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INTRODUCTION

I have long been interested in the effect of
virtually limitless wealth on the human psyche. Having lived in
Hollywood for more than thirty years and having written the
screenplays for many Oscar-winning films, I have had first-hand
contact with the shadowy group of people society columnists call
“jet setters.” The people I have worked with have the money to
satisfy any worldly craving. Most of them are physically beautiful,
crafty and magnetic people. And yet, I have seen more misery,
depravity and hopelessness in my thirty years in Hollywood than
you, dear reader, will ever experience. And it is for you that I
have written this volume, under a pseudonym, of course. My end is
coming soon. The parties, the drugs, the liquor, the marathon sex,
have all taken their toll and I am sick of the charade, sick of my
sensual life and the endless parade of young women who flock to
Hollywood with stars in their eyes and breasts awaiting the
producer's kiss.

Forgive me if I seem sour and tired. I fucked a
thousand ripe young girls, drank good liquor, and took drugs which
will not hit the street markets for another decade (they are so
expensive to produce). I've tasted the cunts of starlets and been
blown by women who've had the pick of any cock in town—and chose
mine. But before I rest, I want to share some of my experiences
with people like you, who think the world of the super-rich is a
lazy and delightful swing from party to sunlit island to towering
penthouse to dignified old age... and the cool kiss of eternity. It
is not. Money can buy airplanes, castles, beautiful clothes,
succulent foods, and the tender young girls who will open their
soft thighs to anyone with style and a fat bankroll. What is the
effect of limitless wealth on the human psyche? Read on, my
friend... and learn.

One

Dr. Tanya Brekov sat back in the
leather-upholstered chair behind her mahogany desk and let her
breath whistle between her fine white teeth. These were the most
precious moments of her day. Tanya was a creature of exquisitely
structured routine; every day she saw six patients, three before
lunch and three after. Lunch began promptly at one and ended at
two, when the first of the afternoon patients arrived. Patients
were seldom late for an appointment with Tanya—at $100 for a
forty-five-minute session, even her clientele, the richest people
in the world, didn't like to pay for wasted, precious minutes.

It wasn't only the money. Tanya Brekov, at the
age of thirty-five, was one of the most successful psychiatrists in
New York. She had attracted a small but faithful coterie of
patients, who planned their frequent trips to New York around
Tanya's calendar. Tanya specialized in treating the ultra-rich
because they presented a peculiar challenge. Their problems, which
never related to money or material desires, were almost always
confined to the fascinating field of intra-human relationships: sex
and/or those odd crevices in every human brain which endow the
individual with the ability to fail in spite of himself.

Tanya's patients flocked to her couch because
she had a propensity for understanding and guidance which far
surpassed her professional cohorts. She also freely dispensed
prescriptions for any drug her patient desired, from quaalude to
acid, from methedrine to mild soporifics. Best of all, since rich
and public people seldom like to let their peculiar tastes become
public knowledge, Tanya was the
psychiatrist to see in New York because she dispensed “medication”
from her own office. The question of how Tanya managed to procure
certain drugs, like morphine, which were illegal, was academic. In
fact, Gleason Toussaint, the Pan European Airlines heir, had coined
the phrase, “a Brekov cocktail on the tablets,” much to the
amusement of several guests at a recent and lavish charity
ball.



Tanya Brekov relaxed in her office, reveling in
the peace of her lunch hour. In a few minutes she would ask her
receptionist, Sue Daphne, to order a small steak from Pierre's, a
rather exclusive French restaurant around the corner from her Park
Avenue office. Susan's call would be perfunctory because Tanya had
eaten small steaks for lunch ever since her practice had burgeoned,
about three years before. But Pierre dutifully awaited the call
each afternoon before sending a delivery boy to Tanya's office with
the already prepared steak. Ritual was a ruling force in Pierre's
life, too.

