off nicely.


If Son of Sinbad had been made in the 90s with more nudity and wilder dancing and a sex scene or three, it would have been awesome. But being made in the 50s, it had something you just don't see in modern B-movies -- a budget! It had great cinematography, gorgeous sets, great costumes, or lack of them, plenty of extras, many of them bodacious, and a generally fabulous look to it that movies made after the 60s somehow never managed to recapture.
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Ameer is chained at the wrists and threatened with torture. Fairly intense clench between Ameer and her captor, wouldn't you say?


As for the plot: there's this Sultan and his harem favorite (played by Lili St. Cyr) has eyes for Sinbad. But Ameer (Sally Forrest) also has eyes for Sinbad. Omar's got eyes for somebody, too. Evil guys are telling the sultan bad things, which necessitates a lot of riding around in the desert, some fighting, a kidnapping, some imprisonment, general derring-do and lots of sexy dancing. And a completely gratuitous slave auction -- mustn't forget the slave auction.
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Beautiful lighting and great design make even this shot of Kristina lying chained by one ankle strikingly beautiful. Skimpy clothes, actual chains ... for the 50s, this is edgy stuff! It coulda been so much worse.


Sally Forrest's hot dance routine at the end of the film is performed virtually naked, and the costume that keeps her virtually naked rather than stark naked consists of a spiral of rope with sheer material between it for each breasts, and a few coils or rope connected with the same material at the hips. Sort of a rope bra and miniskirt set, just right for an exotic dance.
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Hell, I dunno how Hughes got away with this back in the fifties. Ameera is definitely looking nekkid! And what little clothing she has on consists of coils of rope. Hughes takes a run at the 50s nekkidness taboo ... a great man, indeed!


Plus, one of the hot babes (Kristina, played by Mari Blanchard) is kidnapped, hauled off gagged and tied hands behind on horseback, and subsequently confined to a tent, chianed at the ankle to a pole. This also occasions chaining Ameer with her arms wide apart and threatening her with torture, but they don't follow through. Then everybody rides around in the desert chasing each other and so forth, which of course includes hot exotic dancing.

Did I mention that this is a GREAT film?

With all the interest in belly dancing, bondage and sexually fun-enhanced lifestyles, the time is definitely ripe for a remake of this gem. No need to change a thing. Just have the slavegirls auctioned naked, also running around naked much of the time, in bondage most of the time, and perhaps doing some naked sexual bondage as well, the dancing girls dancing even closer to naked than they are now, and, well ... who could resist it?

Did I mention it would be a GREAT film?

Chapter 16



Gor

A Movie About Sexual Bondage Silly Hats
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These are just a few of the very many Silly Hats of Gor. Be afraid. Be very afraid.

In the proud tradition of bloggers reporting their transgressions against humanity, I have to report that I've recently watched the movie "Gor." It's been shown repeatedly on Showtime Beyond, one of those semi-premium cable channels you get when you sign up for digital cable.

Being a huge fan of John Norman's Gor novels, on which "Gor" is alleged to be based, I HAVE to watch "Gor" whenever it appears, for pretty much the same reasons some people have to rubberneck whenever they pass by an auto accident at the roadside. Oh, sure, they're going to see the same thing every time -- broken glass, crumpled cars, banged-up people, maybe some blood -- but they HAVE to look, even though they know what they will see.
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Here's one of the few places where the filmmakers got things right -- in the foreground, we see Talena duking it out with a warrior in a silly hat (of course). In the background, we have the body of a practically naked slavegirl watching a slave auction. She's not the center of the scene, but her practically naked slavegirl body among all the other clothed bodies adds all of the right kind of ambience to the scene.


And if you imagine me watching "Gor" with my face pressed up against the screen, wearing a look of horrified fascination, hardly bothering to glance ahead and see if my chair is going to collide with any of the other furniture, you will have a good feel for my response to the movie.

The Gor novels are about sexy slavegirls and heroic warriors who ride on giant birds. The slavegirls spend most of their time being forced to wear sexy costumes, perform sexy dances, get chained and roped and gagged in various sexy ways, and occasionally have sexy sex with their captors. Their character development generally deals with how they cope with having all this sexy behavior forced upon them, and is almost invariably a matter of their finding it increasingly sexy and fun as the novel develops.
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Here's another bit they got right -- a practically naked dancing slavegirl in a paga tavern leaps atop a tabel to get some warrior smooching. That's Tarl Cabot in the background ogling her butt. It's DEFINITELY a butt worth ogling.


The heroic warriors spend a certain amount of their time learning the mysteries of steel and of gold on a barbaric planet where one's sword is the law, but always with an eye to capturing or purchasing a sexy slavegirl whom they can dress in sexy costumes, tie and chain and gag in sexy ways, and have sexy sex with.

There are also plots concerning wars and conspiracies among Gor's nation states, dealings with two alien races also extant on Gor (and Earth) and adventures in various cultures and regions.

They are, in short, a real hoot. Adventure cheese, fighting cheese and of course sexy slavegirl cheese aplenty. Not to be missed, despite Norman's often turgid prose, wooden characterization, telegraphed plot points and the occasional rant agaisnt antibiological negativism, whatever that is.

The movie "Gor" and its successor, "Outlaw of Gor" dismissed these themes in favor of something completely different. For it's very clear from having watched the movie several times that ALL the creative energy in "Gor," the one thing that the film's creators really wanted to impress upon viewers was the point that Gor is a planet where people wear an incredible array of different, funny-looking hats (see photomontage above).

OH, there's also a subplot about the importance of unashamedly revealing one's butt, whether it's a shapely slavegirl butt or a hairy warrior butt, or even a pudgy dwarf butt. But it's a minor theme in comparison.
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Yet another thing they got right -- Talena gets into a bar fight with a wench in the paga tavern. During the course of the fight, we see their butts muchly. This is good. Unfortunately, the action moves very fast and its overall very dimly lit. I had to work my photo editing program like a mule to get these images looking merely crappy.


The theme of the importance of wearing a lot of different funny-looking hats is rarely touched on in heroic fantasy, and has certainly never been dwelt on to the same extent in any movie not extensively involving drag queens. Even the sixties-era romantic comedies made by Doris Day and others, though featuring many different funny-looking hats, are hardly a match for "Gor."

It's pretty obvious what has happened here, when you think about it. Somehow the sexual bondage themes in the Gor novels got transformed into the funny hat theme of the Gor movies. How and why this occurred will undoubtedly provide rich fodder for speculation for scholars and pundits for years to come, should absolutely nothing of interest occur in the arts over the next few years -- an eventuality that is much likelier than it might seem, should we return to putting Republicans and their censorious friends in the Oval Office.
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In addition to all the butts, Rebecca Ferratti as Talena has a GREAT rack, and her costuming makes that very evident. Here she's being led through Ko-ro-ba by Tarl with her hands tied in front of her, so as not to arouse suspicion. Yeah ... so as not to arouse suspicion! THAT'S why ... heh.


Perhaps the most heartbreaking thing about the Gor movies is that in several scenes there's a glimmering of intelligence at work, as if the filmmakers almost understand what they are doing. Most notably, there is a scene in "Gor" in which the female lead, Talena, has a catfight with a blonde slavegirl in the firelit hall of a paga tavern. There's a certain amount of firelight gleaming on half-naked, writhing female flesh going on in that scene that's getting close to what I imagined a paga tavern might look like when I read the books.

Unfortunately, there's so much darkness in the scene that you can't always see all the flesh. Certainly, you can't see much of the flesh in the background. Whereas John Norman was expert at using "background" imagery to add spice to his exposition.

The bulk of the movie consists almost entirely of people milling about in silly hats. Occasionally they stop milling about, in order to fight, to yell at one another (or "speak" as we call it on Earth) and to kiss. Mostly, though, they fight, or run to and from fights.
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A slavegirl auction scene, done right -- finally! The slavegirls are auctioned chained and (practically) naked. Their bodies are exhibited to emphasize their beauty -- something that a fair number -- well, almost all other -- slavegirl auction scenes miss.


The enormous energy and inventiveness that was expended on funny hats must have utterly exhausted the filmmakers because there was very little else in the film that shows any sign of having been touched by creative energy of any description. The sets are for the most part dull and dingy, the cinematography is extraordinarily bad, and the action scenes are extremely unconvincing. You'll see something that contradicts these statements in all of my vidcaps, but believe me, I selected them carefully for their slavegirl-ish aspects, and they are the exceptions to the rule here.

What's most amazing of all is how bad the costuming is, other than in the area of funny hats. You might think that the creativity that started at the crown of the characters' heads might have extended down below their necks. You might be wrong about that. In fact, everybody in the film dresses in dowdy barbarian rags, or shapeless city dweller robes, except for Jack Palance who as High Priest had a pretty nifty black robe to match his silly hat, but you don't see much of him, probably because he makes the other costumes look even worse by contrast.

True, there are plenty of thong-clad slavegirls milling about in various scenes, in the background, as per the Gor novels, which quite adeptly use minor scenes involving slavegirls being sexy and doing sexy things to keep the erotic frisson going as the plot advances. But the slavegirls seen in the Gor movies are seen so briefly, and often in such dim lighting, that they're hardly noticeable unless you put your DVD player or VCR on slo-mo. The sexy slavegirl-fu is very much The Right Stuff, but there is hardly enough of it to make up for the rest of the movie.

If you are going to have such sexy creatures in the background of your movie, you should take a page from all those TV shows that have used thong babes as eye candy so successfully over the last few years. The thong babes are rarely the point of a given scene, but the camera always gives them a nice, lip-smacking ogling of a shot. Why the people who made the Gor movie had the sense to populate it with thong-clad slavegirls, but didn't have the sense to give them any camera leer scenes, is quite a puzzler. My guess is, they were stupid.

The thing is, the Gor novels make it quite clear that Gor is a place where people set great store by their slaves' appearance. The Gorean masters really like it when their slavegirls get all dolled up, in terms of makeup, hairdos, perfumes and such. Their idea of clothing for slavegirls consisted of the sorts of things strippers bring to the runway to peel off -- brief silks and such that clearly reveal the slavegirl's body. In short, Gorean masters have what I would call "good taste" in clothing. It's kind of like the passion a lot of guys have for detailing a car -- it's their property, they want it to look good, to strut around saying, "Look at this cool car I own!" It's the exact same thing with slavegirls.

Free women wear elaborate costumes made of fine materials which reveal little or nothing of their bodies, to distinguish themselves from the naked and half-naked slavegirls they see in the streets and in their homes, having all the sex with their Free Companions (husband equivalents of Gor). Even when the slavegirls are not front and center in a sexy scene, there are always slavegirls slipping around behind the scenes, being naked and bound and having sex.

The Gor movie somehow managed to include near-naked slavegirls, but they skipped all the rest and then didn't focus on the naked slavegirls. Would it have KILLED them to have had a nice, long, ogling shot running up the entire length of the body of one of the slavegirls being auctioned? Or how about Talena's body? Rebecca Ferrati, who plays Talena, is a former Playboy Playmate, I have a feeling she knows how to let a camera ogle her body, and that she has (or had at the time the film was made) a body worth ogling.

In fact, all the running and fighting and yelling and milling about and the brief bits of sexy clothing and bondage in the Gor movie pales beside the sheer opulence of their hats. It is as if the filmmakers had decided there might be an Oscar out there for Most Weird Hats In A Movie and decided to make a serious run for it, sacrificing All Else -- scriptwriting, acting, sets, cinematography, direction, stunts, special effects and costuming for the sake of that Silly Hats Oscar.

