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MURDER FOR PROFIT

Peter Chambers waited while Goldie Dorn locked the apartment, and then he escorted the madame to the street. They picked up a cab to Fifty-third and Second, and all the way down Pete listened to her curse the errant Dorothy Steel. It wasn’t so much that the girl had violated a rule of the stable; but Goldie highly resented being sold out to a blackmailer, no matter how high he was in the rackets.

There was no answer at the apartment, so Goldie tried the knob. The door opened, and Chambers followed her in. There was a small foyer and a large living room. Seated in an easy chair was a slender brunette with a surprised expression along the edges of her mouth and a small hole in the middle of her forehead.

“Out!” he said.

“Jesus Christ!” said Goldie.

“Move!” said Pete. “This guy means business.”


ONE

TONY Starr was a new tenant in the Kips Bay Apartments on 32nd Street and Lexington Avenue. A month ago he had signed a two-year lease, depositing four months’ rent as security, but even then he knew he would forfeit the security (he could afford it) because he had no intention of staying out the two year period. Once the estate was settled, he would return to London. He hated New York. He hated everything about New York. He hated every memory of New York. He hated …

For a month now he had been a quiet, anonymous tenant, one among six hundred other tenants in the vast complex of the tall, modern, newly constructed, expensive high-riser. He knew nobody in the Kips Bay Apartments, and nobody in the Kips Bay Apartments knew Tony Starr, which was exactly the way he wanted it. He had a satisfactory three-room apartment, but it was, in fact, temporary. His mother was dead — quick, so terribly sudden, a heart attack in London — and he was here in New York to wait out the settlement of the estate. He had several times been to her lawyer’s office (her lawyer — not his father’s) and had signed all the necessary papers and had been advised that the settlement of an estate takes time.

Time!

But Jesus Christ, how long?

For a month now he had been good, quiet, patient, anonymous. He had been drinking heavily, but he had not touched the white stuff. This evening, finally, he had indulged himself in the white stuff and he was feeling good. Good? God, he was flying. And he wanted a girl. And so at seven-thirty of this warm May evening he showered, and now at the bathroom mirror he was shaving: Tony Starr, twenty-eight years of age, tall and slender with regular features. He had black hair and dark eyes that now, because of the white stuff — the dilated pupils merging with the irises — appeared to be as black as his hair.

He finished shaving, and in the bedroom he dressed in a white shirt and a conservative tie and a fine suit in the latest of fashion. He put money in his wallet, plenty of money, and from a large metal box transferred a portion of the white powder to an ornate little snuffbox, a gift from his mother. He pinched a bit of the powder and sniffed it, a last sniff, and then snapped shut the little snuffbox. He looked in a mirror and grinned. He had big fine white teeth. He had a pleasant, engaging, comfortable, boyish grin. He did the grin again, and stopped it. He shrugged and went away from the mirror.

He knew, precisely, what his procedure would be. He would go uptown to a cheap hotel and there register under some assumed name — but as Mr. and Mrs. He would knowingly leer at the clerk, and pay in advance whatever exorbitant fee was demanded, take the key to the room and keep it with him. Then he would go to one (or many) of the hooker bars that John Edison had recommended. John Edison, his friend who owned the Palisades Club in London, made frequent trips to New York and knew all the spots. (John had also given him the private numbers of some of the best madames in town.) And in one of the hooker bars he would find a hooker who pleased him. He knew, however, he was not easy to please. Unless the hooker suited his taste, she could be distasteful. She would have to be tall, blonde, willowy. His mother had been tall, blonde, willowy. And had had small breasts, and long legs, and a big behind. The hooker would have to have small breasts and long legs and a big behind. A big behind excited him terribly.

He resisted the snuff box, went out of the apartment, and locked the door. And then unlocked the door and went in again to find what he had forgotten. He rummaged through drawers and felt a thrill when he enclasped it, long and slim and graceful: a press-button knife with a six-inch blade. He dropped it into a pocket and went out to the warm May night, Tony Starr, tall and handsome and fashionably dressed, impelled by need and seeking his pleasure.


