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		Prologue

		

		She dried off quickly in the bathroom of her new apartment and walked naked over to the land-line phone she’d had installed the previous week. Finding the card at the bottom of her purse, she quickly dialed Addie Anderson’s cell phone number.

		“Adie? Ms. Anderson, I hope I didn’t catch you at a bad time, but this is Taylor, Taylor Wells—we met at the waxing salon and you gave me your card? —and I just have to talk to you!”

		“Well, yeah, sure! I could do that, I guess! What should I wear?” she was soon asking, stunned by what Adie had just said, in answer to her stammered opening statement.

		

		****

		

		Ava had driven her past the gates of the Harmon Brothers’ Studio a few times during their see-the-Hollywood-Sights drives around Los Angeles, when Taylor had first moved out here a few months ago, but she’d never been inside, of course. Today, she drove up to the guard shack in her recently-purchased, gas-pinching Toyota Prius and opened the driver side window, saying semi-confidently: “I’m Taylor Wells. I have a five o’clock meeting with Adie Anderson.”

		The guard checked his printed list and frowned. He moved on to the handwritten additions to the printed list, saw her name, and waved her through the gates, electronically lifting the wooden bar that blocked her car’s path. He was a handsome young man, dressed in his official-looking blue guard’s uniform and he flashed her a warm, welcoming smile as she rolled through onto the movie lot.

		Taylor felt as if her life had just changed markedly for the better, like a whole new, positive chapter in her sought-after career as a mainstream actress had just started!

		No more cheesy porn shoots for me! I’m on a for-real movie studio lot; having a meeting with an actual industry executive, not some sleazy porn guys! She thought excitedly, as she crept her small sedan through the big complex, carefully avoiding stage hands carrying large pieces of scenery, extras dressed as showgirls and businessmen and soldiers of ancient Greece, and Middle-Eastern herdsmen.

		This is more like it! Taylor told herself. There were rows of huge sound stage buildings, but on the Harmon Brothers lot, it appeared all of them were in use; unlike where she was used to working, on Dan Devlin’s lot, where two of the mammoth structures might be in use at the same time, at the max!

		She turned onto the small street Adie had directed her to turn onto, and there it was! Ingafilms, Ltd., printed in big, black letters above a one-story, rounded-roof bungalow which looked as if it dated back to World War Two! Taylor parked in front of it and got out of her Prius.

		Her hand shook slightly as she knocked on the door, her confidence fading a little as she imagined herself meeting Inga Norgaard, the most famous woman on the entire planet, in a few minutes. She gathered herself, knocked a little more loudly than she had intended to, and pushed the wooden door open.

		The reception area was a disappointment—just a bunch of mismatched wooden chairs circling the room, with end tables and trade magazines interspersed among them—and a girl barely out of her teens sitting at the receptionist desk. “I’m Taylor Wells; I had an appointment with Ms. Anderson at five,” she told the girl.

		A leather-upholstered door, with Ingafilms, Ltd., written on it in brass-headed tacks, swung open when the receptionist hit a button under her desk, and she told Taylor to, “go right in.”

		Inside the large office was a huge teakwood desk with a matching set of shelves behind it. Among the books on stage lighting, set design, and other movie topics stood a gold statue, universally called the Oscar. Even from where Taylor was standing, it was easy to read the name on the base of the statuette: Inga Norgaard, Best Actress in a Leading Role, Windsong.

		Taylor stopped dead in her tracks and just stared. The small woman seated at the desk had that unmistakable silver-blonde hair, those Nordic blue eyes that were so pale they looked like ice, and that build that sold movie tickets in the millions: Inga Norgaard, the Number One box office sensation of all time was staring at Taylor expectantly, taking her in with those famous eyes.

		Seated in client chairs around the room were Cyn Soames, the tall, statuesque, young woman that was the most in-demand director in Hollywood, Lee Lee Ridge, the young actress who had won the Academy Award for Best Supporting Actress in Inga’s Joan of Arc film, Marsha Terry, the tall, vivacious redhead Taylor had met--along with Adie Anderson, who occupied another chair in the room, at the waxing salon recently, and who was Vice-President in charge of Productions at Ingafilms, Ltd.—the final chair was occupied by June Ellen Ridge, Lee Lee’s mother and a very well respected actress in her own right, whose career spanned decades on the silver screen and on television. Leaning against one wall was June Ellen’s husband, Lonnie Ridge, who along with his wife, managed all of Inga’s career interests; spokesmodel contracts, movie deals, and appearance schedule.

		“Well, you must be Taylor. I’m Inga,” the world’s most famous movie star said, rising from her executive chair behind the desk and extending her hand.

		Taylor stumbled forward awkwardly and shook the offered hand. Ina smiled at her nervousness as though she were long used to such reactions and went on to say, “Adie asked you here this afternoon for a little impromptu screen test. There’s a very good role, as my younger sister, in a movie that we hope to start production on soon.”

		Inga focused on Lee Lee as she continued with: “We thought we had the role all filled but it turned out that we didn’t. Someone thinks she’s too good for it, now that she’s gaining some following of her own.”

		“Oh, fuck off, Ing!” Lee Lee Ridge said defensively, half rising out of her chair. “I just don’t want to get pigeonholed into sidekick roles all my life! I told you when we were first starting out that I wanted a career of my own!”

		“You’re certainly welcome to it! We’ll see how many tickets you sell all by yourself, Ms. Independent!” Inga thundered back. “Turning down a starring role in Alan West’s last film! I don’t even know what you’re thinking anymore!”

		“Girls, girls, let’s not fight!” June Ellen told them firmly, holding out her hand like a cop stopping traffic. “We’ve all discussed this before, let’s not bore Taylor with it! What must she be thinking of us?”

		Taylor was thinking that all of these people knew each other extremely well. The argument between Inga and Lee Lee sounded as if they’d had it dozens of times before.

		There was heat, but no real fire in their tones! It reminded Taylor of squabbles best girlfriends Riley and Ava had had in the apartment Taylor had until recently shared with Ava. The two of them wrangled over things frequently when Riley came over to visit, but Taylor always got the feeling that the two of them had spoken the same words dozens of times before over the years.

		“In any case, there’s a major role open,” Inga said authoritatively, looking at Taylor. “Would you like to try out for it?”

		“Sure! But why me?” Taylor’s voice quavered with nervousness as she answered.

		“Because Adie has a hunch about you,” Inga replied with a wry little smile, “And because Adie is my oldest friend. That’s the way we do things around here. Drives the rest of the industry crazy, the way we fly by the seat of our pants, but it seems to work. Ingafilms made over a billion dollars, that’s billion with a “B”, last year alone!”

		“That was mostly Adie’s and my doing,” Marsha spoke up boastfully from her chair in the center of the room. “She’s a born penny pincher and I’m a financial genius!”

		“Oh, pipe down, you cow!” Cyn said suddenly. “If Inga wasn’t putting all those butts in all of those theater seats around the world, you wouldn’t have the cash flow to work your financial magic and Adie wouldn’t have so many pennies to pinch!”

		“Yeah, yeah, and if Cyn’s father, Garrett, hadn’t been such a great director, maybe Inga’s performances wouldn’t have been so great and there wouldn’t have been so many butts in so many seats!” Lee Lee commented loudly, her voice cracking with emotion as she added, “And maybe I wouldn’t have my Oscar at home—which, by the way, is the place for them. Showing them off in your office is so…bourgeoise, Inga, you peasant!”

		Lee Lee smirked happily after her little dig at Inga’s Midwest background as she slunk into her chair and let the comments from the others rage all around her.

		“You ungrateful little bitch,” Marsha snarled. “If Inga hadn’t given you the sidekick role in Joan of Arc, you’d be nowhere! You’d still be scheduling Inga’s appointments as her personal assistant!”

		“Now, Marsha, we all know Lee Lee’s grateful for all of Inga’s help,” June Ellen retorted. “She’s helped all of us, and we’ve all helped her.”

		“That’s us—one big, dysfunctional family, care to join up?” Inga said loudly in Taylor’s direction, with an ameliorating smile.

		Everyone calmed down and Lee Lee sat, red-faced but stoic at the center of the room, looking over at Taylor. At last she said, “She’ll look more believable as a Nordic blonde than I ever would, with my dark eyes and olive skin tones.”

		Inga regarded Taylor carefully, studying her facial structure and her light, Midwestern skin and smiled. “Lee may have a point there,” she said at last. “Even though she had brown hair, Taylor will be more believable as my little sister than Lee Lee ever could be, even with all the make-up tricks in Hollywood.”

		As the room finally settled down again, Inga asked Taylor out of left field, “How do you feel about guns; ever shot one?”

		“My dad had guns and he taught me to shoot. I used to go target shooting with my boyfriend back in Iowa and his friends all the time.”

		“Ever shoot a pistol?” Inga asked her.

		“A few times, not that I was any good with one,” Taylor admitted.

		Inga sat back down at her desk and opened a drawer. She said, “I didn’t used to be either, but I’ve been studying with a guy who used to get all the old Western stars up to speed with pistols, back when Westerns were still a movie staple.”

		With that, she produced a nickel-plated forty-five pistol and proceeded to twirl it, do shifting-from-one-hand-to-the-other tricks with it, and entertain her audience with it for a full five minutes. Her dexterity with the firearm was mesmerizing.

		In the end, she gripped the gun in her right hand, thumbed back the hammer and leveled the barrel squarely in the center of Lee Lee’s chest. “You should never have fucked me over on this movie, Lee,” she said calmly as she pulled the trigger.

		There was a tremendous roar as the gun went off, amplified by being indoors. And Lee Lee stared down at her chest, looking for the bloody hole. Inga laughed and said, “Blanks, you goose! The thing is loaded with blanks! Did you honestly think I’d shoot you?”

		Lee Lee tried to bluster it off. She shrugged dramatically and said in an emotional voice, “You never know with you, Ing; you’re fucking crazy!”

		Lonnie Ridge, who was Lee Lee’s father, came off the wall he’d been leaning against and said, “She’s more than half right about you being nuts, Inga. Shooting a gun off in here! You scared the ever-living shit out of me!”

		“Not cool,” Marsha agreed, glaring at Inga. “I know you’re pissed at Lee, but fucktoo, Inga; a gun? My panties are probably stained brown, thanks to you!”

		Inga calmly tossed the gun to Taylor, who caught it and was surprised at how much it weighed. She had handled guns before, but somehow, she had been expecting this one to be lighter, from the way Inga had twirled it around so easily.

		She cracked open the cylinder, checking the rounds and seeing that the big six-gun was fully loaded, hoping to impress everyone with the fact that she really did know her way around guns.

		“Good, good! That’s more than I knew how to do, when I first started out,” Inga complimented her. “Bring it over here and lay it on the desk. We’re going to see if you can act now.”

		When Taylor crossed the room and laid the big pistol carefully on the corner of the desk, Inga handed her a shooting script entitled: The Wild Girls by Alan West.

		Taylor knew who Alan West was. The recently-deceased screenwriter had won three Oscars for Best Original Screenplay over his long career, the latest one being for Windsong, Inga’s first movie role, for which she had also won the Oscar on the shelf behind her.

		She remembered that there had been an unsuccessful lawsuit against West; another writer claiming that the original script for Windsong had been his and that Alan West had merely revised it, invalidating the idea of West’s work being original. But West and Inga’s high-powered attorneys had successfully argued that the finished movie was so radically different than the other writer’s version of the same story that it constituted a new and original treatment of the material. Thus, had Alan West gone to his final rest a few months before with a total of three Oscars for best screenplay, instead of just two.

		Taylor’s hands tremored a little as she realized that she now held Alan West’s last screenplay in them, and that she was about to recite his final lines of dialogue with Inga Norgaard, the most famous actress alive!

		A hushed, excited silence fell over the small gathering as she opened the script. “You do the little sister, Josie’s lines, I’ll do the older sister, Jerrie’s.” Inga murmured in Taylor’s direction.

		“D-Don’t you need a copy of the script?” Taylor asked her.

		“No, I learned all my lines months ago, when I first got the script,” Inga informed her.

		Taylor gulped as she remembered she had read in a fan magazine that Inga had a photographic memory when it came to lines of dialogue; once she learned it, she never forgot it!

		“You shouldn’t be so hard on Pa!” Taylor spoke her first line as confidently as she could manage.

		“Pa’s as worthless a man as ever lived!” Inga said in return, reciting the line perfectly, according to the script. “He can’t seem to help being that way.”

		Taylor was slightly panicked. She was speaking in her normal voice, but Inga was using a slight accent! It wasn’t exactly Southern, but it wasn’t reminiscent of Taylor’s native Iowa and it certainly didn’t sound as if it came from Minnesota, the state Inga had called home until her family had moved her to California some years ago!

		The neophyte actress was guessing it was Inga’s take on the way people in Kansas spoke. The two girls in the script were born and bred in turn of the twentieth century Kansas, according to the intro to the script. Taylor had read that Inga was a natural mimic and could do any accent she put her mind to.

		“He’s a good man; he’s done as right by us as he could manage ever since Ma passed,” Taylor recited her next line, trying to broaden out her vowels the way Inga was doing.

		Inga grinned at what a quick study she was and then said, “Well, his best ain’t near good enough! We gotta’ take matters into our own hands if we don’t want to live out our lives on a hardscrabble place like this, the way Ma did! Now, come here and let me show you how to use this here gun!”

		“It’s a beauty, where did you get it?” Taylor asked.

		“I took it offa’ that fool, Melvin Smith, after he was asleep the other night.”

		Inga told her with a suggestive wink.

		“Did…did you…do it with him?” the younger sister asked the older incredulously.

		“I’ve done it with a few men now. And all of them sleep like babies, after you tire ‘em out enough!” Inga laughed triumphantly and brandished the silver pistol like a trophy.

		“What should I do first?” Taylor stammered hesitantly, the way the script called for her character to.

		“Don’t shoot me or your own damnfool self with it!” Inga warned her, standing up from the desk and wresting the pistol back from Taylor.

		“Now, you just point it at what you want to shoot, like pointing a finger, and squeeze, don’t yank, the trigger!” Inga instructed her, easing her finger back into the trigger guard but not firing the big gun again.

		“Boom!” Inga said, pretending she had pulled it and hit her target. She handed the pistol back to Taylor with a smile and said, “Now you try it, sis!”

		Taylor dutifully sighted in on an imagined dirt clod a few yards away, as the script called for and pretended to squeeze the trigger. “Boom!” she mimicked Inga, smiling as she hit the dirt clod in her mind, the big bullet disintegrating it.

		“Good! I think you’re going to be fine as my sister,” Inga complimented Taylor, taking back the pistol and returning it to its desk drawer. “With your porn experience, I guess you’ll be comfortable with the nude scenes in this movie—our two turn-of-the-century Kansas sisters seduce a lot of men, as well as shooting a bunch of others—before this story is over and they get hanged.”

		When she saw Taylor’s mouth come open at the news her and her sister’s characters ended up dangling from the hangman’s rope, she smiled and said, “Alan West had always wanted to write this movie; it is loosely based on two real historical sisters in late nineteenth century Kansas, who robbed trains, banks, and shot people, a good many people! Their names were Carstairs or something like that, not Wild, but they really existed. He thought changing their last names to Wild would make a good story even better; more Hollywood!”

		“And you and I are going to be the sisters?” Taylor asked Inga breathlessly.

		“We surely are!” Inga replied with that radiant smile that sold millions of theater tickets annually, holding out her right hand for Taylor to shake once more.

		

		****

		

		Inga turned to the small crowd of friends and employees and said, “I’ve decided to host a swim party at my estate tonight to celebrate our newest star.”

		She nodded toward Taylor and then continued, “Barbeque out by the pool at seven, no suits needed; nude all the way!” Glancing over at Lonnie she added, “You may want to stop by your place first, to pick up your Viagra. Everyone but Lee Lee is going to want a go at that big dick of yours, Lonnie, unless you two have reached a new father/daughter plateau that I haven’t heard about yet!”

		“June Ellen and I have another party to attend, so we won’t be able to stop by, I’m afraid,” Lonnie told her, not responding to her taunt about fucking his own daughter. With half the females present sniggering behind their hands as Lonnie and his wife left the room, Marsha said, “So it’s a hens-only pool party, just like the old days!”

		“No cocks allowed, I guess,” Adie agreed, sounding disappointed. She looked over at Inga and said in a low voice, “What about Riley? Won’t he be home?”

		“He has a hot date with some bimbo or other he’s met,” Inga told her oldest friend, “So no Riley cock for you or any of these other horny bitches!”

		“None for you, either!” Cyn remarked to Inga in a teasing tone.

		“Oh, I’ll get by somehow, I suspect!” Inga beamed at the most sought-after director in Hollywood. “There always seems to be a guy around who wants to slip me some dick!”

		Taylor didn’t doubt that. This afternoon, Inga was dressed in a pinkish, one-button, silk/satin suit by Dolce & Gabbana that Taylor had noticed in a shop on her last visit with Ava to Rodeo Drive. It had cost right at thirty-five hundred dollars and Taylor had wondered, at the time, who would spend that much on a sexy, impractical business suit? Now she knew! Inga wore the outfit with no blouse underneath, so that her sumptuous breasts rolled about as she moved, showing them off to one and all.

		She had heard Inga Norgaard described as the sexiest, most desirable woman alive, and she didn’t see any reason to quibble with that description. Taylor was still struggling to come to grips with her recent conversion to the ranks of the bisexual, but she had to admit: if Inga wanted her to lick her pussy or go after those luscious tits, she’d do so eagerly!

		“Do you know how to get to my place in Beverly Hills, Taylor?” Inga asked her just then, as everyone began to file out of the big office.

		Taylor shook her head that she didn’t, so Inga said, “You’d best follow either Adie or Marsha, then. They both used to live there with me, when we were all younger, before I married Riley.”

		Taylor knew the story well, it had been in all the fan magazines, about how Inga, fresh from rural Minnesota, not even nineteen yet, had been moved to LA by her folks, to finish her last year of high school up in Beverley Hills, where she had met Cyn, Marsha, and Lee Lee, who had all grown up together. Through them, she had met June Ellen and Lonnie Ridge, who had brought her to the attention of Amos Stallings, the legendary producer and director who had been looking for a fresh face for Windsong, which turned out to be his last project.

		He had cast Inga, an unknown, as the second lead in the picture, just before he’d died, and her rare beauty and talent had propelled her to the very top in Hollywood, plus resulting in countless million-dollar spokesmodel deals. She had moved out of her parent’s house, bought her current mansion, and moved her girlfriends in with her, giving them all lucrative jobs at her new production company, Ingafilms, Ltd., and then she and the girls had spirited Adie Anderson away from Minnesota, and brought her out to live with them at the mansion!

		Supposedly, the five of them had been tighter than sisters, until Inga had met and fallen for Riley Ridge, Lee Lee’s movie star-handsome older brother and the two of them had gotten married. The other girls had moved out and gone their separate ways, but Riley and Inga still lived in the mansion she had bought, where tonight’s dinner party was to be held.

		“You’d best follow me,” Adie offered, Marsha still drives like the police are chasing her; you’d never keep up with her in that hot new Mercedes roadster she drives!”

		“It’s bright red, like my hair!” Marsha tossed back over her shoulder as she sashayed out of the office. “And it goes like hell!”

		“I’m not quite as excessive as Marsh,” Adie smiled at Taylor. “Chauffeured Mercedes limo for me; easy to keep up with, my driver rarely breaks the speed limit.”

		“No one’s as excessive as Marsh!” Inga offered and Adie laughed. Taylor had the feeling she’d just heard an inside joke among sisters.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		

		The Posse Rides Again

		

		“This is home, “Inga said, thirty minutes later, as she and Adie and Taylor walked through the back door of a lush Beverley Hills estate and into the gourmet kitchen. “Adie can show you around, if you want a tour. She knows the place as well as I do.”

		“This, as you can see, is the kitchen,” Adie said, launching right into her role as tour guide. “Note the pizza oven. We burned up many a pie in there, when we were all living here. We’d do okay at making them and putting them in the oven, but then we’d get distracted and they’d burn up!”

		The brown-haired studio executive gave Taylor a wry little smile and went on to say, “Salvatore’s is the best pizza outfit in LA. We all had them on our speed dials, back in those days. They’d toss together a replacement pie for us and get it over here, practically before we got the mess cleaned up and the smoke cleared out of the kitchen!”

		She’d been crossing the large kitchen as she spoke. Now she shoved open the swinging door and said, “This is the dining room, and through there, to the right, is the living room; to the left is the recreation room, where we spent most of our time. It’s where the bar is!”

		Adie led her over to the small, free-standing bar with its four stools and got behind it, picking up a bar gun. “Can I make you something? You have to remember that none of us was twenty-one yet, back then. The idea of having our own bar, where we could drink anything we wanted, as much of it as we wanted, was pure heaven to five teenage girls!”

		Adie threw together a seven and seven for herself and a coke and light Canadian whisky for Taylor, at her request. She grinned broadly as she toasted Taylor with her drink and said, “If you could have learned to drink Seven-Up for you mix, instead of Coke, you could have been a Posse Girl, for sure, back in the day!”

		“Posse Girl?” Taylor sounded in the dark.

		“Back in high school, the little clique that Inga ran around with was known on the campus of Beverley Hills High as Cyn Soames Pussy Posse. Inga wasn’t a charter member, the way the others were, since Inga didn’t show up on the scene until senior year, but she became the most famous member, after she signed the Windsong contract. I didn’t get out here till the end of that year, but they let me in the Posse anyway, even though I didn’t go to school with them—I’d already graduated, back in Minnesota, before I even got here.”

		Pussy Posse, how wild! Taylor thought to herself. No wonder they’re all so close!

		“Drinking already! And the party doesn’t start until seven!” Inga said, joining them at the bar. “Just like old times!”

		She nodded at Adie and said, “Give me a seven and seven, since this feels like such a posse function.”

		“I was just telling Taylor about the old days, with the Posse living here, all together,” Adie told Inga as she handed her the tall cocktail.

		“Those were good times,” Inga said quickly. “The best times!”

		Adie picked up her glass and clicked rims with Inga. “The best,” she intoned just before she took a sip of her seven and seven.

		“Don’t miss out; enjoy your teen years,” Inga whispered to Taylor urgently. “They’re the best, no matter what anybody else says! Nothing else is as bright or as fun or as new!”

		She downed half of her tall drink in several gulps. “You can have good times after you get to the top, but nothing’s as much fun as getting to the top!”

		The front door opened and Marsha walked in as if it were her house, toting a big, striped beach bag, with a towel hanging out the top of it.

		“Close the fucking door, were you born in a barn?” Inga growled at the big redhead.

		“Possibly, my parents weren’t very forthcoming about the specifics of it all; somewhere in Long Beach: that’s all I know!” Marsha’s gravelly voice boomed into the rec room from the marble foyer. “I’d have been here earlier, but I stopped by my place to pick up my beach gear and a towel.”

		“You didn’t think I had enough towels? Inga asked her incredulously as she strutted across the rec room toward the bar.

		“Not like this one!” Marsha answered, stopping to snatch up the seahorse-covered beach towel from her bag.

		Lying out the rolled-up towel atop the bar, she unrolled it to reveal a plastic baggy jammed with home-rolled marijuana joints. Adie raised her eyebrows and said, “Lee Lee will love that! She hasn’t changed since high school! She still loves her pot!”

		“Don’t we all?” Marsha challenged her, picking up the bag and waving it under Adie’s nose.

		“Well, I’m not ashamed to admit I do!” Inga said forcefully, snatching the baggy from Marsha’s hand and producing a cheap lighter from the top drawer behind the bar.

		“Out here, not in the house,” Inga said to no one in particular as she stepped over to the closed glass slider and opened it before stepping out onto the patio.

		“Party’s officially started,” Marsha said, reaching behind her and unsnapping the bra of the green bikini top she had changed into.

		Taylor had never seen a pair of tits as big as Marsha’s! The tall, meaty, red-haired girl had a pair of monster breasts and she wasn’t shy about showing them off!

		“Mmmmmm, Marsh, you always have been my favorite big-titted slut!” Inga said with a grin as she fired up the joint and handed it to Marsha, taking Marsha’s enormous left breast into her hands, dropping the lighter and the baggy to the concrete.

		Taylor had trouble keeping her mouth from dropping open as she watched Inga Norgaard, sucking, licking, and biting at the big redhead’s sumptuous globe of flesh. Marsha had large, protruding reddish-pink nipples and Inga went after them like a famished baby!

		Marsha took in a huge lungful of smoke and then reached down to undo the single button holding the movie star’s expensive suit coat closed. The most famous tits on the planet spilled out into Marsha’s palms when the coat opened and separated. She found Inga’s erect little nipples and began to tweak them as she leaned back against the slider and puffed on the cigarette still in her lips while Inga’s gorgeous face flitted from nipple to nipple, licking and sucking.

		God, but I’d love to suck those! Taylor couldn’t help but think as she stared at Inga’s areoles, which were of such a light pink color that they were almost translucent against the light tan color of her skin. She looked up and saw that Adie and Marsha had the same reaction; both of them were staring down at Inga’s bare tits with undisguised lust!