For the record, there's a plot somewhere in all the milling about. Tarl Cabot is a nerdy Earth professor. He's an archaeologist who's all hepped up on legends of Gor, the counter-Earth, and has a strange artifact called a Home Stone that's supposed to enable travel between Earth and Gor. He also has a fickle blond girlfriend who dumps him for a less wispy bachelor.

On his drive home from being dumped, he's transferred to Gor by the Home Stone. Slavers are doing terrible things, there's a plot against the King of Ko-ro-ba and the king' beautiful daughter Talena (Rebecca Ferrati's body is perhaps the movie's best special effect, and her acting is no more wooden than anybody else's, INCLUDING Jack Palance).

Oh, yeah, the plot. In no time Tarl is caught up in the intrigues of Ko-ro-ba, where he fights heroically to end slavery on Gor (anybody who's ever read the Gor novels will know this is an incredibly Hollywood touch). This involves a lot of milling around in bad costumes, and fighting guys with funny hats.

Sadly, this is a much deeper and more penetrating description than the movie's plot actually deserves.

So, you think, another good fantasy/SF novel is transformed into mush by Hollywood. It's not the FIRST time this ever happened, and it's extremely unlikely to be the last. The problem is, the Gor novels really are something special. Whatever YOU think of the Gorean subculture, or of Second Life Gor, it's only fair to admit that the Gor novels have had a powerful impact on some of their readers.

Now I know that just about EVERY science fiction and fantasy fan feels that his or her favorite writer's works would be a film franchise if properly adapted, but the Gor novels are demonstrably different because of that whole subculture thing. Any novel or series of novels that have enough juice to spawn a subculture has a LOT of potential box office going for it, because if it's interesting enough to make some people want to live their lives by it, it's damn interesting enough to make a lot of other people want to watch it. 

The Gor novels also, as pointed out in my chapter on Virtual Slavegirls of Second Life, spawned a user-created RP game based on Second Life which has tens of thousands of participants. It is not World of Warcraft, but in a way it's more impressive than World of Warcraft, because Gor in Second Life is created entirely by its very sexy participants, not some corporate machine.

And finally, heroic fantasy isn't your intellectually demanding genre, an important point considering today's moviegoing audience. That's why favorite writers of mine whom I consider to be much stronger in terms of things like plotting, characterization, research and so forth -- people like Iain Banks, Tim Powers and Vernor Vinge -- don't have the same potential as a movie franchise. (Though I must point out that the fourth in the Pirates of the Caribbean series of films from Disney was scripted by Tim Powers and openly based on his novel, "On Stranger Tides," as opposed to the rest of the series which is not OPENLY based on his novel.) The average IQ among moviegoers would have to go up 20 or 30 points for most of their works to become movie franchises. Whereas heroic fantasy and sexual bondage are both understandable almost without using your forebrain at all, thus making them ideally suited for the modern movie audience.

All the producers of the Gor films had to do was study the success of Deathstalker and Barbarian Queen and apply that knowledge to their adaptation of the Gor novels, infusing them with plenty of near nakedness, actual nakedness, implied bondage, actual bondage, actual adventure, convincing swordfights and such, and sexy costuming. It wouldn't have been hard to do, the people who made Deathstalker and Barbarian Queen were about halfway down the road and THEY didn't have the advantage of having the rights to Norman's works, which laid out the path to success in easy, follow-the-yellow-brick-road directions.

I think an enormous opportunity was blown by the folks who made the Gor movies. The Gor movies could have been the kind of franchise that bankrolls entire movie studios, the success that pays for all the failures and then some. But the creators of the Gor novels gave up all that to tell a story about ... silly hats.
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Who's the good guy here? The one not wearing a silly hat, of course!

Chapter 17


Warrior Queen


The Movie that Explains


--But Does Not EXCUSE--


the Gor Movies

[image: ]

A hot, scantily clad blonde being dragged around in chains in Warrior Queen. Oh, if only this were indicative of what the movie's like ...

The Gor movies, for those of us who enjoyed the Gor novels, take a lot of explaining. As happens all too frequently the Gor movies were not quite up to the quality level of the Gor novels, in the sense that they were nothing like the Gor novels, and totally unworthy of being associated with the Gor novels in terms of quality.

How did this happen? The Gor novels were powerful and gripping enough to spawn a subculture and a huge MMORG online gaming community. Very few science fiction or fantasy novels have had such an effect on people, for good or for ill. Given that the novels have that much cultural juice as it were, you have to figure that if the project had been given to a writer and/or director who understood their power, you could have created a film series that could be a franchise in the same sense that the James Bond films and Star Wars are franchises.

Somehow, the people who got their hands on this potential franchise COMPLETELY blew the opportunity.

Well, not somehow. I know exactly how they did it.

They hired the writer of Warrior Queen, a fellow named Harry Alan Towers, to write the scripts for both Gor movies. And Harry Alan Towers can't write. He has over a hundred movies to his "credit" as a write and/or a producer. But three of his writing credits are Warrior Queen, Gor and Outlaw of Gor, and if he could write at all well, I should think at least one of those films would have shown a glimmer. And none of them do. In fact, all three reveal the same flaws.

Yoram Globus and Menahem Golan, the principals of the Cannon Group during that time, are listed as the executive producers of Warrior Queen and both of the Gor movies, which explains quite a lot, when you are paying attention. One of the things Menahem Golan was famous for during his tenure as Cannon's chief artistic decision maker was not reading scripts.

That's right, he refused to read scripts. He preferred to make decisions based more on ideas -- i.e., brief descriptions of films, rather than on scripts. Which kinda explains Towers, in combination with the fact that the Cannon Group gave all kinds of personal freedom to filmmakers, so long as they stayed within budget. They didn't care what the Gor movies were like, so long as they made a profit. In the hands of some OTHER filmmakers we will mention later, this could have produced some very good movies. (In fact, the Cannon Group produced several "quality" films that were critically well received, because they gave the quality filmmakers freedom too.)

But exactly what did Harry Alan Towers (a notorious hack and former child star who would have been much less of a detriment to society if he had only taken up robbing convenience stores like other former child stars, instead of producing and writing bad movies) do to make Warrior Queen and the Gor movies so bad?

The worst flaw the movies have is that they go nowhere, there's no dramatic tension whatsoever, no over-arching plotline to pull the story along.
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Gladiators mark time in old Pompeii by fighting, as they wait for Vesuvius to erupt and kill them.


This is most evident in Warrior Queen whose storyline is easily described as, "People fight and have sex in ancient Pompeii until Vesuvius blows up." Really, there's nothing more than that driving the story. Oh, there are a couple of themes about a good gladiator vs. a bad gladiator, and a pretty blonde slavegirl who shouldn't be raped for some reason (when all the other slaves are being raped and tortured right and left) and there's the Warrior Queen empress who hacks people's heads off with ease and acts bored a lot. But there's no sense that all of this is going anywhere in terms of character or plot development.
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Bad guys attempt to rape the good slavegirl at swordpoint, but of course rescue is not far away. Interestingly though, the rape proceeds quite far before it's interrupted, to judge by the way the slavegirls' head is bobbing around as she writhes underneath her attacker. 


(By the way, I hate it when you have a story where it's very important that a particular person not get raped or enslaved or killed, but it's implied that it is somehow OK for a lot of other people in the movie to get raped, enslaved, killed or whatnot. No, it's not OK, and if you're going to make a point of having one slave not raped, you ought to at least, at one point in the movie, acknowledge that it's awful that so many others DID get raped.)

The directionlessness of Warrior Queen is shared by the Gor movies, though to a lesser extent. In Gor there's a theme of Tarl Cabot restoring the rightful ruler of Koroba after a bad guy takes over and institutes lots more slavery than they used to have. In Outlaw of Gor there's Tarl Cabot struggling to escape from a frame-up for murdering the king of Koroba.
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Wasted hotties of Gor! Check out the bod on the two cuties attending the king in this vidcap from Gor. Too bad neither of them got the nice ogling they deserved. 


Both plots SHOULD have laid the groundwork for a story that moved right along, but somehow Towers' writing turned both into stories about people hiking through the desert a lot, getting in the occasional fight, having sex occasionally, and generally just knocking around until Towers gets around to having Tarl and the chief bad guy confront the each other with swords in their hands, shortly after which it's goodbye, bad guy, hello ending. And make no mistake, there's no dramatic buildup to this fight. A bunch of random things happen, then a big fight, a few minutes or seconds later, the end.

Of course, that's not the only mistake that was made, but it was good enough to sink the movie all by its lonesome. It took a lot of other mistakes to make Warrior Queen as awful as it was, but Towers and his accomplices were ready and willing to make them.
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All right, slave auctioned naked and in full suspension in Warrior Queen! But notice ... where is the real focus of this scene? On the auctioneer, who is clearly visible against the black backdrop, while the slavegir's figure is lost in the background. 


The thing is, they halfway got things right at times. For example, they were smart enough to have the slaves auctioned naked. This puts Warrior Queen ahead of many other epics. They even had their slaves auctioned in full suspension, hung up by their wrists before the audience. Very humiliating, but the slavegirl's figure was often lost in the background (see picture above).

Far better is to follow in Norman's footsteps, having the slave bound and naked and display her sexually to the crowd. Much more vulnerable, much more humiliating, therefore much more dramatic even than being hung by one's heels, and their body parts all hang the way they should, too.

So we can give Warrior Queen credit for at least taking a step in the right direction with regard to slave auctions.

But when it comes to the whole public sex and nudity thing, Warrior Queen takes one step forward and three step backward.

Warrior Queen does "sorta" have public sex and nudity, which puts it at ahead of a lot of other sword and sandal flicks, you've got to give it that. But then it has to go and screw up in three different ways.
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The one-eyed pimp takes Blondie McHottie Slavegirl on the Sexual Tableau Tour of his bordello, as part of her Slavegirl Indoctrination training, slowing the plot to a crawl. 


Warrior Queen's "sorta" consists of a series of tableau of slavegirls and maybe slaveguys having sex in a Pompeiian bordello whose sex workers are all slaves.

I have written in the past (possibly the Cambrian Era) that a Gorean movie would do well to copy the Gor novels' technique of showing naked slavegirls in bondage and/or naked slavegirls in the background having sex while in bondage to give his scenes that unique Gorean sexual frisson, without really slowing the plot development down. The sexual tableau in the bordello were a step in the right direction, but they were done so badly that they didn't work at all.

Mistake number one: the sex scenes were all bunched together, and the camera did not ogle them and move on. Instead, the camera went back, over and over, to the tableau, using the same clips over and over like a porn loop tape.

This had the effect of stopping the movie's plot progression cold. What's more, lumping all the hot slavegirl action together like that had the effect of stopping the plot as if it were a ball of raw pizza dough hitting the cold side of a brick oven. It's exactly the opposite of what Norman did.
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Background slavegirls done right: in "Gor" a pretty much naked slavegirl spread a carpet in preparation for a fight. Lotta bending over there, and although the slavegirl doesn't get the full ogle she deserves, the plot moves right along. 


On several occasions, I have pointed out that the moviemaker's way to handle the sexy slavery imagery is to have it occur in the background as the main actions occur. Have your main characters talking in a public square. In the background, have a slavegirl naked, gagged and in stocks, getting fucked doggie-style by male passers-by whenever they drop a coin in a bowl at the base of the stocks. You wouldn't even have to show any naughty bits, just the slavegirl's head rocking back and forth as she's fucked, and making faces over her gag while she moans.