TWO

MARK Montague was a playwright and a pusher. One was his vocation, the other his avocation, but he did not quite know which was which. He had had two off-Broadway shows produced, but neither had produced any money for him. On the other hand, the pushing splashed down a steady stream of wealth like a small Niagara, and also gave him a splendid amount of free time which he devoted to the writing of plays. He liked his situation: it was pleasant, comfortable, and rewarding. One day when he made it big as a playwright he would give up the pushing. That day was not yet.

The pushing had begun during his freshman year at college. He had made a contact and had begun to peddle marijuana. He was a fine student, an enterprising peddler, and an excellent entrepreneur, and by the time he had graduated summa cum laude he had also graduated to peddling hard junk to a select, sophisticated, and growing clientele. Mark Montague, a playwright and a pusher — but not a user — was a happy man. He was young, rich, handsome, and at seven-thirty-five of this warm evening in May he was a very happy man, having just completed, in the lavish bed of his lavish bedroom, a delightful experience of sexual intercourse with a lavishly beautiful young woman named Sandi Barton. “Jesus,” he moaned. “You are something!”

Calmly she said, “Well, thanks.”

“Well, shit,” said Mark Montague.

“You are something,” said Sandi Barton.

“Well, thanks,” said Mark Montague.

Thus the brilliant dialogue after a sensational act of copulation.

He gave her a cigarette and took one for himself and they smoked.

She was a dancer, a singer, an actress, but she too, like Mark, had an avocation. Hers was call girl, but Mark Montague had no knowledge of Sandi Barton’s avocation because she had consistently and efficiently precluded him from that knowledge. She had met him during her soubrette role in Peas and Grass, his recent short-lived off-Broadway musical, and their acquaintance had ripened. She knew he was a playwright, but did not know he was a pusher. He knew she was an actress, but did not know she was a prostitute.

It was a lovely romance.

Now she leaned over him, kissed his chest, tapped out her cigarette, and got out of the bed. He admired the long graceful dancer’s legs, the white concave belly with its slender slit of navel, the small tight pear-shaped breasts, the glowing, protruding, pink-red nipples. And she turned and went from him, and he admired. The wide shoulders, the white skin, the long cleavage of spine, the high hips, the big round firm dancer’s ass, the buttocks enticingly undulant.

“Where the hell are you going?”

“Bathroom, baby,” she said.

“Why the hell are you going?”

“When you got to pee, you got to pee.”

“You know what I’m talking about.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Don’t play dumb with me, sweetheart. Dumb you’re not.”

“A date is a date,” she said. “It’s a dinner date.”

“Yeah. You and your fucking Peter Chambers.”

“Don’t be coarse, Mark. It doesn’t become you.”

“Shit,” he said.

She went into the bathroom and closed the door. Chambers. Chambers was a beau, but not as insistent or as frequent a beau as she made him out to be for Mark Montague. Chambers liked her, no question, and did see her often, no question, but not at all as often as she pretended for Mark Montague. There was nothing, really, between her and Peter Chambers, but as far as Mark was concerned it was an affair, and as far as Mark was concerned, seeing Mark was cheating on Peter Chambers. That gave her room to move, and a lot of time off from Mark. Hell, business is business, and a girl has to live. Chambers knew all about her: Mark did not.

When she came out of the bathroom, Mark was dressing.

She wanted to call Goldie Dorn but of course she could not in his presence. An actress does not have a madame, does she? An actress has an agent, right? She was dying to call Goldie, but Mark was dressing.

“You going over to his pad?”

“Yes,” she said and was immediately sorry. Should have said she was going home, that Chambers was picking her up at home. Too late now. A good hump in the hay curdles the wit, and Mark Montague, with whom she was coupling in the interests of her professional career (the other professional career), was, no matter what else her course of action would develop, one hell of a curdler of wit.

“I’ll drive you over.”