		Adie Anderson was a young woman used to stepping in and making decisions. She reached out and took the burning marijuana cigarette from Marsha’s lips, placed it in her own, and took in a healthy lungful of the acrid smoke before passing it on to Taylor. The Iowa girl wasn’t a big pot fan, but she had smoked a few joints since moving to California and she gratefully took a big hit.

		This stuff is way better than I’ve ever had before! She thought as she experienced an immediate contact high from the one hit. That stuff that my girlfriends, Riley and Ava, get is nothing, compared to this!

		“Good, eh?” Adie asked her with a smile, reading her reaction. “Marsha doesn’t buy anything but the best. She can afford it!”

		“She makes serious money, managing other people’s money?” Taylor asked, letting out the smoke slowly, in a long, steady stream.

		“Serious money,” Adie agreed, “not gazillions, like Inga, but serious, nonetheless.”

		Taylor looked around the comfy patio, at the near-Olympic-sized pool, the elaborate changing area, complete with another fully-stocked wet bar and barbeque area. The girls surrounding her were in their middle-twenties, all of them wealthy, all of them gorgeous and sexy, some of them famous as well.

		I always dreamed this would be my life, when I moved out here, Taylor told herself, feeling the one alcoholic drink and the heavy-duty marijuana more than a little.

		“Marsha, would you be a dear and handle the barbequing, tonight?” Inga sighed, leaning back against the slider as Marsha continued to twist her nipples just right and Inga nuzzled Marsha’s big chest with her kissing lips.

		“We’ll all eat as soon as I get done eating you,” Marsha insisted, guiding Inga over to a nearby chaise lounge and undoing her suit pants. Inga proved to have on only a tangerine-colored thong under the satiny pants, and Marsha made quick work of both garments, tossing them onto a plastic-webbed pool chair and removing Inga’s jacket as well.

		“The prettiest girl in the world, naked and ready to make love to…again!” Marsha giggled, eyeing the now totally nude Inga and easing her down onto the lounger on her back.

		“Open up those famous legs of yours and show us all your pink!” Marsha demanded, staring down expectantly at Inga’s crotch.

		“Oh, this old thing? You’ve all seen it before,” her eyes swept the small crowd of girls before settling on Taylor, “except you, of course. But you’re bound to see it a bunch of times, now that you’re part of the Ingafilms family!”

		With that, she opened her thighs and reached down and spread her pussy lips for Taylor and the other girls’ inspection. Inga’s vagina was as pink and delectable as her nipples had been, and Taylor felt her own pussy getting wet at just the sight of it!

		She wanted to dive onto the chaise lounge and lick away but Marsha was way ahead of her. The big redhead shinnied out of her bikini bottoms and knelt quickly between Inga’s thighs.

		“Mmmmm, good eatin’ tonight, that’s for sure!” Marsha murmured, staring longingly at the inviting pink furls of gleaming-wet pussy folds.

		“The big girl eats first—she’s sort of a piggy, when it comes to pussy!” Lee Lee whispered as she sidled up next to Taylor. But I’m available right now, if you don’t want to wait!”

		Taylor turned and looked at the only other movie star out on the patio, Lee Lee Ridge was twenty-six, just like Inga, and she was tall, where the ice-blonde girl was short, and lush, where Lee was lean. Lee Lee had olive colored skin, like an Italian or a Hispanic, chestnut-brown hair that she wore long, nearly down to her cute little butt, and sensual, dark brown eyes that seemed to say: I’m so hot; come and fuck me!

		As it turned out, Lee Lee and her eyes didn’t have to say a thing. The tall, thin girl merely swept Taylor into her arms and kissed her passionately, her tongue sliding easily into the young ex-porn star’s mouth!

		Almost before Taylor knew it, she found herself pinned underneath Lee Lee on one of the chaise lounges surrounding the big pool, the two of them making out furiously, with Lee Lee soon as naked as she was, her small, silicone-enhanced mounds pressed up against Taylor’s big natural breasts.

		“An orgy, with my little sister right in the middle of it, par for the course, I’m afraid, around here!” A male voice resonated through the small crowd.

		Lee Lee moved off to the side a bit and Taylor saw a tall, extremely handsome young man glancing about in mock disgust, his eyes dwelling on the lounger containing Inga and Marsha, but also taking in the one holding her and Lee Lee.

		She recognized Riley Ridge, Inga’s husband for the last decade, Lee Lee’s older brother, and—to her shock, she realized that she also recognized the voluptuous auburn-haired girl with him, holding his hand—it was Linda Farrell, her recent co-star in her first porn feature, The Ransom, wherein Linda had played Stacy, the gang girl who had hung around with the gang who had kidnapped Taylor’s character and held her for ransom, while busily raping and tormenting her. Taylor had played a couple of lesbian hook-up scenes with Linda, and they’d been hot; the two of them bonding instantly to light up the screen with the real heat in their performances!

		“Hey, Taylor, how have you been?” Linda asked her brightly, ignoring the fact that Taylor and Lee Lee were snuggling together on the lounger, Taylor’s hand absently trailing across the other girl’s naked back and ass.

		“Just great, really! I’m going to be working with Inga on her next film! No more porn for me!” Taylor announced happily.

		“Oh, I doubt that!” Linda answered quickly. “You obviously haven’t read your contract with Dan Devlin that closely. There’s a clause in there about working for other studios without his permission. And I doubt he’s going to wave that anytime soon!”

		Taylor’s heart sank as she saw her new life in Hollywood—the life she had always wanted—melting away before her eyes! She had only been concerned with bigger paydays when she’d signed that contract, she realized now. She hadn’t concentrated much on the legal boilerplate dealing with working for other studios and the like!

		In a rising panic, she glanced over at Inga and saw that Marsha had stopped wriggling her tongue up and down the nude superstar’s bare pussy. The two of them remained frozen in place on the lounger, Marsha on her tummy in between Inga’s spread-open legs with Inga holding her own tits, so that she could tweak her own nipples while Marsha ate her.

		“I thought you were out for the day, sweetie,” Inga said to her husband.

		“That was the original plan,” Riley replied with a sheepish smile. “But Linda wanted to see the house, and I thought you’d be working late, so we just stopped by for a quick tour and to use the pool. I had no idea there’d be a full-fledged Posse Party going on out here!”

		“Oh, this? This isn’t a full-fledged Posse Party!” Inga said, avoiding Marsha as she got up from the lounger and stepped over to her husband and his date. “This is just a little impromptu dinner gathering. Barbequed chicken at seven, with Marsha doing the cooking; you’re invited to stay if you want, both of you!”

		Taylor watched the bizarre scene open-mouthed! Inga was so confident, so not jealous! So nonchalant at having her husband catch her with a girl’s tongue up her bare pussy!

		Being naked doesn’t seem to bother her at all! Taylor marveled. She had grown used to being naked on porn sets, but this was entirely different! Riley was her husband and Linda was a rival for his affection!

		Inga shocked her still further by casually reaching for Riley’s clearly very erect penis through the baggy swim trunks he wore, saying, “This obviously isn’t a typical Posse Party because there are no dicks here, except this one, darling. You may have to do yeoman service tonight, darling, as there are so many unaccompanied women here and you and I both know that they’re all insufferably horny!”

		“Normally, I’d jump at the chance to be of service, but I am with Linda tonight!” Riley demurred.

		“Nonsense, she’s a porn girl, just like young Taylor, over there with Lee. I’m sure she enjoys a good bisexual orgy as much as the next girl, isn’t that true, Linda?” Inga dismissed her husband’s objections easily, eyeing Linda.

		Looking around at the girls in various stages of undress, Taylor and Lee Lee on the lounger, and then back at the exquisitely nude Inga, Linda smiled and said, “I’m game, if the rest of you are!”

		Linda Farrell was out of her red and white striped bikini in seconds and standing nude before them. Several of the Posse turned away in modesty, including Adie Anderson, but Marsha said from the nearby lounger, “Yum, Yum, porn girl; come here and I’ll give you a licking that will make you glad you came to our little pool party!”

		“You have the biggest tits I’ve ever seen!” Linda murmured in awe as she made her way over to Marsha. “I mean, mine are good, but yours are…!”

		“I know, isn’t it great?” Marsha said, breaking off into a half-embarrassed giggle.

		“You’ll want to try her out, later. She has the sweetest pussy!” Taylor whispered to Lee Lee as they resumed cuddling together on their lounger. “Mmmmmm, so do I!” Lee Lee whispered back confidently, rubbing her very erect nipples against Taylor’s large breasts as they snuggled and kissed.

		Taylor decided not to wait another second in testing that premise! She kissed her way down Lee Lee’s long neck and down onto her chest. She took a little time to suck each of those delectable-looking, raspberry-like nipples but not too much; she was anxious to resume her downward kissing journey, now that she had decided to sample Lee Lee’s adorable little slit!

		My God; this is sweet! She told herself as she slipped her tongue into the wet female lips and began to spear her way down into Lee Lee’s delicious folds even further.

		The other girl’s pussy was as delectable a twat as Taylor’s tongue had ever penetrated, and she eagerly licked for more of the sweet oil, as Lee Lee gasped out her pleasure and hunched her trim hips against Taylor’s face, seeking still more of the heavenly tongue and lips.

		“Jesus, these porn girls are nothing but hot!” Marsha’s gravelly voice carried across the mostly female sighs of ecstasy filling the patio, just then. “This one is going crazy on my tongue, while she sucks Riley’s big dick, and Taylor is eating the ever-living shit out of Lee!”

		Taylor glanced up from Lee Lee’s gushing cunt and saw that Marsha wasn’t exaggerating: Linda Farrell was humping her pelvis against the big redhead’s enthusiastically delving tongue and Riley Ridge had slipped down his swimming trunks and was fucking a very long, very fat cock into Linda’s mouth as she eagerly screwed her hips up against Marsha’s sucking mouth!

		Inga Norgaard was on yet another lounger with an equally nude Cyn Soames. She stopped sixty-nining with the gorgeous young director long enough to murmur, “That’s it, Riley; fuck her mouth good while Marsha eats her! Come in her mouth!Make her swallow it for you!”

		The horny young superstar went back to licking Cyn’s pussy after that and Cyn, who had never stopped tossing her hips up off the lounger and lapping at Inga’s waxed-bare slit, went right on with what she was doing, not sparing Riley’s extramarital hijinks even a glance.

		Talk about jaded! These people act as if they’ve already seen and done all there is to do! Taylor told herself as she went back to licking Lee Lee’s overflowing cunt. Lee Lee went of with a squeal of pure ecstasy. Taylor zeroed in on the orgasming girl’s clit and sucked hard. Lee Lee’s squeal turned into a blissful shriek, and the lithe girl bucked and wriggled beneath Taylor.

		It was all she could do to keep her mouth against the joy-filled, trembling young movie star, and Taylor just dug her fingernails into the wailing Lee Lee’s ass cheeks and held on tight.

		Inga came. Everyone on the patio, probably everyone in that part of Beverley Hills, heard her bellowing about how great Cyn was eating her and how great her orgasm was! Cyn joined her, but was less vocal about her release. She merely quivered from head to toe and ground her spasming pussy against the wailing Inga’s mouth.

		When their shared orgasm had passed, Inga and Cyn disentangled and Inga got off the chaise and walked over to her husband, who was still sawing his hard prick in and out of Linda Farrell’s sucking mouth. She reached down and disengaged it, stooping to give the startled Linda a long, passionate soul kiss while holding her husband’s saliva-gleaming cock in one hand.

		“Sorry about taking him away, but I have another use for this right now,” Inga explained in a breathy voice as she straightened back up.

		“If one porn girl can’t get you off, darling, let’s see if the other one can,” Inga said to Riley as she led him across the patio by his still-rigid cock.

		They stopped behind Taylor and Lee Lee’s lounger. Taylor, who was on her knees, her face still pressed into Lee Lee’s pussy, felt something hard and round and wide sliding up and down her own slit as she continued to eat the orgasming girl.

		“Here, take this; you look as though you can use it, right about now, porn girl!” Inga told Taylor, setting the flanged head of her husband’s hard on against her juicy cunt lips and stepping away. Riley did the rest, settling his hands on Taylor’s ass cheeks to steady her, then pressing forward, spearing the wide cock head through her tight little pussy mouth and into her warm recesses.

		“God; he feels good—so long and fat!” Taylor couldn’t help sighing aloud as Riley filled her.

		“Doesn’t he?” Inga asked proudly.

		When Taylor’s eyes filled with surprise at Inga’s reply, the number one movie star in the world said, “Well, I married him, didn’t I? You didn’t think I’d settle for some limp-dicked asshole of a guy, did you?”

		Taylor had to admit, Riley was anything but that. Now that he was in her, he was fucking her relentlessly, like a porn guy going for the “money shot”! His magnificent cock flew up and down in her clinging sheath, feeling all slick and hard and tight inside her, like a car’s piston that had been machined to fit just right!

		“Fuck her good, Ri-Ri!” his sister urged him as Taylor returned her head to Lee Lee’s spread thighs and began to eat pussy once again while she got hammered from behind. “Every time you drill her, it pushes her tongue deeper into me!”

		“Glad to help out, little sis!” Riley panted, still fucking hard.

		God, what a family! Taylor thought as the Ridge siblings drove her crazy with their hot antics. Lee Lee’s cunt was among the sweetest she’d ever sucked and Riley definitely had a prick that most porn guys would kill for!

		“That’s a good baby!” Inga whispered in a sing-song, baby-talk voice. “Fuck her good; make her happy she’s an Ingafilms girl now!

		

		****

		

		By eight o’clock the next morning, Taylor was definitely glad she was now an Ingafilms girl, but didn’t know if she had the stamina or the constitution to keep on being one! She woke up in Inga and Riley’s bedroom, in the center of a king bed littered with sleeping girls and Riley.

		Last night, after they’d finally feasted on the simple barbequed chicken meal Marsha had prepared for them all, along with seemingly endless champagne and cocktails, Inga had invited Taylor to spend the night with all of them! She had discovered that all of the ex-Pussy Posse members had succulent cunts, and that Riley’s dick was all but insatiable when it came to willing, juicy young pussy, and that Posse girls could party and fuck all night long!

		She had also found out that Inga’s perfect little pink pussy was the tastiest of them all and that Marsha was a force of nature when it came to sex—she wanted eaten and cuddled all of the time, by as many girls and guys as she could get!

		Did Riley fuck her four or five times last night? Taylor asked herself as she thought back on last night’s orgy, searching for as much detail as her marijuana and alcohol fogged memory could provide. All she knew for sure was there had been endless pussy to lick and Riley always seemed hard and ready for more fucking!

		She realized that what had awoken her from her stupor was the lady of the house, Inga, getting out of bed and heading into the bathroom. Taylor heard the shower come on and stay on for something like fifteen minutes, and then Inga, hair still wet and a robe on came out of the bathroom and announced in a drill sergeant tone of voice: “Come on, all you hussies, today is a work day, let’s not forget! Time to get up and face it!”

		“Aw, Ing, I don’t work for you anymore!” Marsha whined from the foot of the bed. “I’m going to call in sick today! I’m too hung over to move!”

		“Posse girls can party all night, then get up and work all day, if they have to,” Inga reminded the big redhead sternly. “And once a Posse girl, always a Posse girl, or don’t you remember?”

		Marsha gave out with another massive moan and heaved herself out of bed. Riley, his mammoth dick finally soft, rolled over and murmured, “I’m not a Posse girl. Never was, never will be, thank God!”

		“No, but you are a Senior Vice President at Ingafilms, just like Adie,” Inga reminded him, “and as such, you should arrive at work on time, even though you don’t actually do much when you get there!”

		“I smile at people and take them to lunch,” Riley protested. “People you don’t want to go to lunch with.”

		“Yes, yes, you’re invaluable when it comes to that,” Inga allowed. “You’re charming when I find it impossible to be charming.”

		“And for that, and being Inga’s husband, you get paid almost as much as me,” Adie said, rising nude out of the bed and throwing a robe on her lanky but sexy body.

		Taylor could remember Riley fucking Adie twice last night, and she’d obviously really been into it, cooing and sighing with satisfaction as the huge dick pummeled her insides, her eyes closed tightly as though she was daydreaming about being alone with Riley, instead of in a bed surrounded by her fellow Posse girls and Riley’s actual wife!

		I wonder if Inga’s noticed how enraptured her second in command is with her husband? Taylor asked herself.

		But Marsha and Cyn had seemed very into it, too, when they’d had their turns with Riley. Taylor was about to conclude that all of the Posse, except Lee Lee—who was, after all, Riley’s kid sister—were secretly in love with him, when she remembered that these people had known each other all their lives; that they’d grown up together, attended grade school and high school together!

		Who was she to attempt to analyze their attractions for each other? She’d just met them!

		“Dibs on the next shower!” Adie shouted just then and sprinted across the bedroom to the master bath.

		“I’m going down the hall, to my old room to take mine,” Lee Lee said, sitting up in bed and stretching out her long, lithe body. “I’ve always liked my bathroom better than Ing’s anyway.”

		“It hasn’t been your bathroom in eight years now, squirt.” Riley reminded her as he watched his younger sister pad naked across the big bedroom towards the door.

		“In my mind, it will always be mine,” Lee Lee said from the doorway, sticking out her tongue at Riley before she flounced out of the room.

		“Amen to that!” Marsha said, trailing after Lee Lee. “I like my old sunflower shower head better than Inga’s fancy four head set up.”

		“I’m going to get around to changing all the bathroom fixtures some day!” Riley warned her as she stalked out of the room.

		“Then I’d better take advantage of it while it’s still here!” Marsha called back through the door, laughing.

		“Cow! I don’t know why we put up with her shit,” Riley said, stepping out of bed.

		“You seemed to put up with her just fine last night,” Inga chided him. “You couldn’t seem to keep your cock out of her!”

		“Oh, that’s just because she’s always so…insistent! And, besides, she has those tits!”

		Inga laughed at her husband and shook her impressive knockers at him as she said, “You always have been a sucker for a big rack!”

		Riley stomped over to the bathroom door and made to go inside, where the shower was once again running. Inga looked at him and said, “Adie’s already showering.”

		“I thought I’d take mine with her, to save time, since you’re so gung-ho about getting to the studio by nine!”

		“If you do that, you’ll end up fucking her again, and I wish you wouldn’t,” Inga said quietly.

		“What…. Adie’s suddenly off-limits?” Riley asked disbelievingly.

		“Not at parties, like last night,” Inga clarified. “But just the two of you, behaving so intimately, that’s got to stop!”

		Riley looked at her, offered her a charming smile, and said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ve been fucking Adie on and off ever since she got out here. There’s nothing to it; it’s just sex!”

		“I know that. You know that. But I’m not sure Adie does anymore!” Inga responded sadly. “She needs to get herself a steady boyfriend, maybe to get married. She’s not going to find that, fooling around with you!”

		“You can’t seriously think I’m going to dump you for…Adie Anderson? Riley asked her, clearly aghast at the very notion.

		“Nobody thinks that, not even Adie, deep down,” Inga assured him, “but I don’t think she’s ever come to grips with it. She just adores you, because you’re the best fuck she’s ever had. You’re the best fuck lots of girls have ever had, including me.”

		A bolt of something like pure sexual energy crackled between Inga and her husband in that instant, and Taylor could see, that in their own strange way Riley and Inga really did love each other, fooling around openly with other people aside!

		Whoa, I really wasn’t expecting that—not after the way Riley fucked me last night, not after the way he fucked all these other girls! Taylor thought to herself. The ways of the rich and famous were still foreign to her, she realized in that instant, and she resolved not to jump to conclusions so readily in the future.

		The shower went off, and after a few minutes, Adie Anderson, her long brown hair turbaned by a towel opened the door and stepped into a silent bedroom. Cyn Soames naked body was still spread out on the bed and she was pretending to be asleep, though Taylor knew she really wasn’t. A thin line of Riley Ridge’s semen was leaking out of Cyn’s waxed-clean pussy and Taylor remembered being awakened at four this morning by the bed shaking as Riley rutted into Cyn and the tall ex-Posse leader climaxed loudly while Riley filled her with another load of nut cream.

		Adie, wrapped in two towels--the one around her lean, tawny body and the other swirled around her wet brown mane of hair—slinked from the bedroom to go downstairs and retrieve her discarded clothes. Her departure had little effect on the silence in the room.

		Wordlessly, Riley went into the vacated bathroom and started the shower once more. Inga sat down on the bed and removed her robe. She lay back and moved into the center of the king-size mattress and opened her legs.

		Taylor was lost, staring into the dazzling pinkness of Inga’s inner folds. Riley opened the bedroom door a few minutes later, saw his recumbent wife and experienced a near instant hard on. He strode across the room with his giant erection waggling proudly in front of him and knelt between Inga’s slayed-open legs.

		“There’s what I need to start the day out right,” Inga murmured, staring raptly at Riley’s fantastic dick. “Give it to me. Give it to me hard!”

		“I liked your little porn girl last night,” Inga sighed as her husband began to rut away.

		Riley looked back over his shoulder at Taylor and whispered, “And I liked yours, so we’re even.”

		“We are, darling.” Inga huffed, rolling her hips to meet Riley’s thrusts. She glanced past him to Taylor and said, “When you come to the studio this morning, bring a copy of that contract. I’ll fax it to Lionel, Marsha’s father—he’s a lawyer as well as a C.P.A.—and have him take a look at that ‘no other studios’ clause.”

		“I’ll do that. Thanks for everything, Inga! I think I’ll take a shower and run home now. See you later, at the studio!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		

		Negotiations

		

		Taylor was a little disappointed, once in the shower, to find that Inga Norgaard used standard soap and shampoo you could buy in any supermarket or drug store. No special moisturizers from Rodeo Drive or Switzerland.

		Inga didn’t need any special help to look the incredible way she looked! That was kind of a bummer!

		Taylor had been secretly hoping to learn the recipe for looking like a megastar. She knew she was pretty, but she wasn’t Inga Norgaard pretty! In her limited experience, no one was!

		Except Inga. Taylor stepped over to the bathroom door, cracked it open so she could see the most exquisite-looking woman in the world getting fucked by that unbelievable cock! Riley was really giving it to her now, hard and deep, just the way she had wanted it!

		Oh, God, I bet that feels good! Taylor thought, remembering how good it had felt last night, when Riley had fucked her out on the chaise lounge and later, in that very bed! It was far and away the best fuck of my life! She had to admit, comparing it to all the sex she had shared with Tom back in Iowa, Little Paco, and all of the porn guys who had fucked her since then.

		“Oh, baby, come in my pussy! Don’t hold back: give it to me!” Inga squealed just then, and Taylor saw Riley quiver, his tall body going rigid as a board, just before his balls jerked in their hairy sac and wave after wave of white goo began oozing out of Inga’s well-fucked cunt.

		What a stud! Taylor thought incredulously, recalling all of the jism Riley had shot into her own pussy last night, plus the countless loads he had injected into the Posse girls’ and Linda Farrell’s all but insatiable cunts. He’s a sex machine!

		Riley was breathing hard as he dragged his depleted cock out of Inga’s gooey snatch. He sighed contentedly and said, “That’s it; you come-hungry cunts got it all this time, babe!”

		“A likely story! I bet if Adie sucked it for you, or even Marsh, you’d be able to paint their tonsils for them!” Inga said in an angry stage whisper. “Or Taylor, for that matter! She’s only nineteen, you know!”

		Taylor hurriedly closed the door on Riley’s protests. It would be fine with her if she never swallowed another mouthful of male jism, even from sexy Riley Ridge!

		

		****

		

		Taylor took her time in the bathroom, waiting for some of the others to go downstairs. She had left her clothes, such as they were, out on the patio the night before and she was none too anxious about walking through the big house naked to retrieve them before driving home.

		The drive back to Hollywood from Beverley Hills in her new Prius was relaxing. Rolling down the wide streets, with their carefully maintained lawns and shrubbery, amidst zillion dollar houses and estates was exciting and yet somehow calming at the same time!

		She knew she wanted to be able to live like this someday! And now, thanks to Ingafilms, and her new relationship with them, she might be able to do just that!

		A major starring role in an “A” list picture! She kept telling herself as she drove along, not quite believing it.

		It all seemed too good to be true, but Inga, herself, had said it was true. And that meant it was. Didn’t it?

		Taylor arrived at her new apartment complex; a tower that looked even taller and swankier than the one her friend, Riley Rivers, lived in. That was the real reason Taylor had chosen it!

		The rent was astronomical, but she didn’t care. Image was everything in Hollywood; she had learned that much! And besides, now that she was going to be a for-real movie star, instead of just a porn star, money suddenly didn’t matter as much anymore, did it?

		She nodded to the concierge behind the desk in the lobby as she came through the double glass doors and went straight to the elevators. She wanted to get up to her place, get changed, and over to her new studio as fast as she could manage it.

		Since she didn’t envision herself doing any real acting work today—it was mostly just going to be filling out employment forms, meeting people, and stuff like that, she imagined—she chose a business-looking gray skirt that ended just above her knee, thigh-high stockings in black, patent leather loafers, and a demure, buttoned-to-the-neck white, cotton blouse. She straightened up her long, brown hair as best she could, put on minimal make-up, including near-nude lipstick, and fled back towards the elevator, her copy of her contract with her old studio in hand.

