
        
            
                
            
        

    
Anything to Be a Star - Part 1


"Can I get you anything? A water? Coffee? A soda?" the young woman behind the desk asked.
Sarah looked up and smiled. She'd barely heard what the bright-eyed assistant had said. "No, I'm okay."
"You don't have to be nervous," she replied with a smile. "I know that's not really a helpful thing to say, but Mark is really nice, and he loved your audition. He's not going to bite your head off or anything. You're just going to talk about the part."
Sarah laughed, mostly at how obvious her anxiety was. She'd been tapping her foot for the past ten minutes and couldn't stop fiddling with her fingers, almost entirely because she was overwhelmingly nervous. She was sitting in the office of a massively successful movie producer who held the fate of her acting career in his hand. The director had loved her audition and apparently the producer had too, which was why she was moments away from a one-on-one meeting with him.
"Thank you," Sarah said. "I think I just can't help it, you know? I've been in town for two years and this is by far the biggest meeting I've ever had. My boyfriend tried his best to keep me calm, too, but some things are just really hard to keep calm about."
The receptionist smiled. "I understand. I totally understand. Just know, Mark is one of the good ones. He doesn't do the whole screaming producer thing. He's just a nice guy."
Sarah nodded. "I appreciate you saying that. I do. I feel a little calmer, too, so thank you for that."
The door opened and an actress that looked a lot like Sarah - which made perfect sense, given that they were up for the same part - stepped out of the producer's office, turned to say goodbye, and offered Sarah an entirely phony smile of the sort she'd seen from almost every other girl she auditioned against.
"Sarah?" Mark – a handsome man more than twice her age that exuded success and power – said as he appeared in the doorway. "Come on in."
Sarah stood, smiled, and tried her best not to seem nervous as she strode into the office. They shook hands and Sarah instantly regretted not wiping her palms to get rid of the sweat that made her nervousness so obvious.
"Can I get you anything?" Mark asked before shutting the door. "Water? Coffee? Soda?"
She shook her head. "No. Thank you. I'm good."
The spacious office was decorated with proof of Mark's prowess as a producer. Framed Variety and Hollywood Reporter articles touting the opening weekend numbers of his most successful films hung on the walls. Numerous photos of him with some of the most powerful, successful directors and actors in Hollywood adorned the shelves where most people would have stored books. It was almost certainly a conscious choice to remind anyone that walked in that Mark was at the top of his field, and it certainly had that effect on Sarah.
"So, Sarah," Mark began as he sat behind his shiny mahogany desk. "My preference is to get right to the point, so I'm just going to jump in. You absolutely smashed your audition. The chemistry read with Alex was terrific. You have the director's backing. You have my backing."
It took a great deal of energy for Sarah to refrain from dancing around the room as Mark neared the moment where he offered her a part that would likely change her life.
"The studio, though, is a little concerned," Mark said.
Sarah's shoulders dropped and she tried her best not to look disappointed.
"Not in the way you might think, though," Mark continued. "You see, they're thinking of this as a franchise. They want three, four, five of these movies over the next ten to fifteen years."
Suddenly Sarah was beaming again. She was no longer on the verge of a life changing role. She was on the verge of a role that would set her up for the next decade, that would turn her into a movie star.
"Now, the studio wants a fresh face for this part, but the trouble with that is we don't know much about the fresh faces in this town. We don't know if you're hiding a drug addiction, or you're going to lose your mind once you get famous and create a massive PR headache for the studio that will torpedo the franchise before it even gets off the ground," Mark said.
"Oh, no, I'm not like that," Sarah replied.
Mark held his hand up, casually and effectively shutting her up. "Everyone says that, Sarah. Literally everyone. I could tell you stories of the actors and actresses that have sat in that chair and assured me that they have their shit together, that they're not going to lose their minds if they get famous, and that have done that exact thing."
Sarah wanted to argue her case. She'd never dabbled in drugs of any kind. She'd been with her boyfriend for five years. She was as stable as an actress could be, and certainly way more stable than the kinds of people Mark was talking about.
"I will tell you this. The girl who was just in here, the one that also nailed her audition, she has a history of DUI arrests. Three of them before the age of 25, and she handled it poorly when I asked her about it. Very poorly, so she's out. You don't have any arrests at all, though," Mark said.
Sarah tried her best to hide the smile that formed upon hearing that at least one of her competitors was already out.
"In fact, your background check was pristine," Mark continued. "And your social media is clean, and from what I can tell, you and your...boyfriend...husband?"
"Boyfriend," she replied.
"You've been together for a long time, it seems."
Sarah nodded. "Five years."
"Good. That's very good. That's all very good. So here's what we're going to do, Sarah. Tomorrow night, I'm hosting a gathering at my house. A few of the decision makers from the studio are going to be there. You and your boyfriend are going to come. We're going to have dinner and drinks and you're going to impress them. If you do, the part is almost certainly yours. If you don't, the search continues. Okay?" Mark explained.
Sarah stared at him for a few seconds before asking, "Wait, so...you're saying that if I do a good job tomorrow that I might secure the lead female role in a franchise movie?"
Mark smiled. "I'm saying that if you do a good job tomorrow you're going to become a movie star, Sarah. Guaranteed."
She couldn't contain her giddiness. It was impossible. It felt like the joy was going to burst out of her. Sarah leapt to her feet, raised her hands, and jumped in the air before dancing around the office.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you," she said.
"Don't thank me," Mark replied, though he too was smiling. "You still have a lot of work to do, Sarah. The studio execs can be hard asses. They're going to grill you. In essence, they're doing due diligence on a project they plan on spending hundreds of millions of dollars on, so they're not fucking around."
Sarah took a deep breath and nodded. "I know. I know. I don't have the part yet. I have work to do. I do. But, I'm right for this. I am."
"I agree," Mark said. "You just have to prove it. Be at my house at seven. Janet - my assistant - will give you the address. Attire is a dress and heels for you and a business casual for your boyfriend. You want to look classy and sophisticated, not slutty. Sorry to be so blunt, but I once had an actress show up to something like this dressed like a pornstar. It was not a good look."
Sarah nodded again. "Okay. I'll wear the right dress. I will. I'll do everything right. I will."
Mark stood, came around his desk, and shook her hand. "I'll see you tomorrow night, then."
She very nearly hugged him, but that would have been unprofessional, so Sarah smiled and said, "Thank you," before walking out of his office, getting his address from the assistant, and heading home buzzing with joy.

Sarah went all out to ensure the night was a success. She shelled out $1,000 for a red lace Balenciaga dress that fit flawlessly. She bought a new pair of heels that cost almost as much as the dress. She got her hair and makeup professionally done to ensure she looked absolutely perfect. She borrowed an absurdly expensive pair of earrings from a friend.
Tom - Sarah's boyfriend - went all out, too. He got an absurdly expensive hair cut in Beverly Hills. He paid a fortune to have a suit tailored so he looked like the kind of guy that should be dating a movie star. He did his best to study up on the movie business so he could avoid looking like an idiot when the conversation turned towards Sarah's future that night.
Their efforts paid off. The four studio execs - and their spouses - that showed up seemed utterly enchanted with Sarah. They grilled her just as Mark said they would, including going into some depth as to why she and Tom weren't married and if they had any plans on getting married (they did, but weren't in a rush since they were still just 25 years old). One of the execs went so far as to ask about Sarah's family and if any of them would be the sort to try and make a quick payday by selling unpleasant stories about her to the tabloids (she couldn't imagine anyone in her family doing such a thing).
Sarah was exhausted by the time it was over, but she was also fairly certain she'd done a good job, as each of the execs offered effusive praise while saying their goodbyes. Ultimately, though, it was the look on Mark's face - a look he shared only after everyone else has left - that filled Sarah with confidence.
"You nailed it," he said with a smile. "You absolutely nailed it. In fact, you nailed it so well that we need to pop a bottle of champagne."
Sarah looked at Tom to see if he was okay with staying a little longer and he offered a smile. "That would be great," she said.
Mark turned and headed for the kitchen. "Follow me."
His house was in the Hollywood Hills and the sort that Sarah had only seen in movies. It was so big it seemed a little silly for just one man to live in it - Mark was divorced - and yet it was also the perfect place to host famous and powerful people and to seem like Mark absolutely belonged in that class of people. The infinity pool that overlooked Los Angeles was particularly alluring and Sarah had found herself fantasizing about owning a house just like Mark's on more than one occasion over the course of the evening.
Once in the kitchen, Mark pulled a bottle of champagne from the refrigerator - it seemed he'd expected the night to go well - and poured a glass for all three of them.
"A toast to you, Sarah," he said as they all raised their glasses.
Sarah sipped the exquisite champagne and allowed herself to feel the sense of joy that had been bubbling under the surface for most of the day. It felt like she was on the cusp of realizing all of her dreams and that was a feeling unlike any other.
"Come," Mark said as he grabbed the bottle of champagne and departed the kitchen.
Sarah and Tom followed their host to his living room and out into the backyard. They walked past the pool to a meticulously designed outdoor lounge area with two plush couches and a fire pit.
Mark gestured to one of the couches as he sat on the other. With the press of a button on his phone the fire came to life, adding an extra touch of beauty to an already perfect moment.
"How do you feel?" Mark asked.
Sarah took Tom's hand, squeezed it tight, and replied, "As happy as I've ever been."
Mark turned to Tom, smiled, and said, "And how do you feel?"
"I think I might be even happier than Sarah," he answered. "I know her better than anyone, and I know that she works harder than anyone and is just as talented and beautiful as any actor in Hollywood. She's not the kind of person to take an opportunity like this for granted. She's going to work harder than any other actor would. You will not regret casting her."
Mark looked at Sarah and offered a smile that left her just a touch unsettled. "Well, I haven't cast her quite yet. I now have the studio's blessing, but they left the decision up to me."
That unsettled feeling deepened. Mark's assistant had been so sure he was a good guy, that he wasn't the sort of producer that people told horror stories about, and yet Sarah couldn't shake the feeling that her evening was about to take an unpleasant turn.
"You see, Sarah," Mark began before taking a long sip of his champagne, "I don't need money. Not anymore. I've made enough to last several lifetimes. I don't really need power, either. I have plenty of that. I can get just about anyone in town on the phone and they'll actually listen to what I have to say."
He finished his champagne and while Mark leaned forward to grab the bottle from the ground and refill his glass, Sarah took the opportunity to steal a glance at Tom, who looked just as concerned as she did.
"So," Mark continued, "I find myself wanting the things I'm not supposed to want, that I'm not supposed to have, that I'm not supposed to ask for."
"What sort of things?" Tom asked.
Mark sat back, stared at Tom for a few seconds, and then turned his attention to Sarah. Gone was the charming smile of a skilled producer. In its place was the hungry look of a predator.
"There was a time in Hollywood when an actress had just one way of becoming a movie star," Mark said. "No one talked about it publicly, but everyone accepted it because the studios were owned by men, not corporate conglomerates. Times have changed, of course, and to be honest, I wouldn't have much trouble fucking just about any young actress I desired without promising her anything, let alone movie stardom."
Mark fell silent and stared at Sarah in a way that felt deeply unsettling. His eyes moved slowly over her body and she suddenly wished she was wearing sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt to try and short circuit what felt like a predatory kind of lust.
Then Mark turned his attention to Tom and smiled. "I imagine, Tom, that had I propositioned your lovely girlfriend at our meeting yesterday afternoon that she might have yielded to my desires and given me a blowjob right then and there in my office. She might have even agreed to bend over my desk so I could take her pussy from behind. After all, getting fucked is a small price to pay to become a movie star, don't you think?"
Sarah looked at Tom and was surprised to find him nodding in agreement. She was stunned that he thought she'd even consider having sex in exchange for a part. She'd never do that. Then again, it wasn't just a part that Mark was offering. It was much more than a part. It was a career. It was as close to guaranteed movie stardom as she would ever get.
"If I'm being honest, I thought about it," Mark continued. He smiled and took another sip of champagne before focusing his attention once more on Tom. "But that's boring. A quick fuck. A momentary exertion of power over someone. It just doesn't do it for me."
"What does?" Tom asked.
"I'm glad you asked," Mark replied. "You see, it's the fact that you're both so normal, so healthy - at least as far as I can tell - that intrigues me. You're a young, happy couple. You both had flawless background checks. As far as we can tell, no one has ever said anything bad about either of you on social media. You're also deeply in love."
"Yes, we are," Sarah said.
Mark didn't look her way, keeping his attention on Tom. "Most actresses would gladly betray their husbands - let alone their boyfriends - for a chance at stardom, but I'm not sure Sarah would. I think she might actually pass it up because she loves you so much, Tom. I don't think she'd want to hurt you."
"I don't, I couldn't," Sarah said.
Again Mark kept his attention focused on Tom. "That's why I want you to give her to me, Tom. I want you to convince your beautiful girlfriend - and future wife - to let me have her."
Sarah looked at Tom to try and gauge his reaction to the appalling proposal Mark had just made, but his face was expressionless. "Tom," she said softly. "We should leave. Forget this. It's not worth it. Forget him."
"It's not just that, though," Mark continued, completely ignoring Sarah. "Because I don't just want to have her, Mark. I want to have her while you watch, and I want her to put on a good performance. I want her to show me that she's a good actress, that she can play any part, and I want her to put on that performance while you're there to witness it."
"Tom," Sarah pleaded, but he refused to look at her.
"And, finally, I want to have her for the next three days. You'll both stay in my house. Sarah will sleep in my bed and you'll sleep in one of the guest bedrooms. Don't worry, though, if I want to fuck her in the middle of the night I'll call you into the bedroom so you can watch," Mark said. "If you make it through to Sunday night, Sarah gets the part and becomes a movie star in the blink of an eye. Not only will she get to be part of a new franchise, countless offers will roll in once the rest of the town hears that she's been cast. Her dreams will come true. Your dreams for her will come true. You'll both have everything you ever wanted."
"And if I don't want to give her to you?" Tom asked.
"You leave now, we cast someone else in the part, and Sarah joins a million other actresses trying to make their dreams into reality," Mark answered matter-of-factly. "I won't work against her success. I don't care enough to do that, but you both know how much of a struggle it is. You both know this is her only real chance."
"Tom, let's go," Sarah said. "Honestly, let's go. Fuck this. Fuck him."
Tom finally looked at her. She expected to see anger in his eyes, to see him working hard not to leap over the fire pit and choke Mark. There was no anger in his eyes, though. He looked conflicted, like he was seriously considering Mark's request.
Then he stood and helped Sarah to her feet. She breathed a sigh of relief. Tom had come to his senses. That was the only thing that made sense.
Tom stepped in front of Sarah and reached up to caress her face. He leaned in and their lips met for a tender kiss that left Sarah more confused than anything.
"Everything you want is right in front of you, Sarah," he said softly.
"No, Tom," she replied.
He smiled. "Yes, Sarah. It's not some small part he's offering. This is career making. What he wants is awful, but it's also just a few days of awfulness. Despite what he said, this isn't my decision to make...but if it was...I'd do what it took to make your dreams come true, Sarah."
Sarah was stunned, and yet, from a certain perspective, it made sense. Tom knew her better than anyone, which meant he understood better than anyone just how strong Sarah's drive was to achieve what Mark was offering. He understood it and it seemed that he was willing to make an incredible sacrifice for her to get what she wanted.
"Tom...are you sure?" she asked while considering the notion in a far more serious manner than before, when she was certain that taking Mark's offer would break her boyfriend's heart.
"Yes," he said. "If you want this...then I'm sure."
"Even though...even though you have to watch?" she asked.
Tom nodded.
Sarah took a deep breath, gave him a soft kiss, and whispered, "Okay."
Tom took her hand, turned around, and looked at Mark, who wore a victorious smile.
"Take your wife's clothes off, Tom," Mark instructed. "Show me the body I'm going to enjoy this weekend."
Tom stepped behind Sarah and slowly unzipped her dress.
"Look at me, Sarah," Mark said.
She didn't want to. Her husband was moments away from exposing her body to the man who was clearly taking great joy in exerting his power and something about looking at him as she was stripped naked felt deeply uncomfortable. She did it, though, as he'd been very clear that he expected her to show off her acting talents over the course of the weekend. He didn't expect her to enjoy it, just to act as if she did, and Sarah was an excellent actor.
She looked at Mark and offered a seductive smile as Tom pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders, revealing the delicate lace bra she had on. The bra was supposed to be for Tom's pleasure. He was supposed to be undressing her so they could have a night of passionate sex to celebrate her casting.
"That's very good," Mark said as he returned Sarah's smile while she stepped out of the dress. "Now take her bra off, Tom."
Tom carefully unhooked her bra and slipped the straps off her shoulders. Sarah smiled and playfully covered her breasts, doing so in part because she felt self-conscious and in part because she wanted to put on a good performance.
Mark smiled. "Such a tease. I like that, to a point, at least. Now take her panties off, Tom. Present your beautiful girlfriend's body to me. Let me see it all."
Tom slipped his fingers into the waistband of Sarah's panties and slowly pulled them down. She let her hands fall to her sides and watched Mark's eyes roam over her body. He reached between his legs and stroked his cock through his pants as he stared.
"Eat her pussy, Tom," Mark demanded. "Get it wet for me. Prepare her to be taken by my cock."
Sarah thought Tom would refuse. She thought he'd balk at the idea of doing anything more than stripping her naked and being made to watch. He didn't, though. He stepped in front of her, smiled, and dropped to his knees.
Sarah looked down at her boyfriend and their eyes met as he leaned in and licked her pussy. It took a few seconds, but she felt the pleasure. She felt it and she instinctively reached out and ran her fingers through his hair as a moan escaped her lips.
"That's a good girl," Mark said. "Enjoy his tongue. Let him make you feel good before I fuck you, Sarah. Let him turn you on before my cock stretches your pussy."
Sarah looked up to see that Mark had freed his cock from his pants. He was hard, and she could see why he referenced stretching her pussy, as he was impressively large, to the point that Sarah was certain his would be the largest cock she'd ever had inside her.
"Don't worry, you'll get used to it," Mark assured her, seemingly because Sarah's face betrayed the mild sense of alarm she felt at having to take such a big cock. "And if your boyfriend does a good enough job, it won't hurt at all. It will be pure pleasure to ride this cock until I cum inside you."
Sarah felt a touch of panic at the idea of fucking Mark without protection. Not because she was worried about getting pregnant or an STD. It was more that Tom was supposed to be the only man that would ever cum inside her again. He was the man she was going to spend the rest of her life with, after all.
"I don't keep condoms in the house," Mark said. "There's no point to them. They inhibit pleasure, Sarah, and when I fuck a woman I do so to experience the finest pleasure possible."
Despite everything Mark was saying, Sarah's pussy was soaked, almost entirely because of Tom's oral talent. He'd always been good with his tongue and his work was exceptional on that evening. She looked down at him and saw lust in his eyes. She expected worry, or angst, or pain of some kind, but it seemed that Tom had gotten caught up in going down on her, that his body expected that his cock would get to enjoy the fruits of his labor. That wasn't to be the case, though.
"Are you turned on, Sarah?" Mark asked.
"Yes," she admitted.
"And are you going to ride my cock until I cum inside you?" he asked.
Sarah wanted to offer a disgusted look, to make it clear that some part of her resented every single thing Mark had made her do. She refused to yield to that part of her, though. She'd committed. She was going to do what it took to get the part. She was going to put on a performance and she was going to claim the career she wanted.
Sarah reached up and took her perky breasts in her hands. She let out a soft moan, looked at Mark, and said, "I can't wait to feel your big cock inside me. I can't to feel you stretch out my tight little pussy. I can't wait to bounce on that big dick of yours until you cum inside me." She paused for a moment and added, "And I can't wait to cum all over that big cock, baby."
Sarah saw the flash of lust in his eyes. He knew she was putting on a performance, and yet it seemed that her performance was good enough that his body responded with desire.
"You'll have to suck it first," Mark said. "Come over here. Get on your knees in front of me. Take my pants off. Worship my cock, Sarah. Show me how badly you want it. Show me that you're willing to be a good girl for me."
Sarah stepped back and looked down at Tom. This was the last moment where they could turn back. All they'd done was have oral sex in front of Mark. It was nothing, really. But once she got on her knees for him, once she took him in her mouth, she wasn't going back.
"I want this," Tom said. "I want you to have the career you deserve, Sarah. I want this for you, for both of us."
She bent over and kissed him. "I love you, Tom," she whispered.