What do you say to that?

“Right,” she said. “Thank you.”

The big Caddy slid to a stop outside Chambers’s apartment house on Central Park South. If Mark had gone off, she would have gone off, but Mark did not. He went with her into the outer lobby and she pushed Chambers’s button and hoped for an answer. If there was no answer she would say she was late, ask Mark to drive her home, say that Chambers would probably contact her there.

The buzzer rasped a response.

“Thanks for the lift,” she said.

“Yeah,” Mark said.

“Call me tomorrow?”

“I’ll do that,” he said.

She took the elevator to the penthouse apartment. She touched a finger to the bell and the door opened. He was naked except for a pair of boxer shorts. Jesus, what a beautiful man! What a ruggedly handsome man! Tall and lean and with all the muscles. For a moment she thought about the muscle down there between his legs. She had never had it.

“Well,” he said, “to what do I owe the unexpected — ”

“Mark …”

“I dig.” He made a bow and grinned. “Please to come in.”

This was Peter Chambers the private eye, ear, nose and throat — the works. This was the guy, already a wild living legend in his own time, who knew all the questions, and most of the answers, and all the places to find any answers he did not have. This was the man for whom even Goldie Dorn had the highest respect, and there was no greater compliment. So why have I never laid the bastard? Because that’s the kind of crazy game we’ve got going between us. We’re both stubborn.

“A drink?” he asked.

“You’ll save my life.”

“You talked me into it.”

He knew what she drank and made it for her: Scotch on the rocks. For himself he fixed a Scotch with water. And they clinked glasses and smiled and drank and said nothing and he looked at her.

Exquisite. Bright blonde hair, enormous blue eyes, a tiny nose, a sensuous mouth, and a figure to drive you right up the wall.

“So how’s about it?” he said. “A quickie?”

“Quickie or slowie — for a hundred bucks you’ve got it.”

“A whore is a whore is a whore.”

“You just said yourself a mouthful, pappy.”

That was their game, and that was why they had never made it.

Neither one gave in: they were equally stubborn.

“From me,” she said, “no love for free.”

“It’s free for Mark.”

“Mark is career.”

“How you doing there?”

“I think I’ve got him. His next show — and he’s writing it right now — I’ll be up there big.”

“You like him?”

“He’s a nice, clean, sweet guy, and a guy with a hell of a lot of talent.”

Talent — maybe. Nice, clean, sweet — forget it. Mark Montague was high up there in the rackets now, a jobber in hard drugs, and making it pay big. Chambers knew all about Mark Montague, knew where his money came from, and knew a lot of his customers. She did not know, and he did not consider it his province to inform her. Could be there was love going there; certainly there was career, and he knew how much career meant to her.

This was a kid who had dropped out of Smith College in her junior year because career was burning her ass. She had made rounds, and done bits in shows, and then Goldie Dorn had found her and latched on to her and taught her how to make money while still fostering her career. Now there was dough for dancing lessons, and acting school, and a voice coach, with a hell of a lot of dough left over. But a whore to be a whore has to be a whore, and this beautiful chick was a born whore, hot for money, avaricious.

“I’m only twenty-two,” she had told him, “and I’m going to make it as an actress, but I’ll be a rich actress. Two careers, and one doesn’t really interfere with the other. Goldie’s girls are expensive, and I’m very expensive. Pete, I can easy turn ten tricks a week — and I do more — and my minimum fee is a hundred bucks and I do better than that, believe me. Half to Goldie, and with all my expenses and everything — I still put away five hundred a week. Hell, I put away more. My goal is to have a hundred and fifty thousand bucks free and clear, and then I’ll stop turning tricks for hire. Baby, I’ll have that by the time I’m twenty-seven, maybe before, but until then I don’t fuck for free, not even with you, unless it’s career. Jesus, why don’t you get up that hundred? I swear I’ll spend it on you that very same night.”

“I’m stubborn.”

“Man, when you take me out to one of your fancy night clubs, it costs you as much or more, doesn’t it?”

