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JEANNE CARMEN's story is
the story of Hollywood as it
once was. The Hollywood
when stars were still discovered in
drugstores or on the pages of pinup
calendars.
Half Comanche, she started her rise
to stardom by winning a beauty contest at age 13. She ran away from
home and became a pinup model in
New York, then became, of all things,
a hustler at golf - performing such wild
stunts as hitting golf balls off men's
teeth. Wearing six-inch heels, no less!
But Jeanne's glamour girl looks and
fabulous body destined her for
Hollywood. Although she never became a household name, her movie
co-stars included The Three Stooges,
Lex (Tarzan) Barker - even Francis
the Talking Mule!
Jeanne charmed everyone she met,
including best pal Marilyn Monroe,
Jack Benny, Clark Gable, John F.
Kennedy and his brother Robert.
Over the years, the spirited blonde
has amassed a storehouse of stories
and reminiscences that rar,lge from
wild and outrageous to downright hilarious. Now she's put them all together in a sizzling new book titled My
Friend Marilyn, The Real Story: Plus
Other Celebrities I've Played With.
Readers are magically transported
back in time to Hollywood's Golden
Age of legend and lore, when movie
stars were larger than life, and two
gorgeous girls were looking for a party.
Marilyn Monroe met Jeanne at a bar
close to the Actors Studio, where
Jeanne was studying
with Lee
Strasberg. The two women hit it off
instantly and remained
pals until Marilyn's
death.
After the blonde
sex siren's divorce
from playwright Arthur Miller,
she
moved to an apartment next door to
Jeanne on Doheny
Drive,
south of
Hollywood's Sunset Boulevard. The two voluptuous
beauties then embarked on
their most outrageous adventures together, highlighted by
raunchy romps with the Kennedy

broth.ers and a spanking session
with Jack Benny!
But before she took Tinseltown by
storm, Jeanne, 18, had been a
star of a different stripe. When
world-famous golf trickshot
artist Jack Redmond called
her New York agent in search
of a gal to help sell a new
line of ladies golf wear, she
jumped at the chance.
After just six months of intensive
training with Redmond and his
close friend, golf great Jimmy
Demaret. Jeanne was soon nailing
a flag pole 100 yards away on one
out of three swings.
"I could hit three golf balls out of a
sand trap at once and have them
land either in the hole or within five
inches," boasts the 36-26-36 stunner. I could balance three balls on
top of one another and drive the middle one out. This, in turn,
would pop the top ball
straight up in the air and
I would catch it in my
hand. "I could also drive
the ball 220 yards
straight down the middle of
the fairway with a rubber golf
club that would wrap
around my neck and
uncoil on the way back down."
Besides earning her a comfortable
living, golf also introduced Jeanne to
many celebrities who followed the
game and hung out at the posh country clubs where she performed.
She soon found herself a frequent
partner in foursomes with the likes of
Bob Hope, Dean Martin, Jerry Lewis,
Perry Como, President
Dwight
Eisenhower and the Duke of Windsor.
She also found herself sharing her
bed with a Who's Who of Hollywood
legends! In this four-part preview of her
kiss-and-tell autobiography, Jeanne
rips the lid off the whole sensational
saga exclusively for GLOBE readers.
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n mid-July
1960,
Marilyn flew into
town
and
telephoned me at my
home in the Hollywood Hills. She
was still married to
Arthur Miller at the
time, but she told me she was
becoming increasingly
unhappy.
Jack Kennedy had just won
the Democratic nomination
for president and his brotherin-law, Peter Lawford, told
Marilyn he was throwing a
wild party at his Santa
Monica beach house to celebrate. The presidential nominee had requested
that
Marilyn be there and he also
wanted to know if she could
bring a friend. Marilyn said
she thought of me right
away, because she knew
Jack would like me. She
also knew I could keep
my mouth shut.
"Carmen, this is going to
be the wildest
party!"
Marilyn shrieked. "They're
celebrating ,Jack's nomination victory and Peter wants
us both to come. Are you interested?"
"Of course I'm interested!"
As we drove to Sa,ta
Monica, Marilyn
gusl1ed
about Jack Kennedy: "1 just
know he's going to be the
next president of the United
States," she said. "Wouldn't it
be funny if we got married
and 1 became the First Lady."
I couldn't believe what I
was hearing: "Marilyn, he's
al,;eady married!" I scolde~.
So what,
she sald. So
was Arthur Miller. But that
didn't stop me. If they want
you bad enough, they'j] do
whatever it takes to get you."
Changing the subject, I
innocently asked: "So how
was .Jack in bed?"
Mari Iyn just
sort
of
shrugged: "Well, let's put it
this way. I've had better. He's
a little too quick to suit me.
But he seems to be a fast
learner."
Peter's beach house was
huge. We finally found Jack
in a room adjacent to the
pool. He'd just been out for a
swim and was now changing.
Peter walked into the room
ahead of us and then stood
out of the way as Marilyn
and I walked in.
He looked at us, then
grinned
broadly:
"Hello,
Marilyn."
"Hi
Jack"
she said
embr~cing him tightly and
kissing him.
He pulled away and looked
me up and down. I could tell
right off the bat· he was the

