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         In search of the golden girl…



      Looking in surprising centers of sin for an exquisite golden girl, Dirk and Honey make many friends and a few waves. Who can

         forget the sizzling siblings?

      


      Not the handsome Indian Holy Man, who initiates Honey in the delights of luxuriously slow sex.


      Not the lissome Chinese acrobats, who perform for Dirk the erotic show of his life.


      Not the beautiful young blonde herself, the object of Dirk’s wild passion and Honey’s sensual curiosity.


      All over the world, beautiful men and women remember their encounter with Dirk and Honey with a rapturous sigh. And so will
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1.



	  HONEY


      “Ricardo,” she purred, and pulled free from his fevered clutches. “You’re making it extremely hard on me.”


      His flashing black eyes twinkled with amusement. “Sí. And you make hard-on for me. See?” Proudly he stepped back, revealing the tented front of his velvet robe. Slowly, like a master unveiling a work

         of art, he pulled loose the belt and opened the robe, exposing his erect demands. His sleek cock was the color of sandalwood.

      


      Tempted, Honey eyed him for a long moment. Ricardo Prado was about the most appealing hunk of man she had encountered lately.

         Just over six feet of hardened flesh, tapered waist, slim hips, muscular thighs, with curly black hair and a boyish, devil-may-care

         charm that had won her over within moments of their meeting in Mexico City at the National Soccer Championships. Hailed as

         one of the world’s greatest players, a natural successor to the sensational Pele, Ricardo was to be the subject of her 

         next exclusive and internationally published article. But ever since their arrival back at her palatial home in Hillsborough,

         California, his mind had been more on in-depth screwing than on in-depth interviewing.

      


      “Pack it away, lover boy,” she sighed in resignation, and gathered her notes from the bedside table. “I’ve work to do. We’ll

         play later. I promise.” She threw him a dazzling smile and, tossing her shoulder-length waves of Titian-colored hair, walked

         quickly out of her bedroom, her full hips swaying provocatively under the sheer iridescent green of her chiffon caftan.

      


      Like a dutiful puppy, Ricardo followed, the pout evident in his tone as he spoke: “Work, work, work… I want to fuck, fuck,

         fuck.”

      


      “You’re on vacation,” she said over her shoulder and headed for the grand staircase leading to the ground floor. “I’m on a deadline.

         Your interview has to be on the wire by this afternoon. And Honey Wildon never misses a deadline.”

      


      He caught her arm, swinging her around, pulling her close, crushing her heavy breasts into his bare chest. “You’ve got time,”

         he growled good-naturedly, and pressed his mouth on hers. As they kissed, she could feel his hardness pushing at her belly

         like an insistent divining rod. For another moment she wavered, a demanding warmth rushing up from her loins, filling her

         with an intense desire. Reluctantly she broke away and gave a friendly squeeze to his hard-on. “Ricardo, you are insatiable.”

      


      He frowned. “What’s that mean?”


      “The male equivalent of me,” she answered with a smirk, and began descending the carpeted stairs, her knees weak from the

         fires boiling within her groin. “Now don’t follow me. The servants will see you.”

      


      

         “Servants,” he snorted at the top of the stairs. “I not care about servants.”

      


      She laughed gaily and kept descending. “That’s because they’re not yours. They’re mine. In fact, some were even here when

         my parents were alive.” At the bottom she paused, looking back up at him. He stood, feet splayed, frowning down, his robe

         wide open, one hand stroking determinedly on his hard peter. With his free hand he blew her a kiss. “Honey,” he said hoarsely,

         “you are one hot girl.”

      


      “I’m a woman,” she said easily, and breezed out of his sight and down the hall into the study, her father’s former library.

         With fierce concentration and firm discipline acquired through her years as a top-flight journalist of international reputation,

         Honey was soon deeply involved in finishing her article on Ricardo. He had not been a difficult subject to capture on paper.

         His likes were simple: soccer, hot women, and fast cars, exactly in that order. What intrigued her, and what she had chosen

         as the slant of the article, was his familial devotion, an almost worshipful allegiance to his mother and his younger siblings.

         With the fabulous money he was earning as Mexico’s top soccer star, Ricardo had lavished the good life on his family while

         choosing to live by himself in relative austerity—except for his shiny red Porsche Targa.

      


      When she was writing, time passed quickly for Honey, and now she was unaware that Ricardo, clad only in tight Speedo swim

         trunks, stood quietly in the open doorway, observing her. He had never encountered a hotter woman or a more beautiful conquest.