“That’s fun.”

“Lay it on the line and you’ll have much more fun than that, I promise you.”

“I don’t buy it.”

“I sell it.”

“Who’s stubborn now?”

“Ethics is ethics. This is my business. I don’t give samples.”

“A whore is a whore.”

“Correct. You just said it again very good, pappy.”

And now Sandi Barton finished her drink and went to the phone and called Goldie Dorn. “Hi, mama,” she said.

Goldie said, “Where the hell you been?”

“With Mark.”

“Fuck Mark.”

“I did that. Now I’m ready for Matthew, Luke, John …”

“A john is what I got for you. He’s waiting.”

“Where?”

“The Commodore. Suite 1701. Told him you’d be there at eight.”

“I’ll be there. Who is he?”

“A nice old guy. A big wheel in motors from Detroit. He goes for a yard and a half. You’ll stay all night, or as long as he wants.”

“All night for a hundred and fifty?”

“He figures to tip you, and the tip is all yours.”

“Right, mama. You’re a smart lady.”

“You home now?”

“No. I dropped in on Peter Chambers.”

“ESP. That’s ESP. I was just going to call him. Put him on, sweetie.”

Sandi held out the receiver.

“She wants to talk to you.”

He took it. “Hi, golden Goldie.”

“Pete, I’d like you to come over.”

“When?”

“Can you be here by nine-thirty?”

“Sure.”

“But like prompt, please?”

“What’s up, Goldie?”

“We’ve got to be somewhere else at ten, but I want like a half-hour alone with you first. Half-hour’s enough to fill you in on the score.”

“Urgent, Goldie? From the way you sound …”

“It’s urgent, Pete.”

“I’ll be there at nine-thirty sharp.”

“You’re a doll, sweetie.”

“See you later.” He hung up.

Sandi was smiling. “The old bag goes for you, Peter.”

“I go for you.”

“I go for a hundred.”

“A hard little bitch.”

“Soft. I’m soft, honey, and you know it. Except when it comes to principle. I’m a professional, baby, and I’m against breaching professional standards.”

“Not even for love?”

She was very near him. Her eyes teased him.

“Do you love me, Peter?”

He ducked it. “I dig you.”

“And I dig you. So get up the hundred and I’ll call Goldie to send another gal to Commodore John. I’ll be losing money, but I won’t be breaching standards.”

“Forget it.”

“Boy, you’re the stubborn bastard, aren’t you? Me, I’m patient. One day you’ll come around. You’ll get up the hundred, and I’ll ball you to death. And don’t think I’m not looking forward.”

“Yeah. That’ll be the day.”

“A great day coming …”

She laughed, and kissed him fleetingly, and went about her business.


THREE

IT was an amber-lit tavern on 80th Street near Madison Avenue. It was a rather pretty place, with dark-wood walls, red carpeting, and red velvet draperies, and the piped-in music was not the harsh discothèque stuff but soft, sweet, romantic ballads, most of them instrumentals. It was called Tom’s Pub, and the single bartender behind the bar was called Tom, and Tony knew from John Edison that the Tom behind the bar was the Tom of Tom’s Pub, the owner, and he knew from John Edison just how the place worked.

There was a long dark-wood bar and there were small dark-wood tables. Tom’s whores always sat at the tables, never at the bar. Strictly speaking, they were not, quite, Tom’s whores: they were discreet young women, some not so young, who, for the privilege of working out of Tom’s Pub, paid him in advance, on the nights they worked, twenty-five dollars, which completed their transaction with Tom of Tom’s Pub. He did not pimp for them, nor did he have any personal connection with any of them. The girls made their own assignations, and could come back for more if they so wished, all for the same entrance fee of twenty-five dollars. Tonight, Tony had counted a baker’s dozen, thirteen, and had done sums in his head and had decided that Tom of Tom’s Pub did pretty all right for himself. Thirteen times twenty-five meant that Tom had already earned three hundred and twenty-five dollars, and all that aside from the sale of whiskey, which was quite brisk because the bar was crowded with men. Of course Tony’s arithmetic might be a bit off: John had warned him that some of the women at the tables could well be ordinary customers rather than lively ladies with bodies for hire. But whatever the intentions of the thirteen, none of them pleased him, and he was beginning to think of moving on when the blonde walked in.