		The drive to the Harmon Brothers lot took only minutes, and she crept forward proudly through the raised barrier as the guard found her name on his “expected guest” list this time readily enough. She parked in front of the Ingafilms bungalow and went inside.

		“Go right in, Ms. Wells, Inga is expecting you,” the young receptionist told her. The electronic door release buzzed, the upholstered leather door swung open, and Taylor went into Inga’s inner-sanctum.

		The world’s most famous actress was again seated behind her big desk, eyeing her cell phone warily. She looked up from the screen and said, “Is that the contract? Good, Lionel is waiting to read it over, as soon as I fax it to him.”

		“Lionel is Marsha’s dad?” Taylor asked as she handed the document over.

		“Yes, he’s the one who founded Marsha’s firm, made it famous, and then handed it over for her to run when he retired,” Inga told her. “He has retirement homes in Palm Springs and Carmel now. This being summertime, he’s at the Carmel house this week. The desert around Palm Springs is like an oven in the summer, but it’s nice enough in the winter, if you’re an old man who likes to play golf every day, which Lionel is.”

		Inga got up and removed the staple from the contract copy, so the pages would feed into her fax machine easier. She hand-wrote out a cover sheet, and then began running the pages sequentially through the fax.

		“I’m a bit of a ditz when it comes to electronics,” Inga explained. “But even I can operate a fax!

		The small device beeped and made its various electronic noises as the pages fed through. Inga’s phone rang and she picked up, looked at the screen and announced, “Lionel has it and is looking through it.”

		“What did you think of last night’s little blow out?” Inga queried Taylor, assuming a seat on the edge of her desk. “Posse parties don’t happen all that often anymore, so I don’t want you to think they’re the norm around here!”

		“Lots of girl-sex, but I like that, so no big deal. It was fun!” Taylor told her to start off. “Your husband, Riley, has an extraordinary dick—much better than the majority of porn guys I worked with while I was in that industry! Thanks for loaning him out to us girls. Oh, and Marsha’s dinner was delicious!”

		Inga smiled and said, “Yeah, Ri’s great and Marsha is a surprisingly good cook. She did most of the cooking when we all lived together, right out of high school. Lee Lee’s a disaster in the kitchen, I’m okay, but not great. Adie knows her way around a stove, but Cyn can’t even boil water—the useless cunt! —it’s a good thing she’s Garrett’s daughter and the hottest director in town!”

		“I’ve read that you and Garrett Soames were close before he died,” Taylor asked expectantly.

		Inga’s face went soft and she said in a whisper, “Yeah, we were more than close. He taught me how to act and the two of us fucked for something like five years, several times a week. I loved that old man and I still miss him like crazy. Cyn and I are friends, and I fuck her too, but it’s not the same.”

		“I had read that he mentored you as an actor, but I didn’t know about the sex part,” Taylor offered.

		“Yeah, we kept that quiet; not everyone would approve of an eighteen-year-old girl and a sixty-some year-old man getting it on,” Inga admitted with a humorless laugh, “Cyn and the rest of the girls knew about it, but the world didn’t.”

		They both stared at the fax machine and the phone. When neither of them made a sound, Inga suddenly announced, “I used Garrett’s love of my pussy to get him to direct Windsong, you know?”

		Taylor gave her a totally-shocked look, so she added, “Yeah, he originally refused to do it. But I told him if he didn’t, Windsong could wind up a huge flop, so I’d have to move back to Minnesota and work in retail. No more Inga pussy for Garrett; no more hot blowjobs or sensuous ass-fucks, either! He came around after that; even got his pal, Alan West, the great screenwriter, to revise the script, so that it wasn’t such a screaming piece of shit when we finally filmed it!”

		“Wild Girls! It’s Alan West’s last script, isn’t it? Taylor asked.

		“Yeah. He wanted to write that story for a long time, but he ended up writing it especially for me and Lee Lee to star in,” Inga said wistfully. “But Lee is intent on becoming a star all on her own—I can’t really blame her—and so the role of the younger sister goes to you!”

		She gave out with a huge sigh and said, “I think it’s going to be a huge hit; the script is way better than Windsong, and that turkey got me this!” She pointed behind her, on the shelf to the Oscar, and went on to say: “So, this is a real opportunity for you, young Taylor!”

		“I know; I’m so excited about it, so grateful!”

		The cell phone beeped to announce it was receiving a text just then. Inga looked down at the screen and frowned. When she looked back up, she said, “Lionel says there’s a big problem with your old studio’s contract. They’re going to have to give you a waiver to play this role, or it isn’t going to happen!”

		Inga watched as Taylor’s heart broke and the pieces seemed to plummet into her shoes. The ice-blonde smiled comfortingly and asked, “The guy who owns the place is an ex-porn performer himself, right?”

		When Taylor nodded woodenly that he was, Inga asked her, “Is he a giant horndog, like I’ve heard?”

		Taylor thought of the times she’d sucked Dan Devlin’s big cock and taken it deep in her pussy. She said, “He sure is!”

		“Well, then, we might be okay,” Inga told her confidently, standing up behind the desk.

		“First, a quick stop over in Wardrobe; then we drive over to Mr. Devlin’s lot and put our proposition to him,” Inga announced. “Do you want to suck his cock or do you want me to do that, while you lick his balls?”

		

		****

		

		It was ten-thirty in the morning, and Taylor found herself in the passenger cabin of Inga’s big Mercedes limousine, nursing at a weak seven and seven rolling along Ventura Boulevard toward Hollywood and Dan Devlin’s Hellsgate Studios in the company of the President and CEO of Ingafilms, Ltd., chatting about Dan and big cocks in general.

		“Riley’s got a big one, and it’s very long, too,” Inga remarked, taking a sip of her own cocktail, a stronger version of Taylor’s. “Then there’s that very distinctive head, that flanged shape, kind of like an ancient Greek war helmet. That makes it feel even wider!”

		“I liked that!” Taylor blurted excitedly. “It stretched me out and tickled my clit whenever the head got near the opening of my pussy!”

		“Lonnie Ridge, Riley’s dad, has a dick that’s the twin of his boy’s,” Inga confided, drinking more of her drink. “I’ve been to bed with both Lonnie and June Ellen, Riley’s mom, together and separately more times than I can count.”

		“Holy….” Taylor’s shocked voice trailed off.

		“Sex and money, babe! They’re what powers Hollywood,” Inga told her smugly. “Luckily, we’ve got both on our side this morning, since Ingafilms is worth billions and the two of us are smokin’ hot! We’ll get what we want from Mr. Dan Devlin, no worries!”

		“Dan doesn’t have a big cock head, but he’s got a big cock!” Taylor told Inga nervously. “That thing is at least ten inches long and really thick, too!”

		“Don’t worry; Riley is an honest eleven inches and some of my other lovers weren’t exactly…small! We’ll handle Danny Boy just fine, I’m sure!” Inga’s smile was smug and as confident as could be when she flashed it at Taylor.

		She had changed into a cocktail dress in Wardrobe, one that showed off her magnificent cleavage. Inga wore no bra under the dress and no panties either. She had told Taylor, who had watched her change out of the stunning, but comparatively severe business suit she’d worn into work and into the cocktail dress, that a girl had to be sure she was wearing just the right outfit for the job at hand!

		The guard at the gate leading into Hellsgate Studios seemed surprised to see Taylor in the back seat of the expensive limo when she opened the window and smiled at him.

		“Ms. Lock! I didn’t know you were working today,” the guard stammered, checking his list.

		“I’m not. I’m here to see Dan!” she informed him dismissively.

		The wooden gate rose in front of the big car and it purred on through. Taylor saw the guard reach for his cell phone and start talking on it as they passed. Alerting Dan, no doubt, she thought as they rolled toward the Executive Office Building.

		“Wow, this is a huge lot!” Inga remarked as they passed several of the mammoth sound stages.

		“Dan doesn’t use most of it;” Taylor informed her, just a couple of the newer sound stages and one office in the Executive Wing.”

		“This is a lot of overhead for a modest porn outfit,” Inga observed. “He must be bleeding money every month, trying to keep this all afloat?”

		“I wouldn’t know about that: all I know is he always had a fistful of hundred-dollar bills to pay me when I was shooting porn loops for him and his monthly checks didn’t bounce, once I switched over to features.”

		Taylor explained about Dan being a nostalgia buff, when it came to movies, the old porn tradition of paying off his stars in hundreds at the end of each shoot, the way they had done it back in the Eighties, and buying this old studio, when he really couldn’t afford it, to keep it from being bulldozed into a parking lot.

		Inga nodded her understanding and a big smile crept over her lovely face. She said, “Let’s go see this Dan of yours; he sounds like an interesting man, especially that huge dick of his!”

		They got out of the limo and Taylor showed her where Dan’s refurbished office was in the Executive wing. As usual, there was no receptionist outside the door to Dan’s office, so Taylor knocked, shoved the door open without waiting for an answer, and led Inga inside.

		Dan was leaning against the front of his desk, his trousers unzipped and a pretty blonde girl was seated in front of him in one of his client chairs. Her lips went in and out noisily on his hard cock, which was sticking out of the front of his slacks.

		He looked up as Taylor and Inga entered his office, starting at the sight of the current reigning box office champ standing in his office, and motioned for the blonde girl to stop sucking his cock. “Uh, Taylor, this is a surprise. The gate guard called and said you were on the lot, but I wasn’t…uh…expecting you to show up so soon.”

		Dan Devlin struggled to get his over-sized hard on back in his pants as he spoke.

		He was staring disbelievingly at Inga in the bodice-plunging cocktail dress that clung to her voluptuous little body like a second skin.

		“This is Inga Norgaard, in case you don’t know,” Taylor introduced her new boss to her old one off-handedly.

		“M-Ms. Norgaard, it’s an honor to meet you!” Dan stammered, hand out-stretched, stumbling forward to shake Inga’s offered hand with his fly still down.

		“It’s an honor to meet you as well, Mr. Devlin,” Inga managed to say with a straight face, her eyes still on Dan’s unzipped pants. “I have an…affinity for men who are built the way you are.”

		She batted her eyelashes at him and added in a soft, breathy, Inga Norgaard whisper, “I just love men who are…well-endowed!”

		“And I just love women who look like real women, the way you do, Ms. Norgaard!” Dan assured her, his eyes on her cleavage. “I’ve seen all your pictures!”

		“I haven’t seen all of yours, but I wish I had,” Inga sparred with him verbally. “You’re really an impressive man!”

		“Should I leave now?” the blonde starlet asked in a meek voice, staring in awe at Inga.

		“Huh? Oh, yes, that’ll be all Rhonda,” Dan Devlin said, barely glancing at the teenage hopeful who had been giving him the blowjob. “I think we can definitely use you; I’ll have someone call you later in the week!”

		Rhonda, who didn’t look a day over eighteen, beamed and nearly skipped out of the office. Taylor hoped the girl liked sucking cocks and eating pussies, seeing a long career of doing both stretching out ahead of the star-struck teenager.

		I was just like that a few weeks ago! Taylor reminded herself. Eager to suck cock or eat pussy, just to get ahead in the business!

		She abruptly thought of Inga’s current plan to offer Dan Devlin as much money or pussy, or both as it took to secure Taylor’s release from her Hellsgate contract and asked herself if she had really changed that much? She’d done what she had to do, sexually, to get the contract in the first place; now here she was--willing to do it all again to break the contract!

		“Can I sit right here, where young Rhonda was sitting?” Inga asked Dan breathily, right at that moment.

		“Wherever you’d like, Ms. Norgaard,” the fellow studio owner told her, gesturing toward the two client chairs. “Now, what can I do for you?”

		“I’d like to think we can be of help to each other,” Inga answered him with a heart-stoppingly gorgeous smile, sitting down in the chair recently occupied by Rhonda and reaching behind herself to undo the back of her dress.

		As the black cocktail dress parted in back and the straps fell down Inga’s biceps, she reached out to Dan Devlin and eased her left hand into his open fly. She let the straps fall into her lap, along with the bodice of her dress, and while Dan’s widespread eyes were on her revealed breasts, she withdrew his half-hard penis and began to expertly stroke it, while she said, “I get to see yours; it’s only fair you get to see mine.”

		“Can I t-touch them?” Dan stammered, his eyes never leaving her dangling breasts and her pink-capped nipples.

		“Please do,” Inga whispered as she slid Dan’s cock head into her lips, leaned forward in the chair, and began to suck.

		She waited until Dan was fully hard once more and he was teasing her erect nipples between his fingertips before turning to Taylor, who had seated herself in the other chair, and whispering, “I’m sure Dan would like these monster balls of his licked as I suck this huge thing, Taylor darling. “Would you be a doll and help out?”

		Taylor swiftly got out of her prim and proper white blouse and her stiff, supportive bra and knelt down on the carpet right next to Inga’s chair. As Inga sucked the impressive cock, she eased Dan’s nut sac out of his zipper hole and let it dangle for Taylor to lick and suck at.

		Dan threw back his head and moaned as the prettiest woman in the world gave him the best blowjob he had ever had and Taylor began to gargle and lick his sensitive balls, one at a time. His once-unreliable dick got stiff as a fencepost within the confines of Inga Norgaard’s adoring mouth and made an obscene bulge in that long, white neck that millions of fans around the world had seen so often on the silver screen.

		“Do you want to come in my mouth, or do you want to fuck me and come in my pussy?” Inga murmured as she let Dan’s fully-engorged dick slip from her lips a few minutes later.

		Dan looked stricken, like a teenage boy who was still a virgin being offered that choice by his girlfriend. Inga stood up quickly, and shucked out of her dress, standing fully nude in front of him, her big breasts jiggling to a stop gradually.

		He gasped, staring down at her perfect little pink pussy as if he had never seen one before, “I’ve got to fuck you! I’ve just got to!”

		“Desk top or over on the couch?” Inga asked, “Where do you want me?”

		“Here!” Dan croaked, moving around behind the desk and undoing his belt and the clasp that held his trousers closed. They dropped down around his shoes, along with his boxers, as Inga stepped past him, seated herself on the edge of the big desk, and then scooted back on it, so she could lay back fully for him.

		He set the head of his hard on in Inga’s glistening pussy mouth and let the mushroom-shaped tip glide inside her. “Oh, so fucking hot and tight!” Dan murmured.

		But he didn’t thrust forward, much to Inga and Taylor’s surprise. Instead, he summoned up the last of his will power and asked her hesitantly, “Why? Why are you doing this? What do you want?”

		Inga scooched her hips forward a little, berthing another inch or two of Dan’s throbbing prick inside her before answering, “I want Taylor’s contract. She’s going to work for me.”

		Dan shot a look at the large-breasted brunette who stood stripped to the waist across the desk from him and, after a few seconds, he said, “Done! What else?”

		“I…I think I might want to buy this studio from you,” Inga admitted, wriggling forward to notch another inch of cock into herself. “What did you pay for it?”

		“T-Ten million,” Dan answered immediately. “I gave them a million down—I had to borrow some of it—and I’m paying the former owners ninety grand a month.”

		“That must be tough for you,” Inga said sympathetically. “I’ll give you twelve million—all cash—for it, just the way it sits.”

		Dan sunk the rest of his cock into her with a big grin and said once again, “Done!” And began to ball her frantically…

		

		****

		

		“And that’s the way it’s done, in the big leagues,” Inga said with a huge smile on her face as they drove away in her limo an hour later, toasting Taylor with her newly-made seven and seven.

		“I…I’m kind of glad Dan wanted to have sex with me one more time before we parted company,” Taylor admitted to Inga in voice that was so soft it was almost a whisper.

		“I get that,” Inga said consolingly. “It was sort of sweet, the gentle way he made love to you before we left, especially after the way he banged the hell out of me for a half hour before that!”

		“He really gave it to you, didn’t he?” Taylor grinned over at Inga.

		“It’s not like I haven’t had it that way before,” Inga smiled back, drinking some more of her drink. “It felt good, to be fucked that hard by a guy with a huge dick; just what I wanted.”

		Inga snuggled back into the soft leather of the seat and looked around as Hollywood changed into Century City. In minutes, they were back at the gates to the Harmon Brothers studio, where Ingafilms, Ltd. was now located. As the big car stopped in front of the bungalow to let them out, Inga said, “I bought this place from Amos Stallings’s widow, when she retired. But I’ve never liked it! I always wanted to own a place like Harmon Brothers and have my own sound stages, production facilities, the whole nine yards, like they used to do it back in the day, when there were real movie stars and real movie studios!”

		“You sound just like Dan Devlin,” Taylor told her as they entered the office.

		“Dan’s too little a fish to own his own ocean. I’m not!” Inga shot back.

		Yeah, you can spend twelve million dollars at the drop of a hat, on a whim, and almost no one else can, Taylor thought as the two of them crossed the reception area and were buzzed into the inner office.

		“I guess the first order of business, now that your old contract is no longer a problem, is to get Adie and her people in here with all of the paperwork you have to sign, employment forms, insurance, and like that. And then we need to call Marsha and have her get Lionel cranking on a contract for you—how does two-million a movie, to start out with, sound?”

		Inga tosses around millions like most people toss around dollar bills! Taylor thought to herself, slightly aghast at the financial power of this little blonde dynamo!

		“Okay, I guess, but I really feel I should tell you that Dan was only paying me ten thousand dollars a movie,” Taylor admitted to her new boss.

		“Yeah, but that was for sucking cocks onscreen,” Inga replied dismissively. “This is for acting like you’re sucking cocks!”

		Inga frowned at Taylor’s mystified reaction to her statement. “You have read the script for the Wild Girls, haven’t you?”

		“Oh, you mean the scene in the barn, where the two sisters are struggling to get Willie Hodges to join up with them?” Taylor asked, finally figuring out what Inga was referring to.

		In the script, Willie Hodges was a handsome, dashing young outlaw, who had his own gang and wasn’t particularly anxious to throw in with two neophyte train-robbing, bank stick-up sisters with little experience. The two girls tempt him by showing him their bare breasts one night in an old barn all three of them are holed up in. When that doesn’t totally convince him to join them, they take turns giving him head until he finally agrees. Because Wild Girls was supposed to be an “R” rated film instead of a triple “X” rated film, no actual cock-sucking was to be shown, just simulated cock-sucking in the leaky, poorly-lit old barn.

		“And they have the balls to call what we do real movies, as opposed to porn movies, where they’d actually show us gobbling up some actor’s dick!” Inga chuckled.

		“By the way, we just signed my old buddy, Jerrod Martin, to play Willie Hodges,” Inga shared with Taylor.

		The Iowa girl’s heart skipped a beat: Jerrod Martin was gorgeous, as well as being the most famous pop star on the planet! Taylor had all of his albums, dating back to when he used to be the front man for a long-ago disbanded boy band.

		“Boy, I’d suck his dick for real in a heartbeat!” she confessed to Inga.

		“Why? I’ve done it and believe me, it’s not that great!” Inga told her. “He played my love interest in Windsong and we had a fake offscreen romance to help sell tickets. I had to fuck him, just to make the love affair look kosher to the paparazzi who hung around outside the gates of my house day and night back then. The Posse helped me. We all fucked him, even Adie! It was a hoot!”

		Taylor was shocked once again. Jerrod Martin, spending the night at Inga’s, enjoying the benefits of a Posse party--that was so cool to know!

		“Hey, I just had a thought,” Inga said, “If you’re serious about blowing Jerrod, I can arrange it. Remember the opening sequence in Windsong, when he and I are parked out on that hill, overlooking town?”

		“Well, nobody except Jerrod and I knew it, not even Garrett and the camera crew, but that simulated blowjob I gave him? That wasn’t simulated: it was the real thing!”

		“He…he came in your mouth on set?” Taylor asked disbelievingly.

		“About a gallon-and I swallowed it all!” Inga boasted.

		“Why did you do that, since not even the director knew about it?” Taylor asked her.

		“Because I was eighteen, brand new to Hollywood and to the business, and like all eighteen-year-old girls back then, I had a raging crush on Jerrod Martin!” Inga admitted bashfully.

		This is so cool, knowing all of these back-scenes secrets! Taylor thought once more, her heart pounding with excitement.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		

		Making A Movie

		

		“I’m Cyn Soames, and I’ll be directing this film,” Cyn introduced herself at the start of the table read. “Some of you know me from previous films, some of you know me socially. This is a very important film; the last screenplay by Alan West, a man who won the Oscar three times for Best Screenplay over his long life and a man I knew since I was a little girl, as he was a great friend of my late father’s.”

		It’s so weird, knowing what your director looks like naked; how big those tits are and how sweet that pussy is! Taylor thought as she looked Cyn up and down at that moment.

		Adie Anderson was in the big room also, seated on a stool over by the coffee urn, a shooting script in her hand. Taylor had been told Adie didn’t sit in on most table readings, but Wild Girls was one of the most important films on Ingafilms’ shooting schedule this year, so here she was!

		Besides, everything around the studio complex was in flux; movers were loading up file boxes and furniture, packing it all into big vans for the short move to Ingafilms’ new location, just down the street, to the big lot where Hellsgate Studios had recently been housed.

		Production on this picture would begin here, at the old Harmon Brothers lot, and finish up at the new Ingafilms lot just down the way. Taylor, her hair now cut much shorter than usual and dyed the same distinctive color as Inga’s silver-blonde tresses, had driven by the new complex a few days ago and had been surprised to see just how much Inga’s construction crews had managed to accomplish in such a short time. The big, barn-like sound stages were all undergoing a fresh coat of paint, the arching sign that had read: Hells Gate Studios over the guard shack fronting the studio. The sign now read: Ingafilms, Ltd., and featured the very curvy silhouette of a girl—obviously Inga Norgaard—sitting in a chair, a shooting script on her lap.

		“Although Inga has a reputation for pranks on the set, there will be none of that on this film,” Cyn said sternly, looking up and down the table at the principal actors. “No screwing around! Professionalism will be the order of the day on this set!”

		“We’ll see how that works out!” Marsha Terry, who had dropped by this morning with a sheaf of documents for Adie and had elected to stick around for the reading, smirked and murmured to Adie.

		“Marsha, you aren’t even supposed to be here! I’ll thank you to keep your catty remarks to yourself,” Cyn wheeled on the read-headed girl and admonished her.

		“Yes, your cuntness, we wouldn’t want to inject any levity into these dour proceedings, now would we?” Marsha answered immediately, cracking up both Adie and Inga.

		Cyn looked up to Heaven for patience, stamping her foot before saying, “You’re welcome to get the fuck out anytime now! I don’t know why Inga puts up with your bullshit!”

		“Because she’s still got a sense of humor!” Marsha roared back, clearly not leaving. “You used to, but I guess you lost it when you became the hottest director in town!”

		Marsha’s serious face softened as she added: “Your dad was such a good director because, while he kept control of what was going on around him, he could relax and laugh at a good prank when it happened, like one of the guys! He wasn’t an uptight, greedy-for-control, asshole like you’re getting to be, Cyn! You could always be a real bitch when you wanted to be, back in high school. Don’t choose to be that way for the rest of your life!”

		Cyn reacted as if her big, redheaded friend had physically slapped her. She started, shook her head once, and then said, “Back to the reading. I believe the next line is yours, Inga.”

		“Don’t hold your pistol like that, Josie! Like you don’t know how to use it. You ain’t goin’ to scare anyone like that! Hold it like this! Like you really mean it; like you’re fixin’ to shoot somebody with it!” Inga dutifully intoned.

		“I don’t want to shoot nobody, not really!” Taylor/Josie said.

		“I know that but you don’t want the people in the bank to know that!” Inga chided her in her broad-voweled Kansas accent.

		The table read went on and Taylor thought she did okay. She wasn’t the actress Inga was but she felt comfortable with her reading and did think she managed to hold her own with the other actors and actresses in the movie, even though some of them were very experienced, compared to her.

		Inga introduced her to Jerrod Martin when they took a lunch break at around noon. The superstar actress/studio owner said: “Taylor, this is Jerry Martin; he’s an old friend of mine. Jerry this is Taylor Wells, our newest discovery and one hell of a little actress, for a girl so young. She wants to blow you, for real, in the blowjob scene in the barn, the way I did in the Windsong opening scene, remember?”

		“How could I ever forget?” Jerrod smiled sheepishly and blushed a little, shaking Taylor’s hand. “Pleased to meet you, Taylor.”

		“Jerry’s not really much of an actor but he does manage to smile ecstatically when he comes in your mouth,” Inga needled the heartthrob singer/actor.

		“If I could act as well as Inga does, I’d give up singing entirely,” Jerrod said to Taylor, his blush deepening charmingly.

		“Well, we wouldn’t want that, now would we?” Taylor replied, blushing a little herself. “I’m a big fan of your music!”

		“Oh, what album did you like best?” he responded, instantly at ease to be discussing himself and his musical career.

		Inga drifted off to chat with Adie and Marsha, leaving the two of them to talk privately. It wasn’t long after Taylor had bashfully admitted to liking his second solo album better than any of the rest that Jerrold leaned forward and whispered, “Is it really true that you did adult movies, when you first got to town?”