         Statuesque—nearly five-nine—her luscious body was a bountiful collection of soft curves and voluptuous endowments. Her smooth,

         unblemished skin was the color of fresh milk. Her breasts were full, rounded peaks and they strained at the filmy 

         material of her gown. Her exquisite profile bent intently over the typewriter, and her long, dark red tresses gleamed like

         burnished metal in the morning sun, which streamed in through the French doors leading to the poolside terrace. As he watched

         her, he could feel himself thickening in his swimsuit. Never before had he had a woman who enjoyed sex as much as he did.

         The mere thought of her enthusiastic performances in bed caused his cock to blossom into a full-blown weapon. He wanted her

         desperately right then, right there.

      


      He took a step into the book-lined room. Turning her astonishingly blue eyes on him, she smiled at his bulging swimsuit. “Why

         the periscope? Going for a swim?”

      


      “Sí. In you.”

      


      “Por favor, mi toro. Later.”

      


      He rubbed the persistent throbbing in his nylon swimsuit. “No. Now,” he demanded.

      


      “Tough maracas, Ricardo,” she murmured. Honey had returned to the typewriter, her fingers raising a steady, electronic clackety-clack.


      With studied nonchalance he moved behind her chair, peering over her bare shoulders and down the front of her low-cut caftan.

         As she breathed, the soft swell of her snowcapped peaks filled him with new urgings. With the same quickness that marked his

         performance on the soccer field, he shoved a hand down between her warm, soft breasts, relishing their fullness.

      


      “Ricardo,” she complained, still typing. “You promised, when I asked you here, that you’d let me work when I had to.”


      “You work too much,” he said softly and cupped one full breast, loving its weight in his sweaty palm. Bending down to nuzzle

         her long neck, he inhaled her sweet aroma—like a garden of roses on a hot, sunny day. It 

         reminded him of her pussy, and that made his blood simmer.

      


      Still typing, she arched her head back into him. “I love my work. As you do yours.”


      “But I no work now. I play.” With a fingernail he flicked at one of her nipples, pleased to feel it elongating at his touch.

         He pressed the hard bulge of his swimsuit into the back of her head and demanded, “How long?”

      


      “About seven inches, if I recall correctly,” she said crisply, and continued to type.


      He jerked his hand free of her breasts and marched around the desk. Standing directly in front of her, he began tracing with

         his fingertips the long boner compressed painfully in his trunks.

      


      She ceased typing. “Ricardo, why don’t you take a swim? Cool off for a spell. Give it a rest.”


      Instead of replying, he yanked free his hard-on and pulled back the skin from its glistening head. He bobbed it at her, a

         lustful, sly grin on his darkly handsome features. Honey eyed the end of his pointing dick, noticing a small drop of moisture

         at the dime-sized slit. It was that mere speck of pearly fluid that crumbled her resolve. With a rustle of chiffon, she bounded

         out of her chair and, with heavy breasts swaying, flew to the hall door and closed it. She turned, leaning back against the

         door. “El Máquina, take off those trunks.”

      


      Willingly he obliged, pushing them off his trim hips and stepping out of them. Proudly, even vainly he stood, letting her

         drink in his aroused beauty. “Now you,” he ordered.

      


      Still standing by the door, she gathered the skirt of her light green caftan and vigorously pulled it over her head, flinging

         it aside. Her full figure rose like a classical statue from the plush pile rug. Her alabaster skin glowed 

         like polished ivory, her rounded, full breasts heaving, the bright red triangle between her softly rounded thighs beckoning

         like a warming bonfire. His eyes bulged at her breathtaking beauty, and his prick grew even harder. “Come here,” he croaked.

      


      “Show me again,” she breathed. “That trick from last night.”


      Needing no further encouragement to show off his prowess, he fell forward onto his hands, and pressed straight up into a rigid

         handstand. He walked toward her on his hands, his lean, brown shaft bouncing out behind him like a stiff rooster tail. Straight

         to her feet he moved and, opening wide his legs, placed one on either side of her, his feet flat against the closed door,

         well above her shoulders.

      


      With enormous pleasure she looked down at him from that odd angle. She reached between his legs and leaned over his ass, grabbing

         his stiffness, pulling it toward her mouth as she bent her knees, lowering her fiery bush to his awaiting, upturned head.

