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         From the underworld to “Around-the-World,”
they’re the delightful duo
whose favors are sought after
by both sinners and saints…

      


      JAMES “BIG BOY” EPSTEIN—a gangster with a soft spot for Honey and two hardspots—one of them is a gun.

      


      SERGEANT DONNA DEVINE—She’s a luscious lady cop who literally fires from the hip. Finally, a cop is there when Dirk needs one.

      


      JORGE GARBANZO—”Big Boy’s” competition in the rackets—especially pornography—and he wants what Dirk and Honey have… but then who doesn’t?

      


      SHEILA McFEELEY—Innocent heiress to McFeeley Pharmaceuticals, makers of the “McFeel Good Condom, America’s Favorite Make.”

      


      CORINNA CAVE—Fabulously beautiful and fatally stupid, she finally found her special calling when she posed in all her naked glory for

         Dirk’s camera.
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      DIRK


      

         

         James “Big Boy” Epstein was strictly a New York phenomenon. First-generation Irish—Italian mother, immigrant Jewish father.

         Or maybe it was the other way around. It didn’t make any difference. Out of Hell’s Kitchen by way of the Fulton Fish Market,

         he was strictly illegitimate. Onetime driver and pallbearer for Albert Anastasia, head of many rackets—mostly murder, mostly

         untraceable—they called him the Jewish Godfather; but Big Boy Epstein didn’t know a seder from a sawed-off shotgun. He was

         an original and nobody got too close.

      


      About the time his girl Alexandra went off to Radcliffe to study Oriental religions and the philosophy of nonviolence—this

         was right after the death of his first wife—Big Boy moved from Bay Ridge, Brooklyn, to that fabled East Side alleyway in Manhattan

         called Sutton Place, where billionaires consider millionaires poor white trash down on their luck. Big Boy’s pad more than

         made up for his humble beginnings: three stories of imported marble fireplaces, antique crystal 

         chandeliers, and handmade Oriental carpets. He boasted a sauna for ten, a projection room for fifty, a gymnasium for a hundred,

         and a rooftop solarium for his South American orchid collection. He had four thousand orchids, all yellow.

      


      Yes, Epstein was strictly an original. Three shifts of full-time bodyguards patrolled the hallways and entrances. At home,

         at least, Epstein was safe from his enemies. On the surface, his was an idyllic life, a scene out of a Hollywood fantasy,

         “the kind they don’t make anymore.”

      


      But as usual in a Garden of Eden, there was a serpent. In this case the snake was his second wife, Corinna Cave. Corinna was

         a would-be superstar. Whether she had a destiny or not was unimportant; she maintained that if Farrah Fawcett and Bo Derek

         could do it, she could do it, too. She was determined. Big Boy paid for Corinna’s vocal coaches, publicists, choreographers, rehearsal rooms, photographers; even her publishers

         since she sometimes wrote her own material.

      


      The year they were married, he paid for two full-page ads in Variety announcing her club act, an act that closed on opening night. It wasn’t her fault; her nerves had gone straight to her throat.

         For the next five years, in the privacy of a recording booth with a vocal coach and a psychiatrist standing at either shoulder,

         using a whispering style of singing that she developed to accommodate the tension in her throat, Corinna cut fourteen albums.

         None sold. As for television, Big Boy, needless to say, was not about to move to the West Coast and he didn’t want a long-distance

         wife. Corinna did twenty-three walk-ons for “Another World,” a midafternoon soap shot in New York. There were three fan letters

         and no further job offers.

      


      Some negative-thinking person, she reasoned, had probably heard about her husband and was afraid of getting shot in the head

         in some dark alley. “What’s a girl to do?” she kept saying to herself. After all, this was supposed to be the Age of Women.

         She read all the books on the subject—feminism, that is—and with each treatise she became more and more depressed. How could

         she possibly go to medical school or become 

         a federal judge? She was already twenty-nine and she’d never finished tenth grade. As for playing the stock market, she still

         couldn’t remember the difference between a bear and a bull; it was so confusing, both animals seemed so big and dark and masculine.

      


      Finally, realizing she couldn’t become a waitress or a hatcheck girl, given her social position in Manhattan, she was back

         to basics. One thing she knew for sure: she had a body that wouldn’t quit. Maybe there was a way, she reasoned (an artistic

         way, of course) that she could use her body to become a star and make millions of men, even people, really happy; and maybe

         she wouldn’t even have to open her mouth. Her body—which was, after all, God-given and practically sacred—could speak for

         itself. She wouldn’t even have to ask her husband’s permission. She was a liberated woman; she had always worked for a living.

      


      Click!


      “Hey, Corinna, baby. Just hold it. Wow! Wait. Your index finger is covering your clit. Jesus, what a fucking pussy. I can’t

         stand it.”

      


      “You’re a very sensitive photographer, Dirk.”


      Click!


      “Hey, baby, what does your husband do for a living?”


      “I’m not married, Dirk.”


      “But you’re wearing a wedding ring.”


      “No, That’s just to keep the wolves away. I fake it.”


      “Tell me, Corinna, do you fake everything?”


      “Dirk, please. What are you suggesting?”