		“Under the name Taylor Lock,” she readily admitted. “I was an up and coming porn star before Adie and Inga rescued me from all that.”

		“I might have gone that way myself, if I wasn’t so…inadequate, physically, and lacking in…stamina!” Jerrod said after a moment. My group couldn’t get arrested, when we first came to LA; let alone land a recording contract! We performed for free in every talent show and social venue we could find for months, after we first got here from Idaho. We’d been big back there, playing college concerts in and around Boise; but Boise ain’t LA! That’s for sure! We couldn’t catch a cold, let alone a break, out here for the longest time.”

		“If someone had offered me a job in porn, I’d have taken it in a heartbeat, believe me,” Jerrod said again, after a brief lull in the conversation.

		“Well, I did learn to give a pretty good blowjob,” Taylor offered hesitantly.

		“Did Inga or the girls tell you what a lightweight I am, when it comes to blowjobs?” Jerrod asked her. “I’m generally pretty confident in bed, but I lose it when a really pretty girl like Inga, or Cyn, or…you first sucks me. I come in, like, a half a minute! It’s pretty embarrassing! I’d get fired my first day in porn for having a quick boil-over point like that.”

		“Maybe you just need more practice,” Taylor suggested with a shy smile. “I could work with you on it. Like I said, I’m a big fan!”

		“I don’t honestly think that would help, but I’d love to see what you can do some time, Taylor. “I think you’re adorable.”

		Taylor went around the rest of the day in a daze, with the word “adorable” ringing through her consciousness. She had met Jerrod Martin and he was every bit as handsome and as charming as she’d always imagined him to be!

		

		****

		

		“Well, I think it’s a good plan, in that it will work.” Taylor said in her best approximation of Inga’s Kansas accent. “But it’s sure…. fancy! Why don’t we just ride into town and rob the bank, like we did over in Galilee? That’s the way Jesse James and his boys do it.”

		“You mean that’s the way they did it, before the Minnesota raid, where they got shot to pieces by the people in that town!” Inga, portraying the oldest of the Wild sisters, said.

		“I read it was the opening day of hunting season. That’s why near everyone had a gun handy when the James boys and their gang went into that bank!” the younger sister said immediately. “Huntin’ season around here doesn’t open for months yet, so we’re not likely to run into the same problem!”

		“Jesse James had his brother, the Younger brothers, plus a band of hardened cutthroats who’d all been in the war. They’d all shot men and had men shoot back at them!” Inga replied. “We got Lyle Jessup and his little brother, Simon, who was impressed by all the easy money Lyle got for watching the horses while we were robbin’ the bank in Galilee! That and our tits! Young Simon is quite the hound dog when it comes to tits! I’ve seen him oglin’ yours when he don’t think you’re paying him any mind!”

		“Oh, all boys are like that; most men, too, when you think about it!” Taylor’s character shot back, getting all embarrassed and fanning her face as though she had a case of the vapors.

		“Well, I don’t mind ‘em lookin’, Inga said, thrusting out her formidable chest in the prim and proper late-eighteen-hundreds dress she wore. “That’s how we got Lyle to ride with us in the first place, if you’ll remember!”

		“Oh, I remember alright!” Taylor said heatedly. “I thought you were going to do it

		with him, right in the parlor after dinner, the night we had him over to discuss the Galilee raid!”

		“That came later, out in the barn, as I was saying good-bye to him for the evening,” Inga replied saucily. “You should have watched; maybe you’d have learned something, little sister!”

		“No doubt I could have. If I were interested in learning how to behave like a common…slut!” Taylor berated her “sister” as the shooting script called for.

		“Everyone in the county knows of your…slutty behavior with Jason Barnes, before they hanged him for being a rustler,” Inga’s character, Geraldine Wild, shot back.

		“The Barnes kept one yearling calf of old man McCallister’s that happened to wander onto their place—I’d hardly call that ‘rustling’!” Taylor exploded.

		“I wouldn’t either, but the calf did have the McCallister brand on it, and the Circuit Court Judge called it rustling, so they hanged poor Jason anyway!” Inga twisted the blade in her sister, delivering the line with a catty leer that drew an anguished sigh from the younger actress.

		There was an icy silence on the set until Taylor finally said: “That’s neither here nor there. Right now, we have a bank raid to plan!”

		“Agreed, and since it’s costing us every penny we have left from the Galilee job, we’d best finish getting to it!”

		“Who knew that being outlaws would turn out to be so expensive!” Inga clucked disapprovingly.

		“Robbing banks in Wichita, the biggest city in the state, is bound to be more expensive and need more planning than doing the same thing in a tiny hamlet like Galilee!” Taylor reminded her.

		“Yes, dear sister, but the return is likely to be so much greater!” Inga countered. “Now we can ride over to Dodge City and board the stagecoach easy enough. And we have that new trunk we bought with the last of the Galilee money, to pack our bank robbin’ costumes in…”

		“Lyle and Simon won’t even have to go with us to Dodge; they can just meet us outside the bank in Wichita, with our horses!” Taylor said with a smile.

		“Less to go wrong that way, if they show up on time!” Inga gave her an answering smile.

		“Not much chance they won’t!” Taylor’s character spoke up loudly. “Lyle is so proud of that new pocket watch you made him buy with part of his share from Galilee that he shows it off to near everyone he meets!”

		“Lyle’s an idiot, but we need him for now,” Inga observed. “Later, when we’re as famous as the James boys were, we can attract better gang members than him and his little brother.”

		

		****

		

		The stagecoach scene went well, as did the bank robbery scene. Taylor had some misgivings about the action outside the bank set, but everything went smoothly up until the point when several of the extras, who were portraying passersby, started shooting at the bank robbers out in front of the bank. The horses--which they had been assured were well trained not to react to the blanks fired from the various guns—started to rear and paw nervously at the dirt street.

		Inga, who was a far better horsewoman than Taylor, got up on hers easily enough and drew her nickel-plated pistol and began shooting above the heads of the “townspeople” to scatter them. As was called for in the script, the young actor playing Lyle also drew his pistol and began firing towards the gathering crowd.

		Cyn, who was directing the movie, stopped the action at his juncture. She quickly brought in a stuntman, who was dressed identically to the actor portraying Lyle and had him mount up on Lyle’s horse. Lyle stood off to one side, getting fitted out with appropriate bloody dressings, while Cyn once more called for action, and one of the extras playing townsmen shot a blank round at the stuntman. He grabbed at his chest, shifted his weight in the saddle and proceeded to fall to the ground as if he had really been shot.

		Stopping the action again, Cyn carefully arranged the actor playing Lyle in a heap on the ground, fake blood gushing from the simulated “wound” on his chest. Inga, staring down at Lyle said, “This will keep your mouth shut,” Just before she lowered her pistol and shot her accomplice in the head.

		She then raised the gun again and leveled it at the extra who had “shot” Lyle and put a bullet right between his eyes, courtesy of Special Effects and very realistic-looking Wound-simulation pack which went off at the precise instant of Inga’s blank discharge, jetting forth a convincing rivulet of Special Effects blood which ran down the actor’s nose and dripped off onto his shirt.

		Inga wheeled her horse and rode off down the street, leading Taylor, the young actor portraying Simon, the deceased Lyle’s younger brother, and the rider-less horse that had been Lyle’s. A hail of blank gunfire followed them and Inga turned in her saddle and fired back twice, sending a Wichita citizen sprawling with each shot.

		“Cut; that was perfect!” Cyn called after them.

		“You’re really good at killing people!” Taylor whispered to Inga as they reigned in their mounts and walked them back to the set.

		“Just ask Lee Lee.” Inga answered with a smile. “I bet that little bitch still wakes up out of a sound sleep some nights, checking her chest for bullet holes!”

		

		****

		

		The rest of the picture was relatively easy to shoot—except the barn seduction scene with Jerrod Martin—Taylor felt more comfortable in portraying Inga’s violent, sexually-repressed little sister with each scene she shot.

		According to the script, Inga’s younger sister was more proper, more of a Victorian lady than she was, normally. But in the heat of battle, during a gunfight after a robbery, Josey could be even more volatile and blood-thirsty than her older sister. And once in a while, she would surprise everyone, including herself, with her sexual behavior.

		“I think we’re going to have to get rid of Simon,” the older sister told the younger in one such scene. “He seems to have lost his sand after I had to shoot Lyle.”

		“Oh, I wouldn’t worry about him.” Taylor/Josey answered confidently. “I had a long…talk with him the other night, after you turned in. I talked to him real good, if you know what I mean. And I think he’s pretty firmly committed to us, or at least to me, now!”

		She smirked at her older sister, who raised her eyebrows and murmured, “I noticed him following you around like a moon-struck calf, lately. You must have given him a really good…. talk!

		“I did, he was feeling a lot better about sticking with the gang after we…got friendly!” Taylor informed her big sister brazenly. “You were right; he really likes big bosoms!”

		“I’ve always said you had a great set of tits, Josey! I’m glad to see you’re finally putting them to some use,” Inga/Jerry Wild informed her younger sister with a knowing smirk.

		

		****

		

		They were on location in rural Colorado when Taylor suddenly asked Inga, “Didn’t you ever want to go home; back to Minnesota, just to visit?”

		“Sure, and I did, several years ago, when they re-named a major street in my old home town Inga Norgaard Boulevard! Why do you ask?” Inga responded.

		“Oh, I just got to thinking, that Colorado is about halfway back to Iowa, and how easy it would be for me to detour through my home state on my way back to California, after we finish up here,” Taylor admitted to her new friend. “I still talk to my Mom and Dad on the phone regularly, but it’s not the same as seeing them.”

		“I know. I saw my parents regularly until Dad up and died of a heart attack two years ago. My mom is still in California. I bought her a nice house in the Holmby Hills; it’s not Beverly Hills, but it’s close.”

		Taylor sighed and said, “I read about him passing away. I feel for you! You’re lucky, though, to still have your mom so close by. My mom would never think about moving out there; too far from Iowa for her!”

		“My mom still makes noises sometimes about moving back to St. Croix, in Minnesota, but I don’t think she really means it,” Inga said. “She’s grown too acclimated to Southern California; she’s close with June Ellen--Riley and Lee Lee’s mom--and she loves shopping on Rodeo Drive! The Big Buy in St. Croix is a long way from Rodeo Drive!”

		“I guess so! All the charm and style of a Walmart, with slightly higher prices: we had one in my home town in Iowa, too!” Taylor chuckled.

		

		****

		

		Cyn called for quiet on the set and commanded all her actors to get in place to shoot the next scene just then. They were outside, in a box canyon in Colorado, beside a weathered shack that normally served as a shelter for cowboys rounding up strays in the fall. Today, it was being used as the headquarters of a mythical group of outlaws the late screenwriter, Alan West, had modeled on the Hole-In-the-wall-gang, headed by Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, made famous years ago by the Paul Newman-Robert Redford movie of the same name.

		The Wild sisters had grown almost as famous as Jesse James and his brother, Frank, had been, but they still led a small gang of Kansas local boys who were infatuated with them, according to Alan West’s script. They had both seen the drawbacks to this arrangement, and had resolved to do something about the situation. Riding over to nearby Colorado with the ever-faithful Simon and a few of his friends in tow, they had sought out and found this fabled hideaway of various gangs of the more serious outlaws who were ravaging Kansas and surrounding states. Now the sisters were endeavoring to get some of them to leave their old gangs and sign on with them.

		With that in mind, they had worn their trademark “bank-robbing costumes” on the ride; ultra-tight blue jeans and men’s plaid shirts, unbuttoned nearly down to their navels, worn without underwear underneath! Jerrie Wild, Inga’s character, had long ago figured out that, since most men or women had never seen a female dressed in pants, let alone tight pants, the only thing the people in the bank or outside of it would be able to recall in their descriptions to law officers was “two young floozies dressed in tight dungarees and gun belts, just like men, with boots and spurs, just like men, with their shirts nearly unbuttoned and wearing cowboy hats, pulled low, over their faces” So far, nearly three years into their outlaw career, the ruse had worked perfectly! No one around their small hometown had connected the prim and mostly proper Wild sisters, who never did anything outlandish, like wearing men’s pants or boots, or painting up their pretty, young faces like a pair of dance hall sluts— as the famous hold-up women did when robbing banks—with the duo of bold, bloody-thirsty women who would… “just as soon shoot a man as look at him”, according to dozens of surviving on-lookers at the scene of their robberies!

		“I don’t like the way these owlhoots are lookin’ at us!” Taylor told Inga in a stage whisper, loud enough for the boom microphones surrounding them to pick up. “They know who we are, right enough, but they look more like they’d like to hold us down and have their way with us, rather than join up with us!”

		“Let ‘em try! I’ve got six rounds in each pistol, just in case there’s trouble, Josey! And I wouldn’t hesitate to shoot any of them!”

		“Even Willie Hodges? He’s just as handsome as folks said he was!” Taylor laid it on thick as she looked across the set at Jerrod Martin, who was dressed as an old-time cowboy and surrounded by extras who were dressed the same way.

		“Oh, he’s a pretty one, alright!” the older sister agreed, “but I’d shoot him if I had to!”

		“You’d shoot a crippled old granny or a little kid if you had to, Jerrie! And you know it!” Taylor told her older sister disgustedly, “You’re just plain…mean!”

		“Mean when I have to be,” Inga muttered, again, loud enough for the mikes to pick up, as she started walking toward the knot of actors. “You! You’re Willie Hodges, ain’t you?”

		“Uh, yeah, I am,” Jerrod spoke his first lines in the film. “Who wants to know?”

		“I’m Jerrie Wild and this is my little sister, Josey.” Inga told him proudly. “We rob banks, or maybe you’ve heard?”

		Taylor’s mouth dropped open, as called for in the script direction. Jerrie Wild had just given away their real identities, the ones they’d somehow managed to keep secret for three years!

		Inga/Jerrie whispered to her, again just loud enough for the mikes to pick up: “It don’t make no never-mind if they know! They’re either leavin’ here with us or they ain’t leaving alive!”

		

		****

		

		“Trains are trickier than banks!” Jerry Martin, in his Willie Hodges persona told the Wild girls. The three of them were seated around a card table with Simon and one of the Willie Hodges gang, playing poker. There were shot glasses and a half-full prop bottle of whisky on the table.

		“Another round?” Willie/Jerry asked them, openly eyeing Inga’s partially unbuttoned plaid shirt.

		“Sure, but this shirt is staying buttoned and so’s my sisters’. We ain’t as easy as all that! And we can hold our liquor!”

		The leering smile vanished from the rival gang leader’s face but he reached over and poured them all another glassful of the tea inside the prop whisky bottle. Taylor had never really developed a taste for room-temperature tea and chugging down the big shot of it made her wince almost as much as real whisky might have. Inga and the others gulped down the liquid without reacting.

		“You girls are real nice-looking,” the gang leader remarked. “What got you to robbing banks and such, instead of marrying some lucky fellows and raising a passel of kids with them?”

		“Hooowheeee!” Inga suddenly tipped back her head and screamed. “Drinking whisky with a bunch of cutthroats and planning robberies is a lot more fun than chasing a passel of kids around some broken-down ranch house out in the middle of nowhere!”

		“Yeah, and it’s almost as safe, too!” Taylor offered. “Our mama died at thirty, trying to birth what would have been another girl that Pa wouldn’t have wanted, anyway!”

		“Where is your Pa?” Jerrod Martin asked. “And what does he think of his two daughters carrying on the way you do?

		“Dead,” Inga answered coldly. “Someone shot him in the back on the road out from town to our place. In the middle of the night. It seems he had been in town, drinking on the profits from one of our early bank raids, bragging to all his low-life friends about all the money his daughters had given him.”

		Taylor looked across the table at Inga and rolled her eyes while “Willie” was watching her, letting him know that she suspected her older sister of shooting their father in the back that night. The rival gang leader downed what was left of his tea and said, “Well, I’ve always heard you two were rougher than a cob, and I guess you are!”

		“And don’t you ever forget it!” Inga snarled at him, leaning back from the table to let the fingers of her right hand brush across the butt of her holstered gun.

		“Hey, this is supposed to be a business meeting!” Taylor interjected. “Let’s get back to business.”

		“My little sis is right!” Inga smiled at Willie and put her hand back on the table, near her empty shot glass. “Now, as to splits, I’m going to give you half of the take from each job you do with us. You split it up with your boys however you want!”

		“Half?” Willie thundered. “I’ve got lots more men than you girls do!”

		“Your problem,” Inga said with a smile. “Deal with it; fire some of ‘em; kill ‘em. I don’t care what you do! Just be ready to ride out by Saturday with the best of ‘em still behind you, when we do!”

		

		****

		

		“I told you two that banks were easier than trains!” Jerry Martin protested, as Inga helped him out of his prop-blood stained shirt.

		“Our plan was good,” Taylor told him, wiping fake blood off his bare chest with a rag while the cameras rolled. “If your guys hadn’t started robbing the passengers, none of this would have happened!”

		“Well, they sure paid for it!” Willie moaned as Taylor started to wipe near the phony bullet hole Special Effects had placed near his right shoulder. “Who knew that the fat fellow in the business suit on that train would turn out to be a Pinkerton man who was armed, and that he could shoot like he did? He killed poor Floyd before he knew it, and Dirty Bill!”

		“He won’t be killing any more of us! Inga reminded him. “I did for him!”

		“You sure did; like to blew his head clean off!” Willie smiled evilly at Inga, openly admiring her both her marksmanship and her viciousness.

		“It was just bad luck, that tall, rangy-looking citizen behind the Pinkerton man shooting you as you were about to jump from the train!” Taylor told Willie consolingly. “But I took care of him for you!”

		“That you did! You’re almost as good a shot as your sister, little girl!” the outlaw complimented her.

		“We have to get this bullet out or you’re liable to lose this arm!” Inga said just then, brandishing a large knife. “Bring that lantern over here, Josey.”

		Taylor brought the blazing kerosene prop lantern over to the mound of straw that Jerrod/Willie was leaning up against and Inga ran the big knife blade through it several times. She brought out a traveling flask and gave it to the wounded man.

		“Whisky, drink this; I’m afraid taking that bullet out is going to sting a bit,” Inga said to Jerrod.

		“There’s more than one way to take a man’s mind off of his pain,” Inga told Taylor, and put the knife down momentarily so that she could unbutton the rest of the buttons holding her plaid shirt closed. Tugging the tails of the shirt out of her tight blue jeans, she leaned forward and dangled her revealed breasts in front of Jerrod Martin’s face.

		Cyn was using two hand-held cameras to shoot this scene; one was directly behind Jerrod Martin’s head as he laid back against the mound of straw. The other was off to one side, so the cameraman could film the business between the two actresses and the supposedly injured actor/singer.

		The side-based camera caught “Willie Hodges’” face lighting up at the sight to the two most famous, sought-after breasts in the world, nude and highlighted by the soft light coming from the lantern, swaying and jiggling before him. It also zoomed in on Inga slowly unbuttoning the snaps at the fly of the realistically-recreated pair of men’s dungarees from the late nineteenth century—jeans didn’t yet have zippers, back then!

		Final edits wouldn’t show Inga working Jerrod Martin’s erect, fat cock out of those jeans, but she did. The superstar actress handed the not overly long but impressively wide prick to Taylor, who stared down at it in rapt awe. Inga said to her “younger sister”: “One of my first gentlemen friends showed me how to do this, and now I aim to show you, Josey! If you do it right, it will take a man’s mind off of nearly anything! My gentleman friend had been to a fancy house in Kansas City, where they had a girl who had learned how to do this in Paris, France!”

		She smirked at Taylor and added, “It ain’t difficult. You just lick it a little while you suck! But it sure drives the men crazy: watch!”

		With that, Inga leaned forward and gave Jerrod Martin’s hard on a complete tongue-bath, as far as the monstrous, mushroom-shaped head went. Jerrod sucked in his breath audibly and gasped out the lines from the script, “Wha—What are you doin’, Jerrie, you little devil? Ain’t no woman ever done that to me before!” Inga just winked at him and Taylor and thrust her head forward, devouring all of Jerrod Martin’s eight-inch erection while her two co-stars watched, and the camera recording it all. The other camera, next to Jerrod’s head had photographed Inga’s naked tits and caught her head plunging downward, but the actual details of what she was doing were obscured by her silver-blonde mane. So, the final edit showed Inga’s head going in and out over the seated Jerrod’s lap, while the side camera showed his face looking ecstatic and disbelieving at what was happening to him.

		The script called for Taylor to unbutton her plaid shirt and bare her breasts for the camera, just as Inga had, before she took over the cock-sucking duties while Inga pretended to remove the bullet with the sterilized knife blade, so she did. Taylor was thankful for her brief career as a porn girl as she stripped off the shirt and took Jerrod’s thick, stiff cock in her hand. It tasted just like all the other cocks she had sucked and, even though it was not the longest one she’d ever had in her mouth, it was girthy and it stretched her lips to their fullest as it slid up and back in between her sucking lips.

		She kept her tongue moving across the head and Jerrod/Willie sighed, as per the script, “Aw, Jesus, Josey; I do believe you’re as good at this as Jerrie is!”

		His body went rigid a few seconds later and Jerrod Martin was coming in her mouth! The cameras rolled on as she swallowed it all for him, and Taylor was transported back to her porn days, swallowing some stranger’s come while some other stranger filmed it!

		But Jerrod Martin was not some little-known porn guy—he was a world-famous celebrity! Thankfully, his semen wasn’t as strong-tasting as some she had encountered and she was able to down it all easily and keep it down! When Inga dropped the “recovered” slug into the empty tin coffee cup on set and her new outlaw lover sighed, “Jerrie was right, between the whisky and what you did for me, Josey, I barely noticed the pain!”

		“Glad I could help out, Willie,” Taylor recited her lines, struggling to portray a relatively-inexperienced, nineteenth century girl’s reaction to giving her first-ever blowjob to a man she was clearly attracted to but barely knew. She let shame and lust and pride all play across her face as she stared intently at Jerrod Martin.

		“And cut! That was great, all of you,” Cyn’s authoritative voice rang out at that instant. “Especially you, Taylor.”

		Well, in the end, it was just a blowjob, and I’ve given lots of those before! Taylor was tempted to answer, but she said, instead: “Thank you, Cyn! I tried really hard.”

		“I sure enjoyed it!” Jerrod Martin, murmured under his breath, smiling shyly at Taylor.

		“I’m sure you did!” Inga told him with a grin as he tucked his deflated cock away before standing up. “Still have that old hair-trigger problem with blowjobs, huh? Between the both of us, we couldn’t have sucked you for over fifty seconds, Jerrod!”

		“Still the same old me, I’m afraid, Inga.” Jerrod replied with a bashful smile. “I can fuck for hours, but a pretty face around my cock makes me go off in record time.”

		“I could try to help you with that,” Taylor offered again, taking Jerrod’s arm as they stepped from the set. “Your spunk isn’t as…yucky as some of the guys I’ve worked with in the past.”

		“Good to know,” Jerrod smiled winningly at her. “Maybe I’ll take you up on that, young Taylor.”

		Taylor, who had gotten used to being naked or half-naked on shooting sets, realized that Jerrod’s eyes were on her still-naked breasts and hurriedly covered them by rebuttoning her shirt. She knew she was blushing furiously as she and Inga left Jerrod to return to Wardrobe and change back into their everyday clothes.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		

		Being A Star

		

		Taylor was learning how to be a movie star from watching Inga Norgaard and improvising off of her moves. She realized that even though she had the second lead in a major Hollywood movie, she was not nearly as big a star as Inga yet, so she couldn’t behave quite like her mentor and manage to carry it off.

		One thing she did admire about Inga was that her megastar friend expected everything in her life to be perfect as a matter of course, and was extremely disappointed when it wasn’t. She had faith that her personal assistant, Joyce Billings, would have the chauffeured limousine in place, right outside the front door, when Inga walked out to go to the studio in the mornings and when she went to lunch in the afternoons. Taylor had learned that the members of the Posse had done Joyce’s job before there was a Joyce. Cyn had been Inga’s unbending Chief of Staff, and had arranged her life so tightly that there were barely any minutes left in which to breathe. Marsha had handled the house and all publicity and Lee Lee, back before she had become a star in her own right, had been Inga’s personal assistant, in charge of her schedule and personal appearances.

		Since Taylor didn’t really know anyone in Hollywood except porn people and the ex-Posse members, she didn’t have anyone to draw on to become her own, personal Joyce Billings, so she left it to Adie find her one. Adele Anderson was one of the busiest people in Hollywood, but she seemed to always find time to undertake one more assignment, to wear one more hat!

		“Of course, I can help you find just the right girl!” Adie had said magnanimously when Taylor had broached the subject of a personal assistant. “She must be bright and ambitious, but not too ambitious, so she’ll stick around for a while. And she must be attractive, but not too attractive, so that she doesn’t think about going into the movies herself!”

		Less than a week later, Taylor found herself seated in front of Adie’s old desk in a newly-refurbished office in the Executive Wing of what had been Dan Devlin’s Hellsgate Studio complex, waiting expectantly for her new personal assistant to be introduced. All around them, the sound of hammering and building echoed down the largely empty hallways as offices were readied for their new Ingafilms executives’ occupation.