         As his tongue sliced into the already wet lips of her delta of love, she sucked in the plum-sized head of his engorged dick,

         tracing its hard under-ridges expertly with her exploring tongue. His own tongue was stiff and jabbed at her clit, raising

         the temperature of her internal furnace. From her mouth, greedy slurping sounds mingled with moans of pleasure. Her knees

         and his arms buckled at the same time, and both of them collapsed onto the rug.

      


      Rolling her over on her back, he fell between her upraised knees and, with the dexterity of a natural athlete, plunged his

         pulsing peter deep into her vessel of warmth. With a deep sigh of contentment, she locked her long legs around his trim waist

         and pressed his firm chest into her soft mounds. “Ahhhh, excelentísimo Ricardo Prado,” she groaned. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…”

      


      

         Ever since she’d first fallen into bed with him in her Mexico City hotel room, she had been amazed at his endurance and stamina.

         He was a marvelous fuck—not just slow, easy proddings, either, but increasingly energetic, even zestful lunges deep into her

         most innermost core, raising her to unbelievable heights of ecstasy. He could go at it for hours, and she could testify under

         oath that only the night before he had kept up his ramming for over two and a half hours straight before her climaxes had

         ceased and her sore pussy had begun to dry up. And still he had been ready, even eager for more.

      


      Now, once again, he attacked her with youthful exuberance. She could feel his balls bouncing against her perineum, and their

         lusty rhythm skyrocketed her own. Pools of their perspiration formed on her, adding a slippery external lubricant. The internal

         walls of her love box were awash in their own drippings, and his driving cock felt like a hot poker, satisfying and exhilarating.

         Quickly she began to peak, an exquisite anguish rising within her to almost unbearable heights. Like a sudden clap of thunder

         she came, drenching the heat of his red-hot poker in a shower of viscous fluids. A muted scream of release broke from her.

      


      Still pile-driving his hips, Ricardo raised his head from the hollow of her neck and grinned, panting, “Score one for you,

         sí?”

      


      “Sí sí,” she groaned.

      


      “I play hard when I’m behind,” he growled and, lowering his head, raced to catch up by shifting his hips into even higher

         gear. He was slamming so hard into her that all she could do was hang on to his taut frame and ride out the match. Reeling

         in delicious aftershocks, she did not have long to wait. With a satisfied burst of air through his nostrils, he climaxed,

         shooting a hot goal deep into the wet net of her vanquished cage.

      


      

         They clung to each other, there on the rug, gasping and wheezing. Much to her astonishment, just as ther breathing had begun

         to normalize, she could feel his cock, still buried to the hilt within her, thickening and growing hard again. Slowly his

         hips began to move. “Ricky, enough for now,” she admonished playfully, and, with a shove, managed to push him off her. Scooting

         out from under him, she rolled to one hip and weakly scrambled away on her knees.

      


      He followed, also crawling. Like a dog in heat, he sniffed at her, nudging with his nose the loose lips of her inflamed pussy,

         which hung down like soft moss beneath her pear-shaped ass. Reaching her desk, she pulled herself upright, and for a moment

         she thought she would keel over from the rush of blood from her head. Dizzily she batted away his face from her rear end and

         swayed to the French doors, throwing them open.

      


      The Bay Area sunshine bathed her with a soft golden glow, caressing her fair skin with new warmth. The Olympic-sized swimming

         pool, only steps away, glistened like a bright blue mirage. She glanced back at him. He had sunk back on his haunches, his

         black eyes locked on her intently, expectantly, his hard member poking up out of his lap like a flagless pole. “You are too

         much,” she sighed in appreciation, and with a flirtatious smile she dashed outside, down the brick stairs of the terrace.

         On the edge of the tile coping of the pool, she paused briefly, threw her arms over her head, her full breasts pointing skyward,

         then dove cleanly, gracefully, expertly—a flash of pale white against the sparkling blue—before disappearing into the refreshingly

         cool water.

      


      Swimming underwater, she tried to reach the far end before her lungs exploded. Triumphantly she touched the tile and, sputtering

         for breath, broke through the water’s surface, shaking her red hair. Sleeking it back from her 

         eyes, she turned to locate Ricardo. At the far end of the pool, the three-story brick mansion rose majestically, dwarfing

         him in the doorway to her study. With a little-boy pout, he stood forlornly, observing her, his brown peter jutting out in

         front as if straining to reach her. She smiled encouragingly and waved, calling out, “Come on in. It’s divine.” He shook his

         head glumly.

      


      Laughing gaily, she climbed out of the pool, grabbed a large, yellow terry towel from one of the chaise longues and, patting

         her face dry, moved to him, noting that his cock was drooping as much as his face. “Why didn’t you join me?” she asked.