      “No, no, this is strictly professional, Corinna; believe me. Strictly professional. Please, I just want you to place the tip

         of your index finger—that’s right, the one you point with—about a half an inch into your pussy like you were finger-fucking

         yourself.”

      


      “Doing what?”


      “You know what I mean. It’s a real turn-on.”


      

         “God, Dirk, you’re so professional; I really admire professional men.”

      


      The person? Corinna Cave (who else?) in her all-time glory. The place? Dirk Wildon’s loft studio in Soho, Mahattan’s artist

         district. The purpose? Corinna was to be the January centerfold in Pussy, the new men’s magazine.

      


      Under the pitiless studio lights, white and blinding, the woman had not a single flaw. Her body was better than she knew.

         The hills and valleys of her perfect skin were snow white and firm like thick Devon cream ready to be mouthed and sucked.

         Her tits were soft cones of shimmering flesh, her aureoles like bands of pale pink silk wrapped around the delicate points.

         As for her pussy, it would be well worth passing around—in the magazine, of course; on the printed page how could she miss

         becoming male America’s all-time fantasy? (In real life, needless to say, Corinna Cave was nothing like that; she liked to

         save herself for a few special men. Sexually speaking, she was almost disciplined, a great state of affairs for a show girl,

         but not too terrific for a leading gangster’s wife.)

      


      Under the studio lights, her bush, normally a dark red fire, blazed into golden flames. With her succulent thighs spread far

         apart as she posed on a black velvet couch, the dark meat of her unequaled cunt was rosy, pungent, sweet; its plump folds

         suggested endless hours of foreplay for the man who wanted to explore every delectable shadow, every inch of blood-marshaled

         labia with a hungry mouth, tongue, lips, and finally with the pièce de résistance, the ultimate human tool, the cock that had waited so long and deserved her tight sucking, fucking, caressing cunt-hole heaven.

      


      “Oh Corinna,” gasped Dirk, ready to lunge, but trying to be as professional a photographer as he knew how.


      It wasn’t nearly enough. Art, that is. With her pitiful finger stuck in that lonely hole for that finally frozen, bloodless

         photograph, she was begging in her own wordless, noncommunicative way to be opened up, to be pleasured, to be fucked into

         the only real happiness she’d known since her 

         latest marriage. Big Boy Epstein was always at odds with his women and used his promiscuity as a way of controlling them.

         With everyone else it had worked. Corinna Cave was clearly uncontrollable.

      


      Dirk Wildon, by contrast, was certainly not promiscuous. At least, not in his heart. At least, he didn’t mean to control his

         women by sleeping around. Sometimes it just happened that way. In any case, as far as New York’s leading photographer of beautiful

         women, dressed or undressed, was concerned, exceptions sometimes had to be made. Dirk’s libido was not ordinary. He seemed

         to be a walking specimen jar of excessive hormones and insatiable desire; it must have been his California upbringing during

         the sexual revolution. Women of all ages seemed to throw themselves at his feet with the slightest provocation. He couldn’t

         help it and he rarely gave them an argument.

      


      How could he? Dirk was inevitably described as “a hunk.” He was six foot four, successful, blessed with old money and new,

         an Anglo-Saxon with a fullback’s physique, the dark blond hair that could not be controlled always falling into his cornflower

         blue eyes. Even his imperfections got him into trouble. His smile was a little crooked, his laugh lines pronounced; one front

         tooth was just a little bit chipped, one foot just a little bit pigeon-toed. In a word, irresistible to waitresses and dowagers

         alike

      


      Then there was the six-figure annual income from his photography and the seven-figure trust from his poor parents’ estate;

         the senior Wildons had gone down in glory in a blazing airplane crash when Dirk and his sister Honey were in their early teens.

         Since then, the two of them had been surrounded by rumors of round-the-world affairs with jetsetters and movie stars, as well

         as assorted trash. Dirk, for one, wasn’t picky. As he put it, he just “gave into his glands.” Apparently, the rumors were

         all true. But while he never bragged about his past conquests, the women he bedded down could not wait to talk.

      


      All kidding aside, his private parts were more public than 

         most. Dirk was chiseled all the way down from the tip of his nose to the tip of his glans. His cock was the original well-oiled

         machine. It sprang to attention faster than the U.S. Calvary and could fuck enough pussy for two strong men any night of the

         week.

      


      Things had not always been so settled down. For a long time he had tried to be the nice boy his parents had wanted him to

         be. He had tried to be a gentleman. Sometimes he had even tried to be a good churchgoing Episcopalian like his mother’s family

         and vote Republican like his father’s, but he usually forgot it was Sunday till Monday morning and he usually forgot to vote.

      


      To Dirk the world was not about politics. The whole point was cooze. He couldn’t help himself.


      He dutifully consulted several prominent sex therapists and begged them to explain to him the federal reserve board and the

         meaning of Jeffersonian democracy so he could get his mind off sex and onto the workaday world. But when the psychiatrists

         in question discovered what kind of photography Dirk did, they begged him to tell them everything he knew about making love;

         what were his secrets for getting the world’s most beautiful women to spread their legs and how had he bedded down half the

         prime pussy from Tokyo to Tangiers, not to mention the byroads of Arkansas and Tennessee?