A small light blinked at the base of Tanya's
phone and she knew that Susan was taking a call, probably a request
for a refill prescription and a commensurate session on Tanya's
couch. She never allowed patients to refill prescriptions without
at least one session with her. There were two reasons behind this
rule. First, she realized her practice was secure only as long as
she carefully monitored her patients' consumption of “medication.”
If one of her patients foolishly died due to an overdose, it would
be relatively easy for Interpol, or whichever international police
agency handled such delicate matters as the death of a billionaire,
to trace the offending drug to her office. Second, Tanya Brekov
sincerely loved her work. Although she profited immensely by her
patients' use of her medications, conversely, she tried to help
them shed whatever inner demons had driven them to an over-reliance
on drugs. Tanya reasoned that if she didn't satisfy her patients'
cravings, other less scrupulous people would gladly fill the void.
Hence she never prescribed drugs unless the patient demanded them
and she insisted upon frequent visits —especially for those to whom
she had prescribed addictive drugs like heroin and
barbiturates.

Tanya Brekov pressed an ivory button on her
chocolate phone. She was hungry and one of Pierre's marinated
steaks would do nicely. Many women her age couldn't eat the way
Tanya did. But that mysterious glandular interaction that makes
some of us plump, regardless of diet, and some of us slender, had
worked in Tanya's favor all her life. Tanya was slim and carried
her 120 pounds on a 5'7” frame. She'd been blessed with a delicious
body, firm, pillowy breasts, achingly rounded buttocks and slim but
sexy legs. Her face was pure Tartar, a gift from her Russian
ancestors, high cheekbones, ebony hair and large flashing eyes,
which had a tendency to look through, rather than at, people. But
her most remarkable characteristic was her mouth, rather her full
lips, which she seldom anointed with lipstick. Her lips were
naturally pink and moist. And when Tanya Brekov kissed, her partner
knew a great pleasure.

But, now Tanya wanted to eat a steak.

“Yes, Dr. Brekov?”

“Susan... please call Pierre and order my
lunch. I'd like a container of milk, also.”

“Yes, Dr. Brekov. Will there be anything
else?”

“No. That will be all this afternoon. By the
way, who called a moment ago? Not a cancellation, I hope.”

“It was Gleason Toussaint. He was confirming
his appointment at two. He seemed rather... excited.”

“Excited? What do you mean?”

“I'm sorry. Perhaps I shouldn't have said it.
It's just that Mr. Toussaint is usually so calm on the phone. He
asked if you had any other appointments scheduled for this
afternoon. I told him to talk with you. I didn't want to say
anything.”

“Good girl, Susan. Thank you. Now please order
my lunch. You may take your lunch hour from two to three, when Mr.
Toussaint is here. Tony Thomas-Greene is scheduled for three. I'll
expect you back by then.”

“All right, Dr. Brekov. I'll call Pierre right
now.”

Tanya replaced the receiver and her face
hardened. Toussaint. Damn that Toussaint. He was sick... oh so
sick... so helpless. She idly watched the phone light glisten as
Susan called Pierre from the reception area.

I think I'm going to have to reduce his dosage,
she thought. I hope I haven't misjudged him. Perhaps I'll reduce
the methedrine content in the B-12 injections and gradually allow
him to withdraw. If Toussaint is excited before the injection, he will undoubtedly become
acutely agitated after he receives the
drug.

She hurriedly reviewed the case of Gleason
Toussaint in her mind. Toussaint had been born with a platinum
spoon in his mouth. His parents had wisely invested in a fledgling
company called Pan European Airlines at the inception of the
Depression. Today Pan European was the third largest passenger
carrier in the world, but its success was in no way due to the
efforts of Gleason Toussaint.

Gleason, who held the honorary title of
President of Internal Relations, had never worked a moment in his
life. He had one ability: an uncanny knack of choosing brilliant
and capable people to run his family's airline and this allowed him
to pursue a life of almost unrelieved pleasure and debauch.
Actually, reflected Tanya, Gleason had another uncanny knack: the
ability to charm any woman in the world into bed and keep her
there... for hours of pleasure. Gleason could subconsciously
perceive a woman's innermost desires... and satisfy them. He could
be alternately cruel, gentle, boyish, fatherlike, rough or sweet,
depending upon what he read in a woman's eyes, lips and heaving,
slippery body.