Sarah stood, stepped around her boyfriend, and approached the producer she was on the verge of giving her body to. She smiled and then bit her lip playfully before slowly sinking to her knees in front of him. Sarah stripped him from the waist down, exposing the full length of his impressive cock and his big balls. She ran her fingers up his thighs, stopping just short of taking his shaft in her hand.
The moment had arrived. It was time to commit. It was time to show that she was willing to do anything for the part she wanted, for the career she craved.
Sarah committed. She leaned forward. She took Mark's cock in her mouth. She moaned as the taste of his precum hit her tongue. She stroked his shaft and played with his balls. She committed to a weekend of being used by the man in front of her. A weekend of being used while her boyfriend watched. A weekend that would ensure the rest of her life was everything she wanted it to be.



Anything to Be a Star - Part 2


Click here to read the first part of the story.

"That's a good girl," Mark said as Sarah wrapped her lips around his cock and offered the blowjob he'd demanded.
She looked up and saw a deeply-satisfied smile on his face. It was the look of a man who'd gotten exactly what he'd wanted, who was basking in the pleasure of using his power to manipulate her into doing something she loathed.
Mark ran his hands through her soft blonde hair and Sarah expected him to push down, to try and force his cock into her throat, but he didn't. Instead, he looked up at Tom - at her boyfriend - and said, "Your wife is an excellent cocksucker, Tom. There was a time when it was impossible for an actress to advance in Hollywood if she wasn't an excellent cocksucker. A toothy blowjob would ensure that an aspiring actress would be denied the chance at fame and fortune she so desperately craved."
Sarah was tempted to bite down on the cock in her mouth, to punish Mark for being such a slimy piece of shit. She very nearly did it, too, before reminding herself that she'd committed to this, that she was going to spend the weekend giving herself to the man she was blowing, that she was going to sacrifice her dignity for a few days in exchange for years of good fortune.
"Does she give you the pleasure of her mouth, Tom?" Mark asked.
"Yes," Tom replied.
Mark ran his fingers through Sarah's hair once more and said, "Look up at me, Sarah. Look up at the man whose cock your sucking."
Sarah took a moment to gather herself and looked up at Mark. She batted her eyes and did her best to make it seem like she adored having his cock in her mouth.
"You're so beautiful," Mark said. "I'd argue that you're even more beautiful with my dick in your mouth, but I suppose any man you were blowing would think the same thing. You're doing an excellent job, Sarah. Your performance, too. I know you don't want to be on your knees. I know you don't want to be sucking my cock, and yet you have me convinced that you love it, that giving me head thrills you."
Sarah sucked hard on the head as she slowly backed off of it until the plump flesh departed her mouth with an audible pop. She flashed a bright, movie star smile and then pursed her lips and kissed the head. "You have a beautiful cock, Mark, and it's a pleasure to be on my knees in front of you. It makes me wet to give you pleasure, to worship this big, perfect dick of yours."
He did have a great cock. There was no denying that, and it did make her job - which is unquestionably what it was - a little easier. If he'd been wielding a small, sad little dick it certainly would have been harder to sell the idea that she was enjoying any part of the weekend.
"Tom, come over here," Mark ordered. "I want you to tell me if her pussy is still wet."
Sarah looked over her shoulder and saw Tom crawling closer - he'd remained on his knees after worshiping her pussy to get her wet - but she saw no anger on his face.
"Put your fingers inside her," Mark said.
Tom moved behind her, ran a hand down Sarah's back, caressed her smooth, bare ass cheek softly, and then slipped two fingers into her pussy. There was no need to check her. She was still wet. Tom had done an exceptional job worshiping her pussy, after all.
"She's still wet," he said.
"Suck on my balls, Sarah," Mark instructed. "After all, a good blowjob is about more than simply showering attention on the cock head, and you need to give me a good blowjob before I fuck you."
Sarah took the head of Mark's cock in her mouth, sucked hard for a few seconds, and then kissed and licked her way down the long, thick shaft. She saw a smile on his face - he was enjoying her performance - and then she felt his pubic hair on her chin. She kissed and licked her way around his sizable balls and then took one in her mouth.
Sarah moaned as she sucked on the producer's testicle. She slowly stroked his cock, gathering the precum flowing from the tip to lube his shaft and closing her eyes. She did everything in her power to make it seem like the only thing she cared about in that moment was pleasuring his balls.
"How does it make you feel to see your wife sucking another man's balls?" Mark asked.
"I...I don't know," Tom answered with genuine uncertainty in his voice.
Sarah slowly kissed and licked her way to Mark's other testicle and took it in her mouth. She sucked gently, rolling it between her lips and massaging the wrinkled, hairy flesh with her tongue, eliciting a soft moan from the producer.
"Take off your clothes, Tom," Mark instructed.
There was a pause before Tom said, "What?"
Sarah looked up and saw a flash of annoyance on Mark's face. "Perhaps I didn't make it clear earlier. Just like your wife, you'll do as you're told this weekend, Tom. After all, you're a team - for this weekend, at least - and I expect you to demonstrate that you're just as dedicated to your wife's career as she is. It will be a necessity going forward - after all, there are a great many demands on a world famous actress and she needs a good support system at home - so stand up, get naked, and then get back on your fucking knees."
Sarah bathed Mark's ball sack with her tongue, licking and sucking and filling the air with moans as she listened to her boyfriend stripping as instructed. She wanted to tell Tom he didn't have to do it, that they could just walk away, that he didn't have to commit to what might be a long and painful weekend. A small part of her wished that he'd pushed back, that he'd offered some sort of resistance to the producer's demands, but Sarah couldn't blame him for showing his commitment to her career.
"Sarah, I want you to swallow as much of my cock as you can handle," Mark said. "And while she does, Tom, I'd like you to get on your knees next to her."
Sarah looked back at Tom - and took note of his half hard cock - and watched him fall to his knees and move next to her. Their eyes met for a few moments before she turned back to Mark and continued her performance.
She dropped down to suck on his balls a little more before slowly licking her way up his shaft. Her soft lips engulfed the head and she looked up at Mark while swallowing as much as she could take. Sarah got halfway down before gagging. She was surprised at the sense of disappointment that immediately coursed through her.
"Keep trying," Mark instructed. "Remember, an actress needs to be an excellent cocksucker if she wants to succeed in my version of Hollywood. So try and swallow my cock, Sarah."
She tried again. She closed her eyes this time, concentrating all her effort on controlling her gag reflex.
"Play with her pussy, Tom," Mark said. "Give her a little pleasure while she tries her best to worship my cock like a good girl."
Sarah moaned as Tom's fingers moved between her legs and rubbed her clit. She gagged on the cock in her mouth, but this time she didn't pull all the way off, instead pulling back just a little to gather herself before trying again. Tom kissed the back of her neck and moaned softly, offering whatever encouragement he could as beautiful waves of pleasure emanated from between her legs as his index finger moved in slow circles over her increasingly engorged clit.
"Kiss your boyfriend," Mark instructed.
Sarah pulled back and Mark's spit-soaked cock departed her mouth. She turned to Tom and he stared at her lips, which were soaked in thick saliva from the back of her throat.
"Kiss your wife," Mark said.
Tom leaned in and Sarah tilted her head and closed her eyes. She kissed her boyfriend, whose tongue slipped into her mouth. She loved him for committing to their task, to their roles for the weekend. She felt bad for him, too, for he'd almost certainly never imagined kissing her mere moments after someone else's cock had been buried in her throat.
It felt good to be connected to her boyfriend even as she held another man's cock in her hand. The kiss felt like it had real passion behind it, too. Sarah felt her nipples get hard as desire coursed through her body, desire enflamed by the beautiful kiss Tom offered.
"How does her tongue taste?" Mark asked.
Tom turned his head and looked at the producer, who wore a confident smile. "It tastes good," he said. "Her tongue, her lips, it all tastes good."
"Would you like another taste, Tom?" Mark asked. "Would you like your wife to take my cock in her mouth and suck on it like a good girl before she gives you another taste?"
Sarah wouldn't have blamed her boyfriend for refusing to answer such a question. She wouldn't really have blamed him for getting up and walking away, as it seemed clear that Mark intended on using his position of power to play games with Tom over the course of the weekend.
"Yes, I want another taste," Tom answered. "I want my wife to take your cock in her mouth and suck it like a good girl before she gives me another taste. I want that. I do."
It wasn't the answer that surprised Sarah. It was the look on Tom's face. It was his ability to put on a performance, to convince their host - or captor, really - that he wanted it.
"You heard your boyfriend," Mark said with a smile. "Give him a taste."
Sarah took Mark's cock in her mouth. She sucked on the head and looked up at him, meeting his gaze as he reached out to caress her face.
"Such a good cocksucker," he said. "Such an eager cock slut. If this were the old days, you'd already have been a star, Sarah. So many actresses got to the top of Hollywood using a mouth like yours to pleasure men all over town. They sucked, they deepthroated, and they swallowed the hot, sticky loads of as many men as it took. They whored themselves out because that's what they had to do to get what they wanted."
Sarah swallowed his cock, getting nearly three quarters of the way down his shaft before gagging. To her surprise - and a little bit to her horror - she felt proud of how quickly and easily she'd progressed to very nearly deepthroating him.
"Kiss him," Mark said. "Share the taste of my cock with your boyfriend."
Sarah pulled off the cock and found Tom already leaning in for a kiss. Their lips met. Their tongues entwined. Tom moaned and Sarah reached over and wrapped her fingers around his stiff dick, giving her boyfriend a little bit of pleasure as a reward for putting on a good performance.
"Give him a taste of my balls," Mark instructed.
Sarah turned to the producer, dropped down, and sucked on his balls. She moved her tongue over the hairy flesh and took each testicle in her mouth for a little, sucking and moaning and stroking his shaft. She felt a little like the whore he'd implied she was, and yet the sense of disgust she'd felt earlier had largely disappeared.
It was confusing, but Sarah tried not to think too much about it as she kissed Tom again. She pushed her tongue into his mouth, sharing the taste of Mark's balls with her boyfriend. He moaned for her and reached over to play with her pussy, offering the same pleasure she'd offered him.
"It's time for you to give me your pussy, Sarah," Mark said. "It's time for you to ride me. It's time for you to show me how badly you want the part."
Sarah stared into her boyfriend’s eyes, silently offering him one last chance to call it off. She held his gaze for a few seconds before Tom leaned in, kissed her softly, and said, "I want you to enjoy it. I want you to enjoy riding his cock, Sarah. Let yourself enjoy it. Let yourself cum on his cock."
He was committed, so Sarah committed too. She stood and straddled Mark on the couch. She leaned forward and he took the hint and encircled one of her nipples with his lips. Sarah moaned and ran her fingers through his hair and to the back of his neck as he flicked his tongue back and forth over her erect flesh.
Sarah reached down to guide his cock into her pussy, but Mark interrupted her. "No," he said. "I want your boyfriend to do it. I want him to put my cock inside you."
As she looked over her shoulder, Sarah was prepared to tell Tom that they could stop all of it, that they could just forget about everything that had already happened and go home. There was no need to say anything, though. He already had his fingers around the base of Mark's cock. He was already guiding the tip to her pussy. He didn't need to be told.
"Thank you," Sarah said.
"I love you," Tom replied.
She felt Mark's hands on her breasts. His fingers found her nipples and he rolled them gently, offering far greater pleasure than she'd expected. Sarah turned to him and moaned as she slowly sank down on his cock, taking another man inside her for the first time since she and Tom had begun dating.
"Does it feel good?" Mark asked.
She nodded. Part of her hated that it actually felt good. Part of her loved it, though, as it was going to make the weekend a lot easier to get through.
"It does," she said. "Your cock...your cock feels so good inside me."
Mark smiled, released her breasts, and grabbed her ass. He lifted her pussy off his cock and helped guide her down on it. He smiled and said, "Your pussy feels even better than I thought it would. It seems like I picked the right girl for the part, Sarah. An excellent cocksucker with a tight, wet, hot pussy. It's going to be a very good weekend for me. You might feel a little worn out by the time it's over, but I'm definitely going to enjoy myself."
Mark released her ass and let his hands fall to his sides. He didn't say a word, but Sarah knew he wanted her to put on a show. He wanted to see the performance, to see if she could fuck him in a convincing manner.
She grasped her breasts, rolled her head towards the night sky, and unleashed a long, low moan while slowly rocking her hips back and forth on his cock. She made every effort for it to look good, for her body to be as appealing as possible to the man she was riding.
"Your cock feels so good inside me," she said, uttering a genuine truth. "You're so big, Mark. Fuck...you're so deep inside me."
"That's a good girl," Mark replied. "Let yourself go. Enjoy my cock, Sarah. Enjoy that I reach places inside you that your boyfriend can't go. Enjoy that I'm thicker than he is. Embrace the absolute truth that every woman knows, that bigger is better."
Sarah's pussy tingled with pleasure as she moved her hips faster, grinding her clit into his pelvis and working her insides with his long, thick cock. She tried not to think about the comparison between Tom and Mark, instead focusing on trying to make the producer feel good with her wet pussy.
"Oh...fuck...I'm close," Sarah said as her orgasm neared. She felt bad for being so close to cumming on his cock. She didn't want Tom to have to see that, and yet she couldn't help it. It really did feel good to have him inside her and the more she rubbed her clit over his pelvis the closer she got to her climax.
"I'm close too," Mark replied. "I'm close to flooding your pussy with my cum, Sarah."
Sarah saw the smile on his face. She saw the joy that Mark felt at the notion of unloading in her pussy. She saw that it was more than the joy of an orgasm. She was certain that Mark's excessive pleasure was because he was about to cum inside another man's wife.
"Cum inside me," she said. She wanted to fan the flames of that pleasure. "Cum in my pussy. Cum in my married pussy!"
That did it. That put him over the top. Mark grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard as pleasure washed over his face. He grunted and groaned and Sarah continued to work her clit into his pelvis, for she was too far gone to stop. She needed to cum. She couldn't deny herself.
"I'm cumming!" she cried out.
Pleasure washed over her. Pleasure, and a heavy dose of guilt. Guilt that she'd fucked someone else. Guilt that she'd let him cum inside her. Guilt that she'd practically begged him to cum inside her.
The pleasure was intense, though. It left her toes tingling and her body thighs trembling. It left her body weak, to the point that she fell forward. Mark wrapped his arms around her, holding her tight and kissing her neck while his cock continued to pump hot cum into her pussy.
Eventually, Sarah lifted her head and looked over her shoulder to check in on Tom. He was staring between Mark's legs. He was staring at the union of another man's cock and her pussy. He didn't seem angry, or dismayed, or disturbed. He was just staring.
"Tom?" she asked.
He looked up at her.
"Are you okay?"
Tom nodded. "Yeah. I'm okay."
Mark grabbed her ass, lifted Sarah off his cock, and dropped her onto the couch next to him. He pulled her legs open and Tom stared between them.
"Move your hips forward," Mark instructed. "Give your boyfriend a nice, close up view of your pussy."
Sarah shifted her hips forward until her ass rested on the edge of the outdoor couch. Tom's gaze never wavered.
"Put your tongue inside her, Tom," Mark said.
Fear washed over Tom's face as he looked up at Sarah and then at the producer sitting next to her.
Mark smiled. "This is part of it, Tom. You both need to prove your dedication to her career. You both need to perform this weekend, and if you can't, I'll find someone else for the part. Now put your fucking tongue inside her and lick up my cum. Lick it out of your wife's pussy. Lick it out of her and swallow it."
Tom's gaze returned to her pussy, but he remained still. He looked nervous - and slightly disgusted - and it seemed possible that he'd refuse Mark's command.
Sarah wanted to let Tom decide whether or not he wanted to lick another man's cum from her pussy, but she couldn't. Tom had committed, he'd urged her to commit, and she'd fucked another man and taken his cum inside her. There was no going back.
"Tom," Sarah said, "I need you to clean my pussy. I need you to lick his cum out of me."
Tom looked up at her and she saw the resistance in his eyes. She saw it and for a moment she felt genuine anger. She reached out, grabbed a handful of his hair, and slowly pulled him towards her pussy.
"Clean me, Tom," she instructed.
"Listen to your wife," Mark added as he reached over and took one of Sarah's breasts in his hand. "Clean her pussy. Lick my cum out of her and swallow it."
Sarah felt his resistance. She felt him try and pull back. She tightened her grip on his hair. She wasn't willing to let him back out. Not when she'd already fucked Mark, not when his cum was deep inside her. Tom had pushed her to that place and now he had to follow through.
He did, too. He surrendered. He committed. He put his tongue inside her. She felt it moving around in her pussy. She felt him searching for Mark's cum. She heard a distressed moan when he found it.
"Swallow," Mark instructed.
Tom did so. He swallowed the cum he'd found. A disgusted look crossed his face - he clearly didn't enjoy the taste - but his tongue returned to her pussy a moment later.
"Now lick up every drop, Tom," Mark said as he rolled Sarah's nipple between his fingers. "Clean every drop of my load out of her."
Tom's tongue returned to her pussy and Sarah felt Mark's lips against her neck. He kissed her softly and she closed her eyes and felt a surprising kind of satisfaction wash over her. Mark's touch ignited a hint of arousal, too, and she turned her head. Her lips met his and his tongue slipped into her mouth as Tom explored her pussy in search of cum to swallow.
"I knew I picked the right girl," Mark said softly.
Sarah couldn't help but smile. She was going to be a star. She was going to achieve everything she'd ever dreamed of, and it seemed that she might have a few excellent orgasms along the way.
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"Kiss your husband," Mark instructed.
Tom looked up at Sarah from his knees. His lips glistened with a mixture of her juices and the cum he'd just cleaned out of her pussy. She leaned forward, took his head in her hands, and kissed him softly.
Tom's lips parted and Sarah welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She sucked on it, doing so gently and offering a soft moan to try and show - in some manner - just how deeply she appreciated his willingness to go along with Mark's demands.
"Is he hard?" Mark asked.
"Yes," Sarah replied as she looked between her boyfriend's legs and saw the erection their kiss had generated.
Mark ran his hands down the bare, smooth skin of her back and grasped her ass. "Do you think he enjoyed cleaning my cum out of your pussy?"
She studied Tom's face for a few moments and then shook her head. "No, I don't. I think he did it because he loves me. I don't think he enjoyed it, though."
Mark grasped Sarah's ass cheek and squeezed it possessively. She was surprised at how good it felt, but perhaps she shouldn't have been. After all, she'd given herself over to the events of the evening and had already enjoyed one orgasm with Mark's cock inside her. She was quite certain she'd enjoy several more before they went home on Sunday night. It seemed pointless to try and fight what the producer wanted, after all. If she was going to give herself to him for a weekend in exchange for the stardom she craved so desperately, she might as well enjoy herself.
"Are you prepared to show your love for your girlfriend over the course of the weekend, Tom?" Mark asked. "Are you prepared to do whatever it takes to ensure that she gets to star in my movie?"
"Yes," Tom answered as he held Sarah's gaze. "I'll do whatever it takes."
"We'll see about that," Mark said.
Sarah looked back to see a decidedly dark-looking smile on Mark's face. She worried that he found just as much pleasure in degrading Tom as he did in fucking Sarah.
"Take your girlfriend inside," Mark instructed. "There's a guest suite on the second floor. The two of you can clean up in the bathroom. Take a shower. Take a little time to reconnect. No orgasm for Tom, though. When you're done, come and find me in the master bedroom."
Tom stood and helped Sarah to her feet. They gathered their clothes and she looked over her shoulder to see that same dark smile on Mark's face. She wondered what was going through his mind and if he already had the rest of their weekend planned or if he was improvising and pursuing whatever pleasure came to him in the moment.
"We can still go home," Sarah said softly as they neared the house. "We don't have to do this."
Tom opened the door and gestured for her to step inside. "I know," he said as Sarah stepped past him and into the producer's multi-million dollar home. "And we can absolutely go home if you want to, but I kind of feel like we should stick it out. I mean, the things we've already done...the things I've done...it just feels like it would be insane to give up now."
Sarah felt bad. She felt terrible, in fact. Tom hadn't put up a fight in the moment but it seemed clear that he was at least a little bit shaken over what he'd done that night.
"Tom, I'm so sorry," she said as she stopped a few steps short of the elegant marble staircase that would take them upstairs. "I don't...I shouldn't have pushed you."
Tom took her naked body in his arms and held her close. "You didn't push me. I went, Sarah. I went where Mark wanted me to go and I went there freely. I did. You didn't pressure me at all. It's one weekend. One weekend and the rest of our lives are set up. Every actress in town would have done what you did. None of them would admit it, but they'd all have done it."