      


      By his twenty-fifth birthday Dirk had had enough self-torment. He concluded that basic human wisdom demanded self-acceptance.

         He decided, in effect, to lie back and enjoy his undeniable gifts for women and sex. Two years later, he knew that he had

         concluded correctly. Dirk was, all things considered, a happy man. He was unprepared for casual tragedy.

      


      “Corinna, your pussy is not glistening anymore.”


      “Glistening?” she said.


      “It was glistening before.”


      “It was?”


      “Corinna, let me explain it this way. Your audience of men needs to know how much they turn you on.”


      “I thought I was supposed to turn them on.”


      

         “Corinna, listen carefully. The second-stringers think all they gotta do is sit in front of a camera and men are supposed

         to start jerking off when they see the picture. The real winners—and I know you’re a winner—have a slightly different system.”

      


      “What do I do? Tell me.”


      “When you look into my camera, Corinna, look straight into the eyes of all the men you can imagine, and in your mind’s eye

         let your pussy kiss the mouths and tongues of all those frustrated guys and then it will glisten.”

      


      “Of course, Dirk. I’ll try.”


      But it wasn’t working; the girl seemed visibly upset. There were tears in her eyes.


      “Corinna, don’t worry about it. Could you please moisten yourself with saliva?”


      “Look, Dirk. Let’s get real. Why do I need to imagine a million guys when I’ve got you and why do I need to use saliva to

         make my pussy glisten? I don’t understand. I’m so confused.”

      


      “You can do it any way you want, Corinna.”


      Click!Click!


      It still wasn’t right. Corinna looked lonely. Scared. And more upset than ever.


      “I’m sorry, Dirk. I didn’t mean to sound so tough.”


      “You’re doing fine.”


      “I am?”


      But she wasn’t. There wasn’t enough desire. And it showed.


      Then it happened: another click, except this click was inside her heart and her brain and her cunt. All of it. She looked at her man with infinite longing.

         And infinite lust. She was teetering on the edge of a precipice, on the edge of darkness, on the edge of annihilation.

      


      “Dirk, Dirk…” she began breathlessly, “I can’t glisten unless a man kisses me on my—my—my—Jesus Christ, I can’t even say it!”


      “Your cunt?”


      “Oh, Dirk! I hardly know you!”


      

         Dirk looked deep into her little-girl’s face with its dark brown eyes and its flame-colored hair and found himself speaking

         his own brand of mutilated poetry.

      


      “Corinna, believe me, I know we just met and I know you don’t know anything about me and I don’t know anything about you,

         but you’ve got to trust me.”

      


      “Trust you?”


      “Corinna, I want you to be a superstar.”


      “Oh, Dirk, you do? Really you do?”


      “Yes, Corinna, I want all the men in America and Eurpoe and the Far East to be thinking about your pussy as much of the time

         as possible.”

      


      “Oh, Dirk, I don’t know what to say.”


      “I don’t want you to say anything, Ms. Cave, I just want you to listen to me.”


      “Oh, Dirk, I’ll listen to anything. Anything. Tell me.”


      “Corinna, there’s got to be more feeling in this session.”


      “More feeling?”


      “More emotion.”


      “More emotion? Dirk, what do you mean?”


      And with that, he began to strip in front of her.


      She gasped with delight when she saw his perfectly sculptured chest with its pale blond down. The silken knots on the ends

         of her jugs began to stiffen and grow rigid and beg for a mouth or a hand, just a stroke or a touch. Just some attention.

         What was wrong with that? After all, she needed more from this amazing man than the click of a Nikon.

      


      His briefs were red nylon. Fire engine red. She wondered how they could contain the length of his erection. His cock seemed

         like a big lead pipe, hot and heavy and imprisoned in crimson hellfire.

      


      Flashes of her official man, Big Boy Epstein, surrounded by a phalanx of ex-cons wrapped in gun holsters and ironbound, tough-guy

         emotions straight out of Hell’s Kitchen, wracked Corinna’s brain. So far, after four long years of marriage, she had never

         cheated on her husband, not even once, except for a couple of times that didn’t count because 

         she knew he was safely out of the country and she had no one to turn to in her loneliness except for the doorman in her best

         friend’s apartment building. Obviously, she could not be seen dating in public while Big Boy ruled over hit squads and assassination

         teams throughout most of the so-called civilized world. But here in Soho, she was safe. What had she to fear in a photographer’s

         loft? Besides, Big Boy was in Vegas where he reportedly had a stable of call girls from all over the world. Revenge? Corinna

         did not dare think such a thing. Hers was basically an ordered world.

      


      Her diaphragm was in place. Finally, without question, she was glistening pink. She was more than glistening. She was dripping

         wet. She was exultant.

      


      “Fuck me, Dirk! I can’t stand it anymore!”


      With that cry of freedom finally released from her strangulated heart, she leaped at him, wrestling his red nylon briefs over

         and around his entrapped organ. She gasped when she saw the size and power of it, the pink membrane stretched tight and shiny

         over the hot mouthful of plum-sized glans.