		“This is April Schroeder, my pick for your new personal assistant,” Adie announced proudly, gesturing at the door leading into her office as she held down the intercom button on her phone set, so her secretary could hear. The door swung open and a bright-eyed girl in her early twenties entered and smiled at Taylor and Adie. “Hi, I’m April,” she said in a cheerful, friendly voice, extending her right hand to be shaken.

		Taylor rose from the client chair and shook it, noting that April had a firm, non-sweaty handshake, the kind most men liked in a girl, and that April was tall, for a woman, at five-nine or so, and that she wasn’t afraid to emphasize her height, as she had chosen to wear three-inch heels today, bringing her up to an even six-feet tall.

		April had also chosen to go with a lightweight gray pantsuit, featuring a faint chalk-colored pinstripe and a rather severe white blouse, which she wore buttoned up to the neck, with a black bolo tie. The overall effect of this outfit and the highly-polished black pumps she wore was to present herself as a no-nonsense young woman who was in charge of the situation.

		She could be quite attractive, if she worked at it a little, Taylor thought to herself, noting April’s tightly-pulled back bun of radiant blonde hair and her lack of make-up, along with a pair of black-framed glasses that gave her pretty face a sexy librarian sort of vibe.

		

		****

		

		“I feel like I should be driving a Prius and you should be driving my car!” April said as they pulled through the guard house gate thirty minutes later. “After all, you’re the movie star!”

		“Why? What do you drive?” Taylor asked her.

		“A new, cherry-red Camaro convertible. My dad gave it to me; he has a Chevy dealership over in Nevada,” April announced proudly.

		“I saw that you graduated from the University of Nevada in Las Vegas on the resume Adie showed me,” Taylor remarked.

		“Yeah, I grew up just outside of Vegas, in the small town where my dad has his dealership, so, UNLV was a natural for me,” April said.

		“I’ve heard UNLV is quite the party school,” Taylor said expectantly.

		“Oh, I did plenty of that back in college, but I still managed to get good grades,” April responded. “I was a cheerleader, so I got invited to all the best parties!”

		“Lots of great-looking athletes and all the beer you could drink?” inquired Taylor.

		“Lots of everything!” April confirmed with a knowing smile. “Lots of dick, lots of drugs, lots of hot girls who swung both ways!”

		Taylor’s bisexual radar kicked in and she noticed that April was making no secret of the fact that she was staring right at Taylor’s fulsome cleavage, in the low-cut summer dress she had worn that day as she spoke. She smiled at April invitingly and the sexy blonde smiled back.

		“Adie, MS. Anderson, said that you liked both boys and girls when she interviewed me, and asked if I had a problem with that,” April explained in voice that was lower and breathier than the one she had been using up to this point. “Since we’re going to be working so closely together!”

		“And did you mind it, my liking to have sex with girls?” Taylor asked her straight-out.

		“I learned more than Business Management at college,” April replied, with a saucy smirk. “Some of those babes at those frat parties that swung both ways were really hot!”

		“I wasn’t that way, originally. But working in the porn industry required me to, um…expand my horizons!” Taylor admitted, knowing she was now blushing as she stared over at her luscious new personal assistant.

		“I saw a couple of your clips, after I interviewed for the job. I was curious about you, of course.” April also blushed slightly as she said it. “You’re gorgeous, and so sexy! I’d say you expanded your horizons every way you could expand them!”

		Taylor felt herself getting really embarrassed now, knowing this relative stranger had seen every nook and cranny she had, and that she’d seen Taylor lick and touch other girls so intimately!

		“Well, this is my place, at least for now,” she said, pulling into the driveway of her high-rise apartment building. “I guess I’m either going to have to rent you a small apartment in this building, or buy a house.”

		“How so?” April asked.

		“Joyce Billings lives in Marsha’s old bedroom at Inga and Riley’s house, and your contract calls for compensation and lodging, if you’ll recall,” Taylor informed her.

		“You want me handy, in case you need something in the middle of the night, is that it?” April asked.

		“Pretty much,” Taylor agreed. “What’s the use in having a personal assistant if she’s not there to assist you?”

		“Good point.”

		

		****

		

		The more Taylor thought about it, buying a house seemed the more practical long-term option. She talked it over with April and with Marsha, who was now handling her money—Inga and Adie had both advised it—and decided that, though she was only nineteen and new to movies, Inga had bought her present-day mansion when she’d been only eighteen, with the proceeds from her very first movie, and that had turned out great!

		I’m not the actress Inga is, and I probably never will be, but I’m still pretty good and I think I have a long and rewarding career ahead of me, Taylor told herself as she authorized Marsha to start looking around Beverly Hills for a suitable property.

		“Don’t worry; I’ll find you and this blonde puss,” gesturing at April, “a manse that you’ll be happy to shack up in,” Marsha said as she sat in Adie’s office after the decision to buy had been made. “I’ll use Jerry Garrard, the same broker who had Inga’s house on the market, and let him look around for us. Jerry knows all the really outstanding deals in BH, and he’s an old buddy of my daddy’s! He’ll do us right!”

		“I talked to Inga about this and she said Lionel, your dad, did all the negotiating with the bank that owned her place, letting him bargain them down to a really great price. Will you do that for me?” Taylor asked Marsha.

		“Sure will; but this is a much stronger real estate market than it was nine years ago, when Inga scooped up her place! I won’t be able to beat ‘em down as low as my dad did,” Marsha advised her.

		“Whatever you can do will be much appreciated; it’s better than trying to do it myself! I have no experience in such things…I’m a movie star, not a negotiator!” Taylor said, hamming it up, so that everyone would know she was kidding.

		“You’re not even a movie star yet, kid; not until we finish the Wild Girls,” Inga informed her good-naturedly. “Which will be pretty soon now; the sets are finally complete and we’re ready to film the last scenes.”

		Taylor’s blood ran cold at that news. Part of her was aching to complete her first movie and have it out there! But part of her wasn’t! What if it wasn’t the box office hit everyone seemed to think it would be? What if her first role turned out to be her last, when the Wild Girls proved to be a real turkey?

		It was great, having two million dollars in her checking account and a movie in the works, looking for a Beverley Hills mansion to buy! But what if it turned out that she had been premature in spending that two million on an estate she couldn’t really afford? What if she was jumping the gun on this whole: ‘I’m a movie star’ ego trip?

		I could never afford a place in Beverly Hills if I had to go back to doing porn to make a living! Taylor told herself despairingly. There aren’t enough big cocks to suck or pussies to eat in all of Hollywood for me to make what I’d need to make to afford a house in Beverly Hills!

		“You don’t have to bust your ass finding me a place right away,” Taylor whispered to Marsha as the meeting was breaking up. “I like having two-million bucks in my checking account!”

		“There’s lots more to come,” Marsha assured her with a wink. “Both Inga and Adie think you have a bright future in front of the cameras, and I’ve never known those two Minnesota pusses to be wrong about something like that.”

		I so hope they’re right! Taylor said to herself as she left Adie’s office with April in tow.

		

		****

		

		If Taylor hadn’t been feeling so nervous about her future as a movie star, the sequence of events involving Marsha finding just the right house for her would have struck her as incredibly lucky. When April came into the bedroom of her apartment the next morning at ten carrying the house phone and telling her that Marsha was on the line and wouldn’t take “no” for an answer as far as speaking to her went, Taylor was as reluctant as she could be to talk to her money manager.

		“Marsha, what are you on about so early in the day?” Taylor asked. “I know you’re not normally a morning person either.”

		“I—or I suppose I should say, Jerry Garrard, the real estate broker I hired to look around for us—found us the perfect house; that’s why I’m calling so early in the day! It’s so far above Sunset Boulevard it’s almost in Holmby Hills, but the zip code still says it’s in BH, so we’re okay there! Anyway, it’s a re-possessed place and the bank that owns it is really hot to unload it, so they’re looking hard at every offer!”

		Taylor’s heart was beating fast as she asked, “What kind of shape is it in?”

		“Not bad, for a place that’s been empty as long as this one has been,” Marsha assured her. “Garrard assures me that a hundred and fifty grand would make it into a real showplace again!”

		“And how much could we get it for?” Taylor asked, dreading Marsha’s reply.

		“A million and a half—tops!” Marsha gushed. “And with that hundred and a half remodeling we’d give it, you could re-sell it for three million, no sweat, in a couple of months, if you wanted to, or if you had to, in case the Wild Girls turns out to be a real floperoo!”

		Taylor recoiled at hearing Marsha say out loud what she had been telling herself, but managed to say, “I want to see it. April and I will meet you there around lunch time, and then we can all have lunch somewhere down on Sunset after our tour.”

		“I’ll get the keys from Jerry and meet you there.” Marsha said, after texting the address to April’s cell. “See you at twelve-fifteen.”

		

		****

		

		“I’m going to buy it,” Taylor told April as soon as they pulled up in front of the run-down mansion. “Look at that fucking view!”

		“Impressive,” April agreed, getting out of the Prius and looking out over the Beverly Hills/Hollywood section of Los Angeles. The street was above Sunset Boulevard by a half mile or so, and they had been favored with a rare bluebird-day in the southland: the sky was blue and cloudless, no smog to speak of, and there was a slight breeze blowing down from the San Gabriel Mountains. It was around seventy-eight degrees and comfortable as could be.

		All of a sudden, the pristine stillness of the early afternoon was shattered by the sound of a bright red AMG GT C roadster with a turbocharged V-8 roaring around a nearby corner nearly out of control, a statuesque, gorgeous young woman with a trailing cape of bright-red hair fanned out behind her as she drove--expensive designer sunglasses in place--as if half the Los Angeles Police Department was chasing her.

		“You’re late,” April rebuked Marsha Terry, after she had parked the sleek Mercedes roadster behind Taylor’s new Prius and clamored out of it.

		“Fucktoo!” Marsha protested, yanking her cellphone out of her voluminous purse and checking it. “Right on time, like usual! That’s why I bought this car; it’s fast enough to make up for lost time, blondie!”

		She glanced affectionately back at the heat-ticking hood of the Mercedes super-car and added, “My old ride was a tricked-out Barracuda from the Seventies. It was a convertible too, and it was fast as greased lightning, but it wasn’t as classy as this one! Now that I’m ‘money manager to the stars’, I’m too ritzy a broad to drive a hotrod anymore, unless it has a Mercedes badge on the front and costs as much as a good house!”

		Marsha stopped and turned her head slowly to the property they had come to inspect across a wide swath of over-grown lawn. “Speaking of houses,” she said with a sly smile, “What do you think of unplucked cherry old Jerry recommended for you?”

		Eyeing the run-down, but still impressive two-story home warily, Taylor replied, “We just got here and we haven’t had a chance to look around yet. We were waiting for you, and the keys to arrive.”

		“Well, no more waiting, girls; the keys are here!” Marsha promised, rooting through her purse, “somewhere!”

		By the time all three of them had traversed the line of pavers leading from the curb to the front door across the jungle of untamed lawn, Marsha had found the keys in her bag and could open the front door for them. The inside of the once-magnificent house was as run-down and uncared for as the outside had been. It was obvious that homeless people had broken in at some point and camped out in the abandoned mansion for a few days or a few weeks from the scattering of empty beer bottles and the empty packages of ramen noodles and the wrappers from other products you might find at a convenience store scattered about on the deeply-soiled carpet and the once-impressive wooden flooring leading across the foyer to the curving bannister and staircase ascending to the second floor.

		“Not encouraging, so far,” Taylor remarked to her two companions as they climbed the threadbare, aging carpeted stairs toward the bedrooms.

		“Jerry said the bank that owns this place hired a private security outfit to keep trespassers out at first, but then, when it didn’t sell for so long, they let the coverage lapse, and some homeless people began squatting here,” Marsha explained, sounding discouraged and put off as they neared the top of the stairs.

		The master bedroom had double doors and an old mattress was shoved up against one wall, where “Fuck Palace” had been spray-painted in big red letters, with an arrow pointing down at the mattress.

		“I sort of like that!” Taylor said, smiling wryly. “In view of my porn past, I may leave it when we repaint.”

		April sniggered and Marsha laughed out loud. “Oh, I think we can do better than that, kid! If you really want your bedroom to resemble a fuck-pad!” She promised Taylor with a smirk. “You should see my room at the house. It used to be Mom and Dad’s bedroom, when I was a kid, but now it looks like a brothel room out of Arabian Nights!”

		“I wouldn’t mind visiting it sometime, after we get this whole place looking ship-shape,” Taylor assured Marsha, stepping over to her and massaging the big girl’s shoulders suggestively, remembering how hot Marsha had been at the Posse Party at Inga’s house. “Are you sure this Jerry guy said the whole place could be refurbished for a hundred and fifty grand? It’s a real mess!”

		“Jerry’s a real estate pro!” Marsha asserted. “He knows all the good carpentry, site clean-up guys, and carpeting outfits in LA! And he can get us a deal on their services. They all want to work for his firm again. Because he turns over, like, a zillion properties in a year!”

		“Well, if we can get it cheap enough…and all the restoration work can really be accomplished for a hundred and fifty grand…I’m interested,” Taylor told her, stepping over to look out at a small terrace overlooking her projected back yard. “Ooh, this pool looks like a swamp! Are you sure it can be cleaned? The water is a blackish-green color! The Monster from the Black Lagoon might be living in there!”

		“Piece of cake!” Marsha assured her, coming over and looking down at the disgusting swimming pool. “A good cleaning crew; a new filter system, and---Bingo! New pool; as good as new!”

		“You get to come over and swim in that mess first; before I put a toe in there!” April said to Marsha, eyeing the grungy pool dubiously.

		“Done…as long as we swim in the nude, and I get to chase that long, lanky body of yours around the pool area after we swim?” Marsha told April with a leer.

		“Good, high fences, and lots of flowery undergrowth,” Taylor remarked, looking over the back yard. “Nude swimming should be no problem!”

		

		****

		

		Taylor and April gave up their apartments in the high-rise as soon as the master bedroom was almost finished at the new house and moved in. They had taken to sleeping together at Taylor’s apartment and saw no reason to stop, just because they had changed residences.

		The fledgling movie star had long ago discovered that her new personal assistant looked even better out of her clothes than she did in them and that April’s waxed-bare pink slit was heaven to eat! She had also learned that April was not shy about returning the favor and that she was a very accomplished pussy-licker!

		“When are you going to let them paint this wall?” April giggled, looking up at the obscene inscription above their king-size bed.

		“Never!” Taylor teased her. “I just want to fuck and fuck with my best girl, and I want everyone to know I’m doing it!”

		April sat up in bed, her big, firm breasts gradually rolling to a stop above her well-tanned, yummy-looking six pack abs. She shook out her long blonde mane and said, “Oh, yeah, Movie Star? Then why do you make me act like a personal assistant when we’re out in public? No cuddling, or hand-holding, or ass-petting! No kisses, no nuzzling when we’re sitting together in some intimate booth in some swanky restaurant. If I’m really your girl, why are you so ashamed of me? Am I too ugly to be a movie star’s main squeeze?”

		The beautiful blonde girl threw off the few covers on the bed, baring both of their lush bodies, and stretched herself out into a man’s magazine pose, one leg crooked, flat-footed on the sheet, her lush breasts fully displayed to the missing camera’s lens, smiling vapidly, her hair tossed back over her naked shoulders.

		“I wouldn’t be a movie star for long, if everyone knew what a pussyhound I am,” Taylor admonished her.

		“Oh, Inga’s the biggest star in the world and I’ve heard from Marsha and Adie how much she likes nothing better than flicking the bean with her tongue while some girl is sucking those magnificent tits of hers!” April fired back.

		“Yeah, you’ve heard that from Adie and Marsh, but the rest of Hollywood hasn’t!” Taylor pointed out. “Oh, there are rumors about her and Riley’s marriage being a sham, so that both of them can chase after other people discreetly, but there’s never been any proof! You’ll never see a picture of Inga Norgaard macking on Marsha Terry or Cyn or me in public—unless it’s Photoshopped!”

		“So, ‘we’ve gotta be careful, or all this ends’”, April parroted back the phrase Taylor had used on her a hundred times before.

		“It does,” Taylor agreed, vaulting out of bed and rushing over to the walk-in closet. “Now, stop pouting about me not buying you an engagement ring and get ready to go! Today, we start shooting the last scenes in the Wild Girls, and I don’t want to be late and get my ass flamed by Cyn!”

		“She can be such a cunt!” April said, getting out of bed. “Is she really as hot in the sack as you said?”

		“At that one party I went to over at Inga’s, Cyn was gobbling pussy with the best of ‘em, and she has a bangin’ body; I’ve got to admit that!” Taylor acknowledged, getting into her bra and panties.

		“She’s hot enough looking to be a movie star herself,” April agreed, “but she’s a real ice-queen, as far as her personality goes!”

		“Cyn is the finest director in Hollywood and she’s the daughter of Garrett Soames, one of the greatest actors and directors this town has ever seen,” Taylor reminded April.

		“Did Inga really fuck that old man before he died?” April inquired, once she was inside the walk-in closet with Taylor, picking out her own underwear for the day.

		Taylor had told April about Inga and her Svengali, Garrett Soames, as pillow talk over the last few weeks. Now, she was sorry she had trusted her personal assistant/lover with the secret. What if she let her knowledge slip to Adie or Marsha? The two ex-Posse members knew all about Inga and Garrett, of course, but they’d also know instantly where April had heard the story and Inga would then know that Taylor could not be trusted with a secret!

		“Wear something conservative today,” she counseled April. “A shoot is not like a business meeting…but still!”

		“Oh, don’t worry. I won’t show my tits off!” April said snippily, choosing a white blouse and a severe pantsuit.

		“That will do nicely,” Taylor complimented her assistant, selecting a pair of tight-fitting jean shorts and a red tank top for herself.

		“Why am I dressing all conservative and you’re showing off that fine little body of yours, love?” April asked her employer.

		“Because, I’m the movie star and you’re not!” Taylor reminded her. “Besides, I’m going right into Make-up and Wardrobe when we get there, so no one will see me anyway.”

		“This is the day they shoot the jailhouse scene with Jerrold Martin, right?” April asked excitedly.

		“Yes, yes, Jerry gets shot full of fake holes today,” Taylor agreed. “Be a good girl and I’ll introduce you to him.”

		“Can’t wait for that—he’s one of my favorites!” the starry-eyed assistant admitted.

		

		*****

		

		“And, if you finish up in here before we get back, you can finish painting the rest of my bedroom, Alfie.” Taylor said, casting a sidelong glance at April as she said it.

		“You mean the wall behind your bed?” Alfie Brooks, the handyman-repair expert Garrard, the realtor, had recommended to her, asked Taylor.

		“Yeah, we’d like it to be the same pearlescent white that the rest of the room is,” Taylor informed him. I’m finally tired of looking at that vulgar printing above my head every night before I go to sleep. It was funny for a while…but everything loses its charm after a time.”

		“Just as you say, Ms. Wells. I’ve got just enough of that white paint left to do that wall,” Alfie assured her. “And a coat of another type of paint I have will block out those red letters just fine, after it dries and I hit it with the white!”

		She told Alfie that was fine and added that they’d be back in the late afternoon sometime, and then she and April left the nearly restored residence and made their way across the newly-resurfaced driveway to the four-car garage, where her Prius and April’s Camaro awaited.

		“Why don’t you let me drive today, boss? I’ve never been to a movie studio before, except to interview for this job,” the lovely young personal assistant said. “I’m kind of jazzed about seeing an actual movie being filmed; especially one with Jerrod Martin in it!”

		“Okay, but the top stays up, at least on the way there,” Taylor cautioned her. “I already spend enough time in the make-up chair, without the wind doing a Mixmaster job on my hair!”

		“What a killjoy! It’s a perfect day for a convertible ride!” April remarked, gesturing at the blue sky and the optimal air temperature.

		“It stays up!” Taylor insisted as she opened the door and took her seat in the low-slung red roadster.

		“What a party-pooper you are for a girl as young as you are!” April mumbled, getting in to the driver’s seat and firing up the V-8 engine.

		“Sometimes I don’t feel so young anymore, with all of the expense and hassle of owning this place and paying all the bills!” Taylor sighed as they backed out of the garage and April remotely lowered the garage door. “I’m old before my time!”

		

		****

		

		The trip to the studio took twenty minutes in the mid-morning LA traffic, with April dodging impatiently from lane to lane and complaining all the time about the top being up.

		“This car is a dream to drive with the top down; great field of vision!” April said at one point. “It’s a whole different ballgame with it up; it’s got major blind spots! I can’t see where I’m going half the time!”

		“Should have taken the Prius after all,” Taylor commented. “It may be slower, but at least you can see where you’re going when you change lanes—which you do way too often, by the way.”

		“Oh, fuck off! Don’t tell me how to drive! I’m a good driver; no accidents, no tickets!” April insisted, changing lanes abruptly once again, drawing a chorus of angry horn honks from traffic behind her.

		“It’s a miracle you haven’t got a slew of tickets,” Taylor told her, clearly put out at her behavior. “Now, slow down, before you get us killed!”

		“The studio gate is just two blocks ahead; I could still get us there on time, if this old fucker ahead of us would just get out of the fucking way!” April growled, batting at her own horn and honking at the lumbering old black Mercedes 600-S sedan ahead of them. The redheaded passenger turned around and flipped them the bird insouciantly, smiling all the while.

		“Isn’t that Marsha Terry?” April asked Taylor in shock.

		“It sure looks like her,” Taylor answered. “I wonder where her red rocket Mercedes is: why is she riding with that old man?”

		When they had turned through the gates of Ingafilms, right behind the sedan, all their questions were answered. Marsha got out and introduced her father, Lionel Terry, to Taylor and April. The elder Terry reminded Taylor of a retired British Army officer, with his carefully-trimmed bristle brush mustache and his ramrod-straight posture, and an impressively well-tailored bespoke suit that was navy-blue with a ghostly-white pinstripe. He wore a silk pocket square which perfectly matched his regimental necktie, and a pair of custom-made loafers that matched his Cordovan belt.

		He said, “Miss Wells, delighted to meet Inga’s new protégé. I’ve been wanting to meet you, especially now, since I’ve just been going over the firm’s books.”

		His cultured voice dropped to a near-whisper as he led her off to one side and said, “Marsha has done a good job for Inga, of course. That girl is a regular money-printing machine! But Marsha’s allowed your checking account to dip to just below the three-hundred thousand mark, from a high of two million! Not very reassuring, when you still have furniture to buy for your new house! Fortunately, I can help you with that; one of our oldest clients owns a very upscale furniture store over on Wilshire. His son runs it now that his dad has retired, but I still should be able to wheedle a good deal out of him for you.”

		“I’d appreciate that so much, Mr. Terry!” Taylor charmed him, feeling slightly ookie about putting the sexual moves on Marsha’s dad, as old as he was!

		“I’m sure you’ll find a way to repay me, Miss Wells,” Lionel replied with a tiny grin, “Inga always has.”

		

		****

		

		The shoot didn’t start on time that day, largely due to Lionel’s presence on the lot. Everyone was deferential to him, even Cyn Soames, the film’s no-nonsense director. It seemed even she had some money invested with Lionel’s old firm, through a trust set up by Garrett Soames for Cyn before his recent passing.

		A much larger and far more elegant lunch that usual was served, buffet style, just off the shooting set. It even had champagne and fine red wine, to compliment the gourmet food offerings.

		“I’ve been in Hollywood for years, and I’ve never seen a spread like this before, for a set lunch! A grizzled old veteran of many movie shoots observed as he moved on down the food line, loading his plate with fancy appetizers and slabs of prime rib, ladles of Lobster Thermidor and other exotic fare.

		“It is unusual,” Taylor exclaimed, taking a crab-stuffed puff pastry for herself.

		“This Lionel Terry guy cuts a lot of ice with Inga!” the old Hollywood hand observed. “I’ve never seen her go so all out, even when Alan West was still alive and would drop by to watch us shooting something he’d written!”

		“He handles all her money. And she’s the single richest bitch this town has ever seen!” a rigging guy who was standing next to Taylor in line offered knowingly.

		“Yeah, he swings a lot of weight around this town, because of all the money he’s made everybody,” A third man observed.

		Taylor saw that the group of people Inga had been talking to had left her alone just then and that the studio owner was sitting down by herself at one of the portable tables that had been set up for the lavish luncheon. She hurried over with her own plate of food and sat down right next to Inga.

		“I met Marsha’s father today and he offered to get me a deal on some high-end furniture for my new house,” she leaned in close and murmured to Inga. “He didn’t come right out and say it, but I think he’s expecting something…. sexual in return for his help!”

		“As I recall, I gave him a great blowjob and a pretty nice fuck, in return for his helping me buy my place at such a good price and for getting me a deal on my furniture,” Inga told her with a smile. When Taylor looked shocked at what she had said, Inga shrugged and added, “I told you, money and sex make this town go, kid!”

		“But he’s so…old! Plus, he’s Marsha’s dad!” Taylor protested.

		“So what?” Inga shot back. “He still likes young pussy!”