'JFK wants to have fun with
us - together,' said Marilyn.
'We can think of it as
helping out the country'

type of guy who was playing
a numbers game.
He insisted I call him ,Jack
and I told him to please call
me Jeanne. Jack was such a
gentleman, I was really impressed with him - and
attracted to him, I have to
admit.
After exchanging
brief
introductions,
Peter
led
Marilyn and me out to the
pool, while Jack changed
clothes.
.
Later that afternoon, as I
was showering in one of the
guest bathrooms, I heard a
knock, opened the door an
inch and. peeked out.
Marilyn
was standing
there, wrapped in a toweL

Behind her, I saw Jack sitting on the bed in a pair of
cotton briefs that were so
stiff, I just assumed they'd
been starched.
Marilyn's face was right in
mine: "Can I come in for a
minute?" she asked nervously.
"Yeah, sure," I replied,
wrapping myself in a towel.
Marilyn ducked inside,
closed the door and looked at
me with big eyes.
"You know how I told you
that Jack thought you'd be a
fun girl?" Marilyn continued.
"Well, Ijust found out what
he meant by that," she· said.
"What?"

"He'd like to have fun with
me and you together," Marilyn explained.
I stared at her for a moment. Then replied: "I don't
do that!"
"Neither do I," she said quietly. "But he is going to be
the president."
"So!"I retorted, laughing.
"Well, don't you think it's
our duty? We can think of it
as helping out the country,"
she continued.
I had to stare at the ceiling
and bite my lip to keep from
laughing hysterically. Then I
said: "Hold on a minute," and
opened the door a crack. Jack
smiled atme and I smiled
back and shut the door quick-

'Marilyn, Bobby and I were
naked on the beach. He had
a look on his face like he
was in Never-never land'

s ,Jack Kennedy became
more
involved in his
work as president, he began to see
Marilyn less
frequently. She took this to
mean he was trying to blow
her off and it devastated her.
In order to pacify Marilyn,
he sent his brother, Bobby,
out to Los Angeles to tell her
they had to cool it, hecause
they couldn't see each other
as much as before.
That weekend, Marilyn and
Bobby slept together. It was
the beginning of their affair but she didn't give Jack up
totally. She still saw him on
occasion and continued
to
sleep with him.
During
one of his .increasingly frequent visits to
Los Angeles, Marilyn antl I
asked Bobby to accompany us
to a secluded nude beach near
Malibu.
He protested vehemently:
"I'm the attorney general. It
wouldn't look good if I got
caught," but we wouldn't let
him ofl'the hook.
"I think he's scared," Marilyn
teased as she looked at me.
To convince us he was no
""'Ivy League square," Bobby
made
the