The camera gives the whole set up a good ogling once, then goes back to the main characters and their discussion. They ignore the scene, as do the many other people in the square -- they're used to it. The main characters talk briefly and move on. As they move on, maybe we see another guy dropping a coin in the slavegirl's bowl and stepping behind her while she waits helplessly for the next round of fucking.

At other opportune moments, similar scenes can occur. In almost any scenes, a slinky naked or half-naked slavegirl in chains can strut by, or stand chained at some point, gazing at the crowd over her gag with knowing, sexy eyes. One good ogle and then she is in the background while the action proceeds.

In short, you don't cram all the sex scenes together in one big blob and then try to shove them through the movie like a pig in a python. You spread things out.

Mistake number two: the sex scenes are all held inside the confines of a Pompeiian bordello, instead of out in public.

I have to tell you, there's nothing really unusual about people having sex in a bordello. Many people still go to whorehouses for the express purpose of having sex, I hear. True, the Romans in Warrior Queen had their sex in open alcoves instead of enclosed rooms, but still, an audience expects to see sex in bordellos, it's what they're for.
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Granted, they are having sex. Granted, they are naked. Granted, they are out in plain sight. But they ARE in a bordello. Also, which one is the slave? I'm guessing it's the woman, but I don't KNOW. 


It would have been much more dramatic if the sex had occurred in an open street or public square as described earlier. This would have been more shocking to modern audiences, and it would have highlighted the slavegirls' helplessness and vulnerability. She is permitted no modesty in terms of clothing or behavior. No one will rescue her, because by the norms of her society, what she's doing is appropriate for a slavegirl. She may not even be very distressed about it for that reason, especially if she was raised as a slavegirl from birth.

(There is some evidence that some filmmakers have caught up with this idea -- two or three years ago, in the initial year of HBO's Rome series, there was a scene of a Roman legion waiting patiently in the road while an officer fucked a shepherdess in plain sight of all of them. It wasn't a big deal for anyone involved, and it wasn't even made clear whether or not the shepherdess was being raped of whether the officer had offered her some coin and she accepted. It didn't matter much. She was just a shepherdess, he was an officer in the Legion. She was going to have to bend over for him one way or another. Now, that's quality television.)

The public sex imagery has three important advantages -- it allows the sexual scenery to occur in the background without impeding the flow of the story too much, it impresses how different things are in the society being portrayed, and it's powerfully dramatic. A newly captured slavegirl looking at the slavegirl in the stocks taking it doggie style has cause for concern.

Mistake number three: the slavegirls are not gagged or in chains or collared or dressed in any way that demonstrates that they are slavegirls.

As noted in my description of the sex scenes in the bordello, it was kinda hard to tell who was a client and who was a worker in the place. Everybody was dressed (or more accurately, undressed) the same. Would it have killed them to show a few collars, cuffs or shackles so the audience could tell who were the bordello slaves and who were the customers?
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At least the slavegirls look nice. (I THINK she's a slavegirl -- she's not chained, gagged or wearing an obvious collar, but she's all naked.) She also does not appear to know where a man's fun zones are, because she's about to start kissing his kneecap. No, I'm not kidding. A lot of the slavegirls in the bordello sex tableau had this problem. They were kissing and fondling all sorts of zones that were semi-erogenous at best. Kinda makes you wonder about those Romans. 


But that's not the really important reason to have the slaves bound in some way when onscreen. The real reason, as I've noted in other reviews, is that chains, collars, gags, ropes and whatnot visually define slavery. If you are going to have a movie with hot slavegirls figuring in it, which is clearly the case with Warrior Queen, then chains and collars and such are VERY handy and add a lot of drama to the movie, plus a certain kinky bondage frisson. To put it as simply as possible, if you can't tell who the slaves are, you might as well not have them as characters.

Of the three mistakes in the bordello sex scenes, the first one -- bunching all the scenes together and slowing the action down -- is clearly the worst. It just stopped the movie cold, reduced it to a bunch of people having sex in a bordello and occasionally fighting for a good twenty minutes.

Now, I got no problem with ten-minute chunks of sex in a movie, it works in some films really well. Softcore erotica, for example. But Warrior Queen is a sword and sandal flick, so let it be one. Include nudity, brief shots of public sex and a full on sex scene or two, sure. But keep the plot going, if you've got one.

That said, there was no other element of Warrior Queen that made it worthwhile. It was badly written, acted and directed, and the cinematography really sucked. In fact, the cinematography was another major failing of the movie. If you are going to have shapely young hotties remove all their clothes and have sex, at least take the trouble to photograph them properly so their beautiful bodies look their best.

Don't photograph the hotties in harsh sunlight with a camera that renders their bodies as so many ill-defined, glowing blobs. And don't photograph them in dim lighting that renders their skins an ill-defined brownish-purple lumps. Especially don't photograph them in rooms that are dimly lit except for shafts of bright sunlight, so that the hotties' bodies appear to be lumps of flaming gold on top of piles of indistinct brownish purple lumps.

These mistakes could so easily have been avoided. As I noted at the beginning of this review, others were around who could have done a MUCH better job on the Gor movies. Two of the best sex and sandals movies ever made had already been released prior to 1988 (the release date of Gor) with completely different directing and writing teams.

Deathstalker was directed by James Sbardellati, and written by Howard Cohen. Cohen seems to be a hack who knew how to lay out the cheese, and Sbardellati went on to be associated with some A-list films, but the real point is, Deathstalker is so much better than Warrior Queen that it is its own advertisement -- if you can't look at the two movies and easily see which is better, you don't belong in the business. Hell, you shouldn't even be WATCHING movies.
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Here's a bound slavegirl from Deathstalker, enjoying a temporary reprieve from molestation by her master, before being molested by the guys in the background, after they chase her master off. Fortunately, she's rescued from them by the hero ... 


In fact, the first five minutes of Deathstalker, in which a bound slavegirl is fought over by three different captors, one of whom is the hero of the film and all of whom only want to ravish (not rescue) her is about the most Gorean five minutes on film.
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A slavegirl is rescued by the hero of Deathstalker ... who is primarily interested in molesting her ... no rescue for slavegirls in a Gorean movie ... (OK, she does get away when a preist distracts the hero for a moment so she high-tails it to the woods, but you can't really say she was rescued by anybody for heroic motives. )


Barbarian Queen was directed by Hector Olivera who also directed "Amazons" and several others along these lines, and was written by the same Howard Cohen who wrote Deathstalker. Once again, the difference in quality is striking. For example, Barbarian Queen actually has an interesting subplot involving the protagonists' raped and traumatized younger sister's strange attraction for the chief bad guy. There's nothing like that in Warrior Queen in terms of character development.
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"Barbarian Queen" features an actual interesting subplot as Taramis, the Barbarian Queen's raped and traumatized younger sister (seen here at right) is attracted to the evil scumbag whose thugs did the deed (seen here at left). Here she makes a sexual move on hm, offering him her affection in return for a dog to play with. Nice bit of pathos.


If the people who made the Gor movies had signed either of these teams: the ones who made Deathstalker or the ones who made Barbarian Queen (especially Howard Cohen, who wrote both) -- the Gor movies would most likely have been much, much better films. Films worthy of the Gor novels? Somehow I doubt it -- Barbarian Queen and Deathstalker were much better films than Warrior Queen, but they're not on par with the novels in their understanding of how well dominance and submission/sexual slavery fantasies could be merged into sword and sandal adventures. Still, the folks who made them would undoubtedly have made a film MUCH more in keeping with Gorean sensibilities than Towers managed with the Gor movies.

So that's how Warrior Queen explains the Gor movies. It doesn't EXCUSE the Gor movies, not by a long shot. It does nothing to lessen the tragedy that Harry Alan Towers wrote the Gor scripts. But sometimes understanding is the best you can do.
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Stock footage of Vesuvius erupting. Hey, it worked for bringing Warrior Queen to its miserable ending, a real mercy for the audience. Might just work here, too!

Chapter 18


Sleeping Dogs and Fatal Conflict

[image: ]

#Life could be a dream, sh-boom, sh-boom#

Next we'll look at futuristic slavegirl imagery in a couple of much more obscure films than Logan's Run, which like Electric Blue pack quite a wallop in terms of slavegirl imagery. And we're going to manage it by reviewing two, count 'em two, movie reviews in one. How can mere mortals such as ourselves manage that, you ask? Surely the effort required would tax any human being beyond their utmost powers.

Well, it's simple. Sleeping Dogs and Fatal Conflict are both crappy science fiction movies and both have a lengthy, extended sequence of large numbers of women in bondage at the very beginning of the movie. In fact, their scenes constitute the largest mass branking and chastity belt scenes ever caught on film-possibly the only ones, certainly the only ones in a mainstream film. And in fact, to a large extent they are the exact same scenes.

We have watched both movies from beginning to end and thus are in a position to tell you authoritatively that as movies they suck. But the bondage scenes at the beginning of both films are so striking, so original and so lengthy that it is definitely worthwhile to rent or buy the movies just to see them.
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A scene featuring eight slavegirls wearing chastity belts, branks and collars. This is part of a panning shot, there are a lot more slave girls in the scene. Dreamlike? You bet!

The bondage scenes have a strange, dreamlike, fetish fantasy quality that makes them stick out from both movies like a sore thumb, though it's clear that the scenes were initially filmed for Sleeping Dogs and were picked up and perhaps even added on to in Fatal Conflict. In fact Fatal Conflict extends the fetish material with some women in prison scenes that includes branding scenes and upskirts imagery, so we suspect that both movies represent an unconscious urge to create a mainstream fetish film (more on that at the very end of this article).

OK, down to brass tacks. Sleeping Dogs opens with a jewel thief's attempt to break into a secret underground emerald processing factory operated by villain C. Thomas Howell. Fatal Conflict opens with an attempt by secret agent Kari Wuhrer to infiltrate a secret underground emerald processing station operated by villain Leo Rossi.

It's an unusual emerald processing station to say the least. For starters, each and every one of the jewelers working in it are attractive young women - real babes. And these women are all dressed only in futuristic chastity belts, branks, collars and sheer white cotton t-shirts that barely make it to their belly buttons, with not a bra to be seen among them, which means lots of nipples are poking through that sheer cotton.
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Jewelry slavegirls babes whose only clothing that isn't fetish attire is filmy t-shirts that their breasts strain valiantly against. Now this is science fiction! 

Fairly unusual personnel and costuming, for an emerald processing plant, wouldn't you say? I know I would say. Of course, there's a logical explanation for the chastity belt, collars and branks. The brank, a metallic gag that is built into the collar and is activated by a remote controlled electronic lock, keeps the jeweler babes from slipping emeralds into their mouths.
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Actually, we think this gag and collar combination is a beautiful design. We don't know who the prop master was, but they have our kudoes! And wouldn't you say that anybody who put this much thought into the design of the gag and collar had to be ... interested?


We'll let you guess where the chastity belts (also featuring remote-controlled electronic locks) keep the jeweler babes from slipping emeralds. It's never explained in the movie, but it's the only explanation.

The jeweler babes work standing up (HAS to be tiresome, but then, sitting on those hard chastity belts would probably be tiresome, too) at wooden tables, eight to a table. They scrutinize emeralds, they shine laser beams on emeralds, they count emeralds, they polish emeralds with little cloths and they put emeralds in little trays and carry them around (no sign of grinding or faceting technology at work here).