      


      “The servants…” he offered lamely.


      “Oh, pooh,” she said, and rubbed the soft towel over her bounteous curves. “Even my parents swam nude. Can’t you swim?”


      “Where are they?” he asked evasively. “Your mother and father.”


      Suddenly pensive, she answered, “They died in a plane wreck in Alaska. When I was twelve.” She toweled her thick hair vigorously

         and brushed past him, reentering her study, aware that she had a pressing deadline to make. From the Persian rug near the

         hall door she grabbed up her filmy caftan and began pulling it over her head. When she emerged, she saw Ricardo studying the

         silver-framed photos on the wall opposite her desk. She glided to him, pointing to the largest photograph, which showed a

         handsome, laughing couple. “That’s Mom and Dad at the opening of one of Dad’s copper mills in Montana.”

      


      “Who is this?” he asked in a jealous tone, waving at another photo, this one of an attractive young man, as lean and lanky

         as a young Jimmy Stewart.

      


      “My younger brother, Dirk,” she replied. “He’s a very famous photographer. You’d love his work. Here…” She pulled an oversized,

         expensively bound book from 

         the nearby shelves. “This is his latest collection.” She handed him the coffee-table-sized book, hoping it would keep him

         occupied for a spell, and returned to her desk chair, sinking into it with gritty determination.

      


      “Naked women!” he exclaimed, thumbing through the studio portraits.


      She laughed at his surprise. “Female beauty is Dirk’s passion. And his forte.”

      


      “You in here?”


      “Not on your life.”


      “You should be.”


      She smiled. “Muchas gracias. Now please let me finish.” Finding where she had left off in her notes, she began typing with renewed vigor. All the energetic

         screwing and swimming had left her feeling refreshed; her skin tingled with energy, and as she typed, the words seemed to

         leap onto the pages as if by their own accord. This interview with Ricardo, like all of her exclusive interviews, would run

         under her own byline, “Honey Wildon Presents,” in over ninety newspapers and magazines around the world.

      


      A prolonged sigh from Ricardo broke her concentration, and she glanced up. He had settled onto the love seat, his eyes glued

         to the open pages of one of Dirk’s exquisite photographs, his dick rigid once more. She could not believe her eyes—he was

         obsessed. He caught her watching him and leaped to his feet, rushing to her. “Let’s fuck,” he broached in a coarse whisper.

      


      “You’re going to wear that poor thing out,” she said with a shake of her drying locks, and returned to her typing. “Another

         half hour, then watch out. I’ll screw that thing limp if it kills me. And what a lovely way to die.”

      


      Wordlessly he sank to the floor, out of sight on the other side of the large Louis XIV desk. Suddenly she gasped 

         with pleasure. Underneath the desk, he had hiked up her gown and buried his head between her legs. She clamped her thighs

         tightly around his ears, hoping to cut off his darting explorations. With a concerted effort she attempted to concentrate

         on the interview. His tongue lapped wickedly at her pussy, instantly inflaming it with an intense heat. The faster he tongued,

         the faster she typed. Soon her . fingers were flying, and she rushed to finish before all thoughts ceased and pure sensation

         took over.

      


      She was fighting a losing battle when a discreet knock came at the hall door. She was so startled, she rasped, “Come in,”

         before she realized she had done so. The door opened and Caroline, her adorable downstairs maid—a fetching lass in a short

         black uniform—entered, carrying a yellow envelope on a silver tray. “Excuse me for interrupting, Miss Wildon,” Caroline said,

         glancing at Ricardo’s discarded swimsuit on the rug, “but this just arrived.”

      


      Too heated to speak, Honey held out a trembling hand, grateful that the desk covered Ricardo’s lingual liberties. Shyly, Caroline

         approached and stood by the side of the desk, raising her knowledgeable eyes from Honey’s bountiful breasts. “Are you feeling

         well, Miss Wildon? You look terribly flushed.”

      


      “I’m feeling sensational,” Honey managed to get out, and tore open the envelope. It was a telegram, and she extracted it with

         no small degree of apprehension. Before she could read it, a small groan of desire escaped her lips.

      


      “Bad news?” Caroline asked with obvious concern.


      Flustered by her own excitement, Honey glanced at the telegram’s message. It was one word. The word was SNATCH. “I pray not,”

         she murmured, and looked up at the lovely girl through glazed eyes. “That will be all for now, Caroline.”

      


      

         “Very well, ma’am,” the girl said softly and, with a lingering glance, withdrew and closed the door behind her.