three of us swam out about 50
yards and tj'E:aJ"J water.
"You win, Bobby." Marilyn
and I purred.
We then returned to the car
and pulled a big blanket out
of the trunk, and the three of
us laid out on it so we could
dIy ofl'IU1;;uraily.
Marilyn and I were both wor·
ried about the sun burning our
fair skin, so 1 pulled out a bottle of suntan lotion. I rubbed
my body down and then put a_
little extra on my breasts.
Bobby stared in fascinaLtd
silence. I asked him if he
could rub "C\m~on our backs.
I looked over my shoulder as
he started in on me. He had a
look on his face as if he was in
some sort of Never-never
land. He made his way down
to my lower back and I said:
"Make sure you do my butt. I
wouldn't want it to ~'.1""""
Bobby paused a moment
and Marilyn started giggling.
Then he stammered: "Yeah,
sure, no .problem."
When he wail done, Marilyn'
pushed her bum in the air
and said: "Bobby, you didn't
aominei"
We both started laughing
again and he muttered: "I get
it, you girls think you're
funny don't you?" then he
squirted
some lotion on
Marilyn's backside and gently
worked it in. Then he plopped
down on his stomach and we
returned the favor. After we
were donG with his back, we
rolled him over and started in
on the front.
Bobby closed his eyes and
tried to hide his excitement
with his hand -but Marilyn
kept pushing it away. FinaJIy,
he relented and clasped his
fingers behind his head and
enjoyed the rubdown.
By the way he was trembling, Marilyn and I both
thought he was going to pass
out. When we were done, he
looked up like he was in a
daze and said over and over
again: "I can't believe I'm
doing this! I just can't believe
it."
Mter that, he was silent for
a few minutes.
Then he
glanced up at us and said:
"Youknow what?"
"What?" we replied in uni-

when he realized that nobody
was recognizing him.
Within a short time, we
rolled to a stop at a secluded
spot in Malibu, where there
was a nudist beach. I purposely drove to a stretch of
parking
lot that had the
fewest cars, but suddenly
Bobby got real nervous.
"Nobodv is even out here,"
scolded Marilyn. "Believe me,
if I can get away with it, you
certainly can. If somebody
comes b'y, they won't even
know who you are - unless
you think someone is going to
recognize your ding-dong."
With that, we all jumped
out of the car and started
stripping
off each other's
clothes as we ran toward the SOIl.
ocean.
"I haven't had this much fun
Suddenly, Bobby ran past us in a long time," he smiled.
and dove into the surf. We fol-. .Jeanne's
escapade with
lowed on his heels and the Jack Benny, see page 8.

Jeanne costarred with
Russ Conway in the
flick Portland Expose

'Jack Benny was going to be
sorry~faked that heart
attack in the sauna. I told
Marilyn to hold him down'
fter Marilyn broke
up with Arthur Miller,
she moved
back
to
Hollywood ..
That
was
our wildest period together.
One of our favorite targets
for shock humor during that
time was comedian Jack
Benny. Marilyn and I met
Jack
at a high-priced
Beverly Hills facial and massage salon and we quickly
became buddies.
The first time we ran into
him at the salon, Marilyn
and I were giggling and
screaming like a couple of
magpies. Jack happened to
be right next door getting a
'massage and when he stuck
his head in to see what- all
the noise was about, Marilyn
jumped up off the massage
table naked as a jaybird and
explained: "Jack, I didn't
know you were here."
He was in a state of erotic
shock as his eyes traveled
over her beautiful
body.
Suddenly, in mock horror, he
clapped his hand to his cheek
and said: "Well,excuse me!"
Not wanting to be outdone
before Jack could get away, I
grabbed his towel and pulled
it off. He was speechless as
he stood there in front of us,
bare-butt naked. He seemed
to be frozen and unable to
Says Jeanne: "I
grabbed Jack's
towel and pulled
it off. He was
speechless"