The camera shows the jewelry babes at work in complete detail. Very complete detail, almost as if it's an industrial film about processing emeralds by jeweler babes. But the camera isn't ALL business. There are quite a few long, lingering shots of the jeweler babe's lovely butts spilling out of their thonglike chastity belts.
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There are a lot of shots like this to let viewers know just how strictly those chastity belts enclose the soft, yielding flesh of the jeweler babes' nubile bodies. Because that's what emerald processing is all about!


As the jewelers work in their windowless prison, they're guarded by a slew of fully clothed, heavily armed thugs carrying automatic weapons from the 1990s. At first I thought this was an anachronism, as these movies are set far enough in the future that interstellar flight is commonplace. But early in Fatal Conflict there's a shot of the Argos Women's Prison Colony where Wuhrer spends some time, and the date of the movie is 2029.

So, apparently, the filmmaker thinks that we'll be colonizing other planets in the next 30 years (Fatal Conflict was released in 2000) and that the very first thing we'll do when we get there is build women's prisons in outer space. I leave it to you to decide which is more unlikely.
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Women's prisons are apparently the first thing we will build when we colonize other planets. Makes perfect sense to me -- I just didn't think it would make sense to anyone ELSE. Spooky.


The thugs never say anything, just stand around with their M-16s and ogle the jeweler babes. Because the jeweler babes are gagged, they never say anything, either.

In both movies, the scenes in the emerald plant are intercut with plot-intensive scenes of the break-ins and of the villains doing dastardly deeds, people yelling at each other, hitting each other, running from one place to another and doing all the other things people in B-level science fiction movies do. The prosaic nature of the plotline scenes contrasts strongly with the jeweler babe scenes with their images of half-naked women in fetish attire silently and calmly going about their manufacturing business guarded by heavily armed thugs.

It's as if pieces of a fetish dream had somehow fallen into these movies and lodged there, interrupting their flow and draining the plotline scenes of all meaning with their dreamlike, hypnotic power.
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#Life could be a dream, sh-boom, sh-boom...#


Or to put it another, perhaps more accurate way, the jeweler babe scenes in both movies are like clips from another, much better movie that were lifted and dropped into Fatal Conflict and Sleeping Dogs. But we know that the scenes originate with Sleeping Dogs because the jewel thief in Sleeping Dogs (played by Scott McNeill) actually interacts with the jeweler babes. He hooks up with one of them during the course of his heist, which coincides with a police raid. (Sleeping Dogs' plot is in fact lousy with coincidences, but at least it's intelligible, which is more than you can say of Fatal Conflicts' plotline). He also engages in a shootout in the middle of the emerald processing room, sending the jeweler babes mmmphing and diving for cover. He eventually uses some sophisticated electronic doohickeys to free the jeweler babes of their branks, collars and chastity belts during his escape, sending them running frantically for freedom, safety or whatever in a massive episode of feminine jigglery.
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Five jewelry babes strain their soft flesh against the harsh thongs as they labor at emerald processing.

In Sleeping Dogs we also learn that the jeweler babes are slaves. Heather Hanson, who plays the jewelry slavegirl babe who hooks up with the jewel thief, tells him so after he frees her of her gag. She says she was sold to Howell to pay off a gambling debt-nice bit of background that only adds to the fetish quality of the scenes.

The costuming on the jewelry babes is just brilliant in respect to visually identifying the workers as slaves. Fatal Impact and Sleeping Dogs are one of just three mainstream movies and/or TV shows to use gags to symbolize slavery (I'm counting Fatal Impact and Sleeping Dogs as only one film because they both use the same clips to such a great extent, though they are not identical.)

I have no idea WHY this aspect of slavegirl imagery (i.e., using gags) has only occurred to science fiction writer/directors -- it's such a powerful, dramatic form of imagery that you'd think mainstream filmmakers and TV producers would have been all over it since the dawn of time.

The effect of the gag/collar, combined with the chastity belts and crop-top T-shirts is to make the viewer aware that these women are particularly abject slaves -- they must do what they are told and wear -- or not wear -- what they are told. They are not equivalent to workers at a modern factory, even if they're doing the same sort of things you'd expect to see at a modern emerald processing facility.
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Careful examination of the chastity belt in the foreground shows that the front gaps a lot -- plenty of room for a nimble slavegirl to slip a hand in there and shove emeralds up her pussy. There has to be a built-in plug to prevent that. Two of them, in fact. I mean, I don't know for sure, there are no scenes showing the interior of the chastity belts or branks, but there just HAVE to be built-in plugs ... SOB! ... there just HAVE to be!


What's more, what they're wearing are particularly INVASIVE garments. A proper brank has a built-in plug gag to stifle speech, and it's hard to see how a brank designed to prevent emeralds from being slipped into the mouth could possibly work unless it had a built-in plug, and quite a large one at that.

Same with the chastity belt -- unless it featured a large plug for EACH of the orifices it conceals, it would be WORSE than no chastity belt at all, as it would simply serve to hide the act of slipping the gems up the old wazoo.

Back to the movies. In Fatal Conflict, Wuhrer never appears in any scene with a jeweler babe or in the jewelry processing room. Instead she appears in a surveillance room that is supposedly next to the jeweler babe room just as the thugs are ordered to put their antique rifles in the gun ports and kill all the jeweler babes. Before they can, Wuhrer hoses the lot of them down with her antique machine gun and they all die. Then Wuhrer cries "run for it gals!" and the jeweler babes do their running and mmmphing act again, which is to say the clips from Sleeping Dogs are used again.

[image: ]

Is a leather coverall with lots of zippers and pockets the uniform of the Geek Girl of the Future? Kari Wuhrer joins the fashon trend inspired by Eva Savealot of TV commercial fame and Yves of the Lone Gunmen. (Boy, these references are so time-limited I can already feel them becoming obscure...)


Now as to which set of clips is better, I tend to go for Fatal Conflict over Sleeping Dogs because Fatal Conflict does a lot more butt ogling and ogling in general of its jeweler babes. But Sleeping Dogs has a lot more scenes of scantily clad babes running for cover and mmmphing. Fatal Conflict also has more jeweler babes-in Sleeping Dogs you never see more than eight jeweler babes in a single frame, whereas Fatal Conflict has some frames that show a dozen jeweler babes at their naked bondage work. All in all, I'd give the edge to Fatal Conflict, especially considering the extra added women's prison of the future branding scenes.

The way the extra Fatal Conflict scenes work out is, after infiltrating the villain's emerald plant, Wuhrer is assigned to infiltrate the villain's spaceship. For some reason they decide that the best way to do that is have her sneak into a women's prison, break out and hook up with the villain in her guise as an escaped con (because y'know all criminals trust other criminals-it's the criminal thing to do!)
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You know your butt is not your own when it's branded in the women's prison of the future in outer space. And KUDOES for thinking to brand the babes on the butt and not some stupid place like the arm or shoulder. And what the hell did these gals do to wind up caged in outer space, anyway? Doesn't sound like a shoplifting charge ...


So off to the women's prison they go, a futuristic sort of place on another planet where the prisoners' primary activity is crawling through dirty tunnels on their hands and knees and pulling rocks around with their bare hands. But first they have to be branded, a relatively painless procedure in the prison of the future which involves pulling up the flimsy cotton dresses that barely cover their butts and allowing the guard to brand them with a laser doohickey. We are also treated to many scenes of the brands being inspected.
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After the brand is made, it's inspected by the sort of woman who doesn't mind spending her entire day looking at other women's butts up close. Not just once, but several times. The film makes sure you know about this by giving you a closeup of the antique clipboard used by the guard to keep a record of her inspections, which shows that the gals get checked at LEAST half a dozen times a day. Tasty ...


Immediately after being branded, the prisoner babes (all of them are young, attractive women of course) have to climb a ladder. And the camera is right there to look up their dresses as they do so. Very shortly thereafter, Kari makes contact with other agents planted inside the prison and escapes.
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Well, it COULD be a coincidence that the camera shows the panties of a woman climbing a ladder several times in the movie. Also, what about that coincidental thing with apples falling from trees and gravity?


To answer some questions that Kari Wuhrer fans have:

	No, we do not get to see Kari being branded. 
	No, we do not get to see Kari climb the ladder. 
	No, Kari never wears the chastity belt and brank outfit worn by the jeweler babes earlier in the film. 


We do get to hear Kari make a reference to being branded and we do get to see her crawling through tunnels in her short cotton dress on her hands and knees, so it's not a total wash. Still, I imagine Kari Wuhrer fans who remember her from MTV and Sliders were hoping for more.

I will say that Wuhrer does all she can with her role, bringing a lot of intensity and feistiness to her character, but after the prison scene it's all basically a bunch of nattering around on a spaceship with some hapless, semi-innocent space pilot guy she hooks up with. Same with Sleeping Dogs-- after the jewel heist, the thief and the slave girl hide out from the coincidental police raid in a crate which, coincidentally, is stowed on board the very same craft the bad guys are imprisoned in cold sleep in after being caught. When a meteor coincidentally hits the ship it coincidentally frees C. Thomas Howell from cold sleep and he unfreezes the other bad guys and they coincidentally-on-purpose take over the ship.

What you wind up with in both movies is a good guy and a good gal running around on a spaceship controlled by bad guys, arguing and hiding and hitting and shooting a lot. C. Thomas Howell plans to do something terrible to a space colony with his ship, Rossi plans to do something terrible to Los Angeles with his ship. They must be stopped no matter how much arguing and running and hiding and hitting and shooting it takes! So, if lots of images of people running down corridors and crawling through vents and arguing and so forth are your cup of tea, these are your movies.

If you're more like me, you'll find them incredibly dull. The powerful, dreamlike images of the jeweler babes in bondage are much more arresting than anything in either movie, so it's easy to tell what went wrong-they made the wrong movie!

The movie they SHOULD have made is the one that was clearly in Hyde's heart when the jeweler babe scenes were conceived and filmed ... A movie about jeweler babe slavegirls and their brave struggle for freedom from their cruel masters. Because, let's face it, you don't establish a jewelry finishing operation staffed entirely by beautiful, shapely young slavegirls and then make them polish nothing more than your emeralds.

Now in my version of the movies, coincidentally entitled Sleeping Conflict, these poor slavegirls, after the end of their shift, are forced to eat gruel from bowls on the floor, naked but for their chastity belts, with their hands cuffed behind their backs.
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"Hey, I caught these two having sex with guards. What'll their punishment be? The usual? More sex with guards?"


After dinner, the branks go back on and it's time to entertain the guards. The guards specify the kind of entertainment they want by using their remote controls to either release the brank or the chastity belt. The still naked and cuffed jeweler babes are then forced to serve their cruel masters with whatever body part isn't locked tight, and whether or not they are uncuffed or ungagged while doing so is strictly up to the guards, who are big on security if you know what I mean.

Furthermore, the jewelry slaves frequently are stopped wherever they are and given on-the-spot body cavity searches by the guards, in full view of whoever happens by.

And we make sure the viewers know that the gags the babes are wearing have built-in wadding that fills their mouths, and that their chastity belts have built-in plugs that ensure that no emeralds have room to get inside any body cavities.