      


      Heat rose from her cunt to the center of her brain. Within seconds she was pure animal desire. To hell with Big Boy Epstein!

         To hell with her mother back in Des Moines!

      


      “Corinna, forgive me.” cooed Dirk as he sank his warm, wet mouth on the end of her pointed tit and tasted her soft silk flesh

         until her nipple grew hard and her incredible body began to shiver with spasms of pleasure.

      


      “Jesus, Dirk, don’t ever tell me to forgive you. How can I forgive you when I practically worship you I—”


      Corinna never finished her sentence. There was no point to ordinary speech. Ecstasy overcame the rational mind. Together,

         they drowned in lust, gladly, willingly, happily. Her head was between his legs, her tongue caressing his balls, which hung

         proudly and heavily in their dark sack. Then, when she could no longer resist the plain naked truth of his rampant manhood,

         she grasped the base of his blood-stiffened rod, which begged for attention.

      


      But as much as Dirk loved getting good head, he liked 

         eating pussy more. As a matter of fact, he had an insatiable craving for all things related to cunt: fucking, sucking, stroking,

         licking, tasting, petting twat, cooze, cunt, maw, pussy—that succulent juicy prime flesh between the lady’s legs, that special

         cave of pure intoxication, that siren’s lair, that buried treasure, dark, deep tantalizing, always and forever beyond his

         reach, never fully known, never fully savored. It could go on forever.

      


      They were on top of each other, sixty-nining it, eating each other out, their faces buried deep in each other’s genitals,

         his tongue unfolding the sweet guardian flesh around her stiffened clitoris, his lips lapping up her juices, his teeth making

         constant contact with the edges of her labia while he held on to her ass for dear life, his long thick middle finger buried

         deep inside her asshole, feeling for every part of her. He derived immense satisfaction from making a woman moan with deep,

         guttural pleasure.

      


      In this case, she repaid him amply. The woman had a definite talent for giving head. She savored his glans, running her wet

         tongue around and around the rim of it, sending shivers throughout his system while her practiced fingers pumped the pliable

         vein-wrapped flesh up and down over the marble-hard core of his cock as she fondled his testicles and his thick blond bush.

      


      For several moments, time stood still. These two lovers had known they were going to make it the minute they met and now they

         were feasting on each other’s succulent sweetmeats in silent ecstasy.

      


      But Dirk Wildon, if the truth must be known, was into more than oral sex. Yes, in these halcyon days of eating pussy and sucking

         cock, the man was one of the privileged few who liked to just plain fuck.

      


      Sometimes women, especially the college girls who brought their feminism to bed with them, were outraged. “I feel like a piece

         of meat!” screamed more than one bimbo as Dirk entered her vaginal slit and drove his magnificent tool deep into her tight,

         sucking hole. “You are abusing me!” “Rape!” 

         “Please, can’t we just do it with our mouths?” were lines he had heard more than once in recent years from impoverished women

         who had not yet surrendered to the consummate pleasure of moving in mutual, hip-swaying, fucking harmony to Dirk Wildon’s

         phallic thrusts.

      


      His cock had a mind and a talent all its own and once a woman had been to bed with him, she did not have to be convinced a

         second time.

      


      On the other hand, Corinna Cave had never been to college and needed no arguments on behalf of Dirk. As far as feminism went,

         Corinna was for equal pay and equal opportunity. What more was there? She wanted to open a house of male prostitutes for some

         of her more frustrated girl friends. She wanted to be able to undress a guy and still have him respect her. She wanted to

         be able to stick her hand down a man’s pants at the movies and not feel she’d lost her femininity. Otherwise, like her brand-new

         friend Mr. Wildon, she had no hang-ups about sex. She plainly liked to fuck, especially the strong, hard cock of a dynamic

         young stud.

      


      In an instant Dirk was on top of her; her legs went up; her feet locked around the back of his neck; her pelvis thrust forward,

         its insistent rhythms anxious for his big hot cock.

      


      “Give it to me! Give it to me!” she screamed.


      That was exactly what he wanted to hear. He lunged forward and with a slurp his cock rammed right into that sweet, sucking

         flesh and drove home right to the hilt. Her vaginal muscles grasped him tightly, enclosing his pork prod in its hot cylindrical

         sheath.

      


      They rocked and pumped in perfect unison, back and forth, back and forth, in and out, in and out, in and out. The pleasure

         was excruciating, she was so hot and so tight. Their mouths fucked too, warm tongues diving deep into the submissive flesh

         in the back of each other’s mouths. They climaxed almost immediately, her orgasms coming from a place deep within her pelvis,

         sending out shock waves of sexual electricity thoughout the landscape of her flesh. She moaned. She gurgled. She drooled.

         Her eyes rolled back. Her 

         tongue lolled; at the height of it, she was a bottomless reservoir of fire and ice.

      


      And Dirk came tumbling after, his throat an incoherent gargle as his manhood erupted into white lava sperm and he completely

         lost control, collapsing into his centerfold dream as his glittering seed flooded her insides; their sweat mingled, their

         breathing was one breath, their body heat a single furnace. She was pure electrical charge and he was a shimmering river of

         melted-down flesh. Together they created blinding steam. Whatever else it was, it was warm, it was viscous, oozing, melting,

         good. It was total. It was worth repeating again as soon as possible.