What Gleason Toussaint didn't know about women,
women didn't know themselves. And yet, Tanya had determined that
this expertise was the root of his problem. Toussaint was bored. In
the past two years, after a life of complete abstinence from
liquor, drugs, any substance that might distill the pure pleasure
of sexual intercourse and all its myriad variations, Toussaint had
begun to rely heavily on Tanya's prescriptions. At first the drugs
had added mightily to his sexual prowess and pleasures. The icy
tingle of cocaine made every nerve in his body come alive with
desire. The dull but chillingly erotic effect of quaalude seemed to
make each wipe of a warm tongue on his fat and pulsing penis take
minutes. And now methedrine, in the guise of B-12 shots, enabled
him to fuck a warm willing pussy for hours without coming. The
deadly quick rush of methedrine kept his cock hard and caused him
to fuck women dry. Even that thrill had paled in the cruel light of
addiction.

Yes, thought Tanya, I'll have to reduce his
dosage. I'll start with today's injection. “BZZZZZZZ.”

She jerked her head toward the door and
promptly forgot about Gleason Toussaint. That must be Susan with
her steak and milk. She pressed the ivory button.

“Come in, Susan.”

The door opened and Susan walked into the dark,
redwood paneled office carrying a brown paper parcel. She was a
lovely, ripe girl, whose body radiated the health and vitality of
youth. Her sweet thighs, encased in sheer white nylon, brushed
together as she walked. “Here you are, Dr. Brekov,” said Susan
softly.

“Thank you,” said Tanya crisply. She tried to
maintain a rather strict demeanor when addressing her receptionist,
but, as of late, maintaining the stern mask had been rather
difficult. Susan was such a lovely person, as beautiful as she was
efficient. Long auburn hair framed a clear dimpled face. And Susan
looked sexy even in the starched white uniform her job demanded.
Her breasts strained against the crisp confining material and when
she walked, her soft-swelling hips swayed provocatively beneath
their mask of gauzy linen. “You can go to lunch, now. Be back at
three.”

“Yes, Dr. Brekov,” said Susan, placing the
parcel on Tanya's desk. She smiled at her employer and turned
toward the door.

“Susan.”

“Yes?”

“Ah... you look very well today,” said Tanya,
immediately regretting her words.

Susan colored and nodded her head quickly.
“Thank you... Dr. Brekov,” she murmured as she left the room.

Tanya was wondering what had caused her to
compliment Susan when she smelled the hot steak. Shrugging, she
opened the bag and smiled as she noted the Pierre had, as usual,
provided a plate and silver for her lunch. Tanya Brekov hadn't
eaten from a plastic utensil or a paper plate for years. She was
hungry and Gleason Toussaint would be arriving in half an hour.

Two

Kaye Daphne luxuriated in her warm bubble bath.
She looked around the bathroom which had been the only one she'd
ever known in her nineteen years. This would be the last bath she
would be taking at home for a long time. Idly, she soaped her warm
golden thighs and thought about the events that were about to
transpire. Kaye was about to leave home for the first time. Tonight
she would be sleeping at her sister Susan's apartment in New York
City.

Susan had gone to New York two years before,
when Kaye had been a senior in high school. New York! The very
words conjured up magical pictures of romantic walks down Fifth
Avenue, a visit to the Museum of Modern Art on a melancholy Sunday
afternoon. Broadway, where stars were born. Madison Avenue, where
the tastes and buying habits of an entire nation were created. Kaye
had read Susan's letters avidly and, now that Susan had established
herself as a receptionist for a psychiatrist named Tanya Brekov,
her parents had given tacit approval to Kaye's dream of going to
New York to live with her sister.

In three hours, she would be on a jet,
thousands of feet over St. Louis and winging north to New York and
Kennedy Airport. Yes, this would be the last bath she would be
taking at home for some time. Kaye, her young body encased in warm
bubbles, snuggled down in the tub and thought about New York. Would
her two years of secretarial school in St. Louis stand her in good
stead? Susan had said jobs were plentiful in New York, but Kaye
didn't want to work for some small-time businessman. New York was
the oasis of the very rich and she wanted to enter that glittering
world of ski trips to the continent, parties on Grecian islands and
rooms at the St. Regis as soon as possible. How her heart had raced
when Susan had written about actually seeing the Gleason Toussaint, Tony Thomas-Greene, the race
driver, and Jeri Kapoulos, the Greek actress, walk into Dr.
Brekov's office. A wicked thrill raced through Kaye's lithe body as
she thought about actually meeting these international celebrities
through her sister.