The plot is a Great Escape sort of story, with the jewelry babes plotting a mass escape from their cruel masters. We see the clever subterfuges they adopt so that they can communicate, and the sly ruses they use to effect their escape. We see their courage and resourcefulness in the face of extreme male domination, and we know just how bad it is because we've seen it in complete detail and graphically. When the jewelry babes escape and the villains get hosed with antique machine gun fire, it's so much more meaningful than being coincidentally rescued by Wuhrer or MacNeill, because we saw all that they went through in order to escape.

The fact that this presents us with a movie whose female leads spend almost the entire film wearing chastity belts and gags when they aren't having sex is, um, a coincidence.

In conclusion, I urge producer Simandl to film the good film, the one that had imagery that was arresting enough to open both Sleeping Dogs and Fatal Conflict. Film the fantasy, not its rationale.
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Lloyd Simandl now produces movies featuring lots of lesbian bondage and dominance action via a website called Boundheat. Here's a vidcap from the Boundheat Sword and Sandal movie Caligula's Spawn Part I.  Somebody FINALLY took my advice -- whether they knew it or not! 
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"Hey, this thing really does make your tits look bigger!"


Chapter 19



Roman Scandals of 1933
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Boy, they had it good back in the old days, back before we had this curious combination of sexual awareness and sexual prudishness that we have nowadays.

In the old days, if you were sexually prudish, you weren't sexually aware. And if you were sexually aware, you weren't prudish. Which meant that if you were a filmmaker and you weren't TOO stinkin' obvious about it, you could get away with a hell of a lot. And filmmakers did.

Take the 1933 film Roman Scandals which slid just under the institution of the notorious Hayes Code in 1934. Roman Scandals is basically a sex fantasy about slavery in ancient Rome. Although the fantasy is focused mainly on the sex, there are some great little bondage scenes, including the undoubted highlight of the film, a dance set-piece whose central prop is a what appears to be a gigantic three-layer cake decorated with chained naked slavegirls (all the slavegirls who are naked coincidentally have ankle-length tresses that conceal their naughty bits but still leave plenty of curvy bits exposed).
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Naughty bits, no! Curvy bits, yes! Long tresses make nudity palatable in 1933.


Dancing girls perform on the floor around it the slavegirl-bedecked cake, a slavegirl is stripped of her tunic, much to her delight, and the same slavegirl performs a dance of submission atop the "cake" for a brutish type (who subsequently hurls her to her doom).
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These women are wearing clothes, but there's no doubt about the bodaciousness of their bods. Those pre-Hayes Code moviemakers certainly knew how to drape a womanly figure. And they aren't even slavegirls! The slavegirls are often seen naked. Hot stuff for 1933!


Most notably, Roman Scandals features a long, ogling shot of each and every slavegirl chained to the cake. This wasn't the blink-and-you-miss-it school of DiD scenes, this was a long, lascivious gander at bodacious slavegirls in chains. First you get to see their faces...
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I'm pretty sure the bondage babe at far left is none other than Lucille Ball. She's got some 'splaining to do!


...then you get to see their bods. In long, slow, lewd-o-vision... naked and chained slavegirls ... great slavegirl imagery, long before the dark curtain of the Hayes Code desceneded on American cinema.
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When Roman Scandals isn't extolling the virtues of bodacious slavegirls, nipple jewelry(!) and bondage, it's a comedy starring Eddie Cantor, about a wistful young boy-man from Oklahoma who fantasizes his way into ancient Rome, where he almost immediately comes within a hair of getting killed and is enslaved instead. (Funky fantasy, eh?)
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All right, it's not like her nipples are PIERCED or anything, but that jewelry is definitely hanging off her breasts right where her nipples go. It's nipple jewlery, all righty. Who'd a thunk it, in 1933?


There's a plot to kill the emperor by his wife, and Cantor is soon embroiled in it. The story is formulaic and sappy by modern standards, and the score is intrusive, loud and not particularly fun to listen to. It's that peppy big band music that has a certain relentless effervescence to it. Kind of a happy death march -- "You VILL laugh, you swine!"

Cantor appears in blackface during the film, demonstrating that even with Tom Green and Carrothead, classic cinema can give us a run for the money in terms of tastelessness. All in all, it's not a film I enjoyed watching, except as a historical artifact demonstrating how hot American culture was running before the bluenoses took over and ruined things for everybody.
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For those who think the present is the bottom of the heap in terms of tastelessness, we have one word for you -- blackface.


While presenting what appears to be a lightweight fantasy bagatelle the filmmakers were able to indulge in extravagant slavegirl bondage fantasies. Ma and Pa Kettle might not have known exactly WHY they thought Roman Scandals was so much fun ("That Eddie Cantor, what a card!") and maybe the slavegirls were a little scantily clad, but after all, that was the way things were in the ancient world. Look at all those nekkid statues they kept carving all the time!
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Also appearing in chains were (left) the emperor's favorite slavegirl, singing as she's cuffed, and this cutie chained to a chariot.

Meanwhile choreographer Busby Berkley, writer George S. Kaufman (and about half a dozen others) and director Frank Tuttle are just rocking out in a gleeful, fetishistic frenzy. You sense sexually sophisticated, intelligent minds at play here, pushing the envelope on what could go under the radar of America's bluenoses at the time.
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A slavegirl vamps coquettishly when rowdies strip her of her top, them performs a lascivious dance for her cruel master, collapsing at his feet in a pile of sinuous curves. No, you never see her breasts. This IS 1933, nipple jewelry or no.

Tuttle and his pals were in part beneficiaries of the fact that color technology didn't exist at the time. Flesh just isn't as obvious or as shocking in black and white. Could you imagine the bondage birthday cake/slavegirl dance scene flying under the bluenoses' radar if the flesh on all those slavegirls had actually looked like ... flesh?
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Image of naked slavegirls from (left to right): Spartacus, an unknown Skinamax film, and Caged Hearts. Compare to the black and white slavegirls on the birthday cake. Somehow, I don't think you could get away with the same imagery in color.

And awareness of bondage as a sexual fetish was undoubtedly also much lower at the time, if it existed at all in the mainstream. Combined with the ready-made opportunities for bondage scenes that the slaveholding Roman society presented, it's no surprise that Roman Scandals was such a bondage-fest. Like the Bible movies that King Vidor made, it was just too good an opportunity to pass up.
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The bondage babe layer cake, with dancing slavegirls in front. How could you miss an opportunity like this?

Chapter 20


Jupiter's Darling
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Left to right: 1) What can possibly be the basis for captive Amytis' attraction to the conqueror Hannibal? We have NO idea! But Amytis certainly has her eye on him ... or at least some portion of him. 2) Amytis chained in a tent, feeling kinda LOOOOOWWWWW. 3) Amytis hung suspended over the walls of Rome. 4) Marge Champion, chained at wrists and ankles, perches on the post she's chained to.

Cheyenne is a Gorean Western. Son of Sinbad is a Gorean Arabian Nights epic. And perhaps the most Gorean of the sword and sandal epics of the pre-1970s era was Jupiter's Darling.

In the movie, Howard Keel plays Hannibal the Conqueror, invading Italy through the Alps and giving the Roman armies a good trouncing in the process. His enemy, the Roman emperor Fabius Maximus (not to be confused with the lead character in Gladiator, and no relation to Awesomest Maximus, who was Trojan) was one of those rare decent, easygoing emperors, who's also a bit weak unfortunately. Emperor Fabius Maximus' fiance, Amytis, played by Esther Williams, is not so weak -- in fact she's a firebrand. (Note: this is one of Esther's relatively non-swimming roles -- there are a couple of swim scenes, but they're side notes, not the meat of the story.)

As Hannibal's armies advance on Rome, Maximus' mind is mostly on planning his wedding to Amytis. Amytis is not so weak, but she's also not so bright. She understands the danger that Hannibal represents, and conceives a plan to sneak outside the walls of Rome and spy on Hannibal, thus gaining valuable information about Hannibal's plans that you have to figure are obtainable in no other way, and also possibly getting plenty of bondage and rough sex in the course of it.

(Maximus, as portrayed by Sanders, is a very soft man, if you get my drift -- Amytis' sortie seems as much like a desperate attempt to get laid while she still can as it is an act of patriotism.)

Well, Amytis' lurking and skulking skills being what they are, she's very quickly captured by Hannibal's men. They strip her naked, tie her to a post in a tent, gag her and gangbang her. (OK, this doesn't really happen, but hey, we can dream, can't we?) She does wind up in Hannibal's tent, and on the verge of being condemned to slavery, she tells Hannibal that if he spares her, she'll show him a secret location where he can overlook the city so he will know it is not worth capturing. (Unh-hunh.)

Hannibal goes for it, heading out for the city at night with Esther. While wandering around the walls of Rome at night, they bond, but not in the fun way. They kiss, and in Hannibals' blazing eyes Amytis sees her conquest, and in Amytis' liquid pools of desire Hannibal sees a whole lotta shakin' goin' on. It's love, alrighty, fifties style, which means nothing more sexy than a kiss and an embrace occurs -- onscreen.

Their tryst is interrupted by Roman soldiers who have sortied beyond the walls at night because, well, that's the sort of thing you do when you're beseiged. You sortie, you fold, you spindle, you mutilate.

Hannibal is furious, thinking that Amytis has deliberately led him into a trap. He binds and gags Amytis, fights off a few Roman soldiers, tosses Amytis into his chariot and makes a mad dash through the Roman lines to get back to his encampment.

Hannibal is so mad when he gets back to his camp (for one thing, the Romans set fire to his chariot, forcing him to drive it through some really scummy water) that he throws Amytis' bound form out of the chariot as soon as he comes to a stop, sending her rolling helplessly in the dust, then tells his men to "Kill that woman!"

This sets up the most powerfully Gorean scene in the movie. Amytis' personal slave Vera (Marge Champion) removes Amytis' gag, and Amytis, who really has the hots for Hannibal, despite having being treated like a sack of potatoes, follows Hannibal into his tent. There, her hands still tied behind her back, she has a lengthy scene in which she tries to persuade Hannibal that she didn't know there were Roman soldiers out there and she would NEVER have led her people's chief enemy into a trap.

The persuasion turns into seduction halfway through, and we have some pretty steamy (by fifties standards, anyway) interplay between Hannibal and Amytis with her hands still bound behind her back. Eventually he cuts her bonds, but the scene ends with Hannibal placing the knife at her throat and saying, "You're going to die." Instead of cutting her throat, Hannibal kisses her, her throat still at knifepoint, and she returns his kiss ardently. Yeah, we're talking bondage and edgeplay in a fifties film.
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Left to right: 1) In a musical number in which Howard Keel, who plays Hannibal, sings that "I will always be the master!" there are some very strong maledom/femsub poses, with Esther constantly placing her arms behind her back and exposing her neck to Keel as he sings. Another point: some female fans have complained that captors in DiD scenes are rarely good-looking. Well, ladies, we think you'll be REAL happy with Howard Keel's looks. 2) Amytis offer her throat to Hannibal's knife and her lips to him in general. Pretty "edgy" for the fifties.

This being the fifties, the scene ends with the kiss, but the next morning Hannibal fetches Amytis from her tent, and they're both all smiles and have that little strut to their walk characteristic of people who haven't had any good sex in a long time, who have just had their brains fucked out.

Later, Hannibal finds out that Amytis is the fiance of the Maximus, which leads him to suspect that she's been fucking him in more ways than one. Amytis winds up chained to a post in a slave holding tent full of chains, along with her Vera. They're both pretty glum. That's about all the bondage to be seen in the film.