      


      “Let me doze off for a minute, Corinna, my cunt, gorgeous bod,” he murmured, tenderly scraping her sweet lower lip with the

         edges of his teeth.

      


      “I’ve never been so alive before,” was her languid, caressing reply. And so, drained of energy and sperm, he lay down on a

         futon, one of several Japanese quilt mattresses that lay on the floor of his loft, casually scattered about, almost suggesting

         that his guests should consider having sex along with their afternoon tea.

      


      He must have dozed off for at least twenty minutes, during which time he dreamed of dancing with Corinna in a 1930s nightclub

         with palm trees and an all-girl band. In his dream Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers were on the far side of the dance floor

         but nobody paid any attention to them. All eyes were on Corinna Cave. She had forgotten to wear her underwear and every time

         she twirled, her cunt lips glistened in the spotlights and eventually, to the cheers of the onlookers, Dirk’s big cock protruded

         through the open zipper in his pants. As the dream continued, much better than any movie he had ever seen, some very important

         New York types, union bosses and theater producers, began to masturbate in the shadows under the palm trees while their wives

         and their female companions, all golden-skinned blonds with big tits, fell on each other and began to feed off pussy picked

         at the height of the season.

      


      

         Still dreaming, Dirk heard the rat-a-tat-tat of a drumroll. A sharp staccato sound. A familiar sound. Outside on the tropical beach of his dream, nighttime fishermen

         hauled in freshly caught marlin and tuna. The acrid smell of fresh blood, dark, red, and sticky, wafted across the nightclub

         floor, instantly stopping the beat of the band and the rhythms of masturbating hands. The blonds with pussy in their mouths

         stopped suddenly, too, and listened. Everybody listened, frozen. Even the ocean waves did not make a single sound. The void

         was everywhere.

      


      Dirk awoke. There was a blank. He could not focus. Where was he? Why was everything silent? Yes, the loft. The centerfold.

         Corinna Cave. Sex. Pussy. Cunt.

      


      “Corinna?” His voice echoed like a black ball in an empty squash court. A dead echo—flat, functional, ominous. He found her

         in the bathroom, stark naked, her torso practically cut in two by machine-gun bullets, her once magnificent cunt a target

         of cruel assassins. This time she was glistening all right, but glistening with sticky blood.

      


      For the next two hours, Dirk moved in a daze. Later, he said he couldn’t remember calling the police, but he remembered they

         came. He remembered the flashbulbs too, the sirens, the men in white and the crowd that gathered at his front door when he

         went down to the station house to answer questions. And he remembered coming home again, totally exhausted. There was still

         to be more before it was over.

      


      “Hello, I’m Sergeant Devine. I work for the District Attorney. May I come in?”


      She was tall and stocky, almost thick through the middle. Her hair was a mass of jet black curls, “a passionate mass” he remembered

         thinking, amazed that he could respond to a woman’s sexuality—a policewoman’s at that—so soon after the afternoon massacre.

         Her dark eyes were bottomless pools of compassion and her mouth, with its full upper lip, was like an open wound to him. With

         its infinitely sad expression, it was a mouth that begged to be met with a kiss. Then he 

         noticed the navy blue uniform and the Police Department badge; he remembered who she was and he decided not to kiss her on

         her sensational mouth until he found out what she wanted.

      


      “What happened?” he asked her, still not completely alert. He heard his front door slam behind her.


      “Mr. Wildon, my name is Sergeant Donna Devine; are you okay?”


      “I was photographing her for a centerfold,” he heard himself say.


      “Was that your semen, Mr. Wildon?”


      “My semen? Where?”


      “Did you have sexual intercourse with the victim?”


      “Intercourse?”


      “Let me put it this way, Mr. Wildon: did you fuck her?” Sergeant Devine removed her jacket.


      “Yes, we made love.” With images of her blood-spattered corpse fresh in his mind, he found himself unable to say the word

         fuck. “She had no identification on her body, Mr. Wildon.”

      


      “Her name was Corinna Cave.”


      “Except that we have no data on anybody named Corinna Cave in these United states except for a seventy-five-year-old retired

         schoolteacher in northern Maine.”

      


      “No Corinna Cave?” he said.


      “No, Mr. Wildon.”


      “But she was so wonderful,” he heard himself saying. He could feel the acid tears stinging his eyes as he remembered Corinna’s

         soft, pink, vaginal lips.

      


      He found himself staring into those dark pools of compassion again. Sergeant Devine smelled of Chanel No. 5, his mother’s

         perfume. There was a trace of lip gloss on her upper lip. He smelled Cointreau too. And desire.

      


      “Mr. Wildon, you’ve just been through a terrible ordeal. You must pull yourself together. There’s no way you can answer my

         most casual questions if you don’t know who you are.”

      


      “Where am I?” he said, still dazed, still in pain.


      

         “You’re here, Dirk,” she said. Sergent Devine’s voice was husky now and low. It suited her. She seemed to care so much.

      


      “Are you really a cop?” he asked as he began to unbutton her shirt.