Sarah stepped back and reached up to caress his face. "I don't think their boyfriends and husbands would have done what you've done tonight, Tom."
She never imagined feeling a deep love for her boyfriend because he'd placed another man's cock inside her and cleaned that man's cum out of her pussy, and yet that's precisely what Sarah felt in that moment.
"I don't know if I'll ever be able to thank you for what you did tonight and what you'll do over the rest of the weekend, but I'm so grateful, Tom. I really am," she said.
They kissed and she felt his cock grow stiff once more as their tongues entwined. The fact that he could get aroused with such ease helped assuage her guilt at what had unfolded over the course of the evening, for it seemed to Sarah that he would have struggled to get hard if he was grappling with an overwhelming sense of embarrassment at what he'd done.
"Let's find that shower," Tom said with a smile.
He took her hand and they headed upstairs. It proved a bit difficult to find the guest suite Mark had mentioned - the house was huge - but eventually they stepped into an undeniably expansive, elegant, beautifully-furnished bedroom with a massive bathroom, a walk in closet, and a spacious balcony with a breathtaking view of Los Angeles.
They set their clothes on the bed and stepped into a shower that was clearly built for multiple people to enjoy at the same time. It featured four different shower heads, a bench on each side, and enough room for half a dozen people to comfortably fit.
Sarah soaped up her hands, turned to her boyfriend, and said, "Let me wash you."
Tom turned around and Sarah ran her hands over his neck and shoulders, rubbing them slowly and deeply to try and wash away the tension she felt in his muscles. She moved her fingers down his back, working any tightness she found and soaping him up along the way.
"I know I keep saying this, but we really can just go home. Even now," she said.
Tom turned around and took her in his arms. He pulled Sarah close and their lips met for a long, slow kiss. His cock grew as their tongues mingled and Sarah took it as a sign that he wasn't thinking about going home.
"Let me wash you," he said.
Tom soaped up his hands and spun Sarah around. He washed her back, her ass - and between her cheeks - and down her legs before standing and turning her around. They kissed as he took her breasts in his soapy hands and worked them in a manner that sent delightful waves of pleasure through her legs.
"Did you really cum when you were riding him?" Tom asked.
Sarah looked up at him as his fingers moved down her stomach and between her legs. He found her clit and she bit her lower lip, held his gaze for a few moments, and nodded before a moan escaped her lips.
Tom's face was expressionless, making it impossible to know if he was bothered by the fact that she'd climaxed while riding Mark's cock. He was still hard, though, so he couldn't have been too troubled.
"Did you...did you like it?" he asked.
Sarah wasn't entirely sure how to answer that. Part of her hated that she'd gone along with Mark's demands, that she'd given him her body in exchange for a part. She'd enjoyed the sex, though. His cock had felt exceptionally good, as had the orgasm it provided.
"Yes...and no," she answered. "I know that's probably not helpful, but it's the truth. It's really...I mean, it's kind of awful that he's making us do this, and yet..."
"And yet you enjoyed having sex with him, or at least the orgasm you had," Tom finished her thought.
Sarah nodded and Tom sank to his knees. He soaped up his hands and ran them up and down her legs, doing so in a manner that seemed purposefully erotic, particularly when he neared her upper thighs.
Tom looked up at her and Sarah reached down and caressed his face. He leaned closer and she put a hand on the back of his head. She couldn't help but want to draw him towards her pussy, and when he extended his tongue and licked her clit Sarah felt a warm sort of pleasure spread through her loins.
"That feels good, baby," she said. "Just like it felt good...just like it felt good when you licked my pussy after Mark fucked me."
Sarah wasn't sure Tom would want to hear that - she hoped he would, as she didn't want him to feel any shame about what he'd done - but the way his eyes lit up made it seem as though he enjoyed hearing it.
Tom ran his hands up the backs of her thighs and slipped his tongue into her pussy as he held her gaze. Sarah was surprised to feel a deep connection with him in that moment, as if his willingness to once again go down on her - this time without being ordered to by Mark - was Tom silently expressing that he was truly on board with whatever they had to do over the course of the weekend.
Sarah expected he'd give her an orgasm - it certainly felt good and she would have enjoyed cumming - but instead Tom stood up and kissed her again. It was a soft, tender, downright romantic kiss and she enjoyed how stiff his cock felt as it pressed into her pubic bone.
"I love you, Sarah," he said. "No matter what happens over the next few days, I love you."
"I love you too, Tom," she replied.
They share a long, lingering kiss and then Tom turned off the water. They dried off, Sarah quickly touched up her hair and makeup using the surprising collection of supplies in the bathroom, and then they made their way to the master suite.
"Come in," Mark called out from the bedroom after a gentle knock.
Sarah took a deep breath, twisted the handle of the ornate door, and stepped into an expansive and beautiful bedroom. There were two balconies and the door to each was open. Mark stood on one without a stitch of clothing on his body. His cock was flaccid but still impressively long and thick and he held a glass of champagne in his hand.
"Come, Sarah," Mark said as he extended a hand.
Sarah glanced at Tom, smiled, and walked towards the producer that held the future of her career in his hand. As she stepped onto the balcony, Mark took her hand and pulled Sarah close. She looked up at him and he smiled before leaning over. Their lips met for a kiss and when he offered his tongue she opened her mouth and took it. Though it wasn't her first instinct, Sarah offered a soft moan as she remembered that it was her job to put on a performance, to ensure that Mark felt as though she enjoyed every moment she got to spend with him.
To that end, Sarah let her hand drift down his chest and stomach and between his legs. She took his cock in her hand and stroked it slowly as they kissed and she was impressed when he grew to an erect state in almost no time. Despite his recent orgasm, Mark was virile enough to be ready - and eager - to have her again. Sarah moaned once more, only this time she wasn't acting. This time it was a lot closer to an involuntary moan as a sudden rush of arousal moved through her body at the idea of feeling him inside her again.
"Did you miss me?" Mark asked.
"I guess I did," she replied. "At least...well, at least my pussy missed you."
Mark smiled and ran his fingers down Sarah's back before possessively grasping her naked ass. He turned his gaze towards Tom and Sarah followed. She saw her boyfriend standing in the middle of the spacious bedroom with a half hard cock and a mildly jealous look on his face.
"Come here, Tom," Mark instructed.
Tom hesitated for a moment before propelling himself towards them. He stopped in the doorway to the balcony and turned his gaze to the sight of Sarah's hand moving up and down Mark's stiff shaft.
"How did you feel when she came on my cock?" Mark asked.
Before Tom could say a word, Sarah moaned as Mark slipped two fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit with a third. Without even thinking about it, she stroked his cock a little faster.
"Jealous," Tom answered.
"Jealous that I was fucking your girlfriend, or jealous that I was fucking her with a far bigger cock than yours? Or, I suppose, jealous that she seemed to be enjoying it so much?" Mark asked.
Tom stared between Sarah's legs - at the sight of another man pleasuring her - and said, "All of it. All of it made me jealous. Though when she came that was the most difficult to watch."
Mark chuckled. "She enjoyed herself on my cock, didn't she, Tom? Your beautiful girlfriend enjoyed cumming on my big cock, didn't she?"
Tom seemed just a touch embarrassed - at least as far as Sarah could tell - as he nodded.
Mark smiled and pulled his fingers from Sarah's pussy. He held them aloft for a few moments and then turned and placed them against her lower lip. She looked at him and took his slippery fingers in her mouth.
"Look at your boyfriend," Mark instructed.
Sarah turned her gaze to Tom while she sucked on the producer's fingers like she was giving a blowjob. She was putting on a performance. She was being the girl Mark wanted her to be in that moment, but she wasn't disgusted by it. She was, in fact, a little bit turned on.
"What are you going to do when your girlfriend becomes one of the biggest movie stars in the world, Tom?" Mark asked.
Tom looked confused. "I...I don't know what you mean."
Mark's fingers moved in and out of Sarah's mouth and she sucked dutifully, doing so because she wanted to put on a good performance for the producer.
"Everyone's going to want her, Tom," Mark explained. "Every man in the world is going to want your girlfriend. Men that most women would kill to fuck. Those men are going to want your girlfriend. They're going to flirt with her. They're going to woo her. They're going to do whatever they can to fuck her. Do you really think she'll be able to resist? Do you really think she'll be so dedicated to her boyfriend - and that unimpressive dick of yours - when the most eligible men in the world are trying to fuck her?"
"I...I don't know," Tom answered.
It was heartbreaking to hear, and yet Sarah couldn't blame Tom for feeling that way. After all, another man had just fucked her, and Mark was nowhere near as impressive as some of the men in Hollywood.
"I think you'll enjoy it," Mark said. "I think some part of you will love that your girlfriend - and perhaps some day your wife - is off shooting a movie with one of the most famous men in the world. I think you'll enjoy thinking about her getting fucked by a movie star in his trailer, or offering this incredible mouth of hers to his big cock before he invites her to sit on it and take him for a ride so she can cum like she needs to cum, like she deserves to cum."
Mark pulled his fingers from Sarah's mouth and she wanted to tell him to leave Tom alone, to stop taunting him. She didn't say a word, though, mostly because she could tell that the producer was enjoying himself, that taunting Tom seemed to be a part Mark's enjoyment.
"I want you to sit, Tom," Mark instructed. "I want you to sit and lean against the balcony railing."
Tom stepped out onto the balcony, turned around, and sat so he could lean against the railing. Sarah looked down at her boyfriend as she wondered what Mark had in store for them.
"Now step in front of your boyfriend, grab the railing, and bend over for me," Mark said to her.
Sarah knew what was coming next. She knew she was about to get fucked from behind. She stepped in front of Tom, looked down him, and then grabbed the railing and stuck her ass out. Tom looked up at her and smiled as he mouthed 'I love you.' Sarah offered a smile in return and felt Mark's hand moving over her ass.
"Do you have a nice view of your girlfriend's pussy from there, Tom?" Mark asked.
"I do," he answered.
Mark rubbed the head of his cock over Sarah's pussy lips and she moaned. She pushed her hips back, too. It was partly a performance and partly her surprising, innate desire to feel him inside her again. Sarah couldn't believe how badly her body seemed to want Mark, a man who was being disgusting and abusive in so many ways.
"Do you want me to fuck you, Sarah?" he asked.
"Yes, please," she replied. "Please, Mark, fuck me."
"And do you want me to fuck your girlfriend, Tom?" Mark asked.
"Yes, please, fuck her," Tom replied.
Sarah looked down to see her boyfriend staring at her pussy, or at the cock head that was moving all over her plump, slippery pussy lips. He seemed enamored with the sight of it, perhaps betraying that he too felt an uncommon desire for Mark to fuck her.
The cock slid into her pussy from behind. It reached even deeper inside her than when she'd been on top. It filled her with ease, too, as she was even wetter than she'd thought.
"How does it look, Tom?" Mark asked as he grabbed Sarah's hips.
"It's...it looks...it's hot," Tom answered.
Mark chuckled. "I want you to rub her clit while I fuck her, Tom. Help your girlfriend have the kind of orgasm she deserves while I fuck her tight pussy."
Sarah watched Tom reach up and do as instructed. He offered no resistance and he looked as though he relished the chance to play with her clit. He was being supportive, in a way, because the extra stimulation would no doubt make the sex feel even better.
Mark fucked her hard and fast from the go. He showed no interest in taking his time or extending the sex. He was using her. Plain and simple. She was naked and bent over on his balcony - with an exquisite view of Los Angeles - and he was fucking her doggystyle while no doubt basking in the very real power - the power that had convinced Sarah to give herself to him for the weekend - that he'd exerted and was thoroughly enjoying.
"God damn you have a tight pussy," Mark said. "It won't be so tight after this weekend is over, but I'll be damned if I have ever fucked a pussy that feels tighter and better than yours."
Sarah was stunned to feel a touch of pride and a little bit of lusty joy. She shouldn't have cared that Mark enjoyed her pussy, that it brought him pleasure, that it might have been a better pussy than the dozens of actresses he'd no doubt fucked over the course of his career.
"Your cock feels so good inside me," Sarah said. Every word of it was true. "Fuck me harder, Mark. Fuck me harder!"
Mark delivered, much to Sarah's delight. He fucked her harder and faster, too. He pounded her pussy while Tom rubbed her clit, sending beautiful shockwaves of pleasure through her body and hastening the arrival of another orgasm.
"Do you want my cum inside you?" Mark asked.
Sarah felt an unexpected thrill at the question. Yes, she wanted his cum inside her. In fact, she was suddenly quite desperate for it, like having him unload in her pussy was of vital importance to her pleasure.
"Yes, please, Mark, cum inside me! I want your cum inside me! I need it!" she cried out.
Sarah couldn't bear to look at Tom as she uttered those words. She was putting on a performance, but she knew that a part of her actually meant what she'd said.
She gripped the railing tighter as her legs began to tremble from the strength of the orgasm building inside her. She unleashed a series of wild, beautiful moans before closing her eyes, looking skywards, and screaming in pleasure as she climaxed.
Mark buried his dick inside her and his grunts and groans joined her screams as he unloaded in her pussy for the second time that night. The moment it happened Sarah's orgasm found a second life and another wave of pleasure moved through her. In the moment she both loved and hated that she'd cum a little bit harder knowing that Mark was pumping thick ropes of semen inside her.
"Was that good?" Mark asked between heavy breaths.
"It was great. It was...honestly, it was fucking great," she answered.
He leaned forward and kissed her upper back and neck while cupping her breasts. "When I pull out, I want you to feed my load to Tom. When you're done, send him to the guest bedroom and join me in bed. We'll be spending the night together."
Sarah turned her head and Mark's lips met hers for a remarkably deep kiss that she felt no urge to pull away from. The moment it was over he pulled out and walked away.
Sarah looked down at her husband - who'd heard everything Mark had said - and he scooted forward a little, looked up at her, and opened his mouth.
She smiled and said, "Thank you, Tom."
"I love you, Sarah."
She stepped forward, put a hand on the back of his head to guide his mouth between her legs, and fed him another man's load just like she'd been instructed to do.
When it was over, Sarah helped Tom to his feet, kissed him softly, and told him to go to the guest room. She watched him leave Mark's bedroom before stepping off the balcony and turning towards the producer. He pulled the sheets back and invited her into his bed. Sarah took a deep breath, strode towards him with a gentle sway in her hips, and crawled into the bed. She cuddled up with the man that had already fucked her twice that night, kissed his neck, and closed her eyes.
Sleep would come quickly, but Sarah felt almost certain that Mark wouldn't let her get through the night without extracting some sort of pleasure from her. She was committed, though. She'd do whatever it took to get the part.
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For a moment, Sarah thought she was in her bed, that she hadn't fallen asleep in the bed of a powerful producer, that she hadn't woken up at 3 a.m. to the feel of that producer's stiff cock slipping between her thighs and rubbing against her pussy, that she hadn't welcomed him inside her for a quickie that ended with his load filling her pussy, that she hadn't surrendered herself to a weekend of serving as little more than the producer's plaything in exchange for a career-making part.
Those thoughts drifted away as soon as Sarah opened her eyes. It was a little after 8 a.m. and sunlight streamed through the windows of Mark's massive bedroom. Sarah rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling before turning her head towards the man that had already used her body so thoroughly.
"Good morning," Mark said with a smile. Sarah wondered how long he'd been awake and if he'd watched her sleep. There was something a little creepy about the notion that she'd slept under his watchful eye.
She offered a slightly seductive smile, though. "Good morning."
"How did you sleep?" he asked.
Sarah thought of the sex they'd had in the middle of the night. She thought of the brief journey she'd gone on, from hating that someone other than her boyfriend was inside her to thoroughly enjoying the way Mark fucked her in the spoon position and rubbed her clit with such skill that she ended up having a rather noisy orgasm. She felt a surprising sense of appreciation at the fact that Mark could actually satisfy her, that he wasn't some obese man with a tiny dick she'd have to suffer through pleasuring all weekend.
"I slept well," she replied before moving a little closer, rolling onto her side, and resting her hand on his chest. "Aside from that brief interruption to my sleep, of course," she added with a seductive smile.
"I hope that wasn't too much of an inconvenience," Mark said before offering a smile of his own.
Sarah saw a bulge forming in the sheets. She marveled at the producer's libido - she hadn't even touched his cock and already he was well on his way to another orgasm - and said, "I think you know it wasn't, unless it wasn't clear that you made me cum awfully hard."
Sarah inched a little closer to Mark and kissed his neck as her fingers danced down his stomach and between his legs. She took his cock in her hand and moaned before flicking her tongue back and forth over his flesh and stroking him slowly.
"You made me cum so much harder than I thought I would," she whispered. "Your big dick felt so good in my pussy, and you did such wonderful things with your fingers as you fucked me. You made me feel so good, Mark."
Sarah was acting, but like any good performance, there was truth in it. She'd committed to her weekend as the producer's sexual plaything and she was going to make damn sure that he had as memorable a time as possible.
"It's nice to see such a pretty young thing cum with my dick inside her," he replied. "And last night, in particular, it was nice to see that you came around to the pleasure I can provide, that you warmed up to it, Sarah. I know you didn't want me inside you at first. I know you would have preferred I let you sleep. I love that you took it like a good girl, that you let me into that tight little cunt of yours, that you let me fuck you and fill you with my cum."
Sarah moaned, in part to make him feel good and in part because Mark was right. She would have let him fuck her either way, but she had come around to the pleasure of a 3 a.m. pounding from his big dick. She had let herself enjoy it. She'd gotten exceptionally wet and she'd cum exceptionally hard, filling his bedroom with wild moans loud enough that there was a chance Tom had heard.
"And I could have made you wake up your boyfriend to feed him my load," Mark said. "But you did such a good job taking my cock that I figured I'd let him sleep."
Mark's cock was hard as a rock in her hand and Sarah stroked him faster as she watched his face. She saw the pleasure he felt - the pleasure her hand provided - and she was certain she saw the thrill he experienced at wielding his power over her and Tom. Mark was right, though. He had spared Tom, for Sarah wouldn't have argued with feeding the producer's load to her boyfriend. She would have done it, as she wasn't going to do anything to jeopardize the part she'd already worked so hard for.
"Speaking of your boyfriend, I'd like you to go to his room and wake him up with a blowjob," Mark instructed. "Tell him about the fun we had last night, about how you came right before I pumped another load of cum inside you. Don't let him cum, though. Just get him excited. Then, bring him in here. The two of you are going to suck my cock together. You're going to start my morning with an orgasm and then you're going to share my load like the good little sluts you are."
Sarah knew Tom would do it - he was just as committed as her - but she felt terrible for him. There was nothing to be done about it, though. She gave Mark a kiss, got out of the bed, and walked naked out of the bedroom, down the hallway, and into the guest room that her boyfriend had slept in while she and the producer were in the same bed.
Tom looked so peaceful as he slept in the king size bed. Sarah watched his chest rise and fall as she approached the bed and she hated that she had to wake him up and one again plunge him into the world of power games that Mark was determined to play.
There was nothing to be done about it, though, so Sarah slowly pulled the covers from her boyfriend, crawled into the bed, and rubbed his cock through the thin material of his boxer shorts. Tom was half hard before he opened his eyes, looked down at her, and smiled. It seemed that he too experienced a moment where he forgot what they'd gotten themselves into, that he forgot he'd consumed another man's cum out of her pussy the night before.
"Good morning," Sarah said with a smile as she pulled his underwear off and tossed them aside.
Before Tom could say a word, Sarah engulfed his cock in the warmth and wetness of her mouth and sucked hard. She saw pleasure wash across her boyfriend's face and she moaned while swirling her tongue around the increasingly stiff head of his cock. Sarah sucked until he was throbbing and then she stroked him slowly while smiling at the confused look on her face.
"Mark sent me in here to wake you up with my mouth," she said softly before kissing his slick shaft.
"That was nice of him," Tom replied.
"Not really," she said, "because he also wanted me to tell you about how he fucked me last night, in the middle of the night, actually."
Before Tom could frown, Sarah took him in her mouth again. She bobbed up and down on his dick, sucking hard and making him moan from the pleasure she knew her lips and tongue could provide.
"It was a little after three," she continued. "I woke up to feel of his cock sliding between my thighs and rubbing against my pussy lips. I didn't want him inside me, but I parted my thighs a little, reached down, and helped him rub the head of his cock over my pussy. His precum got me wet and then he slipped inside me, baby. He filled me with every inch of his big dick."