She was tall, she was slender, she had shapely legs, and when she turned toward a table he saw that she had a big round ass tightly encased in a shiny wet-look miniskirt. His heart began a wild thumping, and he made his move quickly, before she could be preempted by another. He did what he had seen other men do: he left the bar and went to her table. His bill at the bar was paid: Tom’s procedure was pay-as-you-go. Awkwardly, he stood over her.

“May I?” he said.

She looked up with narrow brown eyes.

“Beg pardon?” A nasal twang.

“May I … uh … buy you a drink?”

A little grin with the corner of her mouth. “Not while you’re standing like a statue up there.”

“May I … uh … sit down?”

“Please,” she said.

He sat down opposite her. It was a little table. His knees touched hers. His heart was thumping. His mouth was dry. “I … uh …” he began.

And the waiter was there.

“Your … uh … pleasure?” he said.

“A bourbon and Coke,” she said to the waiter.

“A Scotch and soda,” he said to the waiter.

The waiter went away. His knees were touching hers. She could have moved hers away. She did not. Her grin was full now. She had gleaming little teeth.

“You’re a quick one, aren’t you?”

“Me?” he said.

“I hardly just came in.”

“You’re very pretty.”

She was not pretty. She had a long nose and thin lips and a sallow complexion and she was at least thirty-five years old, maybe more. But her teeth were good, and her affable grin made dimples in her cheeks, and her bare arms were smooth and firm. Inside that shiny black skirt was a crazy, wonderful ass; on top she was wearing a flimsy, see-through blouse trimmed strategically with lace. “Very pretty indeed,” he said.

“Don’t kid a kidder, buster.”

“You are,” he said.

“In the eyes of the beholder,” she said.

“And you’ve got a wild figure.”

“That, yes. That, in all modesty, I have to admit. Once upon a time I was a bellydancer. But my damn hips got too big.”

“Not at all.”

“Look, a woman, if she knows how, she can hang on to her figure. Like I’m a nut for calesthenics. I would say my figure’s just the same as when I was a girl. But the backside, excuse the expression, that you can’t do much about. When it starts bulging up on you, it’s like, well, a despair.”

“Oh now, cut it out,” he said. “Look, I saw you when you came in, didn’t I? Gorgeous legs and a gorgeous, er, backside.”

“In the eyes of the beholder.” She laughed.

“Happens I dig a gorgeous backside.”

“All I gotta say, you got plenty there to dig.”

The waiter brought the drinks, the Scotch in a shot glass, the soda on the side, and the bourbon in a shot glass, the Coke on the side. Tony gulped the Scotch, sipped soda. As though taking her cue from him, she did the same: gulped the bourbon, sipped Coke. The waiter was still there. “Two more of the same,” Tony said.

“Yes, sir,” said the waiter and went away.

“Tell you a secret,” she said.

“What?” he said.

“I’m stoned. I am stoned.”

“It doesn’t show.”

“If you’re a lady, you can carry it.”

“Like you carry that gorgeous backside.”

“Oh, you are an ass-man, aren’t you?”

“Why do you think I got to you so quickly?”

“There’s them that don’t dig ass, if you’ll pardon the expression.”

“I do.”

“And I dig them that do. Crazy?”

“No.”

“Could be, my friend, you and I, we’re like soulmates.”

“Could very well be.”

“I got another secret to tell you.”

“Tell me.” He was warming up to her.

“I was here earlier tonight.”

“Here in this joint?”

“It’s not a joint. It’s Tom’s Pub.”

“Here in Tom’s Pub?”