      “I’m New York’s finest,” she said as she wrapped herself around him with all the concerned professionalism of a devoted public

         servant and planted her warm lips on his, bringing a rush of blood to his face.

      


      Dirk had always had the greatest respect for the police. There was, he had decided, a nobility about them unnoticed and unappreciated

         in these cynical times. Policewomen seemed even nobler than policemen. Yet, as members of the so-called weaker sex, they were

         much more likely to be unappreciated, much more likely to be scorned. And wasn’t it courageous for a woman like Sergeant Devine—with

         her prominent pear-shaped globes and her high, rounded ass set on thick, peasant thighs with a cunt musk that an entire bottle

         of Chanel No. 5 could not disguise—to put herself out for Dirk Wildon? She didn’t have to come visit him. And yet she had.

         Because she was more than a policewoman. She was everything.

      


      Still in shock from the tragedy of the afternoon, he did not actually remember removing his clothes and falling down onto

         the futon with his nearly naked, black-eyed goddess. But he remembered her ice white skin with its billowing flesh. He drowned

         in that flesh, buried himself in her red-hot snow, his flaming cock driving ever inward toward the source of heat, his swollen

         testicles rising and falling in their sack as he piston-pumped her faster and faster.

      


      “That’s all right, Mr. Wildon,” she cooed, stroking his head with tapering fingers that seemed more suitable for microsurgery

         than for firing a service revolver; she constantly shifted her weight beneath him; her aroused nipples caught in the fine-wire

         hairs of his chest and triggered mini-spasms. Her cunt surprised him. It was small and tight and her clitoris was so long

         it skidded on the upper surface of his cock as it 

         raced back and forth into her pleasure hole. It was all too much for her.

      


      “Fuck me! fuck me!” she screamed, completely forgetting she was on duty, that she was only making love to him to calm him

         down.

      


      “Jesus, Mary and Joseph fuck!” she went on. “Dirk! Dirk! Incredible fuck! Fuck me, baby, fuck me! I don’t deserve anything.

         I’m a bad girl, bad girl. Punish me Dirk! Punish me! No, I didn’t mean that, I’m Sergeant Devine, that’s right, Sergeant Devine,

         I’m a woman now Dirk, I’m a woman!”

      


      Dirk for his part, heard none of the above. It didn’t matter. He had no doubt she was a woman. His brain was in his cock and

         with supreme intelligence he rammed it home. The law enforcement official with the milk white jugs went wild.

      


      “Eeeeeeh! Aaaagh!” she shrieked; her orgasms flooded her spendid bulk with blinding light. At the last minute, he withdrew

         from her. He was obsessed with one, single, overpowering need—to tit-fuck the broad. That’s what they were there for. Her

         channel felt as smooth as it looked. Moaning and almost out of control, she pushed her massive globes around his red-hot cylinder,

         causing him to cry out in excruciating ecstasy. At the last minute there was a minor miracle: the man came alive again. There

         was something about fucking that made him realize who he was and what he wanted from life. When he came, his seed spurted

         like whipped cream onto her mouth-watering neck; a globule landed on her bottom lip, a white blossom that her flickering serpent’s

         tongue immediately devoured.

      


      Sergeant Devine had the look of a contented cat as she slurped the remaining sperm from her fingers into her ravenous mouth.

         She smiled. She glowed. She purred. Dirk was back to himself. Reality had been restored.

      


      “Hello,” he said, aware that she was someone new, someone forceful, someone sensuous.


      “I have a feeling that you and I will become the best of 

         friends,” she murmured, happier than she had been in a long time.

      


      Dirk just smiled. If there were further questions to be asked about the mysterious Corinna Cave (and there were), for the

         moment at least, he didn’t want to know about them. Neither did Sergeant Devine.

      


      Besides, it was after five o’clock: she was off duty. They had the rest of the night to enjoy themselves, to sit in a candlelit

         restaurant, slurping escargots in a garlic butter sauce, sipping Mouton Rothschild ‘64 before they returned to the classiest

         loft in Soho to fuck their brains out again. Thank God her husband, as she explained, was a traveling salesman who was never

         home during the week.

      


      As the sun set in the warm November dusk, they walked arm in arm down Prince Street past the dark brick walls of turn-of-the-century

         factories that had been transformed into art galleries and health food restaurants. Dirk loved having his buxom friend with

         her hot pink gash of a mouth and hot pink gash of a cunt.

      


      But he knew he could not rest until he found out the real identity of Corinna Cave and what maniac had come into his loft

         and machine-gunned her to death while he slept in post-coital slumber. That’s when he first thought of Honey, his sister and

         very best friend, the world’s most stunning journalist, the interviewer nonpareil, the redhead with the showgirl’s body and

         the seductive appeal of the highest paid call girls (which of course she wasn’t).

      


      Dirk forced himself to check his thoughts. He and Honey had never been sexually involved. He was totally against incest and

         always would be.

      


      “What are you thinking?”


      It was dreamy Donna Devine. They had reached West Broadway. He could smell chicken parmesan.


      “Nothing,” he answered, snuggling closer to her, resolving to call Honey first thing in the morning. Until then, he had miles

         to go before he slept.