      


      Clutching the disturbing telegram, Honey sank lower in her chair, pushing her flaming cunt deeper onto the eager face of the

         busy Ricardo. He had locked onto her love button with such urgency that she felt ready to dissolve in a conflagration of lust.

         “Oh, Ricky,” she gasped, and promptly flooded his face with joy juice. Paroxysms of pleasure wracked her torso and, eyes closed,

         she collapsed back into the chair, drained and released once more.

      


      Recovering swiftly, she scooted upright. “Come out, come out, Ricardo. I have to leave at once.” That stopped him and, grateful

         for the cessation of cunning cunnilingus, she quickly composed in her mind the closing paragraph and typed it out, crossing

         her legs tightly to prevent any further interference.

      


      He rose from the other side of the desk, grinning from ear to ear, his mouth still wet with her ambrosia. He smacked his lips

         appreciatively. “What you say?”

      


      She ripped the last page out of her typewriter and switched the machine off. She had finished! And it was damn good, she was

         positive. “I must leave immediately.”

      


      His grin faded rapidly. “Why?”


      “My brother needs me,” she said.


      Frowning with disappointment, he swore at length in Spanish. She rose, kissing him on the lips, tasting her own erotic residue.

         “I’ll drive you to the airport. If we have time, we can do it in the back seat in the parking lot. But, Ricardo, please hurry…”

      


   

      
2.



      DIRK


      From his work bench he grabbed the Hasselblad and snapped in the 50 millimeter, 1.7 lens. Checking the film’s ASA rating,

         he whirled to the nearly nude model lying on the expanse of white paper. The thick paper dropped in one continuous sheet from

         the giant roll on the ceiling rod two stories above, forming both the backdrop and the floor covering for his setup. With

         as much professional distance as he could muster, he eyed her through the new lens, feeling a decidedly nonprofessional stirring

         in his tight Calvin Klein jeans.

      


      She was a sensational find, possessing an exquisite body and a magical, alluring face. Even as she stared back blankly into

         the camera, she projected a smoldering sensuality, an earthiness that reeked of carnality. Her incredible eyes hinted at untold

         secrets and a wildly lascivious nature. Black as coal, they dared him to make a move toward her. The invitation was so open,

         so boldly 

         expressed, that Dirk was having a difficult time keeping his mind on the intricacies of his chosen profession.

      


      He lowered the camera, vaguely aware that the Chuck Mangione tape on his reel-to-reel Tandberg deck was nearing the end. “Toni,

         let’s try a few with the blouse unbuttoned totally.”

      


      She smiled seductively and sat up to do as requested. Wearing only white, French-cut bikini panties and a gauzy, see-through

         blouse of a soft tangerine color, Toni opened the last button, her gaze not wavering from his. Her rounded breasts leapt fully

         into view, their dark aureoles like another pair of tantalizing eyes egging him own. “How do you want me?” she asked, her

         voice as sultry as her obvious charms.

      


      He swallowed, wtih difficulty. “Lean back on your hands, knees up. That’s it… now shift your shoulders… more toward me. Yeah…”

         He studied her through the lens. With her breasts pointing high, she looked as if she were offering them to the gods. And

         what an offering they were—full, round, perfectly proportioned, they reminded him of his sister’s—except that Honey’s were

         almost pure white, and Toni’s were the color of almonds.

      


      Wanting more highlights on their soft fullness, he adjusted the “barn door” on one of the Fresnels behind him and, satisfied

         with the results, shot several more exposures. “Okay, slip off the blouse,” he said. Pretending nonchalance, he refilled her

         Baccarat goblet from the rare bottle of 1953 Schloss Eltz Trockenbeerenauslese. Shoeless, he squatted on the white paper to

         hand over the goblet. She took it with a grateful smile, looking up at him through her long black eyelashes. The come-hither

         glance piqued further the interest of his bird of paradise. For a long moment he could only stare back in anticipation, his

         mind racing ahead to explore the mysteries awaiting him. “How are you feeling?” he asked quietly.

      


      

         “Much more relaxed than I thought I’d be,” she replied. “You make me feel quite comfortable, really.”

      


      “Good. I told you it wouldn’t be difficult.” He tore his eyes from her dark-centered breasts and stood, making certain she

         caught a glimpse of the rising bulge in his jeans. Innocently he busied himself by changing the completed audio tape. The

         large Palladian windows behind him offered a stunning, panoramic view of the night-lit towers of the World Trade Center. “Any

         requests?”