		Inga laughed indulgently behind her hand and added in a low whisper, “You might get off with a blowjob. Lionel isn’t as young as he once was. I haven’t had occasion to fuck him in years now, but I seem to recall that the last time we did go to bed together, he had a little trouble springing a solid boner, even with his Viagra’s help. He must have slowed down even more, throughout the intervening years; so, you might get off easy!”

		Easy? Sucking off a sixty-five-year-old man’s dick? Taylor asked herself, drinking some of her champagne and eating some of the Lobster Thermidor. It was excellent, and the quality of the lunch helped to calm her down.

		April and Marsha, carrying plates laden with goodies and a champagne glass each, came over to the small, round, portable table and sat down. “Kind of reminds me of our posse’s table at dear old BH High,” Marsha said as she took her place across the table from Inga.”

		“Yeah, but we never had champagne, tablecloths, or this good a food,” Inga said with a sly little smile, toasting in the big redhead’s direction with her champagne glass.

		“True, and these two pusses were probably still in grade school when we terrorized Beverly Hills High,” Marsha said, raising her own glass to Inga.

		“Here’s to good times!” Inga toasted, clicking rims with Marsha.

		“The best times!” Marsha replied, drinking some of her wine.

		“Well, the good times aren’t over yet!” Taylor told them, raising her own glass. “April and I are hosting a swimming pool christening party this Saturday afternoon at two o’clock at my new place, provided the swimming pool clean-up guys work their magic as promised by then. It probably won’t be quite as…robust an affair as the barbeque out by your pool was, but swimming suits are optional, and Marsha has promised to chase April around the pool area in the nude.” “I’ll be there to see that!” Inga vowed with a broad grin. “We should have the Wild Girls all wrapped up and in the can by then: it can be a sort of wrap party for your first movie!”

		“Sounds great,” Taylor’s voice was somewhat reluctant as she realized what had started out as an impromptu pool party had somehow morphed into her very first Hollywood party--she didn’t know if she possessed the social chops to pull off such an affair!

		She leaned over close to Inga and said, “Maybe I’ll book the same catering outfit for Saturday as you did for this luncheon.”

		“Oh, don’t do that!” Inga cautioned her. “This is the best food they know how to make; if you book this bunch for your pool party, we’ll all end up eating the exact same meal this weekend. Since Marsha’s going to be there anyway, you should have her do all the party-planning and cooking.”

		“Shut the fuck up, Inga!” Marsha stormed from across the table. “I’m not your personal kitchen slave anymore, remember?” The statuesque redhead drew herself up and announced, with fake pride, that she was now ‘money manager to the stars’, and nobody’s kitchen wench!”

		Amid laughter and bantering back and forth, the luncheon finished up with Lionel sitting down at their table and receiving a heartfelt toast from Inga about his role in her success.

		`“I don’t know about that,” he said, glancing around the barn-like soundstage that surrounded them, “this studio is a huge investment and represents tremendous, on-going overhead. If you’d have asked me whether or not you should buy it, instead of rushing ahead and doing it, I’d have probably told you not to!”

		

		****

		

		Taylor was so worried about the logistics of the up-coming swim party and about making sure it was a hit, that she actually blew one of her lines in the first take of the afternoon, after lunch had been packed away and the soundstage returned to its original purpose.

		The two Wild sisters had finally been caught, jailed, and tried for their various crimes. They were in the local lock-up, awaiting transfer to the federal prison, where they were to be hanged for their offenses.

		“What was that?” Inga/Geraldine asked her younger sister.

		Taylor was supposed to say “I don’t know!” as a fusillade of shots rang out in the distance, and then both of them were supposed to stand on the bunk and look out the barred window, where they were to see Jerrod Martin, dressed as Willie Hodges, leading the rest of their hold up gang in a futile attempt on the jail, six-guns blazing, only to be mown down by deputies on the jail’s roof, and from the sturdy cover the adobe building provided. Instead of providing the “I don’t know!” line, Taylor just sat there, trying to think of what she was supposed to say.

		“Cut! Let’s try it again,” Cyn barked. She looked across the set at the script girl, who was supposed to fill Taylor in on the line and waited expectantly for her to do so.

		“Oh, ‘I don’t know!’ –I remember now!” Taylor blurted, embarrassed to have forgotten such an easy line to begin with.

		“Never mind, the second take will probably be better anyway,” Inga—who never, ever forgot a line—said graciously to her co-star.

		“Okay, let’s run it again. Places, everybody!” Cyn commanded, still glaring at Taylor.

		Inga started pacing the small cell again and asked, “What was that?” when the gunshots rang out.

		“I don’t know!” Taylor offered, jumping up from her bunk so that she and her “sister” could stand on it to look out the window. The camera moved in, so that the scene could be shot from the cell window, with the Wild girl’s distinctive silver-blonde hair framing the scene.

		Jerrod Martin ran up the dirt street outside, only to be struck by a dozen “bullets” as the fake blood packs went off in his shirt and under his beat-up old Stetson. He fell near the jail and Taylor said, “That was very brave of dear Willie, don’t you think?”

		“More like idiotic,” the older sister replied with a sigh. “If they were going to try something like that, I was hoping it would be on the trail to the prison, where they would have stood a better chance of succeeding!”

		The actor who had portrayed the younger Jessup brother, Simon, fell right next to Jerrod Martin. He, too, was covered in phony blood and looked all shot to pieces. He stared up at the jailhouse window with longing, then closed his eyes.

		“I guess we should have let Simon at least feel our titties once,” Inga’s character sighed. “Now he’s dead and gone without experiencing that pleasure.”

		“I wish I’d have sucked him!” Taylor/Josie lamented. “He died so bravely, trying to rescue us!”

		“A real sex-hound, right to the end!” Inga whispered, staring down at the “corpse” of the boy who had followed them faithfully all the way down the outlaw trail.

		“Oh, how can you be so heartless?” Josie demanded of her sister as another small group of their gang fell in a heap near the first two.

		“Mean, when I have to be…” Inga whispered, a single tear rolling down her cheek as she watched the last of their men die.

		She’s so fucking good! She can cry whenever she wants to! Taylor marveled, watching the camera track the tear down Inga’s cheek. I hope I’m that good some day!

		“And cut; that was fucking perfect!” Cyn bellowed at that moment. “Good scene, Inga; restrained, yet powerful, as usual.”

		Inga looked at her director as she left the set and said in a low voice, “Just the way your daddy taught me.”

		Wow—those two may be old friends, but there’s a lot of enmity there, just below the surface! Taylor thought, watching them. Just like there is between Inga and Lee Lee or between her and Marsha. From the outside, all may look smooth, here at Ingafilms, but it isn’t!

		

		****

		

		“That was so cool--watching a hit movie being made!” April chortled as she put the top down on the Camaro, in preparation for the drive home. “Inga is pretty much as advertised: a great actress! You were good, too, except for forgetting that line. Does that happen often?”

		“Not if you want to keep your job,” Taylor said wryly. “That’s the downside of working with Inga; she’s so fucking perfect, she never forgets a line, never misses a mark on set, never makes the slightest little mistake!”

		“I like the fact she’s still so down-to-earth.” April rattled on blithely. “Marsha told her to just fuck off today and she didn’t say a word! Told the most famous actress in Hollywood, a studio owner and one of the richest people on the planet to fuck off, and got away with it!”

		“All the former Posse Members get special latitude with Inga; late arrivals on the scene, like the two of us, don’t! You’d best remember that,” Taylor cautioned her personal assistant/lover. “And don’t go calling it a hit movie yet; it hasn’t even been edited or scored at this point. And the last scene—the hanging—hasn’t even been shot!”

		“Do you and Inga even have to be there for that?” April asked her. “After all, two stunt women will be doing the actual scene, won’t they?”

		“Most of it, but Inga and I have some dialogue to shoot up on the hangman’s scaffold before the stunt girls take over,” Taylor replied. “Besides, Inga is a real hands-on star; she even talked about doing the hanging scene herself, without using a stunt double, before shooting began, until Cyn and Adie talked her out of it.”

		“It might be cool to be a stunt woman and pull off all those falls and jumps on camera!” April fantasized, half turning in the driver’s seat and gesturing toward Taylor. “What do you think? Am I athletic enough to be a stunt woman; in good enough shape?”

		“Wait till we get home and I’ll put you through a gymnastic routine in bed that will get you right into shape!” Taylor offered, sticking out her tongue and wiggling it suggestively.

		“I can hardly wait!” April smirked and took her foot off the brake as the light changed.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		

		Pool Party At Taylor’s

		

		“It’s really great of you to do this,” Taylor complimented Marsha, who was arranging hor dourves on a snack tray in Taylor’s new kitchen as she sipped at a cocktail. “Especially after telling Inga that you wouldn’t.”

		“A girl can always change her mind,” Marsha informed her just before clapping a palm over April’s bikini-clad right breast as the personal assistant moved up next to her at the kitchen counter. “And, besides, this gives me more time to…get acquainted with this little blonde cupcake!”

		“There’ll be plenty of time for that later,” April said softly, removing Marsha’s hand from her swimsuit bra. She reached over and nuzzled the big redhead’s neck, giving it teasing little licks amid a flurry of butterfly kisses. “I want these big tits!”

		Marsha laughed and took another small drink of her seven and seven, then said, “Everybody does—males and females—lucky me! Don’t worry, Blondie, you’ll get your turn with them today.”

		“I’d better,” April said passionately, reaching down to grasp Marsha’s thong-draped ass in her emerald-green bikini. “I want to lick this hot ass and eat your pussy, too, Red!”

		“Mmmmm, a girl after my own heart!” Marsha sighed, turning and taking April into her arms for a hot kiss.

		“Hey, you two, back to party prep, or I’m liable to get jealous!” Taylor teased them.

		“Easy, Mini-Ing, there’s plenty of titties and tongue to go around,” Marsha teased her right back, breaking off the kiss and reaching out to tousle Taylor’s short silver-blonde hair.

		She had been going to have the dye removed all week, but she just hadn’t gotten around to it. Taylor kept telling April and herself that she couldn’t wait to get back to her original, dark-brown hue, but there was something enticing about keeping her short-shorn locks the same distinctive color as Inga Norgaard’s!

		People on the street stopped and stared, wondering at first if she was Inga, then wondering why any girl who wasn’t Inga would want to have her hair dyed the same color. As all comparisons to the hottest superstar in the world were likely to leave the would-be Inga copycat a distant second!

		Next came the recognition that the wearer of the Inga-hair was Taylor Wells, the girl starlet who had the role of Inga’s younger sister in the new Western they were shooting. The fan mags and Hollywood gossip shows had been full of features on the clipping of Taylor’s long, brunette mane and the dying of what was left to match Inga’s famous locks.

		But it wasn’t just the short-lived thrill of being taken for Inga Norgaard that had led her to keep the color, she knew. It was the fantasy of being Inga, if only for a nanosecond, that had made her so reluctant to return to reality and get rid of the hair color.

		Now that Inga the other ex-Posse girls were coming over, she wished she had gone ahead and changed it back to its normal color. Marsha had already called her “mini-Ing”! What would the rest of the sharp-tongued group of old friends call her today, she wondered with some trepidation?

		“We’ve got to get these hor dourves out and ready for my guests. They should be arriving any minute now,” Taylor told her helpers.

		“You sound just like Inga—wanting everything to be perfect; maybe it’s the hair!” Marsha laughed, completing the tray and hefting it to take it out to the patio.

		“If just dying my hair could make me Inga Norgaard, I’d leave it this color forever!” Taylor joined in Marsha’s laughter, and scurried into the front room to open the patio slider for her.

		“Bob will especially like those crab puffs you made,” April called after Marsha.

		“Who’s Bob?” Taylor asked her.

		“My newest boytoy!” April smirked. “I told you all about him and inviting him to the party, don’t you remember?”

		“Bob, the handsome carpenter with the big dick?” Taylor asked, recalling April mentioning her new male love interest now.

		“The very same!” April grinned impishly. “Don’t worry, I’ll share him with you two predators; the same way Inga shared Riley at her poolside barbeque, from what I’ve heard.”

		“This party just keeps getting more interesting!” Marsha remarked stepping out onto the patio and setting down the huge snack tray. “Primo pussy and grade-A cock to chase! What more could a girl ask for?”

		The doorbell sounded and Taylor jogged over to answer it. Like her two friends, she was wearing a bikini, one of her more conservative ones. Flinging open her front door, she found Inga Norgaard and Adie Anderson standing on her front porch.

		“Well, don’t you look stunning in that suit—what there is of it!” Taylor couldn’t help blurting out when she saw the small black and white, zebra striped bikini Inga was wearing underneath her diaphanous pool wrap.

		“I don’t believe in wearing a lot of clothes to a nude swimming party,” Inga shared as she entered the house for the first time, looking around. “Nice furniture,” she remarked, “Did you remember to thank Lionel?”

		Taylor felt her face reddening as she admitted that she hadn’t but that she was going to dinner with the elder Terry to do just that. Inga smiled approvingly and said, “He’ll no doubt rent a limousine, his personal cars no doubt being up in Carmel for the time being. Chauffeured limos perfect for backseat blowjobs on the way to the restaurant!”

		“I’ll…uh…keep that in mind,” Taylor said tactfully. “His daughter and April are out on the patio; just through there.”

		“I see them!” Adie Anderson assured her, rushing into the house and past Inga and Taylor excitedly. “Ooh, Marsha’s worn that green suit I like so much! It matches her eyes so perfectly!”

		The tall, lanky studio executive, dressed in a black bikini that was even more conservative than Taylor’s went over to the slider, opened it, and hurried out onto the patio to give Marsha a hug and a soul kiss. Taylor watched the two tall, powerful women cuddle and kiss so familiarly and wondered how many times they had shared a bed in the seven years or so Adie had been in California.

		They’ve no doubt spent dozens of nights together, since both of them used to live with Inga in her mansion, Taylor thought, imaging each of them creeping down a hallway to each other’s rooms, opening a door, and slipping inside for a night of lesbian bliss!

		Well, good for them! Taylor said, forcing her mind back to the present and realizing that her bisexual fantasizing had made her own pussy wet!

		“Riley’s coming by later,” Inga said just then, with a little toss of her ice-blonde hair. “I know he wasn’t invited, but I couldn’t keep him away, when he learned who all was going to be here! I think he really has the hots for your new assistant-girl! Plus, he always loves to dip a tongue or a dick into Marsh and Adie, whenever he gets a chance.”

		She gave Taylor a sidelong look and added, “On top of all that, he can’t seem to quit talking about your pussy, girl, and how hot and tight it was!”

		“He’s more than welcome,” Taylor offered magnanimously, her face coloring once again. “He was more than charming at your swim party and the only other man that’s going to be here this afternoon is Bob, some musclebound Romeo that April’s been dating. She invited him.”

		“Mmmmm, I like a man with muscles!” Inga grinned appreciatively. “Let’s see what else this Bob brings to the party.”

		“April assures me that he has a formidable dick and that he knows how to use it!” Taylor told her boss and mentor.

		“Sounds promising,” Inga observed, “Maybe he’ll give Riley some competition today!”

		Just at that moment, the front door opened and the man they had been discussing, Riley Ridge, entered with a cardboard box full of champagne bottles balanced on his right shoulder. He kicked the door shut behind him and swaggered into the house as if he owned it, his expensive sunglasses nestled in his longish, blonde-brown hair. He was wearing the tightest pair of red Speedos Taylor had ever seen, the outline of his mighty cock clearly visible in them, and an unbuttoned luau shirt with a pair of old flip-flops.

		“Don’t bother to knock or ring the bell, just make yourself right at home,” Taylor told him sarcastically.

		“Didn’t figure anyone was in the house, since this is supposed to be a pool party,” Riley answered dismissively, pointedly not apologizing for just walking in without announcing himself.

		Taylor got the impression that handsome, privileged Riley was in the habit of considering everything his, until he was expressly told that it wasn’t! She remembered how he had just taken her pussy the first time at Inga’s pool party, barely bothering to introduce himself before he’d started fucking her! He’d been like that with the other girls, too, but of course, he’d been intimate with them since they’d all been teenagers, on and off, she’d come to learn.

		Riley had gone out onto the patio with his champagne, when the doorbell chimed, announcing that his sister and Cyn Soames had arrived. “I see Riley’s Corvette parked out in the driveway, has that degenerate still got his swimsuit on?” Lee Lee Ridge asked as she sashayed inside.

		“Oh, I hope he doesn’t!” Cyn kidded Lee Lee. “I want this party to be more than a bunch of pusses eating each other out!”

		She sauntered over to Taylor and placed a finger under her chin, tipping her lovely face up for a hot soul kiss, just before she murmured, “Present company excepted, of course—I’d just love another taste of your pussy, darling!”

		Cyn and Taylor were both wearing sandals, but they were the same height, so it felt like the most natural thing in the world for Taylor to step into the embrace of the tall, shapely young director and rub her bikini-clad breasts against Cyn’s as they kissed.

		April loudly cleared her throat after thirty seconds or so of the lesbian display, and Taylor stepped back away from Cyn, saying, “You remember my personal assistant, April?”

		“I’ve noticed her, of course. She’s gorgeous!” Cyn acknowledged the curvy blonde girl with a welcoming smile, adding, “Just how personal of an assistant is she?”

		“VERY!” April growled territorially, reaching out and holding Taylor’s hand. “We’re together night and day, if you get my meaning!”

		“How wonderful for both of you,” Cyn said charmingly, stepping in front of April.

		“I’m sure Taylor won’t mind sharing you with me, then! All of Inga’s friends and associates share! We’re like one big, incestuous family in that way, right Lee?”

		“Sure!” Lee Lee agreed, stepping in between the pair of slightly taller girls. “My brother fucks ‘em all, big and tall. And we all lick pussies together like deranged bisexual sisters!”

		“How…uh…interesting! How very liberated of you!” April said nervously, stepping backward.

		“Oh, we’re liberated as fuck!” Lee Lee agreed, getting right in front of the retreating blonde and taking her into her arms.

		“Wha…What are you doing?” April said, turning her head away to avoid Lee Lee’s hungry kiss.

		“Just this!” Lee Lee said, finally succeeding in planting a searing soul kiss on the lightly-struggling April’s lips.

		The two of them kissed for over a minute, Lee Lee working her bikini bra against April’s all the while. After a few seconds, April dropped any pretense of wanting to get away, her hands coming up to cradle Lee Lee’s face as they kissed and straying into the girl’s long, brown hair, twirling it around her fingers as their tongues dueled and their nipples began to spike against the flimsy fabric of their bras.

		“Hey, hey, let’s move this outside, where there are chaise lounges,” Taylor said, not sounding displeased at all at the way this was going. “We’ve got all afternoon to get better acquainted!”

		They had only been outside for a few minutes when the sliding screen door leading out onto the patio opened again and a very tall, muscular man, carrying an ice chest full of imported beer and ice stepped through it. His arrival at the party coincided with Lee Lee looking across the small expanse of concrete at her brother, whose impressive cock was now fully erect in his swimsuit and saying, “Oh, go ahead and get it out, Riley—you’ve never been shy about doing it before!”

		Riley started to pull down his Speedos until he noticed the other man carrying the beer. He stopped, with just his pubic hair and the first two or so inches of his hard prick exposed, demanding loudly, “Who in the fuck is this dude? I thought I was going to be the only rooster at this hen party, like last time!”

		Taylor was staring at Bob; the man April had invited to the party. She had seen him dozens of times before, or course, she now realized. But he had been wearing workmen’s coveralls then, spattered with paint or smeared with tile grouting or covered in sawdust. He was on Alfie Brooks’ handyman crew and she had seen him clamoring up a ladder with a heavy square of roof tiles balanced on one broad shoulder, or passed him the stairs on her way down to the kitchen, him laden with a paint bucket and a ladder, smiling deferentially as he moved to one side to let her pass.

		Now, he was dressed in a pair of baggy surfer swim trunks, his massive, tree trunk-thick legs, heavy with pronounced veins and knots of muscle, leading down to his size-fourteen feet, encased in leather sandals today instead of work boots. He wore a luau shirt, like Riley Ridge wore, and it too was unbuttoned, revealing his deeply ridged six pack abs and a shelf of pectoral muscle that was truly impressive. Unlike Riley’s carefully sculpted gym muscles, Bob’s physique came as a result of years of daily back-breaking physical work and was somehow more honest, more manly, more…attractive!

		Taylor glanced around the patio at the posse women and saw that whereas all of them had previously been salivating over Riley’s sexy body and in-your-face attitude, they were now staring longingly at Bob! He seemed to know it too, straightening up to his full six-foot, six height after setting the cooler full of beer down next to the bar table, he said in a low, rumbling baritone voice, “Bob Dunham, here, and you are?” as he held out his mitt-like right hand to Riley.

		“I’m Riley Ridge, Inga’s husband and Lee Lee’s big brother,” Riley answered proudly, scooching up his Speedos again to cover his exposed pubic bush and cock with his left hand as he reached out to take Bob’s offered right hand with his.

		“Pleased to meet you, Mr. Ridge,” Bob Dunham smiled as he pumped the shorter man’s hand. “Your wife is even prettier than my April, and she’s fantastic!”

		As if acknowledging his praise, Inga, reclining on a nearby chaise lounge, undid the tie to her pool wrap and let it fall open. As all eyes, male and female, on the patio settled onto her jutting breasts in her less-than-modest black and white bikini bra, Inga reached behind herself and unsnapped it, revealing her sumptuous breasts.

		“Nude swimming party, remember, kiddies?” she asked as a collective sigh echoed across the patio. She hunched her trim ass off the lounger and slid down her bottoms, baring her waxed-clean pussy lips as they all watched.

		“I’m for that!” Riley chortled, dropping Bob’s hand and using both hand to pry down his tight trunks, freeing his rigid manhood proudly.

		“How about you, handsome? Are you shy?” Marsha Terry murmured in a low, sexy, somewhat raspy voice as she got up off her lounger and sidled over to Bob, unsnapping her top along the way and letting it slide down her arms.

		“You’ve got the biggest tits I’ve ever seen!” Bob breathed in excitedly as the tall redhead reached him, her luscious, lightly-freckled melons bobbling around loosely.

		“I know, ain’t it great?” Marsha giggled girlishly as she jiggled them for him on her way to seizing the elastic waistband of his swim trunks in both hands and pulling sharply downward.

		Marsha squealed excitedly as she saw Bob’s cock and balls revealed. He was longer than Riley, and thicker—even though he was still only semi-hard!

		Staring unabashedly at the monster prick and his gargantuan nut sac, she whistled lasciviously and growled, “I may have seen bigger dicks than that, but I can’t remember when!”

		“Can I suck it?” Marsha asked Bob in a mesmerized voice, still unable or unwilling to direct her brightly-shining green eyes way from his outsized genitalia.

		Bob cut his eyes to April, who was removing her bikini bottoms, her top already discarded and laying on the patio concrete next to her. She smiled, a little reluctantly, Bob thought and nodded her blonde head affirmatively.

		“Suck away, Red!” he told Marsha, who immediately sank to her knees in front of him and took his limp dick in both hands, bringing it up to where she could comfortably lick all around the mushroom-shaped head and the first few inches of his length.

		“Me next!” Lee Lee insisted, getting in line right behind Marsha, her brown eyes on Marsha’s head as it glided up and down Bob’s rapidly-hardening shaft.

		The budding movie star undid her top and cast it away, revealing her less-than-spectacular breasts and then quickly shinnied out of the rest of her bikini, showing off her long, perfect legs and her cute little ass. Unselfconsciously, she opened those fetching legs as Bob watched and slipped her middle finger up into her cleanly waxed slit; “jilling” herself off slowly as she watched her friend suck cock, her doe-like eyes now on Bob’s face as she toyed with her own pussy in front of him.

		“Fuckin’ A! But this thing is long when it gets all the way stiff!” Marsha marveled, as she gagged and drew her lips away from the now fully erect cock for a quick breath of air.

		As though she had eyes in the back of her head, the glorious redhead, whipped her mane of titian-colored hair around and eyed Lee Lee, noisily fingering her super-wet pussy directly behind her. “Lee, you naughty girl—quit flicking the bean and get down here and help me suck this big mother off!”

		“I’ll be glad to help, but my clit demands some attention!” Lee Lee whispered as she knelt down on Marsha’s right side and leaned forward to lick Bob’s huge ball sac. She kept her hand between her legs and masturbated herself as she lapped hungrily at the bulging set of nuts.

		“Silly girl! I’m great at multi-tasking, or don’t you remember?” Marsha chastised her friend, deftly moving Lee Lee’s hand onto her own cunt while dipping a long middle finger into the smaller girl’s as she returned her lips to Bob’s cock head.

		The two old friends gave Bob a slurpy, sucky blowjob while fingering each other’s pussies in front of the assembled multitude of naked girls and Riley Ridge, who was busily sucking the breasts of a slightly embarrassed but completely aroused April while Bob watched.

		Whoa, she’s going to let that big-dicked pretty boy fuck her!” Bob told himself in a panic. April had warned him that this was going to be a girl-on-girl, catch-as-catch-can fuckfest this afternoon, but he didn’t know if he was ready for this! She had intimated to him that he might get some strange tail today, and that he might see her lick some pussy; he’d been ready for that!