Well, things happen plotwise from there on in, including a Marge and Gower Champion dance with elephants where Gower infuriates Marge (i.e., Vera) by estimating her slave price at a tenth what she thinks she is worth, and which includes an elephant-butt-waggling scene that's wrong, all wrong, in so many, many ways.

One more nice Gorean touch -- Hannibal lifts his seige of Rome in return for Maximus' delivering his fiance Amytis to him. Maximus, of course, complies. Amytis is hoisted over the walls or Rome in a sling to Hannibal, who now realizes there's more to life than killing Romans and herding elephants. This is, of course, strongly reminiscent of the scenes where Gorean masters pay incredibly exorbitant prices for their beloved slavegirls whom they have earlier treated in ways that would make you think they considered said slavegirls nearly worthless, much to the delight of said slavegirls.

Adding even more to the Gorean nature of this scene, Hannibal halts the transfer while Amytis is still suspended in mid-air, saying he can't accept Amytis for Rome's safety unless she comes willingly, forcing Amytis to declare publicly that she is willingly becoming Hannibal's captive while tied and suspended in midair. OK, granted, it's not quite the same thing as forcing a slavegirl to publicly declare her slave needs and beg to have them satisfied, but it's still pretty darned good, and very much true to form for Gor novels.

The captor/captive romance is at the heart of the story in Jupiter's Darling putting it squarely in Gorean turf, and there are plenty of verbal references to chaining, binding, gagging and such. Sadly, the powerhouse song, "If this is slavery, I don't want to be free!" is sung by Gower Champion (a guy).

Manly men, womanly women, slavegirls, chains, captive/captor romances, an exotic locale and a primitive culture all add up to a Gorean film of the first water. As it should. The sword-and-sandal flicks of the fifties and sixties probably inspired Norman when he wrote the Gor novels. So seeing Gorean elements in them is no big surprise. Even if they didn't directly inspire Norman, both Norman and the creators of Jupiter's Darling were drawing from the same well so to speak, so it's not surprising they came up with similar results.
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Esther Williams is one hot damsel in distress.

Jupiter's Darling, like Son of Sinbad, is a film that just begs to be updated with some great bondage imagery and some strong sexual content. Of course, it can't be remade as it was for several reasons.

First and foremost, there's budgetary considerations. Jupiter's Darling was one of a string of big-budget musicals that drove MGM studios to the bring of bankruptcy along with the 1963 version of Cleopatra (covered in our Slavegirl Imagery chapter) and the third was the nearly useless Arabian Nights musical Kismet. The sets, costuming and extras for Jupiter's Darling cost plenty, and it's all up there on the screen. And don't forget the elephants. They're up there, too, poor things, and even if they were former circus elephants lured by the bright lights of Hollywood, you can bet they cost plenty.

Second, there's changing times. Jupiter's Darling had strong maledom/femsub/bondage/slavegirl themes that slid under the radar back in the 50s, when there was no feminist movement to be infuriated by it. Frankly, it's still under the radar -- I'm the only one who has seen it as such, and I'd be prone to doubt my conclusions, except that it's so frickin' OBVIOUS that I feel confident in sailing against the wind here.

Nowadays you have to deal with these themes more directly because audiences would be right on top of them. So you either have to make a camp parody of the original that plays with the hidden sexuality of the movie, like Psycho Beach Party played with the sexual themes of the old beach musicals, or you have to update the film, making clear the nature of the attraction between Hannibal the Conqueror and the Roman wench bound and gagged in the back of his chariot.

The spate of low-budget sword and sandal films made in the 80s show what a Jupiter's Darling remake could be like if it's done carelessly. Films like Warlords managed to reduce the Arabian Nights fantasy movie to a bunch of idjits running around in the desert with a few tarted-up hotties in bellydancing costumes shaking their moneymakers in a tent. And films like Amazon Warrior reduced the sword-and-sandal genre to a bunch of idjits running around the desert with a few tarted-up hotties in barbaric rags shaking their moneymakers by the fire.

In short, filmmakers of the 80s attempted to substitute a little nudity and softcore sex for EVERYTHING ELSE THAT MADE THE SWORD AND SANDAL FANTASY FUN! Only films that had minimally well-made plots and delivered on the sex, nudity, bondage, fighting, adventure and barbarism like Barbarian Queen and Deathstalker were successsful, even if they didn't have anything LIKE the budget of Jupiter's Darling.

As Barbarian Queen, Deathstalker and a few others demonstrate, slavegirls who bring a little bondage, nudity and softcore sex can add a LOT to a sword and sandal film, so much that it can make audiences forgive the low budgetiness of the productions in other respects, so long as there's some halfway decent fighting and a plot that doesn't drag. Each was made for a fraction of the budget of Jupiter's Darling, and each now has a small cult following -- which cannot be said of Jupiter's Darling.

But that's not the end of the tale, because it has been demonstrated quite convincingly that it's possible to do an excellent job of recreating the sword and sandal genre in a way that's entertaining even without nudity and/or softcore sex, and on a very limited budget. Anybody who's seen the television series Hercules and Xena: Warrior Princess (especially Xena) will know EXACTLY what I'm talking about.

Xena: Warrior Princess used good costume and set design as well as good scriptwriting and acting to make their stories compelling and believable. Where the story involved mythological creatures or skylines of ancient cities they used inexpensive CGI artwork or matte paintings. (The CGI monsters in the first season of Hercules were done on an Amiga Video Toaster, to give you some idea.) But most scenes were set in villages, camps and hovels and so didn't require expensive sets.

A large part of the appeal of Xena and Hercules was to create costumes that made their wearers look sexy to modern viewers, the most striking case in point being the black leather dominatrix bodice with matching leather skirt that Lucy Lawless wore in Xena. Instead of going with rags because they were cheap (as Roger Corman did) or with flowing robes because they looked Roman, as a lot of 50s films did, the creators of Hercules and Xena went with SEXY -- and boy, did it work. What's more, it doesn't cost a hell of a lot more to create a sexy ancient costume for a heroine or damsel than it does to dress her in furry rags.

And of course, Xena and to a lesser extent Hercules were quite productive of bondage scenes -- Xena had some of the edgiest, most stringent bondage scenes on television during its tenure, as well as bringing the sexy with their costuming.

In addition, the film Gladiator has demonstrated that there's still a large, appreciative audience for sword and sandal flicks.

No filmmaker as yet has drawn the obvious conclusion here, so I'll just point it out, if only for the pale pleasure of being able to tell somebody who isn't listening "I told you so" someday.

IF


sword and sandal films with B movie budgets such as Barbarian Queen and Deathstalker  can succeed almost entirely on the strength of their fighting and sexy slavegirl/Damsel in Distress T&A


AND


the TV series Xena and Hercules have convincingly demonstrated that it's perfectly possible to create good sword and sandal films on a limited budget


AND


the film Gladiator demonstrated that there's a modern audience for good sword and sandal flicks


THEN


it is possible to create a good sword and sandal flick on a limited budget,


AND


if it includes sexy slavegirl/damsel in distress imagery and good fighting


THEN


it will be a MONSTER HIT OF A B-MOVIE SUCCESS!


CAN'T. FRICKING. LOSE!


Hear me, risk-aversive Hollywood types?


CAN'T! FRICKING! LOSE!


I know I'm shouting.


But really, I think that a sexy, naked, bondage-y slavegirly B-grade remake or ripoff or whatever of Jupiter's Darling ... JUST. MIGHT. WORK! Might wanna ditch the singing though. And the elephant dancing. I pride myself on being open-minded, but there are some things elephants simply should not be forced to do. And ... no reason it can't be done on budget, people. We have CGI now.

(Update: the Spartacus series on the Starz premium cable network (see my writeup on the series in the Slavegirl Images section) demonstrates that SOMEBODY has gotten it ... though the influence of sweaty naked guys in Starz's Spartacus is a little too pronounced for my tastes. At least they have SOME slinky naked slavegirls.)


Chapter 21


Legend Of The Seeker
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Strappy bondage, heaving bosom, extra damsels in distress chained arms over head in the background 


-- Legend of the Seeker kicks ass!

The first sword and sorcery project to actually make an appearance on the small screen in recent years (since the cancellation of Hercules and Xena: Warrior Princess) was the television series Legend of the Seeker. After a rocky start -- no bondage in the first several episodes, the series has exploded with slavegirl bondage scenes, going four out of four with more in the offing. Furthermore, there's plenty of variety in the slavegirl imagery.

Let me go over the scenes as they occur:
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Here's a scene from the "Revenant" episode, with the female lead tied hands behind because she's been possessed by an evil spirit. Lasts several minutes but mostly we just see her with her hands behind her back. Note the robe. It's not as shapeless and body-concealing as it appears to be in this image, but it's still fairly shapeless. 
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Immediately after the "Revenant" episode we have the "Hartland" episode, with a slavegirl in distress chained hand and foot to a rock, awaiting death by some sort of monster. There are shots of her from several different angles, including a couple of nice heaving bosom shots. Definitely moving in the right direction, though the clothes remain unattractive, along with the green lighting.
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Now we come to the best of the bunch so far, the "Conversion" episode. That's the episode featured at the top of the page. Here's another shot showing just how extensive the strappy bondage is. This is a very long scene with plenty of shots from several angles, including several heaving bosom shots. She's tortured with pins inserted into her body voodoo doll style, but it's not messy if you know what I mean. Kind of like acupuncure with really big pins. The damsel's garment is kind of dowdy, but least it allows for plenty of heaving-bosom action ... which the director took full advantage of!
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There are a couple of nice reaction shots of the two slavegirls in distress in the wings in the background. The episode also opens with a damsel in distress strapped up like the female lead, but I didn't include it because it was brief and not all that much compared to this scene. Once again, dowdy garments and this time, no bosom-heaving action. Tsk, tsk. I guess it's Bridesmaid Effect (secondary slavegirls can't look as good or be as sexy as the primary slavegirl.)
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Here's a promo photo for next week's spisode, showing a guy in a medieval hockey mask holding the chain of a collared woman. Clearly, the damsel is supposed to be somebody's mom, but at least the collar is convincingly tight (kinda rare in mainstream productions). The collar makes for very powerful slavegirl imagery, which is unfortunately countered by the ungirlishness of the slavegirl, and the not at all skimpy clothing she wears.


[image: ]

Here's a scene from an upcoming episode of Legend of the Seeker (episode unknown) featuring a half naked blonde suspended arms overhead. It looks like they finally got the skimpy costume memo!
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I'm not into leather dominatrixes, but damn, if there was ever a leather dominatrix outfit, this is it -- belongs to a recurring character named Deena. The leather ensemble goes all the way down to her ankles. Legend of the Seeker is definitely working the bondage from every direction, but it's clear that whoever designed that female leather dominatrix was working at top level and from the heart. The slavegirl/damsel in distress clothing? Not so much ...


As you can see, Legend of the Seeker was EXTREMELY productive of slavegirl bondage imagery, and in only its first season. I did not keep track of it in Season 2 because I just didn't find it all that exciting and interesting. It appears that Season 3 has been cancelled, though some fans are rallying to brng the show back. However, I will say that on the evidence, the fans of female dominatrixes are the ones who are really gonna be disappointed here.

Chapter 22


Circle of Iron

Stupid has a new favorite shape
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Pink, such a feminine color for a crucifixion. But very nice slave silks, I think we can all agree.