move, so in a humorous
mocksalute
of my own, I
clapped my hand to my
cheek and said: "Well, excuse
me!"
Suddenly, he burst into
laughter and screamed: "You
girls are wild! Get dressed,
I'm going to take you both
out to lunch."
Our lunches together soon
became a regular thing. One
day, Marilyn and I decided it
was time to play another gag
on Jack, so I told him to go
out and wait for us in
his car.
Jack
darted outside to
his car. Marilyn
and I put on
our raincoats,

hats and huge sunglasses.
Then we sneaked out to
Jack's car. As we came upon
him, his head swiveled around
toward us - just as we tore
open our raincoats
and
Hashed him, wearing absolutely nothing underneath.
His eyes bugged so far out
of his head, I thought they
were going to pop.
Then Marilyn said, in a
deep voice: "Hey, mister, you
want to buy some of this!"
Jack howled with laughter
and replied: "Girls, whatever it is you're selling,
I'm buying."
But I'll never forget
the time he turned
the tables on Marilyn
and me after
we
talked him into going
o a steam bath with
us to sweat off a couple of pounds.
Once we were
inside, Marilyn
and I both threw
our towels off and

laid down on the bench nude.
Then I reached over and
threw some water on the hot
rocks.
But Jack was acting un~
usual. He just kept staring
at us. Finally, Marilyn said:
"How come you're being so
quiet, Jack?"
All of a sudden, he blurted
out: "I want to **** you
girls!"
Marilyn and I both went
into shock. Neither one of us
had ever heard him use language like that. And he had
never even hinted at having
sex with us before.
We both thought he must
be kidding, so we began
laughing.
.
~ But
he
unexpectedly
leaped up and grabbed at our
boobs. It was a tiny little
room so there was no place
to run. We pleaded with Jack
to stop, but he persisted with
this bizarre behavior.
Finally, I cried out: "Jack,
you crazy nut, it's too hot in
here for this crap!"
Suddenly, Jack went down
on his knees and rolled over
clutching his chest!
Marilyn cried out: "Oh, my
God, he's had a heart attack!
We need a doctor!"
She ran for the door, but
when she put her hand on
the knob, Jack raised up and
yelled out: "Don't get a doctor ...just let me die! 1fI can't
have you both, I want to die!"
Then he started laughing
hysterically.
I was fuming about his
faked heart attack: "Jack,
you total ass. You scared the
hell out of us! We thought we
were going to have to take
you out of here in a body
bag!"
But instead of getting
mad, I decided to get
even. I looked at Marilyn
and said: "Hold him
down, he's not going to
give us a scare like that
and get off scot-free!"
Jack panicked a little:
"Wait a minute, what
are you gals going to
do?"
"Shut up!" Marilyn
ordered and grabbed
hold of him.
I went over to the
corner of the steam
room where there
was a big pot filled
with aromatic eucalyptus branches, and

reached
for a long one.
"What's that for?" ,Jack
cried out.
"Since you've gotten so hot,
I've decided to cool you down
a little," I purred.
By now, Marilyn knew
what I was going to do, so
she commanded: "Don't say
another word, Jackt You're in
big trouble."
With that, she pushed him
down on his hands and
knees and got him in a headlock - with her boobs
smashed up against his face!
Jack was so weak from the
hot steam that anyone could
have wrestled him to the
ground. He begged forgiveness, but to no avail. I swung
the
eucalyptus
branch
through the thick air and
beat his fanny silly.
With every swat, Marilyn
would say things like: "Are
you ever going to use dirty
language
in front of us
again?"
WRAP!
"No, never!" he cried out.
WHAP!
"Are you ever going to fake
another heart attack?"
WRAP!
"Never! I swear!"
WRAP!
I swatted him again just
for good measure, "We don't
believe you."
WRAP!
"Please, forgive me," Jack
cried out. "I've learned my
lesson." Believe me, it was a
spanking he never forgot.

NEXT WEEK:
Clark Gable saves me
from a would-be rapist
- then lures me to bed
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