		Or at least he’d told himself that he was cool with it! April had long ago explained that she and Taylor were way more than just employee and employer, or just good friends. Hell, he had been around this house every day for weeks now, so he knew that the two of them slept together every night, or at least the nights April wasn’t spending the night in his bed!

		And he knew from experience that April dug cock; lots and lots of cock! But he had never dreamed that she would let another guy ball her right in front of him—right in front of everybody at the party!

		Still, he didn’t see that he was in any position to complain: this big redheaded girl was sucking his cock as if she couldn’t get enough of it and he was getting his balls thoroughly and completely licked by one of the hottest young stars in Hollywood at the same time!

		He cringed as Riley came up for air from April’s big tits and proceeded to kiss his way down her heaving belly. He couldn’t help but notice that his girlfriend’s smallish nipples were as aroused as he had ever seen them, and that her hands, as they roamed through the handsome young Don Juan’s hair, was urging his head downward, not seeking to slow his descent!

		“Ooooh, that feels so good!” April moaned loudly as Riley’s lips reached her clit. “You’re so good at that!”

		The huge-titted, redhaired girl’s lips felt incredible around his dick as he watched April squirm and moan on the nearby chaise lounge, and Riley’s little sister’s tongue and lips were driving his balls crazy with the desire to shoot a load. But he still felt duty-bound to call a halt to the exquisite blowjob and march across the patio to reclaim his girl!

		“Hey, you two have had your sucking fun; bring that incredible dick over here, so I can play with it too!” a female voice commanded from behind him just then.

		Inga Norgaard and a tall, strikingly beautiful brunette girl Bob knew was the hottest director in Hollywood right now were both naked on a chaise lounge directly behind him, and it was Inga who had spoken. He had seen every one of her pictures numerous times, as had every guy he knew, and he recognized her voice.

		“Oh, Inga, you spoiled little bitch!” the redheaded siren murmured as she slowly, reluctantly let Bob’s saliva-gleaming prick slip from her lips.

		“Yeah, how about giving us first shot at the primo dick for a change?” Lee Lee protested as Bob stepped away from them.

		“Why don’t we give Bob the call?” Inga suggested with a confident smile.

		She looked right at him, spread her glistening pink pussy lips apart for him to see, and tossed her round little butt up off the lounger as she said, “It’s up to you, big boy, who do you want to fuck…them or me?”

		Bob’s choice was made even easier by the fact that April was coming, loudly and appreciatively, on Riley’s tongue just then, and that Riley, after staying with the leggy blonde as she mewled and cooed her way through her orgasm, straightened up and set the head of his fully-swollen cock up against her soupy cunt lips and got ready to mount up on her.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		

		The Power of Anger Sex

		

		Bob saw the disappointment and hurt in the other two girls’ eyes as he turned on his heel and sauntered over to Inga’s lounger, his unreal dick bobbing and dipping before him as he walked. Inga was beaming, watching every movement of the mighty prick as it jerked and waggled around.

		“You’d better bring that monster down here, so I can examine it more closely,” she breathed up at Bob.

		Obediently, he knelt on the lounger between her widespread legs. She sat up and took his rock-hard prick in her small fist and worked the skin up and down, drawing a bead of clear pre-cum from his slit.

		“Oh, that’s mine!” Cyn Soames cried out, sitting up next to her friend and sticking out her tongue expectantly.

		Giggling, Inga ran Bob’s cock head up and down Cyn’s offered tongue until his prick was gleaming with a thick coating of her spittle but his piss slit was clean, as far as pre-cum went. Cyn put her tongue back in her mouth and made satisfied little cooing noises.

		“It was sweet, wasn’t it?” Inga demanded.

		“Maybe it was, maybe it wasn’t. I’ll never tell!” Cyn teased her, sticking her tongue back out and waggling it at Inga. “Suck it yourself and see.”

		Inga snatched Bob’s billy-club of a dick away from Cyn and thrust it into her own mouth. Bob sighed as the most beautiful girl in the world inhaled four or five inches of his throbbing cock easily, batting at it with her tongue as she did so!

		Inga Norgaard is sucking my cock! Inga fucking Norgaard is sucking my cock! He kept on repeating to himself, not quite believing it, even though it was happening right before his startled eyes! The famous silver-blonde hair went methodically up and down his thrumming, excited-beyond-belief prick shaft! Those storied ice-blue, almost colorless retinas stared up at him teasingly as Inga’s lips engulfed all of him!

		April had told him that Inga was going to be here today, and that she intended to…share him with the girls in her posse, but he hadn’t really believed his new girlfriend. He never thought, in his wildest, most out-there fantasies that he would get to have sex with the movie goddess, herself!

		Yet here he was—his swim trunks down around his ankles, his cock buried in Inga Norgaard’s sucking lips, her tongue lashing out to tease his balls at times when she bottomed out on him, her famous tits bared and bobbling around as she expertly blew him!

		The downside of this male fantasy come true, of course, was that Riley Ridge was really laying the meat to his April a few yards away at the same time! He could hear her moaning with pleasure as the other man fucked her frantically, ramming his formidable dick in all the way with each savage lunge of his hips!

		Bob tore his eyes from the spectacle of the most desired woman on the planet feasting on his rigid cock to focus on April, her honey-blonde hair hanging off the chaise lounge, her long, nicely-tanned body totally naked, her spectacular legs spread wide for her new lover, and her sleek little ass coming up to meet his fierce thrusts down into her!

		She’s eating this up! Bob told himself disgustedly. That Riley weasel is really good-looking and he’s got a dick that’s nearly as big as mine! He’s fucking the holy living shit out of her and she’s really digging it!

		“Come on. She’s enjoying herself with my husband. Let’s enjoy ourselves, too!” Inga advised him, her lips sliding free of his well-sucked cock.

		The superstar slid back down on the lounger, spreading her legs for him. Cyn moved as near to the edge on her side as she could, to give the couple some room, and leaned down to kiss Inga as Bob got into position between the blonde girl’s legs. “Give it to her, hard and deep!” Cyn advised Bob, reaching down and grabbing his prick in her fist once more. “She’s more than ready for it!”

		Cyn lubed the head of his swollen manhood up in the steady stream of clear, warm liquid pouring from Inga’s pink folds. She nodded to Bob as she centered the huge, bulbous head in the middle of Inga’s gushing hole and moved her hand out of the way.

		Bob happened to glance over at Riley and April again just as he was urging his muscular hips forward, lancing his thick cock into Inga’s weeping depths. Riley eyes held his as he fucked Riley’s wife right in front of him. Bob thought he saw regret and jealousy there, just for a moment, and a wave of what felt like revenge and anger surged through the big workman as he sheathed himself as deep as he could in Inga’s offered flesh.

		Jesus, she’s tight and slick and totally great inside! Bob told himself, as he started to fuck the most desirable woman on earth. If I had a wife like her, I wouldn’t let anyone else, near her—not even to fuck an angel like April!

		“Oh, God, it’s so biiiiiiiiig!” Inga groaned loudly just then. “The biggest, thickest one I’ve ever had! And I love it!”

		Riley reacted as if his wife had just kneed him in the balls. His strokes down into April slackened, as if his heart was no longer in it. Bob just chortled and fucked Inga harder, faster, really burying his mammoth cock in her with each thrust, his eyes darting between her ecstatic face and Riley’s stricken one.

		This is great! Bob exulted. Inga’s the best piece of ass I’ve ever had and Riley just hates the fact that I’m having her while he’s forced to watch!

		Bob had read somewhere, long ago, that angry sex was the best, most intense kind of sex, but he hadn’t believed it. Now, making the diminutive blonde’s body bounce up off the chaise lounge every time he speared himself into it, with Riley witnessing every thrust, every withdrawal, he had to admit that there may have been something to that old bromide about angry/revenge sex! Inga was cooing out encouragement and working her fine little body against his to maximize his penetration, and he sensed that behaving so wantonly in front of Riley was at least as big a turn on for her as the actual act itself!

		This is one fucked up couple! Bob admitted to himself as he rutted on and on. But if this is the kind of game they like to play with each other; I’m more than willing!

		“Oh, fuck; I’m coming so hard!” April cried out just then, and Bob could see her whole, lanky body shaking with release as Riley continued to give it a desultory drilling.

		“Me tooooooooooo!” Inga wailed, her cunt grabbing at Bob’s gliding dick and milking it.

		He could see his famous partner’s areoles puckering and realized that her exquisite little nipples were jutting out like a pair of brand-new pencil erasers beneath him as her big tits jellied and shook with each fresh penetration.

		“Take it, you hot little bitch! Take every drop!” Riley moaned, clearly unloading into April’s clenching pussy sheath.

		Everyone was coming but him, Bob realized. But he didn’t feel like coming at all! He was excited by the scene and by what he was doing—fucking the most famous movie star on earth—but all he wanted to do was keep on gliding his manhood into her, reveling in the warm California sun on his shoulders and the glorious pussy beneath him! Being a stud in front of a bevy of gorgeous, famous women, most of whom were nude or at least topless, was a hoot too! As was having the luscious Cyn lean in to suck Inga’s excited nipples from time to time as he nailed her!

		“Mmmmm, I think it’s going to take something really special to get our new friend, Big Bob, off today, Cyn!” Inga panted as she finally stopped orgasming and noticed that Bob was still rock hard but hadn’t yet shot off inside her.

		The small blonde, reached out languidly for a tube of suntan oil and handed it to Cyn as she spoke.

		“How special are we talking?” Cyn wanted to know as she uncapped the oil and squirted some on her palms before running those oily palms up and down the rich, olive-colored skin of her right calf.

		“Suntan oil is really slick; makes a good lube when you don’t have any Astroglide handy.”

		As she spoke, Inga waited for Bob’s next up-stroke before jerking her hips down into the lounger as far as she could, effectively unsheathing Bob’s erection from her sated pussy. He looked disconcerted for a moment, at the sudden loss of her tight, wet confines, but she quieted him with a big, provocative smile and quickly flipped over onto her stomach beneath him.

		“Fuck me in the ass, Bob; every guy in the world wants to and, lucky you, you get to!” Inga said in a low, sexy growl that was audible to everyone on the patio.

		Cyn sprang into action with the tube of sun-warmed tanning oil, shoving it into Inga’s proudly displayed little pink rosebud on an anus and squirting a huge amount inside.

		“That ought to do it. That felt like a suntan oil enema!” Inga said half-jokingly as she looked back over her left shoulder at Bob and twerked her oil-filled ass for him. “How about some more of that super-cock of yours, big boy, right up my greasy asshole?”

		Bob didn’t get much anal sex. He wasn’t into men—queerboy size-queens who might have appreciated what he had to offer them--and he didn’t meet many girls who wanted a cock as big as his up their cute little bottoms: so he all but jumped at the chance to fuck the most sought-after female ass in existence!

		He wasted no time in pushing his large-bore cock head into the tiny, oil-filled socket that was Inga Norgaard’s anal pucker. She moaned softly as he popped inside of her petite pink anus and slid in another inch or two of his ultra-hard shaft for good measure.

		“Sweet Jesus! And I thought your pussy was tight!” Bob couldn’t help but mutter as he experienced the deliciously snug grip of Inga’s ass sheath.

		“A-All of it!” Inga panted, sounding both shocked and delighted by the feel of his girth inside her. “I want all of that big fucker up my bottom!”

		“Here it comes, you hot little mama!” Bob promised as he seized a perfectly rounded ass cheek in each of his massive hands and steadied her as he filled her.

		“Ohhhhh! Oh, God it’s big and long!” Inga wailed, not unhappily, as the huge cock stretched her open. “I love it! I love how…epic it is!”

		‘Epic’; no one’s ever called my cock epic before! “Bob thought to himself, rather liking that, He knew he had a much bigger than average dick, but no girl had ever called him anything other than hung or monstrous, or occasionally, too fucking big!

		He had gone with a girl back in high school in Montana, where he’d grown up, who had refused to give him any more than hand jobs or an infrequent, clumsy blowjob. Those had been the worst blowjobs he’d ever experienced, because the girl, Ally, had had a very small mouth and she could barely fit his girthy, mushroom shaped head inside it!

		Blowjobs with Ally had consisted of a lot of making out, fondling her small, naked tits while they kissed and her sawing away at his erection with her little hand; with her breaking off the kiss at the last possible moment to lean over in the front seat of Bob’s dad’s old sedan to suck in his exploding cock and swallow his onslaught of come as best she could.

		It had been exciting, because they’d both been sixteen and otherwise almost totally inexperienced with sex. When Bob had suggested that they might fuck, Ally had giggled and shook her head negatively, saying, “Oh, Bob, you big dufus! I doubt you’re ever going to find any girl who wants to do that with you, not with that big old horsedick hanging between your legs!”

		Well, fuck you. Ally; you stuck up little cunt! Bob thought, sinking the last of his big old horsecock into the most famous movie hottie in the world’s sleek little ass.

		Inga mewled happily as she felt Bob’s big nut sac slap against her ignored pussy lips. She snuggled her squishy pink folds against his twin spheres of male desire, grinding her clit up against the wrinkled, hairy skin and reveling in the flashes of increased sensitivity that caused in her throbbing cunt.

		Bob got the message, reaching down with his right hand to stroke her tender clit with just the pad of his middle finger as he began to piston in and out of her pulsing ass channel. With his left hand, he reached around underneath her and found her dangling tits, tweaking her nipples in time with his teasing of her clit, all the while fucking her ass faster and faster.

		“Oh, Bob, give it to me!” She groaned loud enough for everyone on the patio to hear. “Pound me with your big cock—fuck me hard!”

		Bob momentarily regretted his lack of experience with anal: he had never had a girl beg for even deeper penetration, and he certainly had never had one as flat-out gorgeous as Inga Norgaard demand it! He stared down at the incomparable woman in front of him, hunching her trim little ass back against him, begging to be fucked harder and bit down on his lower lip to keep from shooting off immediately into her heavenly anal depths.

		All the world thought of Inga as a sex goddess, and Bob could verify that she was! Her velvety-smooth ass tunnel was sucking at his hammering dick, and her nipples and her clit were jerking against his exploring fingers, throbbing with passion! Inga was Sex personified and it was all he could do not to spunk her right then and there!

		Got to last—got to make her come first! He insisted to himself as he rutted happily away in the tightest, slickest, hottest little ass he ever hoped to experience. You’re going to feel like such a horse’s ass, if you lose it like some wet-behind-the-ears kid and go off without pleasing her! All these people are watching you, even April!

		Indeed, his new girlfriend had gotten up off her chaise lounge to lead Riley Ridge by the hand over to the lounger Bob now occupied with Inga and Cyn. He looked up at his new girlfriend guiltily, his oversized prick still buried in Inga’s ass, but April just smiled at him. He glanced downward, his gaze moving across her well-sucked tits and on down to her waxed-clean pussy, where a thin line of Riley’s semen was oozing out of her and running down her left thigh.

		Inga swiveled her head around to peer over her right shoulder at that moment and saw what Bob had seen—Riley’s jism leaking out of April’s puffy cunt lips. The cheated-upon wife let out a long, low moan and started to orgasm around Bob’s impaling length. He felt her jam her pussy back against his finger, mashing her clit against it even tighter as he tweaked her left nipple between the index finger and thumb of his right hand. Inga shivered all over and began to shudder steadily, her ass sheath grabbing at Bob’s cock.

		Those torrid clenches and knowing that April and Riley were watching intently set him off. Jet after powerful jet of semen shot out of his balls and into Inga’s gripping ass tunnel. The small orifice was far too tiny to hold all of that hot come and it began to drip out of her anus almost immediately.

		“Flood it, Bob! Cyn urged him, her brown eyes wide with excitement as she watched her best girlfriend’s ass receive the spunking of its life. “She wants it—she wants every drop, the little slut!”

		“Ooh, I dooooo,” Inga crooned as he continued to jizz her. “I want it all!”

		Bob came longer and harder than he had ever come before in his entire life! His big nuts kept on churning out spurts of cock cream and he fucked it deep into Inga’s perfect little ass until it finally ran out.

		He slowly pulled out of her as his cock softened up and the come stopped shooting. As his cock head popped out of Inga’s gooey ass pucker. Bob stood up on wobbly knees, patted her exquisite ass, kicked out of his swim trunks and ran nude over to the nearby pool. His dive was deep and sure, he touched to bottom of the recently resurfaced pool and glided on underwater until his fingers made contact with the wall at the shallow end of the big pool.

		Bob had taken a deep breath before his dive, so he was able to do a kick-turn and remain under the surface of the water for almost half the trip back. He was experiencing a whole range of emotions as he swam, running the gamut from jealousy at the way Riley had fucked April, and the way she had let him, to his own lingering shame over balling Inga so freely and so publicly, in front of everybody, including April just now. It had felt so great when he was doing it, but now he wondered if he still had a girlfriend, or if April would dump his cheating ass and take up with a new man.

		He didn’t worry much about that new man being Riley Ridge. Having just fucked Inga himself, and having been with April more than once, Bob had to admit that, while his new girlfriend was nothing but hot, a man would have to be a fool to throw Inga Norgaard over for anyone! She was rich beyond belief, famous, powerful, and could fuck like a love goddess!

		When he finally broke the surface in search of air, Bob found he had a new worry: April was now on the lounger with Inga, making out like crazy and running her hands all over the superstar’s nude body as she did so! He knew April and Taylor were steady lovers, but now he found himself fantasizing about April running off with some other girl, instead of another man!

		He sucked in air and treaded water as he watched the two gorgeous blondes, paw at each other and suck tongue as they kissed. He felt his dick getting hard once more as he heard Inga whisper, “Eat Bob’s come out of my ass while I suck Riley’s out of your pussy—it’ll be such fun! And I know I can make you come!”

		April rolled her eyes and said softly, “Well, duh! You could make anyone come, as hot as you are!”

		In seconds, the two women were sixty-nining, with Inga up on her hands and knees, and April flat on her back underneath her, lapping hungrily at Inga’s pink little pussy slit and running her exploring tongue higher, to plunge it into Inga’s gaped-open asshole. A steady stream of white goo dripped out of the larger-than-usual opening and down onto April’s wriggling tongue.

		Holy fuck, but that’s hot! Bob marveled as he watched the two beauties go after each other so avidly.

		He dog-paddled up to the edge of the pool scant yards away from the pair of lovers and hoisted himself out of the water, taking care not to scrape his once again nearly erect cock on the rough concrete as he turned and sat on the pool’s edge. “Oh, good, you’re hard again!” a female voice murmured as he sat dripping dry in the late afternoon sunshine.

		Turning, he saw Marsha, the tall redhead with the unreal rack of tits standing over him. She reached down and helped him to his feet, her bare right breast gliding off his wet left shoulder in the process. That huge breast was firm and bouncy and attractive as all get out as it jiggled and rolled to a stop on the girl’s chest while he watched.

		“You want some more of my titties?” Marsha asked him boldly as she noted his staring. “Come right this way, handsome.”

		“I need you to fuck Lee,” the big redhead explained as they made their way over to yet another lounger. “She’s beside herself to come, but after watching her brother with April and you with Ing, she wants to orgasm on a for-real dick this afternoon, not a tongue; even as talented a tongue as mine!”

		Lee Lee Ridge lay sprawled out on the thick cushion of the chaise lounge, her smallish cunt as wet with saliva and lube as it could be. It was obvious that someone—Bob suspected Marsha, whose mouth and cheeks were still shiny with saliva and pussy lube—had been feasting on it voraciously all afternoon, but had failed to get the thinly built actress off.

		Bob also noticed that the brown-haired girl’s raspberry-shaped nipples were looking almost painfully swollen. Lee Lee stared longingly at Bob’s massive cock and reached out for it.

		“Oh, man! Give me that big fucker! Give it to me!” Lee Lee cried out gutturally, leaning forward on the lounger and lunging for Bob’s dick.

		“Whoa, girl! You’ll get it; I promise!” Bob laughed and danced back out of the frenzied girl’s reach. “Just lay back and relax and I’ll be in you in a minute!”

		Something about this wild afternoon made him ask, as he sunk down on the lounger between Lee Lee’s eagerly spread open legs, “How about you, Red? Don’t you want some of this?”

		Marsha broke into a beaming smile and assured him, “I’m next, gorgeous! You can bet your nuts on that!”

		Bob grinned at her and sunk his cock into the lithe brunette enthusiastically, not stopping his downward thrust until his large nut sack swung against Lee Lee’s trim little ass cheeks.

		“Mmlf! I haven’t had anything this big in me since Riley fucked me at Inga’s coming out party, back when we were still in high school!” Lee Lee burbled up at Marsha excitedly, humping her juicy cunt up against Bob’s penetrating erection.

		“Enjoy it, squirt! Like I said, I’m next, after he fucks your lights out!”

		Marsha went off to get herself another flute full of the Dom Perignon Riley had brought to the party, while Lee Lee fucked him like a girl on a mission.

		Balling Lee Lee wasn’t anything like balling Inga or April had been. She reminded him of a plain-looking neighbor girl back in Montana he’d had an on again, off again sexual relationship with since they had both been in the eighth grade. Her pussy was very wet and slick, and as warm as a pussy normally was, but being in it didn’t give him the same visceral thrill that being in Inga’s or April’s had given him.

		Still, he soldiered on; any pussy was good pussy, as far as Bob was concerned, and Lee Lee being Riley’s little sister and an up and coming movie star on her own heightened his excitement as he rutted on. How many movie stars did a working schmuck like him normally get to fuck?

		“Ooh, give it me, baby—I just love your big dick!”

		Bob fucked her even deeper, even harder and she just wrapped her arms around his torso that much tighter and rubbed her erect little nipples against his chest, cooing and moaning with pleasure. Marsha, totally nude and masturbating her juicy cunt enthusiastically as she watched them, whispered, “Fuck her good, but save some of that hard dick for me! I’m next, after her!”

		This is more pussy than I ever dreamed of! Bob told himself excitedly, ogling Marsha’s huge jugs as they bounced and swayed in time with her relentless digital assault on her own gushing slit. He was dreaming of fucking the big girl, just as he was now plowing little Lee Lee, and it jazzed him no end! All these hot, rich girls lining up to fuck him, as if he was somebody, not just a lowly hammer-slammer!

		“Oh, God! It’s right up against my clit!” Lee Lee wailed just then, wriggling her pelvis against his. “And it’s making me come so fiiiiiiiiiiine!”

		Bob held on as the little vixen screamed and undulated against him, her tight cunt sucking at his gliding prick as he reamed her choice little pussy out until she went limp beneath him.

		“You fucked her lights out!” Marsha murmured in awe, staring at the semi-conscious Lee Lee and Bob’s log of a cock sunk deep within her languid body. “I bet you can’t do that to me, but I want you to try!”

		Marsha leaned down and used the hand that wasn’t sluicing out her own pussy to tug Bob free of the all but passed out Lee Lee and guide him over to the next lounger, which was occupied by Cyn Soames and Adie Anderson, who was applying a shining coal of suntan oil to Cyn’s broad, bare back.

		“Can I borrow your lounger for a few minutes, Cyn?” Marsha asked sweetly. “Studly, here, is going to give me a furious balling, if we can find a place to do it!”

		“You can, but only if I’m next,” Cyn told her friend with a grin. “He really laid the meat to Inga’s ass earlier, and he just fucked Lee into utter oblivion!”

		The tall, elegant girl turned to Adie and asked, “Are you in after me?”

		Adie looked up at Bob and blushed, nodding her head shyly that she was.

		Bob found that he wanted them all: Marsha was pure Sex, Cyn was gorgeous, and Adie was simply mesmerizing; not as beautiful as the rest but so bashful about her nudity in front of him, in contrast to the others, and totally unlike what he expected a girl so young,--who was after all, the head woman at a powerful studio and a rich girl in her own right--to be.

		He shoved his stiff cock into Marsha’s depths and found her to be—against all odds—just as juicy and slick and tight as Lee Lee and Inga had been! He’d expected her to be loose inside, all stretched out, from taking a number of cocks throughout the years!

		She comes on like a real slut-girl, but I guess she doesn’t fuck as often as you’d think! Bob told himself, amazed, as he rutted down into her.

		Those tits of hers are just as awesome as I’d thought they’d be, though! He marveled as he watched each thrust into Marsha’s welcoming pussy start them jiggling and bouncing anew.

		They fucked flat-out for a good ten minutes, Marsha rolling her hips beneath him and grinding those big tits against his massive chest, when she suddenly went limp beneath him, her green eyes rolling back into her head, and murmured, “Oh, God; that’s it—I’m coming! I’m coming so fucking good!”

		Bob kept on thrusting down into her warm recesses and held on tight as she gripped at him with her slick inner-core and bellowed, “Oh, fuck! It may be the best one I’ve ever had!” as she vibrated beneath him, her big body seeming to levitate up off the lounger with him atop it!

		“Man, he’s even better than Riley!” Marsha murmured happily, moments later, as he eased his hard on out of her satisfied cunt and stood beside the chaise lounge, his knees wobbly and threatening to give out.

		“I’ll be the judge of that, Marsh,” Cyn said with a cunning little smile playing across her gorgeous face, her long arms up-lifted toward Bob in a welcoming gesture.