Tom looked both uncomfortable and aroused as Sarah stroked and licked his cock while offering details of her nighttime interlude with Mark. Even though the producer wasn't in the room with them, she wanted to make sure she gave all the details, for she wasn't willing to take any chance that she might fuck up her chance at a life-changing role.
"His cock...I know it's terrible of me to say, Tom, but his cock felt good inside me," she said.
He moaned as Sarah rubbed her thumb over the underside of his cock head. She smiled, leaned closer, and ran her tongue back and forth over the same spot, eliciting yet another moan from her boyfriend.
"Then his finger found my clit and he played with it while he fucked me as we spooned," she continued. "At first, he fucked me nice and slow. He stretched out my tight little cunt with every deep thrust. I started to moan, Tom. I moaned because he played with my clit with such skill and because his cock actually felt really good inside me."
Sarah couldn't help but get turned on all over again as she thought of the fucking Mark had given her the night before. As she recalled every little detail, her memory of the sex became clearer and suddenly her pussy wanted more of what Mark had given her. There was something deeply uncomfortable about the realization, especially since she was alone with her boyfriend as she felt that desire for another man's dick.
"He made me cum, Tom," Sarah said before sucking on the head of her boyfriend's cock. Her mouth bobbed up and down as she swallowed nearly all of his shaft each and every time. She played with his balls, too, right up until it felt like Tom was on the verge of an orgasm. Then Sarah pulled back, squeezed the base of his cock, and said, "He made me cum right before he came inside me again. He filled my tight little pussy with his load, pulled out, gave me a kiss, and then rolled onto his back and went to sleep as his cum started to leak out of me."
Again Tom looked both uncomfortable and turned on and Sarah couldn't help but feel like there was something adorable about it. In a weird way, it made her fall just a little deeper in love with him, for she couldn't imagine there was another man in Los Angeles that would have been willing to suffer through the kind of weekend Tom was suffering through.
"He said he thought about making me wake you up so you could clean his cum out of me again," Sarah said. "But he decided to let you sleep."
"That was nice of him, I guess," Tom replied with a smile as he stared down at Sarah and his stiff cock.
"Well, savor it, because it might be one of the few times this weekend where he's nice," she said. "The real reason I'm in here is to bring you to his bedroom. He wants us to...well, we have to suck his cock together, to make him cum, and we have to share his cum after he's had his orgasm."
Sarah studied her boyfriend's face as she shared the bad news. She couldn't be certain, but she thought she saw just a hint of excitement in his eyes before a look of frustration took over.
"I know it's a lot to ask," she said.
"It's not," Tom replied. "I committed to this. It seems like he might take it a lot further than I thought he would, but I committed to this."
Sarah crawled forward, pushed Tom onto his back, and kissed him. She took his cock into her pussy, sat down on it, and gently rocked her hips back and forth as their tongues mingled. She wasn't going to fuck him with any kind of vigor because she didn't want him cumming inside her, but she figured that feeling her pussy would be a nice reminder of what he'd get to have as soon as the weekend was over.
"Once this is over, Tom, you can have me as many times as you want. You can have me in any position and I will wear any kind of lingerie you want. Hell, I'll buy out all of Victoria's Secret and model it all for you. I will. I'll make you feel better than any girlfriend has ever made her boyfriend feel," she said.
Tom smiled. "I'm going to hold you to that."
They kissed again before she lifted her pussy from his cock, got out of the bed, and offered her hand. "Come on. We have a job to do."
Tom sat up, grimaced just a little, and replied, "Right. Yes. We have to suck cock together." He shook his head. "That's not a sentence I ever thought I'd utter."
Sarah pulled him close and kissed him. "I know, and hopefully you'll never have to utter those words again once this weekend is over. Remember, though, that we have to put on a good performance."
"I know," Tom said.
Sarah felt terrible as they walked towards Mark's bedroom. She'd just told her boyfriend that he needed to pretend that he enjoyed sucking cock with her, that he was thrilled at the idea of sucking and licking a load out of another man and then sharing that load with her. That's what she wanted from Tom, though. She needed his performance to be almost as good as hers. They'd come this far and she wasn't going to stop until she'd secured the role Mark had promised.
"Good morning, Tom," Mark said with a smile as they walked into the master bedroom. He'd pulled the sheets back and his cock stood at attention. "Did Sarah tell you what you'd be doing this morning?"
"She did," Tom replied as they walked hand-in-hand towards the foot of the bed.
"And how do you feel about that?" Mark asked with a smile on his face.
Sarah looked at her boyfriend as they stopped at the foot of the bed. She worried she'd see an angry look on his face - Mark was damn near taunting Tom, after all - but instead, Tom seemed perfectly calm.
"I'm willing to do whatever it takes to help Sarah," Tom said. "I love her more than anything and I know better than anyone that she deserves the part you're offering and that she'll absolutely nail it. If I need to suck your cock with her to ensure that she gets the part, then I'm more than happy to do that."
Mark looked at Sarah, smiled, and said, "Your boyfriend loves you, Sarah. You're a very lucky woman."
She squeezed Tom's hand. "I know I am."
"Both of you can get on your knees right there at the foot of the bed," Mark instructed.
Sarah and Tom fell to their knees as Mark crawled to the foot of the bed, swung his legs over, and sat. She looked up at his throbbing cock and felt a twinge of desire between her legs, as if her pussy had already become accustomed to the pleasures a man wielding a cock of Mark's size could provide.
"I'd like you to take your time," Mark instructed. "I'd like you to demonstrate how badly you want to pleasure me. I'd like you to prove - with your mouths - how desperate you are to start your day by sharing a load of my cum, so make sure that whoever takes it in their mouth doesn't swallow as I want to see you two swapping it back and forth."
Sarah looked at Tom and their eyes met. Neither said a word, but she was confident that he was ready to do as Mark desired, no matter how degrading it was. In that moment Sarah felt a powerful kind of love for her boyfriend and she had to resist the urge to kiss him, push him on his back, and take him in her pussy to reward him for his love.
Instead, Sarah moved towards Mark's cock and licked her way up one side of his shaft. Tom took the hint and licked his way up the other side until their tongues met over the head. They looked into each other's eyes as they offered pleasure to the producer and Sarah was quite certain she saw Tom's lips curl into a smile of sorts.
"That's good," Mark said. "Show me that you're both dedicated to Sarah's career. That you're both ready to do what it takes to earn the part. Show me that you can both be eager cocksuckers when the moment calls for it."
They licked their way down and back up the shaft once more. They kissed and licked over the head and their tongues danced as Mark moaned. Then Sarah took the whole of the head in her mouth and moved halfway down the shaft. She felt Tom's hand move down her back and grab her ass and she moaned while sucking the producer's cock voraciously.
Sarah pulled back and looked at Tom. His eyes went wide as he realized what she wanted him to do. He looked at Mark's cock, opened his mouth, and took the head between his lips. He moved down the shaft, though he couldn't take nearly as much as Sarah could. She ran her fingers down his back and grabbed his ass, squeezing it hard while he gave a blowjob.
"Suck my balls while he works my cock," Mark instructed.
Sarah did so without hesitation. She dropped a little lower, leaned in, and took one of Mark's balls in her mouth. She ran her tongue over the wrinkled, hairy flesh and moaned as she looked up at him to see a victorious smile on his face.
Of course Mark felt confident in that moment. He had a couple on their knees in front of him. He'd convinced a straight man to surrender, to suck his cock in the name of securing a part for his girlfriend. He'd wielded his power expertly and gotten exactly what he wanted out of doing so and there were still two days left in the weekend, which meant Mark had all the time in the world to do whatever he pleased with them.
"Now switch," Mark demanded.
Tom released the cock from his lips and dropped down. Sarah watched her boyfriend take the producer's balls in his mouth and suck like he'd done it before. He offered pleasure without hesitation, showing his unrelenting dedication to her career, to her happiness. She looked up at Mark, stroked his cock a few times, and took the head in her mouth. She sucked hard, moving as far down his shaft as she could go and moving her tongue swiftly.
"Fuck, you two are incredible," Mark said. "And Tom's far better than I expected. It's like he's a natural born cocksucker, much like his girlfriend, I suppose."
Sarah half expected Tom to blow up with anger - perhaps even injuring Mark given that he had his balls in a fairly precarious position - but he didn't. He just kept on sucking, refusing to take the bait that the producer seemed quite intent on putting out there.
"Suck my balls together," Mark instructed.
Sarah took one testicle and Tom took the other. They sucked cheek to cheek, doing exactly as the producer instructed because they'd decided they were going to follow this thing through to the end to secure the role for Sarah.
"This is so much better than a simple blowjob," Mark said with a smile. "This is worship. This is two good little sluts worshiping me like they were instructed to. This is two eager cock whores working to make me cum so they can share in the joy of the reward every good cocksucker craves."
The producer's face was alive with excitement - something beyond pleasure, really - as he quite literally talked down to them. He was getting off on the power, but of course he was. The was the whole point of what he was doing. He had the power and he had no compunction about wielding it for his pleasure.
"Now suck my dick together. Work the head. Make me cum," he instructed.
They did so dutifully. They licked, kissed, and sucked ravenously. They acted like the cock whores Mark had labeled them as. They acted like they were desperate for the reward of his cum, like they were determined to prove they were good cocksuckers.
They were on their knees for a long time. Sarah wasn't sure how long, but Mark had clearly meant it when he said he wanted them to take their time, to really work for his load.
Eventually, though, his cock head began to swell up and his moans got lower and louder. He was close to cumming. They were close to completing the blowjob he'd made them give.
"I want to cum in Tom's mouth," he said with a smile. "Get your lips around my dick, cocksucker."
Tom did so without hesitation and Sarah rubbed his back and grabbed his ass before reaching between his legs to play with his half hard cock. She stroked him, offering pleasure while he did something he'd almost certainly never imagined himself doing.
Mark grunted and groaned as his cock pulsed and his balls jumped. He was cumming in Tom's mouth and Sarah's boyfriend kept his lips sealed tight around the shaft. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, as if Mark had somehow saved up an extra large load for this exact moment.
When he was finished, Mark smiled, looked down at Tom, and said, "Share my cum with your girlfriend. Share the reward you cocksuckers deserve. Take your time with it, too."
Tom turned to Sarah with his lips closed and a load of cum waiting in his mouth.
"Feel free to keep playing with his dick while you kiss him," Mark said. "No orgasm for him, though."
Tom leaned closer and Sarah tilted her head. Their lips met and quickly parted. His tongue moved into her mouth and she moaned as the salty, bitter taste of Mark's cum filled her mouth.
Sarah stroked her boyfriend's cock a little faster and moaned into his mouth as his fingers slipped into her pussy. They passed the cum back and forth and it began to turn foamy as their tongues danced. It felt like the entirety of her mouth - and part of her throat - was now coated in the producer's semen, but Tom's fingers brought her such pleasure that Sarah couldn't help but move towards an orgasm.
"That's good," Mark said. "Share your reward, my little cocksuckers. Enjoy the taste of the cum you worked so hard for. Relish the fact that you were such good little cock whores for me that I let you take my load in your mouths."
Sarah followed the path of pleasure the producer set out and moaned louder. She stroked Tom's cock slowly for fear of making him cum if she went any faster, but he was clearly trying to get her off.
He managed it, too. Sarah came on his fingers as they continued to swap the messy, foamy cum back and forth. She practically screamed into her boyfriend's mouth before backing away as she came down from her climax.
"You two can shower together," Mark said. "I'll see you downstairs for breakfast when you're done."
He got up, sauntered to his bathroom, and took a piss as Sarah looked at Tom.
"Shower?" she asked.
He nodded, stood, and helped her to her feet. They walked hand-in-hand out of the master bedroom and towards the room where Tom had spent the night.
"I love you," Sarah said softly. "More than anything, Tom."
"I love you too," he replied. "More than anything."
Sarah wasn't sure what the rest of the weekend would hold, but she was happy to have Tom by her side as they went through it, for she was confident that they could survive anything together. And, with any luck, it might include more of the same pleasure she'd already experienced. At least that's how she hoped the rest of the weekend would play out.



Anything to Be a Star - Part 5
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Sarah lifted her lithe, naked body from the pool and sauntered towards a lounge chair with a soft, fluffy white towel waiting on it. Mark watched her approach with a smile on his face and a flaccid cock between his legs. She offered a smile in return, in part because she was dedicated to delivering a convincing performance and in part because it had actually been quite pleasurable to swim naked in his beautiful pool.
"It's a nice life, isn't it?" Mark asked as Sarah dropped her naked body onto the lounge chair, crossed her ankles, and closed her eyes.
"It is," she replied. There was no arguing with that. She couldn't think of a better way to spend her weekends than relaxing naked by the pool, though she would have preferred to do it without a power-hungry producer that intended on using her body for his pleasure whenever he saw fit.
"It won't be long before you can afford a life like this," Mark noted. "Your pay for the first movie will be shit, of course. It's always shit for the first movie. But, you'll get a big bump for the sequel and I'm sure your agents will be able to secure you a nice payday for a few more movies before this one even comes out. After all, everyone wants a piece of the hot young franchise star."
Sarah very nearly offered a weak argument about how she hadn't gotten into acting for the money or the fame, but even she didn't believe that. She wanted to act, certainly, and she wanted to act in great projects, but the money and the fame were a big part of it, too. She wouldn't have accepted Mark's disgusting offer to serve as his de facto whore for the weekend if the money and the fame were meaningless.
"The money's not shit for you though, is it?" Sarah asked. "I'll be making pennies and you'll be cashing an even bigger check than usual because of that."
Mark looked at her and smiled. He held her gaze for a few seconds before letting his eyes wander to her breasts, over her stomach, and between her legs. "It's good to be the producer," he said. "If you want real money and a long career, you should into producing, Sarah. That's where the real power is, as I'm sure you know."
He was so cocky that Sarah could barely stand it. He wasn't wrong, though. He was powerful. He could make or break her career, or the career of dozens - if not hundreds - of young actresses just like her. He could get away with using that power in a disgusting manner, too.
"Tom!" Mark called out.
Tom was still swimming - naked, too, as Mark had forbidden them from putting on their clothes - and he swam towards them in a manner that made Sarah think of him as an eager puppy being called by its owner.
"Come here, Tom," Mark demanded.
Tom lifted his body out of the pool and Sarah watched the water cascade down his chest and legs. She was hit with a sudden and somewhat surprising rush of desire, and if the situation was different she would have done everything in her power to lure her boyfriend's cock into her pussy. She suspected that wouldn't be happening, though, as Mark hadn't yet shown much in the way of concern for Tom's pleasure.
"What can I do for you?" Tom asked.
They'd spent the better part of the late morning and early afternoon at the pool and Tom had largely been utilized as a butler of sorts, fetching food and drinks from the house and bringing fresh towels when needed. Much to Sarah's surprise, Mark had yet to use either of them sexually since their double blowjob in the morning, though she suspected that was about to change.
"I have a choice for you, Tom," Mark said.
Unsurprisingly, Tom looked a little wary.
"Would you rather eat pussy or suck cock?" Mark asked.
"Eat pussy," Tom replied.
"And what if I said I'd let you have an orgasm if you sucked my cock right now? Would that change your answer?" Mark asked.
Tom looked at Sarah and then glanced between Mark's legs. "What...what kind of orgasm?" he said.
"What kind would you prefer?" Mark asked with a smile.
Tom looked at Sarah once more, but this time his gaze focused between her legs. "The kind where I get to fuck my girlfriend. That's the best kind of orgasm, after all."
Mark took his flaccid cock in his hand and stroked it slowly. "So, you're saying that you'd crawl between my legs and suck my dick right now if I told you that you could fuck your girlfriend and cum inside her. Is that right?"
Mark was playing a game. A power game. The kind of game he seemed to enjoy more than any other. It seemed so obvious to Sarah that Mark wanted to effectively force Tom into choosing to give a blowjob, that he found some sort of pleasure in that. She wanted to tell her boyfriend that he didn't have to do anything, that he could fuck her as many times as he wanted as soon as the weekend was over, but she knew it was best to keep quiet, at least in the moment. If she wanted the part, she needed to let Mark play his games as he saw fit.
Tom looked conflicted, but only for a moment. "Well...no, I don't think so. I'm sorry...or, well, I'm not sorry. Not really. I just, I don't really want to suck your dick, and I can wait a few days to have an orgasm. You know?"
Sarah figured Mark would be disappointed, but instead he had a big smile on his face. She wondered if he really cared either way, if the whole point of the question had been to fuck with Tom in some way, to stave off whatever form of boredom had turned Mark into the kind of man that got off on manipulating and controlling people.
"Well, I'd really like to get my dick sucked," Mark said. "So one of you needs to put it in your mouth right now."
Sarah rolled onto her side and reached out to caress the producer's leg. He released his cock and she smiled while wrapping her delicate fingers around it and stroking him slowly.
"I'll suck your dick," she said. "You like the way I suck your dick, don't you?"
Mark nodded. "I enjoyed the way your boyfriend sucked my dick this morning, though. He's far better at it than you'd expect from a straight man. He's got a natural talent for it, I'd say. That talent could come in handy for you, Sarah."
"How do you mean?" Tom asked.
Sarah wished he hadn't asked. He was playing into Mark's hands by doing so, as the producer was clearly delighted to share whatever dirty thought was in his head at the moment.
Mark looked up at Tom, smiled, and said, "There are lots of gay men in Hollywood that would love to have fun with a cute straight guy like you, Tom. I'm far from the only man that's willing to use his power to get what he wants sexually, and there's a good chance that Sarah will find herself in the room with a man that's not at all interested in her, and that man might have the power to give her the part she can't stop dreaming about. Except, he won't want anything to do with her pussy or that pretty mouth of hers."
Sarah had heard some of her guy friends talk about producers like that. She'd never heard of one her friends offering his mouth or ass in exchange for a part, but she knew that Mark was right, that there were powerful men in Hollywood that would have found the idea of fucking Tom a great deal more appealing than fucking her.
"So, Tom, there might come a day when you're in a position to help your beautiful girlfriend - or perhaps she'll be your wife by then - by offering that mouth of yours just like you offered it to me this morning. And, the fact that you're quite good with your mouth might serve Sarah well. Though, you might have to offer that tight ass of yours if you really want her to get the part," Mark said before his lips curled into a delighted smile. He quite clearly enjoyed painting a particularly lurid picture for Tom.
To Sarah's surprise, it looked like her boyfriend was contemplating whether or not he'd be willing to go that far for her. She was horrified for him, and yet a part of her was touched by his seeming eagerness to do whatever it took to help her achieve her dreams.
"Sarah, I'd like it if you put your mouth to use," Mark instructed. "Right now."
Sarah stood, gave Tom a soft kiss on the cheek, smiled, and then turned and crawled between Mark's legs. She took his stiff cock in her mouth and offered the blowjob he desired.
"Mmm, fuck, I swear, I will never tire of getting my cock sucked by an eager, beautiful young actress," Mark said. "Though I have to say, having you here makes it better, Tom. Knowing that you're watching as your beautiful girlfriend sucks my dick makes it so much sweeter to enjoy her talented mouth."
Sarah moaned as she swallowed Mark's cock over and over. She sucked on the head and swirled her mouth around it. She played with his balls, too, offering him every bit of pleasure she could. She was surprised at how much she enjoyed it. She felt a little bad for actually getting wet as she gave him head, but Sarah couldn't help it. Her body was in control of her arousal and having Mark's cock in her mouth was decidedly pleasurable.
"Tell me, Tom, would you offer yourself to a gay man if it would benefit Sarah's career?" Mark asked as his cock surged in Sarah's mouth, making it clear that the producer found it deeply pleasurable to tease and taunt Tom in that manner. "I can't imagine it would be a big departure for you. After all, you've sucked my cock. Would it really be that different to suck a gay man's cock?"
Tom was silent, but Sarah looked up to see a smile on Mark's face.
"No...I suppose...I mean, I guess it wouldn't be that different," Tom finally answered. "But, the other thing, that would be different."
Mark put a hand on the back of Sarah's head and pushed down. His cock hit the back of her throat and she gagged. Her eyes watered a little as she tried to cease the gagging. She had little choice, as Mark seemed determined to be amore aggressive in pursuit of using her throat for his pleasure.
"Do you mean getting fucked, Tom?" Mark asked. "Is that the other thing you're talking about?"
"Yes," Tom replied softly.