      


      “Whatever you like, I’m game for.”


      “How ’bout a little Jean-Pierre Rampal?”


      “What’s he play?”


      “The flute.”


      Toni giggled, her breasts bouncing provocatively. Hurriedly he racked up the new reel and switched it on. Soaring, lyrical

         sounds filled the large, nearly empty studio-loft. “Want any more weed?” he asked. “Snow?”

      


      “Maybe later. That whiff is strong, huh?” She stretched her arms over her head, pushing her treasures up at him. “I can’t

         believe my very first photo session is with someone as well known as you,” she said coyly. “Ever since I saw that last layout

         in Esquire, I’ve always had a fantasy of posing for you.”

      


      “See? Fantasies do come true.”


      “Well… sometimes,” she laughed.


      “Mind removing your panties?”


      She hesitated, sudden doubt flooding her young face. Point of no return, he said to himself, and smiled encouragingly. Discreetly he turned his back and switched off the overhead spots, giving

         her time to adjust by herself. Only that morning he had discovered her, standing at a Park Avenue bus stop. With only one

         look, he had known she possessed that one quality for which he was constantly searching—pure feminine magic. It was an indefinable

         quality, something he had often tried to put 

         into words but always had difficulty explaining. And yet he instantly recognized it whenever he saw it—a mystical allure,

         timeless, placeless, it went beyond mere physical beauty and transcended the normal definitions of feminine pulchritude. He

         prided himself on his ability to discover it, and credited his considerable success to his trained eyes. This beautiful young

         lady had never modeled before, yet when he had approached her, introducing himself by his card, explaining his desire for

         a session with her, she readily agreed. All this time he had thought it was his ineffable charm. Now he realized she’d known

         all along who he was.

      


      He turned back to her and his bird suddenly took wing, fluttering valiantly to be free. Toni lay stretched out on her back,

         her breasts flattening into soft mounds, her long legs parted slightly, her black bush glistening like a satin pillow; one

         hand lay on a thigh, the fingers curved toward the unseen opening between her legs. “Perfection,” he said softly, and began

         snapping her pose from several angles, moving quickly from side to side, eventually standing near her head to shoot down the

         length of her womanly, arousing body.

      


      As he snapped away, her hands moved to her breasts and she touched her dark nipples with intimate assurance, soon standing

         them to attention like dusky olives. His imprisoned bird jumped fully to life. “Open your legs wider,” he suggested, his voice

         hoarse with urgency.

      


      Slowly she parted her thighs, and he quelled the desire to rush to her feet for a more satisfying view of what he had been

         longing to see. Instead he finished the roll with varying angles from her upper torso, framing several of the shots of her

         enticing bush between the hills of her large, puddinglike breasts. Changing to his fully loaded Nikon F3, he pushed down his

         straining bird and gulped the rest of his wine. He poured another glass and stole a glance at her.

      


      

         Eyes closed, she had been busy on her own; one finger was tentatively exploring the furled opening to her vagina. Silently

         he moved to her feet and watched intently her digital dexterity. Delicately she was parting the umber-colored lips, revealing

         a slash of bright pink. He knelt and aimed his camera, quickly capturing several succulent shots too graphic for the kind

         of photos he allowed to be reproduced or published, but perfect for his own private collection. The more she probed, the more

         insistent his cock became, demanding the same personal attention she was giving her own genitals. Not wanting to alarm her,

         he refrained from whipping it out—but he continued to squeeze it inside his jeans while shooting shot after shot of the ever-widening

         tunnel in the black-covered valley. Soon he was flat on his stomach, aiming directly into the mouth-watering aperture, grinding

         his hardness onto the white paper. She had buried her middle finger deep inside to the second knuckle, and now withdrew it,

         bringing it to her mouth to suck the clinging moisture.

      


      Accidentally he touched her foot and her eyes snapped open, searching for him with an unmistakable, unfocused gaze. It was

         lust if he ever had seen it. He grinned sheepishly and she opened her legs even wider. “What other equipment have you got?”

         she asked.

      


      “Lots of mechanical gadgets,” he answered, scooting to his knees. “But my best piece is all natural.”

      


      “Is it healthy?”


      “And good for you,” he said, and placed his Nikon carefully to one side off the white paper.

      


      She rubbed both palms over her thighs, bringing them down on either side of her black-fringed love trench. “Well, for heaven’s

         sake, bring it out. I’m all for anything natural.”