She began to soap her sweet young belly, and
for one delicious moment pretended that Gleason Toussaint would be
meeting her in a satin bed after she bathed. She wanted to be clean
and fresh for his rough kisses. Kaye opened her legs a little and
heavily lathered her crinkly blond pubic hair. She let her girlish
fingers slide down into her warm cunt and soaped her labia and
inner thighs. Another wicked thrill coursed through her. Should she
masturbate? Should she slowly insert a soapy finger into her hot
cunt and massage her slippery clitoris with her other hand? Kaye's
nipples began to stiffen and her mouth opened a little as she
rocked further down in the tub. She moved her hips against her
hands and pulled her knees up out of the water.

“Kaye... honey?” her mother called from the
other side of the closed bathroom door.

Kaye shook her head, her reverie dashed. “Yes,
mother,” she responded brightly. “I'll be out in a minute.”

“Your father will be here in an hour, honey.
He's taking the afternoon off to take you to the airport. You won't
keep him waiting, will you?”

Kaye winced. God, she couldn't wait to get out
of her house and into the velvet, mysterious arms of the New York
night. “I'll be out in a minute, mother.”

Gleason Toussaint was just another name in the
society pages as Kaye finished her bath.



Jeri Kapoulos stretched her silky arms above
her head and yawned, shaking her tawny black curls like a proud
lioness. In fact, that was what her agent called her—the Greek
lioness. And not a few men had felt the sting of Jeri's sharp nails
on their sweaty backs, the bite of Jeri's white teeth on their
straining necks. But now Jeri was bored. She had just completed
filming The Taming of The Shrew with Kerry
Conal, the new Brando from Ireland, and
now she was exquisitely bored. Filming had ended in September and
it was now October. Jeri had no film plans for the winter; much to
her agent's chagrin she never accepted work during winter because
she needed a break from the arduous process of making films and the
winter suited her perfectly. She loved to ski or sun in the south
in the colder months and return to New York to talk with producers,
agents and all the parasitic practitioners of the movie-making
“art” in the spring.

But this October Jeri had no plans. She walked
to the window of her lavishly furnished apartment in the St. Regis
and looked down at Fifty-Seventh Street. The people looked like
dumb lemmings, skittering aimlessly on the grey pavement hundreds
of feet below. And yet these lemmings, by paying three bucks a head
to see her films, had enabled her to live a life of elegant ease.
Jeri Kapoulos worked when she wanted to and with whom she chose. At
thirty-one, her sensuous looks (even her fiercest enemies
grudgingly admitted that Jeri had real acting ability) had been
indelibly printed in the minds of the film-going public. Her face,
which could be cruel and angular, also could radiate an animal
warmth and gentleness. Jeri could flash more emotion with her deep
black eyes than most could with a thousand words.

And Jeri, whose raw sexuality had seared the
eyes of millions of film lovers, was even more devastating in
person. She was long and lean, catlike and sinuous. Her breasts
were a bit large for her slender frame but, even as she entered her
third decade, stood firm and proud. Her hips were rather small for
a woman, almost boyish, and her olive-skinned legs were strong and
slim, the envy of the other women, most of them plump and bursting
from their skimpy bikinis, who shared the beach with her on the
island of Mylikos, where she had a cottage.

Jeri, having just awakened, was clad only in a
diaphanous robe. The filmy material clung to her unfettered and
naked breasts and, in certain sitting or standing positions,
irritated her sensitive nipples. Jeri jerked her head away from the
window as the phone rang. She walked like a queen to the annoying
ringing object and picked up the receiver as if she were jerking
her hand away from a hot stove. “Yes?” she said huskily.

“'lo, luv... Tony here.”

Jeri allowed a faint smile to curl the corners
of her mouth. The low voice on the other end of the line belonged
to Tony Thomas-Greene, one of her current friends. “Oh... it's you,
I'd hoped you'd smashed your little toy car on one of those horrid
turns they make you race in Canada. You didn't win, did you?” asked
Jeri. The smile on her lips was in her voice now.

She heard a low, melodious chuckle on the other
end of the line. “No, luv. Blew my transmission on the ninety-sixth
lap. No money. No prizes this time, just hours of work for my boys
on that little metal bastard I drive.”