Mark gripped Sarah's hair and used it to direct her mouth up and down on his cock. He pushed the head into her throat over and over, all while his gaze remained fixed on Tom. She wished she could save her boyfriend from the conversation he was being pushed into, but there was nothing to be done. Tom would have to cope.
"Sarah seems to enjoy getting fucked," Mark said. "Wouldn't you agree that she enjoys having my cock inside her?"
"Yes," Tom admitted.
"So who's to say that you wouldn't enjoy it, Tom?" Mark asked with a hint of aggression in his voice. "After all, you didn't find it unpleasant to have my cock in your mouth, did you?"
Tom sounded pained as he said, "No, I didn't."
Mark pushed down on Sarah's head and held his cock in her throat. He held it there until she panicked and began pushing against his thighs. He held it for a few seconds more and then released his grip as she pulled back and gasped for air. Saliva poured from her mouth and coated his remarkably stiff cock and she looked up at the producer and saw a cocky smile on his face as he looked down at her.
"Ride me," Mark said. "Reverse cowgirl."
Sarah stood and spun around. She moved back until her pussy hovered above Mark's stiff cock. She guided him inside her, sat down, and adjusted her legs so she could ride him with ease.
His cock felt good inside her, just like it had the day before. It was long and thick and it reached places that few cocks had ever reached. There was something else, too. Something that Sarah hadn't identified the day before. She still didn't fully understand it, but there was something about fucking someone that possessed genuine power - and that happily wielded that power - that she found far more arousing than she would have liked.
"I take it you've never been fucked, Tom?" Mark asked.
"No, I haven't," he answered.
Mark slapped Sarah's ass and she yelped. Then she smiled as a surge of pleasure moved through her body. She noted Tom's half hard cock and was tempted to beckon him closer so she could pleasure him. That wasn't her choice to make, though, so she continued to bounce her pussy on Mark's big dick while her boyfriend watched.
"Would you be willing to give up your ass for Sarah's career, Tom?" Mark asked. "Would you be willing to suffer the humiliation of being fucked for a man's pleasure in exchange for a role for your beautiful girlfriend?"
Tom looked right at Sarah as she rode Mark even faster. He smacked her ass again and she moaned because his dick felt so good inside her.
"Fuck, your cock feels so good in my pussy," she said, in part because she hoped to spare Tom from having to answer the question and in part because his cock really did feel good in her pussy. "You're so big. You're so fucking deep inside me."
Mark grabbed her hips and helped her ride him faster as Tom's cock reached a fully erect state.
"Answer me, Tom," Mark demanded. "And be honest. If a man like me - a gay version of me, that is - told you that he'd give Sarah the part of her dreams if you were willing to suck his dick, get fucked, and take his load up your ass, would you do it?"
He didn't need to answer. Sarah saw the truth in his eyes and on his face. She saw that Tom was agonized by the answer, that he didn't want to utter the words and admit the truth.
"Yes, I'd do it," Tom admitted.
Mark lifted Sarah's pussy from his cock and said, "Get on your hands and knees on the other lounge chair. The one you were lying on."
Sarah swiftly moved into position and watched Mark get up and move behind her. He grabbed her hips, pulled her back, and slid his cock into her from behind. He buried every inch inside her and held still.
"I want you to rest your head on her ass, Tom," Mark instructed.
Tom approached, got on his knees, and rested his head on Sarah's ass and lower back.
"Now open your mouth," Mark demanded.
Sarah couldn't see, but she imagined her boyfriend did as the producer instructed, as a moment later Mark's cock began to move in and out of her pussy. He seemed to go even deeper inside her than when she'd rode him in reverse cowgirl. It felt good, to the point that she couldn't help but moan and push her hips back a little to meet each thrust.
Then Mark pulled out and Tom moaned. It was a muffled moan, though. Sarah looked over her shoulder and saw that Mark was quite clearly fucking her boyfriend's mouth.
"That's it," Mark said. "Suck her pussy off my cock. Suck up those sweet juices, Tom. Suck it clean."
Sarah felt bad for Tom. She knew he wasn't in agony, but she still felt bad for him. He was suffering for her, for the good of her career. He was taking whatever humiliation Mark wanted to dole out and he was doing it because he wanted Sarah to be happy.
Mark's cock entered her pussy once more and he fucked her harder. He dug his fingers into her hips and pounded her with such aggression that it actually hurt a little.
Then he fucked Tom's face again. He repeated the process over and over. He went from Sarah's pussy to Tom's mouth repeatedly, using them both like they were nothing more than toys for his pleasure, which happened to be precisely what they were for the weekend.
Finally, after a lengthy fucking Mark pulled out, stepped back, and said, "Get on your knees in front of me. Both of you."
Tom dropped to his knees almost immediately and Sarah rushed to follow. Mark pushed their heads together and stroked his cock in front of them. Sarah watched the head swell up as the producer's balls tightened a little. A moment later they leapt in their sack and the first rope of cum launched from the head.
A dozen more followed as Mark sprayed them both with his load, grunting and groaning as he did so. He smiled, too, taking rather obvious pleasure in the fact that he'd just given them both a facial.
"God damn," he said after his cock was spent. "You two are incredible."
Sarah was surprised to feel a mild sense of pride at having provided Mark with yet another spectacular orgasm.
"Kiss him," Mark instructed. "Then you can clean up. And after you're done, I'm ready for another drink, which Tom can retrieve."
Sarah turned to her boyfriend and saw a smile on his face. She reached up and ran her fingers through some of the cum Mark had covered him with. In the name of putting on a good performance, she popped those fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean before leaning in to kiss her boyfriend.
Tom moaned as Sarah shared Mark's cum with him. He moaned as their tongues danced and Sarah couldn't help but feel a lovely surge of arousal right alongside her boyfriend.
"Once you bring me a drink you can eat her pussy, Tom," Mark said. "Feel free to make her cum."
"I will," Tom replied with a smile.
They kissed once more - this time for a great deal longer - and then Tom stood and helped Sarah to her feet. She grabbed a towel, wiped his face clean, and then did the same to hers.
"Can I get you anything to drink?" he asked.
"Sure. I'll take a cocktail. Surprise me," she answered.
Tom turned and rushed inside as Sarah grabbed a new towel, set it on the lounge chair, and sat down. She stretched out her legs, closed her eyes, and smiled.
She was in the midst of a weekend unlike any other, but the truth was, Sarah was largely enjoying herself. She worried a little for Tom, but he seemed to be enjoying himself, too, though perhaps he was putting on a performance.
Either way, it wouldn't be long before the weekend was over and Sarah and Tom could move on to bigger, better things, including genuine movie stardom for her. That was an outcome well worth sacrificing for, as exchanging a few days of being a glorified whore for a lifetime of fame and fortune was a trade Sarah was more than willing to make.
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"Don't forget my ass, Tom," Mark instructed.
Sarah winced just a little as the producer instructed her boyfriend to wash his ass. It seemed likely that Tom had never imagined being in the shower with her and a powerful man that had taken control of both of them for the weekend, and yet there he was standing behind Mark with a bar of soap in his hands, carrying out the orders to thoroughly wash the older man's body.
"And don't forget to wash my cock and balls, Sarah," Mark added with a smile.
She ran her soapy hands down his chest, over his surprisingly firm stomach, and between his legs. Sarah smiled at the producer as she took his big cock in one hand and his balls in the other. She cleaned him thoroughly and she felt his flesh grow from her touch. Sarah smiled again, though this time it was genuine. Despite the mild disgust she felt at having given herself over to the producer, part of her liked that she could arouse him with such ease.
"Get on your knees," Mark said when Sarah had finished cleaning his cock and balls. "Both of you."
Sarah fell to her knees and saw Tom do the same thing. She looked up at Mark and awaited his command.
"Wash my balls with your mouth," Mark instructed.
Sarah lifted his heavy, half hard cock, leaned closer, and took one of his testicles into her mouth. She looked up at the producer, batted her eyelashes, and worked him with her mouth while gently rubbing the head of his cock and helping him to grow to a fully erect state.
"Wash my asshole with your tongue, Tom," Mark said as he held Sarah's gaze. A smile - the cocky kind she'd seen so often over the past few days as the producer's house - crossed his face.
Sarah couldn't see what her boyfriend was doing, but when Mark moaned she was fairly certain her boyfriend was dutifully licking a freshly-cleaned asshole. Tom had already sucked cock, worshiped balls, cleaned cum out of her pussy, and taken a load directly in his mouth that weekend, so licking a clean asshole clearly wasn't that big of an ask.
"You're a lucky woman, Sarah," Mark said as he ran his fingers through her wet hair. "Your boyfriend is extraordinarily supportive. I'll admit that I've played with a few couples in the past, but I've never encountered a man willing to go to the lengths that Tom has traveled in support of your career."
Sarah took both of Mark's balls in her mouth and sucked gently as she stroked his now stiff cock. She maintained eye contact, too, showing that she was eager to offer every bit of herself to him.
"Should I fuck him, Sarah?" Mark asked.
She shook her head. Tom had already admitted that he'd likely let Mark take his ass if the producer demanded it, but she didn't want that for her boyfriend. It seemed unimaginably humiliating, even if Tom was able to compartmentalize it as little more than making a sacrifice for the long term health of her career.
"Take my cock in your mouth," he demanded.
Sarah released his balls and slipped the head of his long, thick cock in her mouth. The producer took hold of her head with both hands and fucked her face with long, slow thrusts. She had to fight off her gag reflex each time he pushed in, but Mark went slow enough that Sarah could do it without too much of a struggle.
"Stand up, Tom," Mark instructed. "Put your hands against the wall and stick your ass out."
Out of the corner of her eye Sarah saw her boyfriend do as the producer instructed. Mark then grabbed Tom's ass and gave it a firm squeeze. He smacked it twice, too, though Tom kept silent.
Mark pulled his cock from Sarah's throat, stepped back in the massive shower, and said, "Rim his asshole. Right now."
Sarah crawled behind Tom, spread his ass cheeks, and pressed her face between them. She rimmed him vigorously as he stood with his hands pressed against the elegantly tiled wall. Tom moaned, too, and the idea that she was making him feel good - and perhaps doing so before he got fucked - made her just a little bit happier.
"Will you fight me if I try and fuck you, Tom?" Mark asked.
"No," Tom answered. "We...I agreed to this weekend, to do as I was told, as you wanted. I don't want you to fuck me, but I won't fight you."
"And if I said that I wanted to fuck one of you in the ass," Mark said. "Which would you have it be, Tom? You, or your beautiful girlfriend?"
Tom looked over his shoulder and down at Sarah, who was still busy rimming his asshole. "Me," he said. "It should be me. If you have to fuck one of us in the ass, make it me."
Sarah felt intense love for her boyfriend in that moment. It was decidedly odd to experience that feeling while rimming his asshole in the shower belonging to a producer that was threatening to sodomize Tom, but she felt it nonetheless. She wanted to spin Tom around, swallow his cock, and fellate him until he flooded her mouth with his load. She refrained from doing so, though, for just like Tom she'd willingly ceded control to Mark.
"Like I said, Sarah, you're a very lucky woman," Mark said. "Your boyfriend is clearly willing to sacrifice for you in a way few men are."
"I know I'm lucky," Sarah replied as she rubbed small circles over Tom's asshole with her index finger.
"Both of you on your knees," Mark instructed. "I do, in fact, intend on having anal sex with one of you before this weekend is over, but that can wait for later."
Tom spun around and dropped to his knees next to Sarah. Their fingers entwined as they both looked up at Mark, who stepped closer and began stroking his cock furiously.
"For now, you can take my load on your faces," Mark said. "Then you can help each other get clean. Make sure you do a good job, too, because we have a guest coming in an hour."
Sarah tensed up. There had been no mention of anyone else entering the house and witnessing her willingness to whore herself and her boyfriend out for the weekend.
"You'll be meeting your potential costar," Mark explained. "We haven't yet cast the man who will be playing opposite you, but I have a favorite for the role and he's coming over for a chemistry read."
Tom kissed Sarah's neck and whispered, "It's okay, Sarah," as he squeezed her hand. "It will all be worth it, I promise."
"Good chemistry between actors is important, Sarah. It's what makes most movies work, and having good chemistry with someone is often what makes a movie star, so I want to make sure there's something real between you and the man you'll be playing opposite of in the blockbuster we'll be making together," Mark said as he stroked his cock a little faster.
Sarah's mind ran through countless potential scenarios. Was Mark going to have her do an actual script reading with an actor, or was he merely pulling someone else into his psychosexual game? Would Sarah be permitted to wear clothes? Would Tom be involved? Anything seemed possible with Mark in control.
"Now beg for my load," Mark instructed.
"Please, cum on my face," Tom said without hesitation.
Sarah looked up at Mark and saw the lust in his eyes. She saw him getting off on the control he had over them. She realized there was almost no chance that he'd let her be professional with the actor coming over for a chemistry read. She was almost certainly going to get fucked by another man.
"Cum on my face," Sarah said. "Cum on our faces. Let us share your load."
The head of Mark's cock swelled up and a moment later a thick rope of cum launched onto Sarah's face. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth and the shower filled with Mark's grunts and groans as he enjoyed yet another orgasm courtesy of Sarah and Tom.
When he was finished, Mark pushed his cock into her mouth and Sarah sucked the head, gathering a few drops of cum from the tip and holding him between her lips until he pulled out with an audible pop.
"Kiss your boyfriend," Mark instructed. "Share my load. Then you can get cleaned up for our guest."
Mark stepped out of the shower as Sarah turned to Tom and shared a deep, cum-flavored kiss with him. She caressed his cock and balls, teasing his stiffness and keeping him in an aroused state in the hope that it would make having to share another man's cum a little less painful for him.
"Don’t bother getting dressed," Mark said. "I want to see if there's real chemistry. None of the fake shit that actors so often resort to."
Sarah's tongue entwined with Tom's as it became clear that she'd almost certainly be having sex with someone else that day. The guy was guaranteed to be hot and fit, though, so at least there was a chance the sex would be good.

"Carter, come in," Mark said.
"Hey, thanks for inviting me over," the young actor replied.
Sarah and Tom were seated in the living room. They were both naked and her pulse raced as she wondered if Carter knew what was about to unfold.
"Uh...what the fuck?" he asked as he stepped into the living room with Mark, who'd put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt to welcome their guest. "Mark, what the fuck?"
Carter clearly hadn't been informed as to the nature of his chemistry read. Either that or he was an exceptionally good actor.
"Mark, seriously, what's going on here?" Carter asked as he took a few steps back.
Mark smiled, gestured towards Sarah and Tom, and said, "This is Sarah. She's already been cast in the movie because she's already proven her willingness to do whatever it takes to earn her shot at stardom. The man sitting next to her is Tom, her boyfriend, who's proven that he's willing to do literally anything to ensure that his girlfriend gets what she wants."
Carter looked utterly dumbfounded as he looked at Sarah and then quickly looked away like he was embarrassed to be staring at a naked woman.
"I need to leave," Carter said as he turned and walked away.
"If you do, I'll make sure you never work again, Carter," Mark replied. "I'll make sure that all your dreams go up in smoke, that no producer worth a damn will take a meeting with you, that no director will audition you. I'll make sure that you have to give up on your dreams, that you have to go home with your tail between your legs because you were too afraid to fuck a beautiful woman in front of her boyfriend."
Carter stopped, turned, and slowly approached the living room once more. He looked at Sarah, who offered a smile. Carter was, after all, exceptionally good looking and he seemed to be in remarkably good shape. Fucking him would almost certainly be pleasurable, and if that's what it took to secure the part she wanted, then that was actually far less difficult than anything she'd already done that weekend.
"That's all I want, Carter," Mark said. "I want you to fuck Sarah while Tom and I watch. I want to see if there's real chemistry between the two of you. This will be the one and only time you fuck each other. I want the sex to stoke the flames of desire between you and I want that desire to be obvious when you're on camera together. I want the audience to feel your lust for each other, your desperation to be together. I want it to be in every frame of every scene you have together."
Though he was going about it in an unconventional manner, Sarah couldn't help but agree with the idea that she and Carter should have crackling chemistry and that if they felt genuine sexual desire for each other that it would undeniably improve the movie.
With that in mind, she stood and sauntered towards the young actor. Sarah hadn't been instructed to do so, but she took the initiative and it put a smile on Mark's face.
"I promise, it won't be so bad," Sarah said softly as she reached up and ran her fingers over Carter's chest. "I can make you feel good, just like I know you can make me feel good."
"I...I have a girlfriend," Carter replied.
She smiled. "And I have a boyfriend. We have to make sacrifices if we want something that every other actor in Hollywood wants, Carter." Sarah's fingers made their way over his stomach and between his legs and she massaged his cock through his jeans. "You could pass up the opportunity of a lifetime, Carter, but there's no reason to do that. Not when Mark is asking you to do what you already want to do."
It hadn't taken more than a few gentle strokes through his pants to bring Carter's cock to an erect state, which Sarah took to mean that he wanted her. She smiled, took his hand, and gently placed his fingers between her legs. He pushed inside her and for a moment his eyes went wide.
"It's okay that you want me," she said softly. "I want you too. I felt it the moment you walked in. I think you felt it. I think you saw me and you wanted me, just like I wanted you, Carter."
He fingered her a little faster and cupped one of her breasts with his other hand. Sarah unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down along with his underwear, freeing his cock and wrapping her fingers around his impressively thick erection.
"I do," Carter said. "I want you, Sarah."
It was possible he was acting, at least in part, but his cock was hard as a rock and his breathing had gotten faster and deeper. His body was awash in desire, desire for her, desire that Sarah felt in her loins.
Sarah looked at Mark as she caressed the actor's big cock and asked, "Where would you like us to fuck?"
"On the couch," Mark answered. "And feel free to take your time. I'm in no rush."
Sarah turned her attention back to Carter, stepped closer, and kissed him. His hands moved down her back and he grasped her ass as desire coursed through her body. Their tongues mingled slowly as it felt as though their bodies were melding together in the way it tends to when you're truly clicking with someone.
Their bodies remained pressed together and their lips hovered achingly close as the kiss ended. Sarah bit her lower lip and then stepped back and lifted Carter's shirt over his head. She smiled at the sight of his strong arms, well-built chest, and carved abs, and then took his hand and led him towards the couch.
"Come to me, Tom," Mark instructed as Sarah and Carter approached. Her boyfriend smiled, stood, and hurried towards the producer.
Sarah kissed Carter again. His hands moved over her body again. Her pussy gushed with desire as she stroked his cock, which felt as though it had gotten bigger on their stroll across the living room.
"Do you really want me?" Sarah whispered.
Carter nodded. "Desperately. You're gorgeous, Sarah, and sexy. So fucking sexy."
She smiled, kissed his neck, and then slowly dropped to her knees, showering his chest and stomach in kisses along the way. Sarah looked up at Carter, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and stroked him slowly while kissing and licking the head. He closed his eyes and moaned and she was about to take his dick into her mouth when she heard the producer moan too.
Sarah turned and saw Tom on his knees in front of Mark. She couldn't see the blowjob - all she saw was the back of Tom's head - but it was obvious Mark was getting his dick sucked. Sarah felt terrible for her boyfriend - it was deeply unfair that she was about to fuck someone else while he was made to suck dick - but there was nothing to be done about it.
Sarah took Carter's cock in her mouth and sucked on the head. He moaned and reached down to run his fingers through her hair. She sucked a little harder, swirled her tongue around the head, and then pulled back, smiled at him, and said, "You taste good, and your cock is fucking gorgeous."
Carter smiled and once again his lips parted and a moan escaped as she took him in her mouth once more. Sarah wrapped her fingers around his shaft and used her spit to lube him as she stroked and sucked at the same time. She offered his balls a bit of pleasure with her fingers, too, doing everything she could do lure Carter into a state of wild desire.
After a long, teasing blowjob, Sarah stood and they kissed while Carter's fingers found their way into her pussy. She heard the faint sound of Tom sucking cock while arousal coursed through her body, but she was far too caught up in her lust for Carter to give her boyfriend much thought.
"I want you," she said. "I need you to fuck me, Carter. I need your cock inside me."
He smiled, picked her up, and set her on the couch. Sarah thought for sure that he'd slide his dick inside her, but instead he kissed his way down her body, showering her perky breasts with affection - and sending waves of pleasure from her nipples to her pussy - before making his way between her legs.
Carter's strong hands moved over her body and up to her breasts as he licked and sucked on her clit, doing so in a slow and rhythmic fashion clearly designed to slowly lure her into a state of intense, overwhelming desire.