“Met a guy and went out with him. Turned out to be a real creep, a square. Bored the agates off me. Turned him loose, and came back. Like I told you, I’m stoned. Figured I’d come back for a last look. If there was a guy around who pleases me, okay. If not I go home, knock down some more bourbon, and go to sleep.”

“Do I please you?”

“You please me.”

“I’m glad.”

“One thing I gotta say about the creep — he was liberal. Are you liberal?”

“You mean my politics?”

“Oh, you’re a real funny fella, aren’t you?”

The waiter brought the drinks. This time they drank slowly.

“Lois,” she said. “My name is Lois.”

“Frank,” he said.

“Just Frank?”

“Just Lois?”

“Lois Maxwell.”

“Frank Hunter.”

He was registered as Frank Hunter. In a double room. Mr. and Mrs. Frank Hunter.

“Hi, Frank Hunter.”

“Hi, Lois Maxwell.”

“Where you from?”

“Frisco,” he said. “San Francisco.”

“How long you gonna be in town?”

“Couple of weeks. Business.”

“You’re cute. You’re a real cute kid, Frankie. You’re very handsome. And you got crazy eyes. Real shiny crazy eyes. What are you on, Frankie?”

“I’m on you, Lois.”

“You got all the answers, don’t you? What’s your business?”

“Salesman.”

She laughed. “No wonder you got all the answers.” And now the narrow brown eyes appraised him carefully. The suit was expensive, the tie was expensive, the shirt was expensive. He was too damn pretty for an easy john, but he wasn’t a cop. A cop couldn’t afford to dress like that. “Honey,” she said, “you want a party?”

“Yes.”

“You gotta be a big spender.”

“Yes.”

“Like how much?”

“You tell me, Lois.”

“Oh this cute kid, he’s real cute. Okay. I already turned my trick with the creep. I already earned my pay-day with a nothing. You I’ll enjoy. You’re an ass-man, you’re a crazy wild one, I know it. It’s no fast shack, you and me. We go for the night, right?”

“Right.”

“Can you lay a hundred on me?”

“I can.”

“You just bought me, baby. Pay the waiter.”

He paid and they went out to the warm night.

“Where’s your place?” she said.

“Downtown.”

“A hotel?”

“A lousy little hotel, but it was the best I could do.”

“Don’t apologize, out-of-towner. I know how you can get roped in. You got booze there?”

“No.”

“Well, let’s do something about that, hey?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Ma’am he calls me.” And she laughed.

They walked until they found a liquor store. He bought a bottle of bourbon and a bottle of Scotch and the storekeeper wrapped the bottles into a neat package. They went out and waited at the curb until a cab came. They got into it and sat close together, she with her skirt hiked high, he with the neat package in his lap.

He told the driver where to go.

She sat closer. She snuggled a hand under the package.

“Honey baby,” she whispered, “you’re going to thrill me to death. I know it, I feel it in my bones.”

“I’m going to do that,” he said.


FOUR

CHAMBERS arrived at Goldie’s place at precisely nine-thirty. Goldie’s place was on the fifteenth floor of 905 Fifth Avenue, a sumptuous apartment with four telephones, each with a different unlisted number. He rang the bell and Goldie opened up for him: golden Goldie Dorn wearing black lace briefs and a black lace bra and a luminous smile of expensively jacketed teeth.

“You’re early, sweetie.”

“Nine-thirty on the dot.”

“Jeez, and me not dressed yet. Excuse the attire.”

“You’re beautiful.”

“You’re beautiful, sweetie. Come on in. Don’t just stand there and stare.”

She was something to stare at. She was a huge woman with straight sturdy legs and a pair of breasts like enormous pumpkins. She had a big round face and big round eyes and a thick mass of golden hair and a big wide enthusiastic smile. Everything about Goldie was big, including her heart. She was fifty, looked forty, and had all the flair and joie de vivre of a youthful thirty.

She looked at an elaborate antique wall-clock and shook her head.