      


       * * *


      

         “What do you mean, you didn’t get the negatives? you fuck!” screamed James “Big Boy” Epstein into his remote-control phone

         as he sat soaking in his sunken tub, his ex-wrestler’s body hidden behind a wall of suds. “Why do you think I had her killed?

         You think I want her cunt in Pussy? Get those fucking negatives, Sammy, or I’ll have you taken care of, too!”

      


      Oh the other side of the phone conversation in a phone booth in Grand Central Station, Sammy McAdam held his breath. He couldn’t

         believe his stupidity. He’d spent two weeks as a stud serviceman to the super’s wife in Dirk Wildon’s building just to get

         a copy of the necessary keys after Epstein had learned from tapping his wife’s phone conversations that Corinna had set up

         her photo session with Dirk Wildon, the master of candid cooze.

      


      He had confronted her; she had promised him on her mother’s grave that she would cancel her appointment; then he overheard

         her again, asking Dirk if she needed special makeup for her vagina. Epstein wanted to murder her right then and there but

         he had never been to prison and was not about to go now. Instead, he contacted Sammy McAdam, hit man extraordinaire. Sammy

         had been fully prepared to blast Dirk Wildon to kingdom come, but once he had entered the loft and saw him snoozing, he hadn’t

         the heart. Now he saw the error of his ways and realized that in order to save his own hide he would do anything to get the

         negatives.

      


      Back in his hot tub, Big Boy was doing everything he could to make sure that no such person as Corinna Cave had ever existed.

         Her real name had been Mary Constance O’Reilly, anyway. He had never been able to figure out how she’d been able to transmogrify

         “Mary Constance” into “Corinna”; the “Cave” part seemed understandable enough; it was self-evident, but not in public.

      


      His secretary, Bunny Bush, walked into his marble bathroom in the outfit he had assigned her: high-heeled WAC pumps, shiny

         and navy blue, right out of World War II, just like his first wife’s. Otherwise, she was wearing a shoulder 

         holster with a fully loaded automatic pressing against her left tit. That was it. Nothing else.

      


      That was how he liked it: high-heeled cooze. He liked to look up from his morning bath and see the hot pink gash running up

         and down her plain brown beaver. He liked Bunny’s flat little tits and her mousy brown hair. He liked the rimless glasses

         which kept sliding down her short little nose. He liked plain women, mousy women. They made him feel interesting. They made

         him feel he was wonderful.

      


      Not like Corinna. Nothing had ever satisfied her. Ever. Not even the six black studs whose accumulated cock-length was almost

         seven feet. Jesus H. Christ! Corinna had enraged him for too many years. Anyway, there was no point in ruminating over past

         mistakes. She was ashes now. It was over. Fini.

      


      “What do you want, Bunny?” he asked, feasting his middle-aged eyes on the suggestion of clitoris at the top of her crimson

         slit. “You agreed that that woman journalist, Honey Wilde, could interview you as long as she revealed to no one who you really

         were?”

      


      “That’s right. She can’t even say what city it is, what I look like, or give any clues that would tip off the FBI about me

         and some of my more unknown activites.”

      


      “But, boss, Honey Wilde is a muckraking, pseudoliberal, prying cunt.”


      “That’s what I’m interested in, Bunny.”


      “What?”


      “Her cunt.”


      “Honey Wilde? You’re kidding, boss. You think she’s good-looking?”


      “Bunny, you must be blind.”


      “But, boss, I just don’t want to see you made a fool of. Remember on that television show how she made the Shah of Iran look

         like a retarded fag?”

      


      “Bunny, believe me, nobody makes me look retarded; otherwise, they end up in the trunk of a car. And I never 

         sounded like no fucking fag. Besides which, Honey Wilde is a piece of ass.”

      


      “Whatever you say, boss.”


      “Come here, Bunny, I want to fuck you.”
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      HONEY


      

         When Amber “Honey” Wildon, the San Francisco interviewer—journalist, was offered the chance to have her syndicated column

         published in over two hundred newspapers across America, she changed her name to Honey Wilde. She decided it was time to establish

         her own identity as someone other than a member of the locally prominent Wildon clan, or worse, the sister of one of America’s

         most controversial photographers, the cunt-crazed Dirk.

      


      She felt that her idea of interviewing the world’s most powerful men and women in all areas of the arts, business, politics,

         education, and the military from Moscow to Hong Kong, if done correctly, would have the average reader caught up in the power

         drive of these exemplary characters, who, good or bad, had the world by the tail. She couldn’t have been more on target. “Honey

         Wildon Presents,” her original column, gave way to “On the Wilde Side,” extraordinary portraits of movers and shakers generally

         published in the 

         Sunday supplements. Even the President confessed to looking forward to reading her interviews.

      


      Then Honey decided to live dangerously. She decided to write a series on the ten most prominent men in the underworld—all

         anonymous, of course—ranging from the head of the KGB to a high-placed Communist in the state department to a leading Hollywood

         producer whose money came from the Mafia. So far so good. When she announced her series, certain hearts in high places skipped

         more than a beat.