As Carter ate her pussy, Sarah watched Mark pull his cock from Tom's mouth and walk towards the living room's other couch. The producer stripped, sat, and directed Tom to get on his knees and continue fellating him. Sarah's boyfriend took a moment to look her way and she saw a flash of jealousy in his eyes, jealousy that she hadn't seen prior to that moment. It made sense, though, as Carter was younger and far better looking than Mark. He was, in a way, more of a threat to Tom, though he had nothing to worry about, for Sarah had no intention of leaving her boyfriend.
"On your knees, Tom," Mark instructed. "Right now."
Sarah watched her boyfriend sink to his knees in front of the producer and resume sucking cock. As he did, she turned her attention to Carter, the gorgeous, muscular actor eating her pussy. Soon Carter would be inside her. Soon his big cock would fill her pussy with long, deep strokes. Soon he'd be fucking her to what she hoped was a body shaking orgasm, and Sarah couldn't help but lose herself in an overwhelming kind of desire.
"Carter, please, fuck me," she said. "Please, I need you inside me. I need you to give me that big cock of yours."
Carter smiled and kissed his way up her body. Mark moaned and Sarah heard Tom gag on the producer's cock. She didn't look his way, though. She was far too turned on to think about Tom in that moment. She was far too concerned with having Carter's cock in her pussy.
Their lips met as Sarah reached down to guide Carter's cock between her pussy lips. An intense, unexpected kind of pleasure exploded outwards from her loins as he filled her. His cock felt better than Mark's. Far better. His body felt better on top of hers. His lips felt better against hers. Everything about fucking him better than fucking the producer.
"Oh, fuck, Carter, that feels so good," she said while wrapping her legs around him.
Carter moaned and pulled out slowly before filling her once more. Their lips met and they kissed as she ran her fingers up and down his back while his cock moved in and out of her body.
In the moment, it felt like sex unlike any Sarah had ever experienced. It felt like her whole body was alive with pleasure. Everywhere he touched her felt good. Every thrust brought with it a deeper level of sexual joy and it was clear the orgasm she'd have on Carter's cock would be extraordinary.
As Sarah lost herself in the pleasure of fucking Carter, she heard Tom moan. It wasn't a moan of pleasure, though. It was one of pain. It pulled her attention from the sex she was having and she lifted her head and looked towards her boyfriend.
Tom was on his hands and knees on the couch. Mark was behind him. He was inside him. He was fucking him while watching his two would-be actors have sex. He was using Tom's asshole for his pleasure while enjoying the sight of his future stars indulging in their overwhelming need for each other.
Again Sarah felt bad for Tom, but there was nothing she could do about it, and even if there was something she could have done, Sarah's body refused to let her spend more than a few moments considering her boyfriend's plight. The sex with Carter felt too good to think about anything else. She had to focus on the blissful sensations of his cock moving in and out of her, of his body on top of hers, of his lips moving over her neck, of his hands playing with her breasts as they fucked.
"Carter, I'm going to cum," she said. "Cum with me. Cum inside me. Cum in my pussy!" She needed it. She needed him to cum inside her. She needed to feel her gorgeous would-be costar explode in her pussy.
Carter fucked her faster in response. Sarah closed her eyes, wrapped her arms around him, and held him tight. She heard Tom moaning and Mark grunting in the background. Her boyfriend was almost certainly taking a load in his ass. He was doing it for her. He was making a sacrifice for Sarah while she got to enjoy a perfect fuck with another man.
"I'm cumming!" Sarah cried out.
"Oh, fuck!" Carter yelled.
He buried his cock in her pussy and they came together. She held him as close as she could and listened to his heavy breathing and his wondrous grunts and groans. Her pussy pulsed with pleasure, sending waves throughout her body and leaving her fingers and toes tingling with delight as Sarah experienced an orgasm of rare quality.
"Wow," she said as Carter's cock remained inside her. "That was...you were...that was really good."
"It really was," he replied.
"Yes, it was," Mark said from behind them. "Better than I expected, actually. I think I've found both my stars."
Carter smiled and kissed Sarah. His tongue slipped into her mouth and she felt a wave of renewed arousal wash over her.
"You can't have him again," Mark said, dashing Sarah's hopes that she and Carter would fuck again before the night was over. "Not until after the press tour, at least. You're free to do as you please once your obligations to the movie are over."
Carter looked a little bit crestfallen and Sarah couldn't help but feel the same way. She knew it was a temporary feeling that would wash away soon enough, but she still would've loved to have him again.
Instead, Carter kissed her once more, pulled out, and sat on the couch. Sarah looked at Tom, who was on his knees on the floor. His expression was blank, which made it impossible to know just how miserable or angry he was after the anal pounding he'd received.
"Go clean her pussy, Tom," Mark instructed. "Carter, you may go."
Carter looked reluctant to leave, but he knew better than to question the man that held the future of his career in his hand. As Tom crawled toward Sarah's pussy, her soon-to-be costar got up, got dressed, waved goodbye, and walked out.
Sarah's body trembled as Tom kissed her thighs and pussy lips. She looked down at him and smiled right as he plunged his tongue inside her and searched for Carter's load.
"Did you enjoy fucking your costar?" Mark asked.
"I did," Sarah admitted. "It was...it was much better than I expected."
Mark smiled and walked towards the couch. He sat a few feet from Sarah and reached out to run his hands over her calf. "The connection was obvious from where I sat, and it was far hotter to watch than I expected."
Mark glanced at Tom and smiled as he watched Sarah's boyfriend dutifully lick another man's cum from her pussy.
"Tom was better than I expected, too," he added. "He didn't hesitate to get on his hands and knees for me. I know it hurt when I took his ass, but he didn't try and run from it. He gave himself to me, Sarah. He let me have his ass. He let me fuck it hard. He let me cum deep inside him." Mark looked at her and smiled. "I wouldn't ever let him go, Sarah. He might prove to be a far greater asset to your career than you can imagine."
Sarah looked at Tom and reached down to caress his face as he continued to clean her pussy. His tongue felt soothing and his dedication to doing exactly as Mark instructed filled her with love, for it had become increasingly clear that the producer enjoyed taking advantage of Tom just as much as he enjoyed taking advantage of Sarah."
"I love you, Tom," she said. "I love you more than anything."
"I love you too," he replied. "And I'll do anything for you, Sarah. Anything at all."
"That's good," Mark chimed in, "because there's so much more time left for us to play and I have a few very naughty ideas that I want to explore."
Sarah was a little nervous - the look on Mark's face made it seem like he'd only scratched the surface of his desires - but she couldn't imagine he could come up with anything she and Tom would be afraid of.
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"Was the sex...the sex with Carter, was it good?" Tom asked.
He and Sarah were naked - as they'd been for most of the time they'd spent at Mark's house - and curled up on a couch in the backyard. The sun had set and the lights of Los Angeles sparkled in front of them as she detected a touch of insecurity emanating from her boyfriend.
"It was," Sarah answered. There was no point in lying. Tom would have seen right through that. The sex with Carter had been spectacular, after all, and she'd cum remarkably hard. "How does that make you feel?"
Tom was silent for long enough that Sarah leaned back to study her boyfriend's face. He stared out at the city, though, almost as if he was refusing to look towards her.
"Tom?" she asked.
"Jealous," he answered. "It made me feel jealous to watch you and it makes me feel jealous to hear that the sex was as good as it looked like it was. And I suppose it makes me feel insecure, too, though that usually goes hand in hand with jealousy."
He finally looked towards her and Sarah reached up to caress her boyfriend's face. If they were at home she would have crawled into his lap, kissed him until he was hard, and taken him inside her to show that fucking Carter hadn't changed the way she thought about him. That wasn't possible, though, for Mark had forbidden them from having sex without his permission.
"It doesn't change how I feel about you," she said. "Just because it was good sex, I mean. I promise, Tom. I've had lots of good sex in my life, but I've only ever been in love with one man."
He smiled and leaned over to kiss her. Mark hadn't forbidden acts of affection, so Sarah happily returned his kiss and let her hand drift between Tom's legs to stroke his cock as their tongues gently mingled.
"I love you so much, Tom," she said softly. "Everything you've done this weekend has only made me love you more."
"Yeah?" he asked as his cock reached an erect state in her hand.
Sarah wondered if Tom was thinking about the fact that he'd taken gotten fucked by the producer. The fact that it had happened while Carter was inside her had almost certainly made it worse for Tom, but that was undoubtedly Mark's intention.
"Even the...even though Mark..."
"Yes, even though Mark fucked you," she finished his thought. Sarah stroked him a little faster and watched Tom close his eyes and moan. She leaned in to kiss his neck and moaned as Carter entered her mind. She thought of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy, of his hard body on top of hers, of the way he kissed her while they fucked. She wanted to push those thoughts out of her head, but it was just so thrilling that she couldn't quite do it.
"I'm sorry he did that," she said. "I really didn't think he would. I know he'd mentioned other producers maybe wanting that from you, but I really didn't think Mark would do that."
"I didn't either," Tom replied as he looked at her.
She rubbed her fingers over the head of his cock and watched the pleasure dance across his face before asking, "Did it hurt? I've never had anal sex, but I've always heard that it hurts."
"A little," Tom admitted. "He used plenty of spit so it wasn't anywhere near as painful as I thought it would be."
Sarah was a little surprised Tom was still hard as they discussed the anal penetration he'd received from the producer, but she took his arousal as evidence that he wasn't traumatized by having been bent over, fucked, and filled with another man's cum.
"Did it make it better or worse that you had to watch Carter fuck me while Mark was inside you?" she asked.
Tom's cock swelled up in her hand and Sarah released him from her grasp for fear of making him cum. She caressed his balls instead, gently rolling them in her fingers before she leaned in to kiss his neck once more. For some reason, Sarah was suddenly awash in arousal and though she didn't understand it she couldn't help but try and stoke the flames of desire.
"It was...actually, I don't know," Tom answered. "I didn't...I didn't hate watching you and Carter have sex." He moaned. "There was actually...there was something hot about it. I'm not really sure why. It was different than with Mark. It seemed like you weren't actually putting on a performance with Carter, and I know that should have actually bothered me, but outside of feeling a little jealous, there was something really sexy about it."
Sarah saw a big drop of precum at the tip of her boyfriend's cock and she carefully gathered it with the tip of her finger. She held it up and they both stared at it before Tom leaned forward, took the finger in his mouth, and sucked his sweet juice off of it. Emboldened by his action, Sarah smiled added a second finger to his mouth before gently moving them in and out. Tom held her gaze and sucked slowly, putting on something of a show as she felt the beautiful warmth of arousal spread outwards from her loins.
"I like that you enjoyed watching, Tom," she said. "That you thought it was hot. It was hot, and I wasn't putting on a performance. It was shitty of Mark to make Carter and I have sex, but it was really good sex. Great sex, actually."
She pushed her fingers deep into his mouth and then slowly pulled them out before kissing him. Their tongues mingled ferociously and again Sarah was struck by a desire to straddle her boyfriend and take him inside her. The sex wouldn't have been as good as it was with Carter, but she would have found it deeply pleasurable to connect with Tom on that deeply intimate level, and to have him cum inside her.
"I can't tell you how badly I want you right now," Tom said.
Sarah smiled. "I feel the same way, baby. Once this is over you can have me as often as you want." She'd said it before, but Sarah figured it was the sort of thing that Tom would benefit from hearing as often as possible.
"I'm glad you two still crave each other."
Sarah whipped her head around to see Mark approaching them with a bottle of champagne in one hand and two glasses in another.
"I'm fairly certain that most couples would have been destroyed by what you two have been through this weekend," he added with a smile. "Your bond is clearly stronger than most, though."
"It is," Sarah replied as she gave Tom's cock a gentle squeeze.
Mark stopped in front of them and filled one of the glasses with champagne. He handed it to Sarah and quickly filled the other. He then raised the glass and said, "A toast to our film, which now has its two leads. The studio is thrilled with the casting of Carter, by the way. You two are going to be fantastic together, Sarah. That chemistry you have - and the intense desire you're both going to feel to fuck again - is going to make this movie legendary. I'm absolutely certain of it. Audiences are going to clamor for the two of you to get together. They're going to fawn over every red carpet picture and every interview you do together. They're going to speculate about whether or not you've had sex, about whether or not you're cheating on poor Tom here with Carter. It's going to be so good for the movie."
Sarah knew the producer was right and she couldn't help but think that having them fuck was a stroke of genius, especially since he'd forbidden them from doing it again. She knew the desire would be there, that she'd be thinking of it constantly while on set with Carter, that her body would crave him and that all of it would absolutely show up on camera.
"And of course, you'll refrain from doing anything until you've finished promoting the film," Mark said.
"Of course," she replied.
He took another sip of his champagne, looked at Tom, and demanded, "Get on your knees, Tom. Suck my cock."
Tom slid off the couch and onto his knees. He crawled towards the producer and took Mark's flaccid cock in his mouth. He did all of it without hesitation and Sarah watched with a sense of gratitude towards her boyfriend, who was once again showing his incredible dedication to her career.
"I imagine you'll fuck Carter the moment you've finished the last of your press interviews," Mark said as his cock grew erect in Tom's mouth. "What do you think, Sarah? That will be a few years from now, of course, but do you think your obvious lust for Carter will lead you to indulging in an affair with him the moment you have my permission to do so?"
"I...I don't know," she answered. "Wouldn't it be smarter to hold off until we've filmed the sequel?"
Mark laughed. "Thinking like a producer. I like that. Well, I think it would be good to stoke the flames of desire a little. You two - or the three of you, I suppose, if you wanted to bring Tom along as a cuck - could go on a little vacation. You could rent a private island and spend a week fucking each other relentlessly. You could exhaust each other having the hottest sex imaginable, and then you could cut yourselves off until you've filmed and promoted the sequel to ensure that the chemistry is still there."
Sarah closed her eyes and instinctively reached between her legs as she thought of having unbridled, wild, passionate sex with Carter, of having unfettered access to his cock and his gorgeous body for a full week. The thought of doing so right as she ascended to movie star status struck her as even more arousing.
"How about it, Tom?" Mark asked. "Would you like to accompany your girlfriend and her costar as a cuck? Would you like to spend a week on a private island watching her and Carter fuck in every imaginable way? Would you like to spend a week licking his cum out of her pussy?"
Sarah was surprised at the sudden and significant interest she had in hearing Tom's answer. She watched him pull back from Mark's cock, glance her way, and look up at the producer and she noted that Tom was still erect despite the fact that he'd spent the past few minutes with a dick in his mouth.
"I...I think I would," he said. "I don't...I don't know if I like that I'd want to do that, but I think I would, actually."
Mark stared down at Tom without saying a word. Sarah watched her boyfriend stare at the cock he'd just been fellating before taking it in his mouth once more. Mark smiled in the same manner she'd seen so many times that weekend. It was a victorious smile, one that communicated just how good he felt about having exercised his incredible power, demonstrated by the fact that Tom had resumed sucking cock without being told to.
"And how about you, Sarah? Would you like to bring your boyfriend as a cuck for the week? Would you like it if he was there to watch as you satisfied your desire for a man like Carter and spent a full week exhausting his big, beautiful cock? Would you enjoy having Tom crawl between your legs to lick another man's load out of you a few dozen times?" Mark asked.
She nodded. The idea sounded insanely hot, in fact. It might not have been in practice, but she actually loved the idea of being able to stay connected to Tom while indulging in her wild, physical desire for Carter.
Mark finished his glass of champagne and Sarah did the same. The producer smiled, looked down at Tom, and said, "That's enough, Tom. You're becoming an exceptional cocksucker, but I'd like your girlfriend to make me cum. Don't worry, though, I'll let you lick my load out of her."
Tom looked just a little put off by the producer's tone as he pulled back and crawled out of the way. Mark handed him the champagne bottle and his glass and sat next to Sarah on the outdoor couch.
"Climb aboard," he said. "Ride me until I cum in your cunt."
Sarah watched Tom pour a glass of champagne and take a sip before setting her glass on the ground, straddled the producer, and taking his long, thick cock in her pussy.
As she sat down on it, Sarah couldn't help but feel thankful that she actually enjoyed sex with Mark. The weekend would have been far more unpleasant if he was the fat, disgusting version of producer, many of which she'd met in her few short years in Los Angeles.
Mark reached up and roughly grasped her breasts. He squeezed them hard and she winced, though Sarah didn't slow down. She bounced on his hard dick and moaned as he squeezed her tits. She was putting on a performance, after all. She was playing the part of a willing, joyful slut and that meant she had to get off on anything Mark wanted to do to her.
"Eat her ass, Tom," Mark instructed.
Sarah looked over her shoulder and saw her boyfriend smile as he put aside his champagne glass, crawled closer, and spread her ass cheeks. He looked up, met her gaze, and returned her smile before pressing his face between her cheeks and vigorously running his tongue back and forth over her tight little hole.
"How does that feel?" the producer asked.
"Really fucking good," Sarah answered. It happened to be true. It felt spectacularly good, especially when combined with the genuine pleasure of having a really big dick inside her.
Mark grasped her tits harder and Sarah groaned as a mixture of pleasure and pain worked their way through her body. Then Mark slapped one of her breasts. He did it hard enough that she yelped. He had a smile on his face, perhaps because she was still gleefully bouncing on his cock - making it clear he really could do just about anything to her and she'd go along with it - or perhaps because he had a sadistic side that he was unfurling.
"Would you like to fuck your girlfriend, Tom?" Mark asked as he held Sarah's gaze.
"Yes, more than anything," Tom replied.
Mark smiled. It was the kind of smile that made Sarah nervous, like he was about to say something she didn't want to hear. "Go ahead and fuck her ass, Tom. Fuck her ass while I'm in her cunt."
Sarah's asshole tightened reflexively at the idea of being double penetrated. Her whole body tightened, in fact.
"I...I'd rather not do that, actually," Tom replied.
Sarah breathed a sigh of relief.
Mark squeezed her tits hard and pulled on her nipples. "I'm sorry, Tom. I didn't make myself clear. I wasn't offering you the chance to fuck your girlfriend in the ass. I was instructing you to do so. Put your cock in her ass. Double penetrate her with me. Do it hard, too. And make sure you enjoy it, because we're not stopping until you've cum in her ass."
For a moment, Sarah was tempted to slap Mark across the face. Then she remembered that Tom had taken the producer's cock and cum in his ass, and that in doing so he'd made a huge sacrifice for her, and she felt a little foolish for acting as if it was an act unbecoming of her.
She looked over her shoulder, caught her boyfriend's gaze, and said, "Do it, Tom. Fuck my ass. Double penetrate me. Enjoy yourself, too. You deserve it. You really do."
Tom stood up and she reached back and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss. Their tongues mingled and she moaned as Mark's cock felt spectacularly good inside her in that moment.
"I mean it," she said softly. "I want you to fuck my ass. I want you to enjoy it. I want you to cum inside me. Just use lots of spit, please."
Tom spit in his hand and covered his stiff cock in it. He spit in his hand again and she felt him rub it over her asshole. Mark then pulled Sarah close and kissed her. His tongue aggressively probed her mouth and she moaned as Tom's cock moved over her asshole. That moan turned to a groan - one infused with pain - as Tom penetrated her.
"Oh, fuck," she said.
"Does it hurt?" Mark asked.
"Yes," she admitted.
"Do you want him to stop, Sarah? Do you want to disappoint me?" he asked.
She shook her head. "No. I want him to fuck my ass while you're in my pussy. I want you to double penetrate me. I want you both to cum inside me. I do."
Mark pulled on her nipples, sending a wave of pleasure and pain through her body before taking her breasts in his hands. She expected more pain, but instead his touch was gentle. He caressed her soft flesh. He played with her nipples in a manner she found rather enjoyable. It helped temper the pain of being taken anally by her boyfriend, and Sarah was grateful for that.
"Fuck me, Tom," she said as her boyfriend's cock bottomed out inside her. "Fuck my ass. Please, fuck my ass and cum inside me."
It wasn't as painful as she'd imagined, but Sarah wanted it be over quickly. Thankfully, Tom was clearly too turned on to hold back. Once he was inside her - and once she'd given him permission to do as he pleased - he fucked her hard and fast. It hurt, but Sarah figured that it would end quicker that way and she offered no objection.
The longer it went on, the more depraved it all felt. Sarah had two cocks inside her. She was acting like a pornstar, not an actress that was on the verge of becoming a movie star.