“Maybe you'll kill yourself next week and you
won't have to worry about transmissions anymore,” remarked Jeri
warmly. “Why have you decided to bother me this morning?”

Once again she heard Thomas-Greene's throaty
chuckle. “I'm not racing for two weeks and decided to spend some
time in New York. There's your good fortune, because after a little
visit with the delightful Dr. Tanya, I'll be over to pick you up
for a drink. See you in two hours, luv.”

“The hell—” But Jeri's reply was cut off by the
crisp click of Tony Thomas-Greene's receiver. “Bastard,” said Jeri
softly as she hung up her phone. No one had ever been able to take
her so lightly and perhaps, she admitted to herself, that's why she
kept seeing Thomas-Greene, whenever their schedules intersected.
She walked into the bathroom to wash the sleep from her face. There
was one other reason. The bastard fucked like he drove—recklessly,
with endurance and consummate skill.

Entering the bathroom, Jeri carelessly let her
silky robe slip from her tanned body. Her breasts, as she surveyed
them in the mirror, were creamy white. A similar area of creamy
flesh set off her hips from the rest of her lustrous tanned body.
Even on the beach at Mylikos, Jeri had yielded to society's
pressures and covered her straining breasts and delectable ass with
an adorable leather bikini. But now she was alone and blissfully
naked... away from the prying eyes of neighbors, the hot hands of
producers and the mute lascivious hunger of the people who paid to
see her on the big screen.

Still looking at herself in the mirror, Jeri
cupped her soft breasts in her hands and squeezed their undersides
gently. She saw her mouth open slightly and moved her belly to the
cool porcelain of the bathroom basin below the mirror. Jeri moved
her hands to the tips of her breasts and squeezed her fat pouty
nipples. Her buttocks clenched as the pleasurable sensations raced
through her body.

Her eyes were lidded now and she began to slide
her lower belly against the porcelain, making slow fucking motions
with her hot white ass. She continued to pull at her nipples,
making them stiff and more receptive to her ministrations. Then, as
impulsively as she had begun, she pulled her hands away from her
breasts and gave a low laugh to her reflection in the mirror.

She turned to the shower and turned on the
water. As she waited for the stream to approach the proper
temperature, she thought about the coming of Tony Thomas-Greene.
“Oh, baby,” she said softly. “I want you....”

Then Jeri Kapoulos stepped into the steamy
shower and reached for the shampoo. Tony would be arriving in a few
hours and she wanted to be clean, ripe, and ready for a night of
fucking.



“There,” said Tanya Brekov, expertly pulling
the hypodermic from the arm of Gleason Toussaint. “Your vitamins,
my dear.”

Toussaint nodded and rolled down his sleeve.
“Thank you, Tanya,” he said, rising from the psychiatrist's long
black couch. “I don't know what happened to me this morning, but I
felt so... anxious.” He walked to the window and turned his back on
the doctor, who had remained in her chair by the couch, listening.
“I'm a methedrine addict, aren't I, Tanya? A... speed freak.”
Gleason spit out the last two words and turned to the doctor, who
looked at him curiously.

“Yes, Gleason. You have developed a tolerance
for the shots. I won't bore you by telling you I warned you... but
I did.”

“What can you do?”

“I've already started.”

“Started what?”

“Reducing your dosage. You are going to feel
very irritable and anxious, as you put it. As a matter of fact,
your next few weeks are going to be rather hellish, Gleason, and
I'll expect you to remain in New York.”

“Why?” responded Toussaint churlishly. Dressed
in blue plaid slacks and a light tan crew sweater, he looked like
an arrogant college senior who had just been told he would have to
go to summer school in order to graduate. “Why?” he repeated.

Tanya walked over to her desk and sat on the
burnished top, swinging her nylon-clad legs as she talked.
Toussaint slumped against the window angrily as she explained the
terms of his surrender to the realization of addiction.

“Because methedrine withdrawal is a very tricky
business. I know the level of your tolerance and, if current data
is accurate, you are not severely addicted... I don't think you are
going to have to be hos [...]
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‘TANYA LISTENED WHILE OTHERS CONFESSED
‘THEIR SECRET DESIRES AND PRACTICES,
BUT NONE WAS AS DEPRAVED AS HERS.