      


      Pleased as punch, he unzipped his tight jeans and, with difficulty, extracted his full-grown bird. She raised herself 

         up on her elbows to study it with a distinct smile of approval. “Well, bring it up here so I can test it,” she murmured.

      


      Quickly he moved to straddle her trunk. His bird trembling, he waited expectantly for her next move. She took it in both hands;

         her touch was cool and assured on his heated, hard cock, which twitched as if straining to fly away. With maddening slowness

         she raised her mouth and repeatedly kissed its swollen head. Watching the exquisite, magical mouth mother his member, he struggled

         for control, wanting desperately to ram it deep into her throat.

      


      Her luscious lips enveloped the knobby end, and he felt her tongue washing the underside, creating a dangerous tingling in

         his balls. She sucked it in, taking nearly all of it into the moist warmth of her willing mouth, then pulling it out again.

         “Not fair. I’m nude and you’re not,” she pouted. “You promised you’d do everything to make me feel at ease.”

      


      “Sorry,” he mumbled and rose to his feet, shucking his jeans. After stepping out of them, he ripped off his socks and yanked

         off his Lacoste polo shirt. Nude, excited, he stood over her, his bird flying out from his groin at a hard angle. Her fingers

         had returned to her love canal, and he suddenly wanted to join them. Reversing his position, he placed his knees on either

         side of her neck and lowered his head to greet her pussy. Snaking his tongue out, he split her open like a ripe peach. She

         gasped, and he felt her mouth again clamp down on his prick, as if she were chewing beef ribs..

      


      She tasted to him like Brazil nuts and smelled faintly of musk. The rippled edges of her twat led him directly to the hard

         island of her clit. Jamming it against his upper teeth, he flicked at it with his tongue, sending her hips into 

         a squirm of delight. As she sucked on him, he teased and tormented her hard love button, pressing his nose deeper and deeper

         between the undulating walls of her juicy canal. Lost in the heady delight, he could have eaten her for hours.

      


      Toni, however, was panting into his cockflesh, “I want it in me, I want it inside.”


      Ever desirous to please, he jackknifed and aimed his bird for her love nest. Easing into her was like slipping into a tight,

         warm glove. For a moment he did not move, loving the sensation of being wetly enveloped, feeling the internal contractions

         milking at him. Lowering his weight fully onto her, he kissed her lovely face, closing her-eyes with his slippery tongue.

         Gradually he began to move his smothered bird, stroking slowly, drawing it nearly all the way out before plunging it deep

         again. Over and over he did this, raising ecstatic groans from her.

      


      Raking his back with her fingernails, she clung to him, bucking her hips harder and harder, slamming their pelvises together,

         urging him on faster and faster. He picked up speed, his knees rubbing raw on the hard floor, his deep moans of pleasure mingling

         with hers adding a cacophony of vocal accompaniment to the Rampal tape bursting out of the Infinity Reference Standards speakers

         that had set him back twenty grand apiece.

      


      The tingling in his balls hurled him quickly to the brink. He eased off the pace, wanting first to bring her ultimate satisfaction.

         He quickly realized he need not have been concerned, for she was screaming with release and he could feel great gushes of

         her liquids drowning his happy bird. Again he picked up speed, hurrying to his own destination, pleased with himself for achieving

         his two primary goals: first, to capture her magical essence on film, and second, to fuck the hell out of her.

      


      

         He was just ready to explode with a magnificent orgasm when an all-too-familiar voice, disturbingly near, cried out, “Dirk,

         you bastard!”

      


      He flung his head up toward the harsh-toned voice and caught sight of the flushed face of his beautiful sister bending over

         them. In delighted shock, his bird detonated inside Toni and he hollered in delicious agony, “Aghhh, Honey…” As he squirted

         his last feeble drops into Toni, he watched his sister spin on her heel and stride toward the living area. Her anger was as

         apparent as her gleaming, deep red hair.

      


      It took several excruciating moments for him to extricate himself from Toni’s embarrassed embrace, explaining rapidly as he

         did that the unexpected intruder was merely his older sister. It was evident that Toni did not believe him. With cold, mechanical

         movements she gathered her far-flung clothes and marched into the bathroom. Relieved to hear the shower running, he hastily

         pulled on his Cardin robe of dark blue cashmere and padded toward the gorgeous figure sitting at the far end of the deep-cushioned,

         suede pillow-couch. In the otherwise dim area, a halo of light from the recessed fixtures overhead encircled her with brightness.

      


      Honey did not look up as he approached, but continued inhaling on the slim, hand-rolled joint. He could smell the sweet, thick

         aroma of sinsemilla.