Even worse, Mark's cock felt so good that she was actually enjoying herself. It wasn't torturous or miserably painful. It was a little uncomfortable and a lot pleasurable. The dissonance was damn near overwhelming, but Sarah resolved to wipe her mind of any concerns in that moment and simply enjoy herself.
"It feels so good," she said. "It feels so good to have you both inside me. It feels so fucking good!"
Mark smiled. "That's a good girl. Just enjoy it. Enjoy your boyfriend's cock in your ass. Enjoy giving him that pleasure, Sarah. Enjoy giving him what he deserves after he's done so much for you this weekend. Enjoy surrendering to the pleasure of being used, too. Enjoy having two cocks inside you, Sarah. Enjoy being a beautiful young thing that men crave, that they want to use, that they want to fill with their cum."
There was something in his tone - and the look on his face - that Sarah didn't like, something that made her feel nervous. That feeling remained in the back of her head, but she did manage to lose herself in the intense sensations of being fucked by two men.
"He's close, isn't he?" Mark asked. "He's fucking you a little harder. He's breathing a little heavier. Your boyfriend's about to cum in your ass."
Sarah nodded.
"It's nice that the first man to have your ass is someone you love, isn't it?" Mark asked.
She nodded again.
"He won't be the last man to have your ass this weekend, Sarah," he said before a worrying smile crossed his face. "And this won't be the last time you have two cocks inside you at the same time. I've invited some producer friends of mine over tomorrow and there's a very good chance you'll spend a fair amount of time with a cock in all three of your holes, Sarah."
Tom grunted and groaned. He was cumming inside her. A look of pleasure crossed Mark's face. He closed his eyes and he too unleashed a series of grunts and groans as he unleashed in her pussy.
Both men were lost in bliss as Sarah felt a sense of panic wash over her. It shouldn't have surprised her that Mark would arrange for what sounded like an orgy, but she was, in fact, surprised.
There was no way it would be pleasant. Not for her and not for Tom. They'd get through it, though. They'd do whatever it took. They were far too close to give up, to throw away everything they'd worked for.
"Did you enjoy yourself, Tom?" Mark asked.
He didn't answer and when Sarah looked over her shoulder she saw a guilty look on her boyfriend's face. "It's okay," she said. "You deserved that orgasm."
"I feel bad," he whispered, like he was embarrassed to admit it.
"You don't have to feel bad," she reassured him. "Honestly, Tom, I didn't hate that. I really didn't. If you really wanted, I'd actually be up for having anal sex again in the future." Sarah wasn't entirely sure that was true, but Tom's cock wasn't actually that big so if she was going to have anal with anyone it would be him.
He smiled - though she was fairly certain he didn't believe what she'd just said - and leaned forward to kiss her.
"Yes, I enjoyed that," he said to Mark. "Thank you for letting me do that."
"You're welcome," Mark replied with a smile. "Now, though, I need you to clean my cock, and when you're done with that I need you to clean my load out of your girlfriend's pussy. Then you can make her cum."
Tom wasn't interested. Sarah could see it on his face. He'd just cum and he clearly wasn't in the mood to do some of the same things he'd spent much of the weekend doing.
"Of course," he said despite his lack of interest.
"I love you, Tom," Sarah said. She wanted to shower him with kisses, to hug him, to tell him a million times that she loved him, for she'd never been more certain of his deep, overwhelming love and affection for her.
Tom smiled. "I love you too."
Sarah lifted her pussy from Mark's cock and sat on the couch next to him. Tom fell to his knees and immediately went to work sucking the producer's big dick. Sarah smiled joyfully at her boyfriend's act of love.
It would be over soon. They had one more day to get through. Just one more. Then Sarah would have the part. Hers and Tom's future would be secure. Just one more day was all it would take.
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"Tom, did you enjoy fucking your girlfriend's ass last night?" Mark asked.
It was early on Sunday morning and they were both on their knees in the producer's bedroom. He was standing in front of them with a confident grin on his face and his cock was half hard. Neither of them had offered any physical pleasure, though they'd rushed to his room upon being summoned and fallen to their knees without hesitation, which likely thrilled the man who so clearly enjoyed exercising his power.
"Yes, I did," Tom answered, though he looked a little guilty as he admitted to the pleasure he’d experienced.
"And Sarah, did you enjoy having Tom in your ass?" Mark asked.
Sarah considered playing the part of a pornstar, or the kind of woman that would absolutely get off on taking a double penetration, but she figured that Mark was actually looking for honesty in the moment. "I can't say that I enjoyed the anal sex, if I'm being honest, though I did enjoy that Tom got to cum, and that he got to do so inside me."
Mark smiled, looked down at Tom, and asked, "And did you enjoy when I fucked you in the ass, Tom?"
"No," he answered.
The producer's smile grew. "And yet you took it without fighting me. You got on your hands and knees as I instructed. You didn't try to crawl away when I slid into your ass. You didn't try and fight me. You didn't beg me to stop. You simply took it up the ass while a far better looking, fitter man fucked your girlfriend and came inside her. You stayed on your hands and knees and you took my cock and cum in your ass while another man filled Sarah's pussy with his cum."
Mark's cock grew as he verbally humiliated Tom. Sarah reached out and took her boyfriend's hand in hers. She squeezed it softly and offered a smile as he looked her way. To her surprise, Tom didn't look particularly agonized by the degradation their host offered up.
"If one of my guests this afternoon wants your ass, Tom, will you give it to him?" Mark asked. "Will you get on your hands and knees like you did for me? Will you let him use you like I did?"
Tom looked up at the producer and nodded. "Yes, I will."
Sarah wanted to wrap Tom in her arms and shower him in kisses. She wanted to push him onto his back and take him into her pussy, to fuck him to an orgasm that would wash away any terrible feelings that might be coursing through him in that moment. There would be time for that, though. There would be decades of time for that, in fact, as they were so close to embarking on a deeply exciting life that would be fueled by Sarah's impending stardom.
"Will they...will your friends, do you think they'll want that?" Tom asked.
He was nervous about it. Sarah could see it on his face. She didn't blame him, of course. She was nervous, too. Mark had made it fairly clear that she'd likely be in the middle of what amounted to a gangbang at some point that day, that her body would be a playground for the men he'd invited over and that she would be expected to act as though she was enthusiastic about being the center of attention. If Tom was also to be expected to act in that manner, his nervousness was unsurprising.
"I'm not sure," Mark said. "There wasn't a boyfriend present the last time we did this sort of thing."
Sarah was surprised - though she shouldn't have been - that she wasn't the first actress Mark had subjected to the sort of treatment she and Tom had gone through that weekend.
"In that case, we all enjoyed the young actress's eagerness to please us, but I can't say how a boyfriend would have been treated were he there," Mark continued. "I have to say, I'm looking forward to seeing how it plays out. Aren't you?"
He looked down at both of them and his voice fell silent as if he was awaiting a response. Mark then stepped closer, reached out, and ran his thumb over Sarah's lips before slipping it into her mouth. She closed her eyes, moaned, and sucked like she was giving a blowjob. She put on a performance, just as she'd done for the duration of their time in the producer's house.
"Take me in your mouth, Tom," Mark instructed.
Tom dutifully crawled closer and wrapped his lips around the producer's cock. Sarah continued to suck on Mark's finger as she held his gaze and she moaned for him while arching her back and offering what she hoped was a lovely view of her ass.
"My guests won't be here for...let's see, six hours," the producer said. "And I certainly intend on making good use of you before they arrive, starting right now. The question is, how do I want to cum?"
Sarah and Tom continued to offer their mouths for Mark's pleasure and he looked down at both of them, smiling as he admired the way they sucked on his appendages.
"Do I want to unload in your boyfriend's increasingly talented mouth?" Mark asked. "Do I want to let him start and finish me? Do I want to reward him for being a good cocksucker by letting him feel my hot cum spurt onto his tongue? I could even let you play with his cock, or get beneath him to suck on his balls or perhaps even eat his asshole while he blows me. That would be generous of me, wouldn't it Sarah?"
She nodded, for it was at least somewhat true. Tom would probably appreciate getting his balls sucked on while he gave a blowjob, though she wasn't sure her boyfriend would enjoy a rimjob.
"I could put you both to work sucking my cock like you've done before," Mark continued. "There's something exquisite about seeing a couple of eager cocksuckers on their knees, and you've both proven so eager on the previous days of our time together that I'm sure you'd be eager again."
They would. Of course they would. They were on their final day. They were hours away from securing Sarah the lead in a major franchise movie, of securing the career she wanted. They'd suck Mark's cock and balls like their lives depended on it.
"I could have you both worship my cock and balls and then get up and crawl into my bed. I could have you both wait on your hands and knees as I decided which of your holes I wanted to fuck. I could go back and forth, using you for as long as I desired. I could fuck your holes for an hour or two if I wanted," he said.
It seemed to Sarah that the producer found great pleasure in thinking about the many ways he could use them. Almost as much pleasure as he took in actually using them.
"Tell me, Tom, what would you prefer?" he asked.
Tom pulled off of the producer's now-erect cock and answered, "I'm not really sure. I don't...I don't think I have a preference."
Mark smiled, pulled his thumb from Sarah's mouth, and pushed his cock between her lips. She sucked dutifully and lustily, continuing the show she'd been putting on with his finger. Sarah maintained eye contact with the producer and worshiped his dick as he looked down at her and ran his fingers through her hair while a smile spread across his face.
"Are you turned on, Tom?" Mark asked. "Does watching your girlfriend suck my cock turn you on?"
Sarah was just as eager to hear the answer as the producer seemed to be.
"I...I don't...I'm not sure..."
"I need you to be honest, Tom," Mark said. "And after everything you've done this weekend, I don't think there's anything you could say that would make your girlfriend think less of you."
He was right, and Sarah would have told Tom so if her mouth wasn't stuffed with the producer's cock.
"I am a little turned on, yes," Tom admitted.
A victorious smile crossed Mark's face. "And did it turn you on to watch Carter fuck your beautiful girlfriend?"
"Yes," Tom answered softly.
"There's no need to be embarrassed, Tom," the producer said. "None at all. You're hardly the only man who enjoys the sight of someone he loves getting fucked to a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm. In fact, I'd say that you're lucky."
Sarah very nearly deepthroated Mark's cock, putting a smile on his face as he rested his hand on the back of her head and applied gentle pressure. His pubic hair brushed against Sarah's nose as her gag reflex triggered. Her eyes watered and she felt just a hint of panic as her body began to worry that she might not be allowed to draw another breath.
"Fuck, Sarah, that was incredible," Mark said as he released her head and she pulled back and wiped the thick saliva from her lips. "Our guests will thoroughly enjoy that particular skill of yours."
She smiled and kissed the head of the producer's thick cock before licking her way down the shaft and taking his balls in her mouth. She massaged them with her tongue and moaned while her fingers moved up and down his dick, pausing each time to gently tease the underside of his cock head.
"Do you know why you're lucky that you enjoy watching your girlfriend fuck other men, Tom?" Mark asked.
"No, I don't," he replied.
Mark smiled at Sarah as she licked her way from the base of his shaft to the tip and took him in her mouth. "Your girlfriend is on the verge of becoming a movie star, Tom, and she'll be hugely famous before the movie is even released. Everyone will want her. Some of the most famous and attractive men in the world will want her. They'll crave her. Some of them will do damn near anything to have her."
Sarah was a little embarrassed at the excitement she felt at that notion. She thought of the sex she'd had with Carter, of how good it had been, of how hard she'd cum with his cock buried deep inside her, of how badly her body already craved more of what he costar had given her.
"And, more importantly, Sarah will give herself to some of those men. I suspect she'll be choosy - she doesn't want to be known as the kind of actress that sleeps around, after all - but she'll surrender to her desire from time to time. She'll certainly fuck Carter again once they're finished with the press tour, but I imagine he'll be far from the only famous man she'll welcome into her pussy, Tom, and I think there's a very good chance she'll let you watch, though you might have to settle for merely hearing of your girlfriend's sexual exploits with some of the most famous and attractive men in the world," Mark continued.
Sarah knew the producer was taunting her boyfriend. He was getting off on it, too, as his cock had somehow gotten harder in her mouth and he was leaking quite a bit of precum. There was a chance Mark was right, though, that Tom would actually enjoy it if she was the sort of actress that fucked famous guys. If he enjoyed watching her fuck Carter then maybe he'd be the kind of guy that would love it if she explored her desires as they came to her.
Mark pulled back until his cock popped free of Sarah's mouth and turned to Tom. He reached out and grabbed a tight handful of his hair, smiled, and then rubbed his dick over Tom's lips. He was in total control and Sarah reached out and rubbed Tom's back and ass in the hope that he might read it as her demonstrating how grateful she was that he continued to sacrifice for her.
"Open your mouth," Mark demanded.
Tom parted his lips and the producer's cock slipped between them. Sarah watched as Mark slowly penetrated her boyfriend's mouth, doing so until Tom gagged. Mark only pulled back an inch, though, before thrusting forward again. Tom gagged repeatedly. His eyes began to water as Mark slowly fucked his mouth while grasping his hair tightly. Sarah watched her boyfriend do as the producer desired and offer his complete submission. She felt love for Tom. Deep, overwhelming love and a healthy dose of gratitude to go along with it.
"Will you let him watch, Sarah?" Mark asked as he continued to use Tom's mouth. "When you fuck other men - when you cuckold him - will you let him watch?"
"Yes," Sarah answered. She'd considered denying that she'd end up fucking other men, but it seemed pointless. It was inevitable that she'd fuck Carter at least once - though it would be years in the future - and there was no question she found the idea of having sex with other people exciting. Her pussy was dripping wet, after all, and it wasn't because she'd given a blowjob.
Mark looked down at Tom, pulled out, and rubbed his saliva soaked cock all over Tom's face. "You see, Tom? You're a lucky man. Your girlfriend is going to let you watch as she welcomes some of the most famous men in the world into her pussy. She'll let you watch as she sucks their cocks and as they tend to her wetness with their tongues and fingers. She'll let you watch as they fuck her multiple times - these are virile men, after all - and I think we both know you'll find it thrilling to see her have beautiful, body-shaking orgasms with the cocks of those men inside her."
Tom didn't say a word, but Sarah couldn't help but notice that his cock was almost fully erect and that he'd achieved that state without any stroking. She couldn't specifically say what had turned him on, but there was no question Tom was aroused.
"Both of you on your hands and knees in my bed," Mark instructed as he stepped back.
Sarah and Tom both got on their feet and crawled into the producer's bed. She turned her head to see a smile on her boyfriend's face and Sarah took the opportunity to kiss him, offering a little tongue to thrill him.
"I love you, Tom," she whispered.
"I love you too," he replied.
"You two really do belong together," Mark said as he crawled into the bed and slipped two fingers into Sarah's pussy. She smiled at Tom and moaned before the sound of a swift blow being delivered to her boyfriend's ass filled the bedroom. "Now, who should I fuck first?"
A brief look of agony crossed Tom's face, no doubt because it seemed clear that he'd once again be fucked by the producer.
"I think I'll start with your pussy, Sarah," Mark said.
He was inside her a moment later. Sarah arched her back and moaned. She pushed her hips back to meet his thrust and her pussy swallowed the whole of his cock. It felt good. Mark's cock had felt good from the first moment he sank inside her on Friday night. It was a big part of what had made the weekend bearable, for getting fucked by the producer was actually quite pleasurable.
"Kiss him," Mark instructed.
Sarah turned to her boyfriend and their lips met for a kiss. Their tongues danced and she moaned into Tom's mouth as a sense of pleasure moved through her body.
"Play with your clit, Sarah," Mark said.
She reached back and masturbated as Mark fucked her from behind. Her clit was enflamed and even the slightest touch brought a wealth of pleasure with it. Her legs trembled and she felt her pussy getting wetter with every deep thrust.
"Cum for me," Mark instructed. "Cum with my cock inside you, Sarah. Kiss your boyfriend and cum with another man's cock inside you."
It didn't take long for Sarah to do as the producer instructed. She lured Tom's tongue into her mouth and kissed him fervently before unleashing a wild scream of pleasure as she climaxed. Her pussy spasmed around the cock buried deep inside it and she very nearly toppled over as her arms and legs trembled from the intensity of her orgasm.
Mark pulled out of her pussy and Sarah looked over her shoulder to see him move behind Tom. The producer spit in his hand and spread the saliva over her boyfriend's asshole.
Sarah watched Tom's face as his ass was slowly filled with another man's cock. She saw him wince in pain from the way his anus was being stretched. She saw him suck in a deep breath of air and let it out slowly. She saw him take cock for her, for her career, for their future. She saw him embrace what must have been a humiliating experience and she recognized the sacrifice Tom was making and felt only the purest love for him.
"Does it hurt?" Mark asked.
"Yes," Tom admitted.
Sarah looked back at the producer and saw him smile before he brought his hand down on Tom's ass. He was getting off on it, on the power he wielded over her and Tom, and seemingly on Tom's willingness to suffer without complaint, for though he admitted that it hurt, he did nothing to try and escape the anal penetration.
"Your boyfriend's love for you is deeper than most I've witnessed, Sarah," Mark noted.
"I know," she replied before looking at Tom and reaching up to caress his face as the pace of the anal fucking sped up. "And I love him just as deeply."
They kissed as Mark fucked Tom hard and fast. Every once in a while the producer would spank Tom's ass and in a few cases he gave Sarah's backside a good swat, too, causing a sharp pain each and every time.
"I'm going to cum in your ass, Tom," Mark said before laughing.
Sarah kissed her boyfriend again. She offered whatever love and tenderness she could while he prepared to take another man's load in his ass for the second time in two days. In the moment there was no way she could make up for what Tom was suffering, but Sarah did her best and she would make sure to reward him relentlessly once they were free of Mark's grasp.
"I want you to beg for it, Tom," Mark instructed. "Beg for my cum in your ass."
The look of agony returned to Tom's face. "It's okay," Sarah said as she tried to reassure him. With two words she tried to tell him that she wouldn't think any less of him when he did as the producer desired.
"Please, cum in my ass," Tom said as he held Sarah's gaze.
She caressed his face and smiled as Mark fucked him harder and faster. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the bedroom and Tom winced just a little with every thrust.
"Please, cum inside me," Tom said.
He truly sounded like he was begging, though Sarah suspected that was likely because he wanted it to be over, not because he was truly desperate to feel Mark cum in his ass.
"Take it...take it!" Mark cried out.
He buried his dick in Tom's ass and his grunts and groans of pleasure filled the bedroom. Sarah kissed her boyfriend and gently sucked his tongue into her mouth. She moaned while caressing his face and doing her absolute best to counter the unpleasant feelings that had to have been coursing through him.
When he was finished, Mark pulled over, gave both their asses a good swat, and said, "You two can leave my room. Feel free to shower. Then I'd like you to make me breakfast and bring it up here. I'll eat in bed while you worship my cock and balls together."
Mark turned and walked to the bathroom as Sarah and Tom backed out of the bed. She gave her boyfriend another long, deep kiss, stroked his cock a few times while their tongues mingled, and then took his hand and led him out of the bedroom.
Sarah planned on showering with Tom and taking her time in tending to his body. She planned on sucking his cock, too, though she knew she couldn't make him cum.
Then they'd make breakfast - and take their time doing so - before delivering it to Mark and tending to his genitals. Soon enough, though, the day would be over and they could get started on enjoying the rest of their lives.
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"It's almost over," Sarah said as Tom fell to his knees in front of her.
She lifted her foot and he carefully slipped the black stocking over it and pulled it up her leg. "I know," he replied before putting on the second stocking and adjusting both so they looked even.
"Are you nervous about this next part?" she asked.
Tom grabbed the black lace panties Mark had provided and Sarah stepped into them. He pulled them up her legs, stood, and gave her a soft kiss on the neck, sending a gentle shiver of pleasure down her spine.
"A little," he admitted. "I mean, I suppose it won't be all that different from anything else we've done, but it feels a little different given that two people we've never met are joining the...well, not the fun, but you know what I mean."
Sarah looked at herself in the mirror as Tom helped her into the matching black lace bra and moved behind her to clasp it. Mark had invited two friends - both of them producers - over to indulge in the same sort of pleasure Mark had enjoyed the entire weekend. He'd essentially offered up Sarah's body for the pleasure of his friends and she was expected to offer herself without complaint in order to ensure her part in Mark's movie.