Sometimes a movie comes along that gifts you with so much stupid that you don’t know what to do with it all. If I were to snark on every last bit of slack jawed crapitude that this film contains, I'd have to publish a book, not a review.

Therefore, my review will be brief, hitting only on the most egregiously awful bits of stupidity in Circle of Iron. It’s a matter of priorities -- I don’t want to grow old and die trying to get this review written.

Circle of Iron is the story of Cord, of a New Agey surfer dude who wanders “a land that never was, and yet always is,” and which looks an awful like post-apocalyptic southern California but is actually Israel.

You can tell that Surfer Dude (aka “Cord”) is the hero because he wears the uniform of sword and sandal film heroes -- diapers. In his case, leather diapers. And given that Cord spends a lot of his time running around in the desert in his leather diapers, you have to figure he gets real itchy, but hey, it’s his groin.

I mention this only because it might explain the slightly deranged grin he wears throughout much of the movie -- he's not happy, he's trying not to think about the itching. We've all been there, man.
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Cord tries desperately not to think about the itching.


Cord is on a quest for a man, probably Elvis, but they call him Zetan, and a book, called The Book (apparently, literacy has declined to the point where everyone is the sort of person you don't give a book to because they've already got one).

To find Zetan and The Book, Cord must wander the land and face trials which mostly involve him beating the snot out of people after they've tried to beat the snot out of him.

But an important element of Zen artsy-fartsiness is added to the film when Cord hooks up with the Blind Man -- David Carradine doing a reprise of his role as Kane in the TV series Kung Fu, only this time he squints real hard like his eyes are closed whenever the camera moves in for a close up so you know he can't see, except he moves and acts exactly like a person who CAN see, but that's just part of his mystical Zen powers created by all the fatuous Zen nonsense he spouts at every opportunity.
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Kane -- er, the Blind Man, relaxes with his giant flute as he prepares to spout mystical nonsense.


For example: "If you tie two birds together they cannot fly, even though they have four wings." And "Up is down and sideways is straight."

I guess the reason so many guys who spout stuff like this take up martial arts is so they won't get beaten up so often for saying such lard-brained nonsense. Just a theory, mind you.

So now we have Cord the hippie-dippie seeker hanging with Kane, er, the Blind Man. This takes the zen artsy-fartsyness levels to new heights, so dizzying that mere mortals may be forgiven if they experience nausea -- lots and lots of nausea, in fact.

Perhaps the most powerful example of the film's Zen stupidity is linked to the film's single bondage scene. One of the challenges that Cord must face is a battle with Changsha, leader of a band of people who apparently travel around putting on hippie-dippie kinda Renfairs & you know, jugglers, dancers, rats on a stick kinda stuff, only everyone dresses like hippies and of course all the slavegirls look like belly dancers.
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Renfair slavegirls groove as Changsha battles it out with a martial arts guy.

Changsha aggressively pimps out his wives to Cord, who explains he's not interested because he's taken a vow of celibacy, and besides, he's way too mellow and cool to be bangin' on other dudes' wives, even if the dude in question is pimpin' out his wife in terms that are pretty close to the classic, "Hey mister, would you like to fuck my sister?" approach.

And so ...

Wait a minute, we have to go back a bit to Naked Eli Wallach in a Barrel of Oil. No, I'm not kidding, there's a long scene with a man who's been living in a barrel of oil in the desert for ten years, and the guy is played by Naked Eli Wallach (fortunately, the barrel covers everything below his shoulders).

So, Wallach is in the barrel of oil not just because it feels good, but because he is hoping it will eventually dissolve his penis off since he's too chicken-hearted to cut it off (wimp).
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"Nope, looks like I still got one."


"Yeah, but I bet you're not all itchy down there."

Wallach explains to Cord that he used to be a fairly successful mystic -- damn near found Nirvana, but then he took that bad left turn at Albuquerque -- but his penis kept him from being entirely free of the flesh and so forth, so he decided to dissolve it off.

When Cord reveals that he himself has made a vow of chastity, Wallach gets very excited and insistently invites Cord to join him in his barrel of oil. In fact, he's so insistent that you get the feeling that he's not likely to remain chaste very long with Cord in the barrel with him. Cord must have tumbled to this, because he laughs at the guy and heads into the desert. Clearly, Cord's not a total idiot.

Anyway, that sets up the whole vow of chastity thing.

And so that night Tara, Changsha's ninth wife, goes to visit Cord with sexual intentions on her mind. Cord, apparently having been under a vow of celibacy for quite a while, is easy pickin's for her -- she uses that line about how they can have much pleasure and still not go all the way. It's pretty much the same line women have used on guys a million times when they were the ones who didn't want to go all the way, only this time Tara really DOES want to go all the way, she's just figuring to get Cord all hot and bothered and see if that chastity vow thing holds.
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"Y'know, you're right ... my palm DOES feel more relaxed."


Works like a charm -- a little palm-sucking and he's hers. They do some massage, go to a hot tub and have a latte cappucino, and have sex in bed.

Next morning, Cord wakes up alone in bed. Ain't that always the way? A guy gives up his vow of chastity to a woman and as soon as he's a notch in her lipstick case, she's off to another conquest.

Well, actually Tara hasn't gone. Everybody ELSE in the hippie dippie Renfair has packed up and gone, but they left Tara behind, tied to a cross and feeling and looking very dead.
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"Hey guys ... guys ... I'm not really dead, I was just pretending! Now come get me down off this thing ... Dammit, I know you're out there ..."


Cord is upset by the sight of last night's true love hung up to dry, so to speak, and runs off into the desert, quite distraught.

But that's not the really creepy thing about this whole scenario. The really creepy thing occurs later in the film, when Cord has once again met up with Changsha.

Changsha figures Cord must be mighty pissed at him for crucifying his wife for a night of love that he himself had been encouraging them to engage in. But Cord says no, he is not.

"But did I not crucify her with these hands?" Changsha asks, holding up his hands.

In response Cord holds up HIS hands and say, "No, I did, with THESE hands."

Now, isn't that sweet -- the hero and a mentor are having a pissing match to determine who was responsible for the torture murder of the woman they both had been fucking. And when Cord claims responsibility for Tara's crucifixion, Changsha gets all happy and friendly. Mmm, male pair bonding over the body of a tortured and murdered woman. In a less Zen enlightened film, such behavior would be reserved for psychotic homosexual serial killers rather than the hero and a mentor.
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Good buddies -- not homosexual psychopaths at all -- share their enjoyment of crucifying women.

What's more, the sexism in this scene is bone deep. At no time are we given any idea what Tara's views might be on the whole crucifixion concept. My suspicion is that they might run along the lines of, "No! NO!! NOOOOOO!! Please, god no! AAAAAAH! Ouch! AAAAAAARGH! STOP IT! Oooch! Eeeeech! Ouch! PLEASE!! NOOOOOOOO! AAAAAAAAAGH!"

And the mystical Zen approach to the situation just adds an extra layer of creepiness. You're left uneasily wondering, "What the hell do these guys think they're doing?"
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Plenty of martials arts and martial arts posing in this film. Hippy dippy Renfair onlookers are optional.

There’s more stuff in Circle of Iron that I could be snarking on, but like I said, I don’t want to write a book about it. And I don’t need to. Point made, I think. The one thing I will say about it is that it thoroughly comes through on the martial arts action -- there’s plenty of fighting and posing and leaping about. Between that and the oh-so-snarkable mystic babble, it’s worth watching … once.
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On the left, we have Tara before crucifixion. On the right, she shows up after crucifixion, looking fine. I guess death isn't as unhealthy as is generally believed by the unenlightened.

Chapter 23


Sign of the Cross (1933)
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We can't say for sure it's a "first" but it might well be -- a naked slavegirl is chained to a pillar in the Coliseum where she's molested by a gorilla for the amusement of the crowd. We don't get to see the molestation, but there's no mistaking the intent here. So we're talking sexual bondage AND bestiality, all in a film purported to be religious in nature. That's um ... unexpected.


Our great grandparents, it turns out, were a fairly kinky bunch. As you can see from the vidcap above from the Cecil B. Demille Biblical epic Sign of the Cross, they were watching scenes of naked women publicly chained up and being molested by gorillas in 1933 (the year Sign of the Cross was released).
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Interesting bit here. The woman from Sign of the Cross is chained to a pillar with a leering face over her shoulder, and in a 1990s Skinamax film titled Call Girl a woman is tied naked to a pillar with a very similar leering face over her shoulder. Coincidence? Or Conspiracy???


While we have since gone on to outdo the films of the 1930s in terms of naked women publicly chained up, we've fallen far short in the gorilla molestation theme, almost certainly because we now regard bestiality as a lot worse than bondage.

Of course, a modern bestiality scene would be fairly explicit, and explicit is definitely what Sign of the Cross was not. The cap at the top of the page shows the absolute height of the action for this scene. Immediately after this image appears, we go to reaction shots of the crowd, to wit:
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"Gee, my wrist smells terrible!"


There must have been some sort of gorilla-sex meme going around in the 1930s because this is far from an isolated instance. In the same year as Sign of the Cross, King Kong was released. Prior to both, in 1931, we had Ingagi, which involved a young virgin sacrificed to a gorilla, and in 1937 we had -- I am not making this up -- Love Life of A Gorilla.

The "Bride of the Gorilla" scene (as I have heard it is described in some movie credits) is not the only bondage scene in this flick. There's another scene where the bondage is quite dramatic. A hot babe is chained in a suspended spreadeagle just above the ground for a group of alligators ... and this time, she's not on their dance card, she's on their menu.
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Absoutely great body on the gal in this scene. The garlands are just DeMille's way of getting around the strictures against nudity in American films, she's meant to be naked. Now, if only they'd spread her legs and arms wide apart here. Still, an incredible scene for the 1930s -- nude full suspension. Includes some very nice writhing. This is how you show a slavegirl.


You have to hand it to DeMille, the guy knew his cheese. Once again, you only see the alligators approaching the slavegirl, you don't see any chomping action at all. I personally prefer it that way, so this scene really works for me.

The bondage didn't even get all that much play in comments on the film, the thing that had tongues abuzz in those days was the scene where a wicked Roman lady feels up the virtuous Christian girl in the lead and smooches her lasciviously on the neck while she stands there all submissive and slavish. Lesbianism was a big no-no in those days, femdom/femsub lesbianism was so far off the radar that no one even noticed it. There's also a scene in which Claudette Colbert bathes in milk in which she's suprisingly naked. And there's a lot of other nakedness. And some fairly naked guys wrestling in the arena. And women in fur swimsuits swordfighting with midgets. (Really ... I am NOT making this up!)

The film was so far beyond the pale after the notorious Hayes Code was instituted in 1933 that they had to make substantial cuts (all the good stuff, essentially) and graft in some footage of bombers over Italy to make up for it when the film was re-released in 1944. Kudoes to Turner Classic Movies for running the original rather than the butchered 1944 version.

I caught this film on television early in April 2004. With the successs of Mel Gibson's Passion of the Christ the oldie channels, the networks and other cable providers may well be dusting off their old Christian epics.to see if they can piggyback on Gibson's success. As DeMille used this technique in other films, as did others to a lesser extent, might be some tasty stuff coming up soon. (Editor's note: haven't since seen any old Biblical epics to match Sign of the Cross come crawling out of the vaults.)
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"Izzat you, Sally?" It's been reported by several sources that burlesque stripper Sally Rand had an uncredited role as the gal being sacrificed to the alligators. It does look a lot like her... and that WOULD explain the killer bod on our sacrifice.