“Jeez, when it comes to time I’m a real dog.” And she grinned the wide white-capped grin. “Okay, me not even dressed when I insisted you be on time — I’m willing to pay a forfeit.”

“Like what?”

She pondered that for a moment. “Well, like a fast blow job. On the house.”

He laughed, and so did she.

“Goldie,” he said, “you and I, we’re past that kind of thing. We’re dear old friends. Remember me?”

“Brother, do I remember your!”

“That was long ago and far away.”

“Yeah, long ago and far away, and I weighed about seventy pounds less at that time.”

She shrugged, the massive but shapely breasts threatening to escape the imprisonment of the lace brassiere, then buoyantly strode to the bar and made him a drink. “Enjoy,” she said. “I’ll go get dressed. Be back in a jiff.”

He sat on a high stool by the bar, lit a cigarette, sipped the drink, and thought about Goldie Dorn. They were old friends, were in fact dear old friends. Goldie, in the business of providing pulchritude-for-pay, was honest as a clean salt breeze from the ocean, as straight as a rapier, as fair and square (in the good old-fashioned sense of the word) as a Chinese box. In her day, Goldie had been a ravishing beauty. Early in youth, she had married a very rich man who had died, and had twice thereafter married rich men who had died. Either Goldie Dorn was a killer or she had selected husbands unfortunately fated for untimely deaths. Whatever, after her third widowhood, Goldie, rather broke (rather broke because all her life Goldie had been an extravagant spender), had permanently retired from the marriage-go-round. But what to do? How to live? How to make the income necessary to pander to her extravagant tastes? There was only one answer, and Goldie Dorn eagerly responded to it: she became a whore. But a tiptop whore. Tip. Top. Topmost.

Goldie, still a svelte beauty then, had been, by virtue of three wealthy spouses, a flying jet-setter, and in the throes of the third widowhood had had a plethora of jet-setting contacts. When the masculine males of the jet-setting contacts learned that golden Goldie was willing to lay it on the line for loot, they laid their loot on the line to lay her, and her telephone tinkled ceaselessly, and golden Goldie Dorn became the most fabulously successful single practitioner in all of New York City — until age forty-one.

At age forty-one Miss Goldie Dorn retired from active practice.

At age forty-one Miss Goldie metamorphosed from miss to madame.

Smart Goldie, nine years ago one hundred pounds overweight, still lively and joyous but now beginning to age, had considered her future and had decided upon a more venturesome venture. True, the miss became a madame — but a madame with aplomb and discretion. She did not use professional prostitutes in her new venture: she sedulously applied herself to the recruitment of working girls on working jobs who had the need and the spirit to put out for a fantastic emolument to be garnered from a charmingly interesting sideline. She chose photographers’ models, fashion models, nurses, airline stewardesses, dancers, actresses, nighttime entertainers, daytime receptionists, executive secretaries, salesladies, buyers, TV commercialists, filing clerks — even bookkeepers — provided they were young enough and dazzlingly attractive and bright in the head. Those were the criteria: youth, beauty, intelligence. Over the years she had interviewed a gross lot of palpitating applicants and had rigorously rejected most of them. Those selected had been intermittently supplied with rich, gracious, generous, discreet and gentle men for whom the girls in turn supplied their bodies and fifty percent of the take to Goldie Dorn. Her clientele was upper crust: society guys out for kicks, husbands whose wives were on vacation, wives (with lesbian tendencies) whose husbands were on vacation, Europeans in America, western businessmen east, southern businessmen north, statesmen from Washington, judges, politicians, senators, poets, artists, architects, Arab oil people, Israeli tycoons, faculty professors, militants black and white, moderates black and white, doctors doing field work in venereal disease, psychiatrists doing field work in self-analysis, and Hollywood stars anxious to be adorned by a beautiful girl. There were no rules. The gal was the guy’s at a properly representative fee — for dinner, a play, the opera, a ballet, for a whirl at a discothèque or as companion at a sedate party — but whoever the man, if he desired the body during its term for hire, that body was his at the asking.
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