      


      “Thanks for coming so quickly,” he said awkwardly, not knowing where to begin.


      She snorted as if amused, and swung her gaze to him. “I could say the same to you, brother. Some emergency. I bust my buns

         to get here as fast as I can—fearing the worst, expecting to be met by tragedy and gloom. And what do I find? The pink ass

         of my horny little brother, frantically waving hello at me. I don’t know whether to be relieved or enraged.”

      


      

         “It is an emergency, I swear,” he said, and sank down beside her. “I wouldn’t have wired you if it wasn’t serious, you know

         that.”

      


      She exhaled a tired lungful of smoke, her eyes narrowing as she scrutinized his face. “Well, it certainly can’t be too catastrophic

         if you still have the inclination to get your rocks off.”

      


      He hung his head, guilty as charged. “I was trying to keep my mind off it. It’s the best way I know how…”


      A bubble of laughter welled out of her, husky and warm, yet with a biting edge. “Dirky, why the hell the secret code? ‘Snatch’?

         That’s only for life-or-death emergencies, you know that.”

      


      “It is life or death—at least I think it is. She begged me, pleaded, more with her eyes than her voice. She didn’t have time to

         say anything but, ‘Help me, please… help me.’”

      


      “The beauty in your bathroom?”


      “No. The girl in the park.”


      She passed him the joint. “You’re talking to a reporter, not a psychic. Take a good hit and start at the beginning… as slowly

         as possible.”

      


      He sucked in the sweet smoke, held it, and began speaking through clenched teeth as deliberately as he could. “Last Sunday

         I was in Central Park with my Nikon and the 850 telephoto lens. And this incredibly sweet-faced, super-sensational blonde—no

         more than sixteen, seventeen—captured and held my eye. She was everything I’m always looking for.”

      


      Honey nodded wryly. “I should have known it was a beautiful lady. So what happened?


      He exhaled in a rush, feeling a sudden lightheadedness. “I didn’t even get to talk to her. Just as she got out the words ‘help

         me,’ two thugs who looked like leftovers from a Sicilian gang war grabbed me, started roughing me up. 

         Tried to take away my camera. I fought like hell. Managed to get away, camera intact. Come here… I’ll show you.”

      


      He led Honey past the large white walls, adorned with huge blowups of some of his favorite models, and toward the fully equipped

         darkroom at the very rear of the former warehouse space that occupied an entire floor of the building. Inside the cluttered,

         narrow room he located the eight-by-ten blowups he had made of the blonde, and handed them over ceremoniously. Honey studied

         them, nodding slowly. “Yes, I see… enchanting. Charming. Very.”

      


      “I’ve never seen such a face,” he said with conviction as he stared at the Botticelli-like angel.

      


      “So what happened then?”


      “I ran off, hid, and followed them. The two thugs clamped onto her and walked her really fast into the Pierre Hotel. But when

         I asked the desk clerk about her, he got very nervous, uptight. Told me there was no one of that description registered and

         ordered me to leave at once, before he called the security guard.”

      


      Even in the dimness, he could see the spark of interest light up her eyes. “And?” she asked.


      “That’s it. Except that I watched the hotel day and night, practically—until this morning. But I never saw her again.”


      “That’s it? A beautiful blonde in the park says ‘help me,’ and you yank me all the way from California?”


      “I can’t get her out of my mind, Honey. She’s in deep trouble. I just know it.”


      “Why?” she asked coolly. “The lady of the bath’s a gem too, from all I could see. What’s another pretty face to you?”


      He struggled to find words for his feelings. “That one in the park was everything. I feel obsessed with finding 

         her. Her life’s in danger and I’m the only one who knows. That’s exactly how I feel. That girl is depending on me, I could

         see it in her eyes. She is counting on me to help her. I can’t ignore that, I just can’t.” From the antique brass clothes

         tree he grabbed some clothes and began tugging them on. He didn’t know where he was going, he only knew the magical girl was

         out there someplace and it was up to him to find her.

      


      “Dirk?”


      Honey came to him, a vision of creamy skin, full curves, and burnished hair, a wistful smile gracing her lips. She stopped

         before him, locking eyes with his and putting her arms around his neck, pulling him close. She held him tightly and his heart

         raced. His chest burned from the imprint of her breasts. “Of course I’ll help you,” she murmured. “Just hold me for a moment…

         give your only family a little warm welcome, okay? Then we’ll find your mysterious blonde of the park… I promise.”
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