Chapter 24


The Amazons (1973)
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Now THIS is fighting slavegirls. Well, Amazons, wrassling it out to see who will be queen, after being anointed with the Holy Oil (no I am not kidding). Damn! This is how slavegirls should look, Amazons or not! By the way, the cinematography in this film is MUCH better than what you get in your average sword and sandal film. I'm thinking it's director, Terence Young, had a few more cinematic resources than most who practiced in this genre.

Often when you read about sword and sorcery movies you tend to get the impression that nothing happened in terms of sword and sandal/sword and sorcery movies between the peplum of the 1960s until the success of Conan the Barbarian kicked off the whole sword and sorcery revival in 1982. Untrue. Sword and sorcery films continued to be made right through the 1970s.


The 1970s is called by some "The Golden Age of U.S. Films." U.S. filmmakers, finally freed of the Hayes Code and the studio system, started churning out some amazingly creative and original works. And a lot of really weird stuff as well, such as The Amazons. Well, The Amazons isn't really all THAT weird, it's just a mixture of a peplum and a softcore porn film, made by Terence Young, the director of the first three James Bond films whom many believe Sean Connery used as a model for his characterization of Bond. (Young was the Real Thing, a tank commander who participated in Operation Market Garden in World War II, who was also witty, sophisticated and worldly).  And this was almost a decade after the Italians had stopped creating peplum, and before the genre of softcore porn films existed.
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Some very nice exotic sets in this movie. Here we have the queen's bedroom, featuing battle axe headboard, nipple lamp and exotic beast statue with mohawk.


The Amazons was part of the surge of nakedly improved genre films that popped up in the early to mid 1970s that were fairly successful in the drive-ins that still actually existed at that time. Such films as The Abductors, and Alice In Wonderland did a pretty good business proving that, at least until the novelty wore off, you could make money just adding nudity and sex to existing genres. Enough sword and sorcery films took this route, culminating but not ending in classic 1980s films like Deathstalker and Barbarian Queen that I feel justified in callling it a subgenre all its own, "big hair and bare breasts sword and sorcery films." No, I will not abbreviate it.


Clearly a lighthearted sort of film, a throwback to the old Italian peplum, The Amazons has all the elements you would expect of a sword and sandal film, especially one dealing with Amazons as a topic. There's epic calvary battles, exotic ancient world scenery and most of all, hot naked catfighting among the Amazons, which in one instance turns into lesbian sex, which is of course how every catfight SHOULD end.
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Some commentators have said that in the battle scenes, many of the Amazons (dressed in red, as seen here on the right) were actually men dressed as women. Well as you can clearly see ... point taken ...


There's also some lesbian sex for lesbian sex's sake (also a requirement for a sexy Amazon story) and the one thing that is ABSOLUTELY required for Amazon stories of that era, which is that one or more, preferably all, of the Amazons must be convinced that there is nothing better on Earth to do than to make love to men and to generally be agreeable and, well, subservient to them. The theme is so prevalent it's almost like Amazon sword and sorcery films, peplum or otherwise, were a series of propaganda films against feminism.


What's more, the catfights and the battle scenes are very well done, very convincing works, by sword and sorcery standards. About the worst I have seen in the way of fighting scenes has been in the inexcrable Amazon Warrior, yes another Amazon film, this one from the 1990s. The fight scenes in Amazon Warrior are, well ... you know those girls who ALWAYS got out of gym class back in the old days when it was hard to get out of gym class? The ones who sat in the bleachers and made snarky remarks while the other girls at least stood around on the gym floor and tried not to get hit with the volleyball when it came their way?
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Some real athleticism on display here, with the topless actresses flipping each other about with great skill.


Well, suppose you gave those girls, whose commitment to personal fitness and general physical abilities had not changed a whit since they attended school, a pair of balsa wood swords and told them to fight each other with them, without training them in how to do so in any way, which they dutifully did, but with great attention to not mussing their hair or messing up their costumes? THAT'S what most of the fight scenes in Amazon Warrior looked like. And, to be fair, what a lot of other fight scenes involving women in sword and sandal movies look like.  


That is NOT what the catfight scenes in The Amazons look like. The two female leads, who do all the catfighting, are athletic and graceful and manage to look genuinely angry while fighting. and they look pretty damn good when they are anointed with the sacred oils prior to the catfighting. (One of them, Sabine Sun, must have looked good to the  director -- he wound up married to her after the movie. Or maybe he put his wife in the movie -- her only film appearance -- to please her. Whatever, she definitely showed her worth to be there, though the woman playing Queen Antiope is a LOT better looking than Sabine Sun.)
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Two sinuous, naked bodies writhe on the furs, their flesh gleaming in the lamplight as each strives for advantage over the other. There's only one way a fight this intense can possibly end ...


The women playing Amazons generally are an athletic lot, doing a good job of looking as if they are competent at spear throwing, horseback riding and climbing siege ladders during various scenes.


The Amazons does a really great job of bringing the cheese. It's a movie that's much smarter than its subject matter demands it be. There's some sharp, witty, knowledgeable dialogue in the film. For example, at one point the leader of the Greeks asks the Amazon Queen. "Well, if you have no men around, then you must, um, have relations with one another much of the time, relations that others might think ... unnatural."
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Of course that's how the lesbian catfight had to end! Hope I didn't spoil it for you! Then again, think of all the writhing that is implied by the image above, and the one above it. Showing THAT would be a spoiler. BTW, the one on top here is Sabine Sun, aka Mrs. Terence Young. Damn.


"Of course we have relations with one another," the Amazon queen responds matter-of-factly. "I have heard that you Greek men have relations with boys."


Well, it's been known to happen," says the Greek leader, blushing.


Now, that's some smart and funny dialogue, based on knowledge of the ancient world, where most Greeks were queer as giraffes and the Spartans were a LOT queerer than giraffes.


I have no idea why The Amazons is a virtually unknown film, it's far better than most peplum and most of what came after it. It had competent acting, good battle scenes, attractive naked women catfighting and having sex with men and one another, good direction, topnotch cinematography, cool ancient world sets and some witty dialogue in a plot that's, well, not awful though hardly original. It's one of the best sword and sandal films out there, period, perhaps the best of the peplum-style films that feature sex and nudity prior to Starz TV's Spartacus series, which does about as well as it ever has been done. There are plenty of copies of The Amazons around, thanks to a fairly recent DVD set called War Gods. As of this writing, anyway.
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Interestingly, the Amazons in The Amazons wear smurf hats, just like the ones in Thor and the Amazon Women. Is there some kind of smurf-hatted Amazon meme I don't know about? 

Chapter 25


Conclusions

What conclusions can we come to after having worked our way through this lengthy tome? 


I believe I have demonstrated that three's a wide variety of costuming choices for anyone making a sword and sandal/sword and sorcery film, from baggy tunics that expose little or no flesh to total nakedness, with many options in between. And I think I've demonstrated that historically sword and sandal/sword and sorcery filmmakers have failed to take advantage of the considerable opportunities that exist along these lines. Even the big-haired, bare-breasted sword and sorcery movies of the 1980s for the most part were far from maxing out their opportunities along these lines, although the cream of the crop (from my point of view, and that of may others, Barbarian Queen and Deathstalker) did an excellent job.


I believe I have demonstrated that it is possible to crank up the hottitude in films using slavegirl imagery without slowing them down, for example by getting bogged down in interminable sex scenes (as Warrior Queen did), by using slavegirls as scenery throughout the movie or TV series, and/or by using them adroitly as eye candy in various scenes. You can of course have sex scenes involving slavegirls, even slavegirls in bondage, but that depends on the nature of the film you are making.


Slavegirls in furkinis and bondage gear can enliven even a PG rated film. Naked slavegirls can adorn an R rated film. There just is no excuse for dowdy rags or baggy tunics unless you are are making a film strictly for kids.


The quality of sword and sandal/sword and sorcery films since the 1980s has been spotty, ranging from the complete awfulness of The Arena (2001) to the adroitly handled nudity and near-nudity in Slavegirls From Beyond Infinity (1987) to the general nakedness of the slavegirls in the generally disgusting Legend of Awesomest Maximus (2010). However, there's been a new high water mark with the Starz television series Spartacus (2010 - present) which has adroitly used slavegirl nudity, bondage imagery, decoration and sexuality to crank up the hottitude of the series, unudoubtedly because it is a premium cable channel and CAN do so, a major advantage over non-premium cable channels which are still heavily self-censored. It seems unlikely that filmmakers will match Spartacus' quality in this respect. Gladiator, the film that sparked the recent spate in sword and sandal/sword and sorcery films, had little or no hot slavegirl imagery and the same is true of recent entries The Eagle, Season of the Witch, Outlander and The Lost Legion.


It may be that sword and sandal filmmakers will note the success of Spartacus (it had already been guaranteed a thrid season, possibly more ahead) along with a good critical reception (good writing, acting and characterization are part of the mix with this show) and good ratings. And then proceed to copy its skillful use of slavegirl imagery. But that is probably more of a hopeful prediction than a logical one. More likely will be ... more spotty use of slavegirl imagery. The future awaits, and in the meantime, well, Hollywood has given us plenty of material to dream about and, well, laugh at, and probably will give us more of the same in the future -- and there is nothing wrong with that, as I hope this book demonstrates.



A Word For the Humor Impaired

It should go without saying that this book deals only with movie slavegirls, that it has nothing at all to do with women who have been subjected to slavery in real life at all.


Yet I am writing these words because I KNOW that if I do not write these words (and probably even though I am writing them) some humorless git is going to get on his or her high horse and accuse me of in some way supporting or condoning real life slavery.


This book has nothing to do with real life slavery, either as it's manifested in the present or as it has occurred in the historical past, or even as it may occur in the future. Real life slavery involved nothing sexy at all-- for the vast majority of slaves, it involved being kidnapped, imprisoned and worked to death. I'm not attempting to glamorize the real thing here. In fact, it's my personal hope that actual slavery is wiped out and the faster the better, because that would only add to the appeal of slavegirls in movies and on TV. They will seem more exotic and erotic, being extinct. It's a lot like watching movies in which dinosaurs appear. We know they don't exist any more, and if they did exist, we'd probably hate them, because they'd be killing us a lot, but hell it's FUN to watch them in movies since they are safely confined to the dustbin of history. So mote it be with slavery!


This book is about slavegirls as they appear in fictional movies and TV shows. While references may be made to the way slaves dressed and were treated in various epochs, it will only be in relation to the fictional slavegirls in the movies and TV shows I am writing about.


I do not in any way condone real life slavery. In fact I absolutely condemn all forms of nonconsensual slavery.


I understand that some people enjoy consensual relationships described as slavery -- I do not condemn them, to the extent such relationships are consensual. In any event, they are irrelevant to the subject of this book, which is fictional slavegirls.


Bottom line, there is fiction and there is reality. Fiction is different from reality. Most of us clearly understand that. We have a word for people who do not understand the difference between fantasies and reality -- we call them "insane."


The slavegirls in the movies and TV shows I am talking about are fictional. Got it? Fictional! Not real. It's an important distinction. If you fail to grasp it, maybe you should consider consulting a mental health professional. Being a clueless wet blanket is no way to go through life. And I might just sic my trained dinosaurs on you!
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Copyright Notice
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