      


      Then she heard about James “Big Boy” Epstein. She started greasing the wheels of her “old girl” network to secure what she

         hoped would be several extensive interviews with New York’s most successful crook. Unbeknownst to her, Big Boy was already

         one of her most avid fans. He’d read the articles about her in People and Rolling Stone. He’d seen the pictures of her in her string bikini, poolside Beverly Hills. If Big Boy was sure of nothing else—not the

         weather, not the existence of a supreme being—he was sure he wanted a piece of Honey Wilde. Through intermediaries, an interview

         was arranged.

      


      When Honey heard her hotel door slam shut, she realized with a start that she had no idea who she’d slept with the night before.

         She wasn’t even sure what he looked like. For that matter, she wasn’t even sure what hotel she was in. She knew she was in

         New York. She remembered she’d been down the street at the Cafe Carlyle, listening to Bobby Short play “Begin the Beguine”

         on his baby grand. She remembered a pair of ice blue eyes, male eyes with hooded lids, staring at her. She thought he was

         wearing a navy blue pinstripe. That was all she remembered, except that this was the day she had to interview Mr. Epstein.

      


      Good God, girl, she thought, you’ve got to pull yourself together.


      Getting up, lowering her lanky, darkly tanned California legs over the edge of the bed, she promised herself that from now

         on she’d cut her drinking in half. But she’d only had two white wine spritzers. Was it possible she’d been drugged? A 

         chill ran through her. She felt empty in the pit of her stomach.

      


      “There is a dangerous world out there, little girl,” she reminded herself aloud.


      Still, when she stood up and looked at her naked self in the full-length mirror, she was pleased. There was some justice in

         the world, after all. Her body was so extraordinarily beautiful, so spectacular, it never failed to cheer her up. Sometimes

         she wondered what she’d do for cheering up when she hit fifty but, like Scarlett O’Hara, decided to think about that tomorrow.

      


      She couldn’t get over the sight of herself. Five ten and sleek. And luminous. Not a freckle. Not a mole. She was truly wrapped

         in gold. The light gleamed off her taut surface. Tanned, she seemed like polished sandalwood. The breasts were disproportionately

         large. Globes, really. There was no sag and her aureoles were the color of caramel. She could have been a top Vegas show girl,

         but who the hell wanted to walk up and down an onstage flight of stairs all night? Quel drag!

      


      Her bush was something else, a shade darker red than her auburn hair and just as luxuriantly thick. Aroused at the sight of

         herself, she ran her fingers through her bush and let them linger on her clitoris. She decided she wanted a better look at

         herself. What did men find so irresistible about her cunt? She had always felt a little bit cheated that she had to be on

         the other end of the deal.

      


      She lay back on the edge of the pink-sheeted bed and spread her legs far apart to get a better look at her sexual self in

         the full-length mirror on the back of the closet door. Her vagina seemed like a jungle flower to her, all delicate pink-tinged

         folds of silky petal skin with hidden recesses, perfumed and mysterious, begging to be explored by greedy hands and tongues.

         Honey tested her cunt-hole with her index finger and imagined her finger was a little boy’s prick, a ten-year-old boy with

         white-blond hair, exactly the way Dirk 

         had looked; a lost child who had seen her shopping and who had followed her upstairs.

      


      This was one of her favorite fantasies, one in which she had total control as she urged the boy not to be afraid of the strange

         sight between her legs. If only he would kiss her there, she would find a way to make him very happy. This lingering fantasy

         turned her on to such an extent that the feel of her own index finger, the imagined little boy’s cock, was far more satisfying

         to her than being rammed into nirvana by an aggressive buck trying to impress her with his unstoppable horse cock. Of course,

         it was only a fantasy. No blond-haired ten-year-old boy had ever followed her home. Not yet, at least.

      


      Then she saw it—a flash in the mirror. Something behind her. There it was again, the image of a hotel chambermaid: gray uniform,

         white collar, dark mahogany face.

      


      She looked up. Nothing.


      She leaned back onto the bed and let herself go gently into the night of her favorite fantasy, her ass still resting on the

         edge of the bed, her spread-apart legs almost touching the floor as she let her fingers take liberties with her labia, which

         was now swollen with the blood of arousal, in its own unmistakable way begging to be stroked.

      


      She was so relaxed, it was several long seconds before she fully realized her fingers had been joined by a thick purple tongue

         belonging to the dark mahogany face which she had thought was fantasy. No, it was real; it was the face of a Nubian princess,

         its strong contours perfectly molded and glowing in the early morning light. It was the chambermaid.

      


      “Don’t make me stop, honey, don’t make me stop.”


      “Honey gasped. “How—how do you know my name”


      “Name?”


      “My name is Honey.”


      “In that case, you is well named, Honey, because that’s what you is.” With that, she buried her face as deeply as she could

         into the rich fuck-flesh of Honey’s genitalia.

      


      Honey wanted to ask this woman who she was, but in truth 

         she didn’t care. She sensed immediately that here was a kindred soul, a woman of the world, however humble her actual title,

         however insignificant her bank account. Her instincts told her that the human being kneeling in front of her was more than

         willing to drop everything in the name of love.
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