Sarah wasn't sure if the producer - and the man that held the future of her career in his hands - was trying to push her so far that she'd finally tell him to go fuck himself or if he simply got off on seeing how much of a whore she was willing to be, but she wasn't going to fold now. She was going to go all the way. She was going to give her body to Mark and his friends and when the night was over she would have secured the future she dreamed of.
"Are you nervous?" Tom asked.
"Oddly enough, I'm not," she answered with a smile as Tom brushed her hair aside and kissed the back of her neck. "Given what's already happened this weekend, I don't think there's anything Mark and his producer friends could make me do that would be embarrassing, or overwhelming, or feel like it was just too much. I mean, I did a double penetration. That's the kind of thing only pornstars do, and I fucking did it."
Tom looked a little embarrassed and Sarah suspected it was because he'd enjoyed taking her ass in that double penetration. She didn't mind that, though. Tom had arguably sacrificed more than she had over the course of the weekend - and would almost certainly be required to make more sacrifices that night - and Sarah had no problem with him enjoying the pleasure of her ass.
"It's okay that you enjoyed my ass," she said, making it perfectly clear how she felt so Tom didn't get lost in a sense of guilt. "I like that you enjoyed it, in fact. It's probably going to happen again tonight and I'm going to enjoy it a lot less, I suspect."
Tom put his hands on her waist and pulled her body against his. She felt his semi-hard cock press into her ass - Mark had forbidden Tom from putting on any clothes - and they smiled at each other in the mirror before Sarah turned her head and found her boyfriend's lips for a kiss.
"You'll be good tonight?" she asked softly.
Tom nodded. "I will. We've come this far. I'll do whatever it takes to get us the rest of the way there."
They kissed again and Sarah felt his cock stiffen. Despite everything Tom had been subjected to that weekend, his desire remained intact.
"Let's go," she said.
Sarah took her boyfriend's hand and led him out of the bedroom and down the elegant staircase. They joined Mark in his expansive living room. He looked up at them and smiled - a victorious, cocky kind of smile - as his eyes wandered over her body.
"You look exceptionally good, Sarah," the producer said. "Jack and Aaron are going to be impressed, which is a good thing for you, as they both do a great deal of producing. Perhaps your performance here tonight will help you secure another role or two and really build out that bright future you're working so hard to achieve. Would that make you happy?"
"Yes, it would," Sarah answered with a nod.
"And how about you, Tom?" Mark asked. "Would it make you happy if your beautiful girlfriend got to live out the Hollywood career of her dreams?"
Tom nodded. "Yes, of course it would. I love Sarah more than anything. I want that for her."
Sarah took his hand and squeezed it gently as Mark watched them from the couch.
"Our guests will be here soon," Mark said with a smile. "I'd like you to greet them at the door when they arrive, Sarah. Make sure they understand your purpose here tonight."
"I will," Sarah replied.
Mark parted his lips as if he was going to say something but silence filled the room for a handful of seconds as his eyes wandered over her body while he rubbed his cock through the shorts he'd changed into. "What is your purpose here tonight?"
"To offer myself for the pleasure of you and your guests," Sarah answered without hesitation. It was no different than a whore's purpose and she was well aware of that, but Sarah had long since agreed to whore herself out in the name of securing her future.
"And you, Tom?" Mark asked.
"My purpose is the same," he answered.
The look on Mark's face made it perfectly clear that he found great pleasure in the control he had over Tom. Sarah felt bad that her boyfriend had gotten caught up in the producer's power play, but they were long past being able to do anything about that.
"When Jack and Aaron arrive, I'd like my cock to be in your mouth, Tom," Mark explained. "I want them to walk into the room to see Sarah's loyal, dutiful boyfriend sucking dick. I want it to be perfectly obvious that they're free to do whatever the fuck they want with you, too."
"Should I...should I do that now?" Tom asked.
Mark nodded and spread his legs. Sarah leaned over to give Tom a kiss on the cheek and he looked at her, smiled, and then let her hand go and approached the producer. He fell to his knees between Mark's legs, reached up, and removed his shorts and underwear, freeing the cock that had spent quite a bit of time inside both of them that weekend.
"You found a good one, Sarah," Mark said as Tom's lips engulfed his soft cock. "He does as he's told. He's willing to make immense sacrifices for you. He's even eager to be cuckolded, to let you explore fucking better men while he remains the faithful good boy you need him to be. Don't let him go."
Sarah wanted to explain that she'd never cuckold Tom without first knowing that he truly wanted it and that she had no intention of ever asking him to make such extreme sacrifices for her ever again. It wasn't the right time to do any of that, though, and she was confident that Tom knew how she felt.
"I don't intend on letting him go," she said as Tom's head bobbed up and down in Mark's lap. "I love him."
Mark moaned. "And he clearly loves you too, Sarah, or else he wouldn't be on his knees devouring my cock the way he is."
The producer was getting off on making Tom do things most men would never do. He was getting off on the power. Sarah could see it in Mark's eyes. He could see the intense lust he felt at making a straight man suck his cock.
The doorbell rang. Without being told, Sarah turned and strode out of the living room. She took a deep breath and put a seductive sway in her hips. She entered the mindset of a woman determined to give pleasure, a woman whose sole purpose was to ensure the sexual satisfaction of the two men standing on the other side of the front door, for that was the part Sarah was about to play.
At the door Sarah took another deep breath and reached for the handle. She opened it slowly, ran her hand up the door frame, and struck a seductive pose as the two older men - both looked about Mark's age - stared and smiled.
"You must be Jack and Aaron," she said.
"I'm Jack," the shorter of the two men - who also looked to have a little bit of a belly - said as he stared in a decidedly lascivious manner while a smile crept across his face. "And you must be Sarah."
Jack stepped into the house and ran his fingers over Sarah's taut, smooth stomach. He smiled and his fingers wandered between her legs and pressed roughly against the black lace of her panties. It wasn't particularly pleasurable, but Sarah moaned nonetheless, for her pleasure didn't matter in that moment.
"Mark's said such good things about you," Aaron shared as he stepped into the house. He was nearly a foot taller than Jack and seemed to be a great deal fitter. He smiled with a greater sense of confidence, too, and when he reached out and ran his hand down her thigh his touch was gentle. "I can't wait to find out if everything he said was true."
"I assure you, it was all true," Sarah replied.
Aaron leaned in and she closed her eyes and welcomed his kiss. Jack's rough hand grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard and Sarah moaned into Aaron's mouth. He took that as an invitation to offer his tongue and she promptly sucked on it while Jack slipped his hand down the back of her panties and between her ass cheeks. A moment later she felt him rubbing her asshole, though he made no move to penetrate her.
Both men stepped back and Sarah smiled, took their hands, and led them towards the living room. The sounds of a blowjob reached her ears before they stepped into the room and both of the new arrivals stopped at the sight of Tom's head continuing to bob up and down in Mark's lap.
"Is that your boyfriend?" Jack asked.
"It is," Sarah replied.
"I'll be damned," Aaron said. "Mark wasn't kidding."
Mark laughed, put a hand on the back of Tom's head, and pushed down until every inch of his dick had disappeared. "Damn right I wasn't kidding. These two are dedicated, gentleman. They're willing to do whatever it takes to secure her the part I'm offering, and tonight, that willingness extends to the both of you. So, would you like Sarah or Tom to get you a drink? Would you like to get your dick sucked, or your balls worshiped, or your ass eaten? Just say the word and these two will do as you desire."
Sarah had never felt more like a piece of meat, and yet Mark was right. She would do as any of the three producers in the house desired. She would do it because she'd committed to doing whatever it took to get the part that Mark was offering and she was so close she could taste it.
"I'll take a drink," Aaron said.
"Me too," Jack replied.
Mark gently slapped the side of Tom's face and instructed, "Follow your beautiful girlfriend to the kitchen and get us all a drink."
Tom stood, wiped the saliva from his lips, and turned towards Sarah. He nodded towards the two new arrivals and they both chuckled, perhaps at the sight of his half hard cock, or his watering eyes, or his still messy mouth.
Sarah took Tom's hand as he approached and they made their way to the massive, magnificent kitchen. The moment they were out of the living room she stopped and kissed her boyfriend, doing so deeply and sensually as his cock hardened until it pressed into her stomach.
"What was that for?" Tom asked.
"A reward, I suppose," she replied with a smile. "It's going to be a long night and I don't want you to forget how much I love you and how grateful I am for everything you've done this weekend."
Tom smiled. "I won't forget that, I promise."
They stepped into the kitchen and Sarah pulled three glasses from the shelf as Tom retrieved ice from the refrigerator.
"So, how are the new guests?" he asked.
"I get the feeling that Jack really enjoys using a woman, like he doesn't really give a damn if she's having a good time or not. Aaron seems the opposite," Sarah noted. "I have no idea if either of them will be interested in using you, though."
"Maybe I can convince Jack to focus his attention on me," Tom said, seemingly without giving the notion a second thought.
As had happened so many times that weekend, Sarah wanted to take Tom in her arms and shower him in affection, for he'd proven once more he was as selfless as a man could be.
"There's no need for that," Sarah replied as she reached out and caressed her boyfriend's face. "I'll be fine, no matter what happens. It's just a few more hours."
They shared a soft, lingering kiss that brought Tom's cock back to an erect state and then finished making the drinks. Sarah grabbed two glasses and Tom followed her back to the living room, where all three men were sitting on the sizable couch. Each was given a drink and then Sarah and Tom stepped back, clasped their hands behind their backs, and awaited instruction.
"They're so obedient," Jack said with a smile.
"And they make a damn good drink," Aaron added.
Jack's eyes wandered over Sarah's body - doing so rather slowly - before he turned his attention to Tom and unleashed the sort of cocksure smile that Sarah had seen so many times from Mark.
"So, Tom, you're a cocksucker?" he asked.
Tom nodded. He could have offered an explanation about how his experience in sucking dick had been limited to the past few days, but he seemed to choose the path of least resistance and kept quiet.
"Do you know how to beg for it?" Jack asked.
Tom was silent for a few seconds before he said, "Beg for...for cock, you mean?"
Jack sipped his drink and nodded. "Yes. What else would a cocksucker beg for?"
"Um, I don't have much experience with begging for it, but I feel like I could do it."
Jack swirled the dark liquid in his glass while Mark and Aaron remained silent, seemingly content to watch the show unfold. "I'd like to hear you beg for the chance to suck my cock," he said. "Convince me that you're as eager to help your girlfriend's career as Mark says you are."
Tom approached the couch and fell to his knees in front of Jack, who couldn't help but smile. "Please, sir, let me suck your cock. Let me give you pleasure. Let me use my mouth to give you pleasure. Let me offer myself to make you feel good, to do whatever it takes to satisfy you."
Jack sipped his drink and stared down at Tom. He swallowed, pursed his lips, and said, "That's pretty good. You look and sound utterly pathetic, which is exactly how a cocksucker should look and sound, especially a man that's lowering himself to suck another man's dick like you are."
Tom reached up and pawed at Jack's crotch. He leaned forward and mouthed the bulge through the thin slacks the producer wore, eliciting a smile and a look of arousal from Jack. "Please, sir, let me pleasure you," Tom said. "Please let me suck your cock. Let me show how dedicated I am to Sarah's career. Let me show you what a good cocksucker I've already learned to be."
All three men laughed and Sarah understood why. To them, Tom was pathetic. He was a straight man begging to suck cock and he was doing it because the producers held all the power. Tom wasn't pathetic to Sarah, though. In that moment, he was a perfect boyfriend. An absolute god among men who was willing to make the ultimate sacrifice for her. With every word he uttered Tom earned her adoration, adoration that Sarah would be sure to show him once they'd left Mark's home.
"Go ahead," Jack said. "Suck my cock. Make sure you fucking deepthroat it, too. I want to feel you gag on it."
Tom hurriedly loosened Jack's belt and took his pants and underwear off as Sarah watched. She was surprised to feel wetness between her legs, as if Tom's eagerness to suck cock for her - to suffer for her, in a way - had unleashed an unexpected and rather intense kind of arousal.
"Come here, Sarah," Aaron instructed. "Show me that your mouth is just as eager and talented as your boyfriend's."
He spoke with a calm kind of confidence, but there was no question Aaron was a man used to being in charge. Sarah approached the couch and fell to her knees just as her boyfriend had. She removed Aaron's pants and underwear and freed a long, half-hard cock. Sarah smiled, took it in her hand, and stroked the producer as she listened to Tom gag on Jack's cock.
"Take me in your mouth," Aaron said.
Sarah leaned forward, kissed the head of his cock, and wrapped her lips around it. She looked up at Aaron, holding eye contact and putting on a performance. She made it seem like having his dick in her mouth was the most arousing thing imaginable, as if nothing turned her on more than being able to fellate him.
It wasn't long before Aaron's cock was stiff and slick with her spit. Sarah deepthroated him at that point, doing so over and over and fighting off her gag reflex in the name of serving him like a whore is supposed to serve a man.
Mark stood, lowered his shorts and underwear, and moved behind Sarah. She felt his hands move over her ass before he pulled her panties down to her knees and slipped two fingers into her pussy. Sarah moaned and saw Aaron's eyes light up with delight.
"Her pussy is perfect," Mark said. "Tight and wet and honestly, she likes getting fucked."
"Is that true?" Aaron asked as he looked down at Sarah.
"Yes," she answered before showering the head of his cock in soft, wet kisses. "I've cum each time Mark's fucked me this weekend. I love getting fucked, and I hope you'll slide this beautiful cock of yours into my pussy before the night is over."
Aaron reached out and ran his fingers through her blonde hair. "And what if I want to cum in your pussy?"
Mark slid inside her at the same moment and Sarah moaned. She closed her eyes and sucked on the underside of Aaron's cock while Mark filled her with slow, deep thrusts, each one luring a moan from her before she looked up once more and said, "Then that's what I want, too. I want you to cum in my pussy. I want you to flood my tight little cunt with your load, and if you're in the mood for it, I want my boyfriend to clean it out of me."
Aaron's cock throbbed in her hand, revealing that he absolutely enjoyed the idea of Tom licking his load out of her pussy. Sarah took his dick in her mouth before he could utter another word, eliciting a loud, beautiful moan. She swallowed him while Mark fucked her harder from behind. The sound of his body slamming into hers reverberated around the living room and Sarah couldn't help but moan because it really did feel good to have a long, thick cock stretching out her pussy from behind.
"That's enough," Jack said.
Sarah glanced towards her boyfriend to see Jack standing and stripping. She wondered if he was going to come to her for satisfaction of some kind or if he had plans on using Tom further.
"Up on the couch. Face down, ass up," Jack demanded.
Sarah felt relief, which was quickly followed by guilt as it seemed that Tom was going to be on the receiving end of Jack's aggression. She saw her boyfriend climb up on the couch and get on his knees with his face down and his ass up, just as he'd been instructed to do.
Aaron turned to the side and smiled. "Are you going to mount him?" he asked.
"Damn right I am," Jack replied. "I'm going to mount him and fuck him like the bitch he is."
Mark grabbed a handful of Sarah's hair, pulled back until Aaron's cock slipped from her mouth, and then turned her head. She met Tom's gaze and saw Jack moving behind him. She saw the pain on her boyfriend's face as Jack's fat cock slipped into him from behind. She saw Tom grit his teeth to fight through the discomfort of having his asshole stretched by something that clearly didn't belong in there.
Jack then swung his foot around and placed it on the side of Tom's face. He pressed down, smiled in the manner of a man claiming a victim, and began to pound Tom's ass, eliciting a series of strained grunts and groans. Jack was clearly doing everything in his power to humiliate Sarah's boyfriend, and to do so right in front of her.
As she watched, Mark slid his thumb into Sarah's asshole. He pushed it deep inside her and she too moaned. A moment later Aaron pushed two fingers into her mouth, probing her oral cavity just as her asshole was being probed. She was being used like a piece of meat, just like Tom was. They were both being objectified for the pleasure of the three powerful men in the room, but Sarah didn't give a damn. It was her job to perform, to play the part of the whore that enjoyed such treatment, so that's what she did.
Sarah moaned around the fingers in her mouth. She pushed her ass back on the thumb and cock penetrating her holes. She watched Tom get fucked roughly and though it was a struggle given the foot pressing on the side of his face, Tom met her gaze and he too moaned. He played his part just as well as she played hers.
"Let's switch," Aaron said.
Mark pulled out of her pussy and soon enough he was sitting in front of her as Sarah watched Tom continue to take a rough pounding.
"Is it hard to watch him get used like that?" Mark asked.
"Yes," Sarah admitted, though it wasn't anywhere near as hard to watch as she'd thought it would be.
"There are lots of men in Hollywood just like Jack and me. Men that want to use a good looking young guy like Tom. Men that want to push him beyond what's comfortable for him. Men that want to do it while his beautiful girlfriend watches. You're lucky you've found a man that's willing to surrender his body for you," Mark said.
"I know," Sarah replied.
"He really is a bitch," Mark said. "Just like Jack said he was. He's a bitch that gets off on another man fucking you, that likes cleaning cum from your pussy, that likes sucking on a dick before it fucks you, that likes surrendering his manhood."
Sarah met Tom's gaze and smiled. "Yeah, but he's my bitch," she said.
The smile that crossed Tom's face was one of contentment and joy, like he'd finally discovered his happy place, even if being in that happy place sometimes meant taking a cock in the ass.
He wasn't the only one, though. Aaron slipped his cock into Sarah's pussy, but only for a few strokes before pulling out, lubing her asshole with his spit, and penetrating her with ease. Sarah moaned in response, turned her attention to Mark, and swallowed his cock. She returned to playing the part of the eager whore, of putting on a show for the producers in the room, for all she cared about in that moment was securing the role of a lifetime.

"Sarah, Tom," Mark called out. "Before you go, come in here."
Sarah looked at her boyfriend and saw in his eyes the same exhaustion she felt. Still, the day was almost over. Mark could only ask so much more of them. Even if he wanted to fuck her again - this time perhaps while bending her over the kitchen counter - Sarah could make it through that.
"Come on," she said to Tom. "Just one more time."
They walked hand-in-hand towards the kitchen and saw Mark standing at the counter with a pen in his hand and a smile on his face.
"The role is yours," he said. "All you have to do is sign."
Sarah felt giddy. Genuinely giddy. If Mark was being truthful, the paper in front of him held the key to the future she'd always dreamed of, to a future that millions of people dreamed of and almost no one actually got to achieve.
Sarah let Tom's hand go and approached the producer. She looked down at the contract. The role was listed. Her name was listed. The movie was listed. Everything looked legit.
"I should really have my agent look at this," she said.
"He already did," Mark replied. "I sent it to him this morning. He negotiated fiercely. He’s a good agent. He got you a better deal than I originally offered. Turn your phone on. I'm sure you'll see a text or voicemail from him."
Sarah hastily pulled her phone from her purse, turned it on, and saw that Mark had indeed sent the contract to her agent. She'd received a handful of texts and an excited - hugely excited, in fact - voicemail from him offering congratulations of half a dozen varieties. Most importantly, he informed her that it was a good contract and that she should absolutely sign it.
"I may not be a good man, Sarah, but I am a man of my word," Mark said as he offered her the pen. "Sign the contract and the role is yours."
Sarah took the pen, opened the contract to the last page, and signed. Her future was sealed. Her dreams were going to come true.
"I'll see you for the table read," Mark said. "Until then, enjoy yourselves. Go on vacation. Have some fun."
Sarah turned to Tom and hugged him as tightly as she ever had. They said goodbye to Mark and hurried out of his house. Tom got behind the wheel of their car and Sarah climbed in the passenger seat.
For a few seconds, neither of them said a thing. Then they both let out a series of joyous whoops and shouts, celebrating the fact that everything they'd done that weekend had been worth it.
Sarah leaned over and kissed her boyfriend. It was meant to be a quick kiss, but she was overcome by a feeling of intense love for Tom and she couldn't help but turn it into something far lustier. Their tongues mingled, she moaned, and her hand eventually moved between his legs and stroked him through his pants.
"Do you think you could drive while I suck your cock?" she asked.
Tom nodded.
"Drive, then," she said.
Tom pulled down the long driveway as Sarah unzipped his pants and freed his stiff cock. The moment they reached the street she leaned over and took him in her mouth. It was the first of many blowjobs she planned on giving him as just one of many ways Sarah planned on thanking her boyfriend for the many sacrifices he'd made in the name of helping her career.
She had a lifetime to thank him, though, as Sarah planned on proposing to Tom the moment she got her paycheck for the movie. Mark was right about Tom being a rare kind of man, after all, and Sarah wasn't going to let him go.
The End.
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