		He looked down at the most sought-after director in Hollywood and stepped over toward her, thinking once again that she was beautiful enough to be a movie star herself.

		He whispered as much into her ear as he pushed his long cock into her very receptive pussy and nestled into her warm embrace. Instead of being flattered, Cyn Soames drew back and told him haughtily, “Oh, it’s much more fun to order movie stars around than to actually be one!”

		He knew he must have been giving her a funny look, because she rushed on to explain: “My dad was one of the biggest stars ever, and he much preferred directing, once he’d tried it! ‘Bullshit, to be sure. But not as much bullshit as there was to deal with on the other side of the camera!’ That’s what he told me.”

		Bob just grinned and started to fuck her. And she was heavenly to fuck! Cyn made love like she was dancing. Her full hips came off the lounger in perfect syncopation with his lunges down into her delicious pussy, and her big, round breasts; while not as full as Marsha’s or even Inga’s, rolled and jiggled very enticingly, her brownish-ed nipples erect and pointy against his chest.

		She proved to be the easiest one so far to get off; her clit, while not large, was extremely sensitive, and it was pressing up against his cock as he slid it in and out of her velvety cunt. In only a few minutes, her arms tightened in their grip across his back and he felt her pussy begin to suck at his plunging cock!

		“Give it to me hard—I’m coming already!” Cyn whined, her whole, voluptuous body shaking uncontrollably beneath him, her cuntal sheath closing around his buried cock shaft.

		Bob couldn’t resist showing off a little; Cyn was a very in-shape young woman. Her tall, lanky body didn’t have an ounce of fat on it: her pussy muscles were just as toned as the rest of her. But he had no problem in breaking free of her orgasmic grip, powering his huge cock past her clasping grasp and driving himself balls-deep into her squeezing pussy tunnel. He backed up just as easily, then drove himself down into her again all the way, fucking her viciously, deeply…thoroughly!

		“Oh, God, that’s the way to fuck me!” she squealed, coming like crazy around his pummeling dick. “Fuck me to death!”

		He hammered down into her until she had been reduced to a sobbing, cooing mound of post-orgasmic bliss. Only then, did he ease his still-hard prick out of her.

		Adie Anderson, standing tall and aloof beside the lounger, seemed to realize that it was now her turn with Bob’s super-cock. She reached out shyly and took his hand, urging him up from the chaise lounge and to his feet.

		As he stepped nearer to her, Adie whispered self-consciously, “I’ve never seen Cyn come like that before! Not in all the years I’ve known her; through all the Posse parties and numerous little…adventures we’ve shared together! Not even with Riley or with Inga! And Inga is special, let me tell you. She can do things to a person that no one else can do!”

		“Oh, I believe you!” Bob interjected. “I…uh…found that out earlier, remember?”

		“Yeah, I saw you two start out the afternoon’s…festivities,” Adie admitted somewhat reluctantly. “That was when I decided I wanted to…meet you.”

		The two of them had been wandering, hand in hand, through the obstacle course of loungers and deck chairs strewn about the patio as they talked. Now Adie stopped at a chaise lounge at the edge of the concrete, which was shaded by a large oak tree, and nodded towards it.

		“Is this okay?” she asked Bob in the same shy voice she had used before.

		“Great,” he answered enthusiastically, gesturing for her to lie down on it.

		She did, her smallish but perfect bare breasts gradually rolling to a stop on her chest. Bob’s eyes refused to leave her hardball-sized mounds, with their tantalizing pinkish-red nipples and Adie’s brown orbs seemed just as preoccupied with his long, slightly less than fully erect dick and hairy ball sac as he stood over her reclining body.

		“You’re not as hard as you were. Should I suck it for you?” Adie offered.

		“I’d love that, but you don’t have to, if you don’t want to. I should stiffen up again as soon as I start playing with these!” Bob assured her, sitting down next to her on the edge of the lounger and taking a pert breast in each hand.

		“Let’s play with each other,” Adie suggested, sitting up and leaning over his lap, her eyes once again on his flagging cock as he reached for it.

		It’s still gooey with Cyn’s pussy lube, Bob told himself as Adie’s tongue began to swirl around the head, licking off the shiny oil and replacing it with a sheen of saliva. But I guess that doesn’t bother her much—all of these girls have been eating each other’s pussies out since high school, from what I can gather!

		Somewhere along the way, Adie Anderson had learned to suck cock as well as Lee Lee, Cyn, or Marsha. The slender girl had learned the trick of tilting her head back so that she could take Bob’s massive dick all the way down to his oversized balls, and her swan-like neck bulging with the presence of his buried cock head as he deep-fucked her mouth and throat.

		She couldn’t help choking a little as she did so, and her gentle, girlish cough was so sexy, and sounded so innocent, somehow that Bob almost lost it and came in her mouth right then. He pulled his throbbing, ready-to-explode manhood from her sucking lips and eyed her still bikini clad pelvis expectantly.

		“Oh, I guess I’d better take this off, hadn’t I?” Adie whispered self-consciously, tugging at the small triangle of cloth. “I’m still not as brassy as the rest of these sluts!”

		Bob found it endearing, the way she bashfully shed the last of her scant clothing and bashfully, almost reluctantly revealed her carefully waxed-bare pussy slit to his gaze. Adie’s pussy was small, impossibly pink, and wet as it could be!

		He just had to taste it! He just had to lick it a little before he fucked it!

		“May I?” he murmured, slipping his big hands under her petite little ass cheeks and easily lifting her lower body up off the lounger as he dipped his head down towards it.

		“Oh, God! Please do!” Adie sighed as his tongue touched her clit. “I just love to have my pussy eaten!”

		Bob proceeded to go slightly crazy on her succulent pink folds. He lashed at their juicy surface with his tongue, savoring the sweetness and freshness of her pussy oil, reveling in the tightness of her snug little hole around his delving tongue, daydreaming of Cyn and Marsha and Lee Lee, and even of Inga doing what he was now doing, when they’d all been teenagers together.

		Try not to imagine that! Bob cautioned himself, realizing that the very notion of that bevy of naked teenage girls all sucking clits together and feasting on each other’s girlish nipples made his very stiff dick pulse with excitement and his balls bunch tighter, ready to come! He envied Riley for partying together with this group, when they’d all been kids and wondered how many times he’d fucked them all over the years they’d known each other.

		Best not dwell on that! He thought, breaking Adie’s hold on his head and drawing himself up to mount her.

		“Ohhhhh, Yesssssss!” she crooned as he entered her very wet pussy slowly. “Give me every inch!”

		Bob continued to ease into her until his nuts were up against her ass cheeks and his pubic hair would have been nestled with hers, if she had had any. He stirred his buried dick around in Adie’s almost liquid-feeling depths, mashing it up against her clit in the process.

		“J-Jesus, that feels great!” she gasped. “Oh, Bob, fuck me; please, fuck me!”

		I’ll fuck you! He promised her mentally. I’ll fuck you until you scream for me to stop!

		He backed his weighty dick almost out of her clasping pussy sheath and then rammed it home again, drawing a sigh of pure pleasure from the young studio head. Faster and faster, he pistoned into her, his own orgasm just seconds away.

		C-Can…I come in you?” he managed to croak, his prick flying up and down in her slick little pussy.

		“You’d better!” she moaned, tossing her hips up to meet his frantic lunges. “I want to feel that hot stuff of yours pumping into me!”

		Bob threw back his head and roared with utter delight as he creamed her. Spurt after spurt of hot, heavy jism rocketed up into the orgasming girl’s clasping pussy sheath.

		Oh, fuck, what a party this is! Bob congratulated himself, draining his big nuts into a woman who normally wouldn’t have given him the time of day.

		

		****

		

		“This food is great!” Bob whispered to April as they stepped back from the snack table, their paper plates loaded down with finger-food delicacies and began to munch on them.

		“Marsha made it all,” April informed him, nibbling at a crab puff and chasing it with a swig of champagne. “She’s more than a great set of tits and a tight pussy.”

		She’s all that, alright! Bob told himself, glancing across the table at Marsha, who stood nude and proud alongside Lee Lee, eating her own food and pausing once in a while to nibble-kiss the thinner girl’s long neck and bare shoulders. And I think I read somewhere that Marsha’s worth something like a hundred million dollars!

		Riley and Inga, also as naked as they could be, stood next to Marsha, behaving like a long-married couple deeply in love, as if both of them hadn’t been busily cheating on each other all afternoon. Inga was lovingly feeding Riley one of Marsha’s hand-rolled deli ham and cream cheese/black olive chunks treats, and he was wolfing it down, along with one of Bob’s imported beers.

		It was such a weird feeling, standing nude on this patio, ogling a half dozen naked girls, knowing he had fucked them all, especially with April being there, just as bare as he was, standing next to him, with him knowing that she had enjoyed most of these women, sexually, as well! I guess this is what Wild Hollywood is all about! He thought. Just what I fantasized it would be like when I moved out here from Montana!

		“Here’s to The Wild Girls, I hope it’s a huge hit! One of many for our newest star, Taylor Wells!” Inga said, suddenly raising her flute of champagne and stepping forward to toast Taylor.

		April squealed with enthusiasm and raised her glass to celebrate her boss and lover’s triumph as a movie star and tossed her near-empty paper plate into the garbage can next to her so that she could use her other hand to grab Bob’s right ass cheek, digging in her long fingernails.

		“Hey, those nails of yours are sharp!” her boyfriend yelped, jumping in surprise.

		Despite the pain, his impressive dick grew harder as April stared down at it. She rubbed his “injured” butt cheek with the palm of her hand and Bob continued to stiffen.

		“Don’t you ever get enough pussy?” April whispered, cupping his ass mound in her fingertips, carefully avoiding sinking her nails into it this time.

		“Not at a party like this one; with all these naked cuties around to inspire me!” Bob assured her with a devilish grin, jerking his head toward Inga and her gathered Posse girls.

		“Well, I guess that’s good,” April murmured. “Since Taylor has offered to let you spend the rest of the weekend here, with the two of us. Just think, you’ll be the first at work, come Monday morning!”

		I’ve got an old pair of clean coveralls rolled up and stuffed behind my pickup truck seat, and I’m pretty sure there’s an old pair of work boots back there, too, so that should work out fine, Bob thought to himself, slipping an arm around April’s shoulder.

		“You’re sure you’re going to be alright with this?” he asked her in a soft voice.

		“I’ve already seen you fuck all the girls at this party except Taylor and me,” April answered with an indifferent shrug.

		She captured Bob’s eyes with hers and asked, “What about you; are you going to be okay with seeing Taylor and me together?”

		“I saw you and Inga on the lounger, and that was nothing but hot! You and Taylor? Piece of cake, especially if I get to play along.”

		

		****

		

		The party ended at around ten that evening, when Inga, Adie, and Riley finally left. Taylor, Bob, and April, clothes once again in their swim wear walked them out to their cars and said goodnight.

		“Don’t be a stranger, now that we’ve formally met, April! You and Bob must join us for dinner some night soon!” Inga called to the trio as she got in Adie’s chauffeured limo’s backseat, along with her oldest friend. Adie woke the chauffeur—who had long since dozed off in the front seat—and away they went. Riley jumped into his top-down Corvette and fired it up, waving to all of them as he backed down the long driveway, pulled out into the deserted residential street, and then roared off after the departing limo.

		“Well, that was quite a party,” Bob sighed as he watched the lights of the Corvette speed away.

		“Oh, the real party’s just starting, handsome!” Taylor assured him, grabbing his soft dick through his swim suit and leading him into the backyard.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		

		Getting to Know Bob

		

		Taylor’s heart was threatening to jump right out of her chest as she led Bob into the backyard, up to the slider and into the house, with April trailing along behind. She knew April well enough to know that she had a jealous streak and that the stunning blonde was deeply in love with both her and Bob: what if this little three-way didn’t work out as planned and April didn’t love seeing Bob fuck Taylor? What if it caused a huge, raucous break up between all of them? Was a romp in bed worth risking her now perfect life on?

		She agonized over that as she climbed the stairs toward the bedroom, Bob’s stiffening cock in her hand along with the front of his swim suit. It was huge! Bigger than any porn guy she’d ever been with including John Peterson, the current king of porn! John had turned out to be a sweet man, who could really fuck, but Taylor remembered earlier in the day, when Bob had used his billy club of a cock to pummel Lee Lee into a slobbering, cooing stupor of orgasmic pleasure!

		She knew Lee Lee’s reputation as a party girl, so fucking her senseless was no small feat! Taylor had told herself at that moment, that she wanted to experience fucking like that; April being there would make it even better—or so she rationalized her illicit desire!

		I’ve come a long way from Iowa, she told herself as she opened the door to her bedroom suite, where fucking my boyfriend, Tom, in the seat of his old pickup truck was the extent of my misbehaving…

		

		****

		

		Once inside the bedroom, Taylor and April quickly stripped off their bikinis again, and went after Bob’s baggy swim trunks. They had somewhat of a struggle getting them off over his once-again jutting cock, but in the end, they succeeded.

		Holy fuck; it’s even bigger than I thought it was, up this close! Taylor sucked in her breath as the mammoth spear of male flesh bobbed up and down in the dull light of the bedroom’s night light, right beside the king bed.

		“Uh…I hope you don’t mind if I… admire it a little before we…uh…get started! Taylor said, leading him over to the bed by his monster of a dick.

		The three of them settled onto the bed’s surface, April on one side, Taylor on the other, with Bob and his mondo-cock in between them. The girls slid down until their heads were even with his pelvis, his gargantuan length pointing up at the ceiling. Taylor once again took his shaft in hand while April fondles his balls lovingly. “A-Admire away, you two,” Bob managed to croak as the pair of naked beauties squeezed, jacked, and teased his rigid flesh.

		“It’s so damned big!” Taylor breathed out excitedly, bringing her head within inches of the domed tip.

		“I know! I nearly crapped myself when I first saw it!” April commiserated from the other side of his commanding cock.

		Taylor grinned and ran her tongue up her side. April smiled back proudly and licked from the base of Bob’s towering erection to the top, where her tongue collided with Taylor’s. The two lovers could not keep from kissing after their erotic tongue play, which they did right atop Bob’s cock head. The slick dome jerked under their chins, and April drew back from Taylor, whispering, “Don’t look now, but he’s turned on by the lezzie stuff!”

		“All men are turned on by the lezzie stuff, except maybe the gay ones, but they’d sure be turned on by Bob’s great dick!” Taylor corrected her personal assistant.

		“So turned on they’d do something like this?” April asked her, right before swallowing all but a few inches of her boyfriend’s length.

		“No; more like this!” Taylor responded with an evil little grin, taking the saliva-gleaming cock from April and tilting her head so that she could engulf every last inch of it in her mouth and throat, her tongue slathering hot spittle around and around it as her lips descended.

		“Holy fuck! Not many girls can do that!” the cock’s owner gasped in surprise.

		“What can I tell you? Porn star training,” Taylor sighed heavily as she came back up his prick and then released it from her mouth.

		“Not every girl is up for doing this, either!” April insisted as she reached out and took Taylor’s head between her hands, holding her steady so that she could stretch out and give her boss/girlfriend a long, insistent kiss right above Bob’s saliva-polished prick, using lots of tongue.

		April pulled the more-than-willing budding movie star right over her reclining boyfriend’s torso while continuing the steamy kiss. Bob’s cock got depressed by Taylor’s gliding legs, but popped right back up again as her limp body settled on top of April’s, her big breasts enveloping the blonde girl’s more solid ones, their nipples grinding against each other as they kissed and cuddled together.

		Holy fuck, it’s hot, watching two beautiful women go at each other from so close! Bob thought to himself, staring over at April and Taylor. The guys on the crew had often speculated, over lunch breaks, what the two women of the house might look like, naked and making love; now he knew for sure—they looked incredibly sexy and sensual, rubbing their sleek bodies together, tongue-kissing, moaning as they got hotter and hotter for one another!

		In no time, Taylor had kissed her way down April’s heaving chest, stopping to suck each of her puckered nipples until April was squirming with joy and twining her fingers in Taylor’s Inga Norgaard-like-white-blonde dyed tresses, urging her lower, mewling softly as Taylor kissed her belly and worked her way down to April’s overflowing cunt lips.

		Jesus, look at her eat it! She’s eating my little April’s pussy so fine! Bob told himself excitedly as he watched Taylor first lap at April’s juicy little slit, then go after her aroused clit, and finally, sink her wriggly tongue all the way down into the petite pink opening!

		April groaned loudly as she was penetrated and hunched her pussy up off the mattress, driving Taylor’s tongue in still further, grasping at the short, icy-blonde hairdo and mashing Taylor’s face against her juicy cunt. As Taylor’s trim little ass descended onto April’s eager lips and tongue, Bob sat up so he could see the frantic sixty-nine occurring right next to him even better.

		Taylor and April ate each other like they’d done this dozens of times, which he realized they probably had. Both girls seemed to know just what would please the other most; when to lick clit like a wild woman, when to thrust a middle finger in, searching for that elusive g-spot, when to tongue-worship an anus, causing a sharp intake of breath and a reflexive pussy-clasp!

		Bob found it all thrilling to watch and it all made his dick harder than ever. He had to join in or he’d burst! He simply had to!

		As he knee-walked around to a spot close to Taylor’s head and April’s splayed open pussy, Taylor became aware of him and stopped licking and kissing long enough to smile up at him. “Want some of this? She mouthed silently, nodding down at April’s gushing pinkness, “Or some of this?” She mimed again, opening her mouth wide and licking provocatively all around her lips.

		“Both,” grunted Bob, burying his cock in Taylor’s offered mouth and throat in one savage lunge. His balls bounced off her chin as he bottomed out in her throat and she gagged a little at the sudden, unannounced oral intrusion. He skull-fucked her for two or three hip-thrusts, then pulled his hard on from her lips and punched it down into April’s snugness, reveling in how hot her pussy was and how slick.

		Taylor’s really done a great job of getting her turned on! Bob thought as he powered in and out of April’s familiar little hole. Taylor looked on jealously, so enviously that Bob just couldn’t resist fucking her mouth for a few more strokes. She reacted to his cock eagerly, opening her lips and laving him greedily with her talented tongue; no doubt anxious for more of April’s pussy oil!

		He fucked on and on for a good ten minutes, both girls loving what he was doing to them. Where do I want to come? He asked himself as he felt his balls tightening with that need to shoot feeling. April’s tight little pussy or Taylor’s licking, sucking mouth?

		Neither! He thought greedily. I want to fuck Taylor a little, then shoot off inside her pussy!

		He surprised both girls when he abruptly withdrew from their little menage a trois and hurried over behind Taylor, lancing his ultra-lubricated manhood into her as roughly as he had first taken her mouth. His balls drug acrossApril’s face and she lapped at them. It felt so good, having her loving tongue licking his nut sac as he fucked Taylor’s exquisite little pussy for the first time, that he slid his cock out of that tight hole and fucked it down into April’s eagerly-accepting mouth instead. She licked Taylor’s pussy juice off his dick and swallowed it as avidly as Taylor had gulped down hers.

		His angle of penetration wasn’t as good as it had been with Taylor, but he managed to get just a little over half of his enormous prick into April’s mouth and down her slender throat. With her tongue going crazy around his gliding dick, it was enough.

		He balled her mouth for a few minutes, alternating between it and Taylor’s hot young twat, until he was quivering on the brink of orgasm again. Making up his mind at last, he eased his ready-to-explode dick out of April’s sucking lips and rammed it balls-deep into Taylor’s cunt, spraying her pussy sheath with come as he fucked her.

		“Um…it’s so haaawwwttt; feels so good!” Taylor raised her head out of April’s thighs and groaned as he came in her. “God, your prick is so long!”

		

		****

		

		A sharp pain shot through Taylor’s impaled pussy as Bob’s cock head banged into her cervix, but then she was orgasming right along with him, and April was coming on her tongue, and there was so much sweet pussy juice for her to swallow and she heard April glugging down Bob’s come as it backed out of her pussy and dripped down onto April’s sucking lips!

		Fuck, but he’s big, and he comes a ton—even after coming all those times before this, with Inga and Adie, and all those other girls! Taylor thought to herself as the waves of ecstatic delight rolled over her ceaselessly.

		Guys, girls—it doesn’t make any difference to me, as long as they’re hot, sexy, and fun to fuck! Taylor told herself joyously as her intense orgasm gradually faded.

		“Oh, God! That was incredible!” April sighed as the three of them untangled their bodies. “I thought I had some wild experiences in college, at those frat parties, but talk about paling in comparison…”

		“This was the craziest, best day of my life!” Bob smiled hugely, slapping both Taylor and April on their bare behinds affectionately. “But I think I’m done now.”

		The big workman flopped over onto his back between them again, looking as limp and unresponsive as his depleted cock, which was lying across is loose-looking nut sac like a fallen soldier. April reached for the floppy shaft, examining it closely.

		“Oh, I doubt he’s totally dead!” she said to Taylor with a straight face.

		“Maybe we can breathe some life back into the poor thing!” Taylor offered with a tiny, wry smile, leaning over to lap at the deflated cock head with her tongue tip.

		April tugged the temporarily out-of-commission organ away from the other woman and instead popped it in her own mouth, giving it a thorough, balls-to-piss slit sucking and tonguing. “There! See? Better already!” she crowed to her audience of two, presenting the saliva-gleaming, throbbing back to life cock for their inspection.

		Bob sighed and then moaned as Taylor took his dick back from April and began to suck it. It was going to be a long weekend, at this rate!

		

		****

		

		April came out of the kitchen when she heard the sharp, short shriek of pleasure that meant Taylor had come yet again on Bob’s incredible cock. The honey-blonde yelled up the stairwell, “Hey, are you two going to fuck around all morning? I’ve been slaving away down here for a half hour! Breakfast is ready!”

		It was a minute or so before Taylor, with her bathrobe untied and hanging open, Inga-like hair all messed up, came padding out of the master bedroom and leaned against the bannister, staring down at her personal assistant. Bob, totally naked, his humongous hard on bouncing around in front of him came out of the bedroom and stood behind the lady of the house, also peering down at April.

		He flipped up the short robe, baring her ass and moved in behind her. “You finished but I didn’t,” he huffed as he broached her pussy from behind, driving her up onto her tiptoes. Taylor’s big breasts pushed their way out of the loose robe and swayed away from her body as Bob penetrated her fully several times, jiggling and bouncing as he took her. “I’m going to come in her pussy, unless you’d like to come up here and get me off,” he called down to April as he continued to bang Taylor right in front of her.

		“Go ahead and cream her; I’ve got to get back to breakfast,” April told him with feigned indifference.

		She turned on her heel and headed back into the kitchen after watching the lewd display for several more thrusts. Taylor’s bare titties shimmied and swayed twenty feet above April’s head as Bob fucked her hard.

		“Oh, I know I should stop him—but his big dick just feels so good in my poor pussy!” Taylor murmured to her on-looking assistant, as she took the savage, relentless fucking.

		“Enjoy it,” April told her boss. I have, for weeks now! I shouldn’t be so possessive: it’s just meaningless sex! Bob just wants to come; he doesn’t really care where that is. If were to go up the stairs and offer to suck him off, he’d gladly come down my throat. Taylor’s pussy is just the handiest hole available to him!

		April told herself that as she went back into the kitchen, but she wasn’t sure she really believed it. Bob had spent a lot of time last night, fucking Taylor! Oh, to be sure, he had come in April’s mouth and up her pussy a few times! But he had fucked Taylor at least as much, and reveled in her ex-porn star blowjobs!

		She had to admit, Taylor was a honey--that’s what had attracted her to the younger girl in the first place! April had loved Taylor’s big curves, sumptuous ass, perfect legs, and cute little face so much, she had not been able to resist when her new boss had come on to her.

		But April considered herself to be every bit the honey Taylor was! She had never expected to lose the studly Bob to the young movie star or she would never have introduced them! April rushed over to the waffle maker and managed to save the two cakes that had been sending up smoke signals, threatening to burn. She added them to the platter of waffles already done and keeping warm in the oven and thought about stopping—there were a bunch of waffles there—but she had fed breakfast to Bob before, and knew how the big man could eat; and Taylor was surprisingly voracious too, for a girl who was supposedly watching her weight. She had often told April that the camera added ten pounds to a girl’s figure, so you had to be careful!

		Just as she was finishing up pouring more waffle batter into the machine, Bob and Taylor trooped into the kitchen, looking pleased with themselves and hungry. “I smell bacon,” Bob observed, sitting down naked at the kitchen table, his huge cock agleam with Taylor’s pussy oil.

		“Should I get you a towel to sit on?” April asked Taylor.

		“Oh, I don’t think I’ll need it,” she answered back taking a seat opposite Bob. “He came like a normal human that time; no overwhelming gusher of jism. So I think I’ll be fine. These chair seats are plastic anyway. And I have my robe on to absorb any…uh…leakage.”

		April got the waffles and the rasher of bacon she’d microwaved up earlier from the oven and placed them on the table. “Is this that microwaved, pre-cooked shit?” Bob asked, eyeing the bacon suspiciously. “It’s cut too thin! If you’re going to serve bacon, serve real bacon!”

		“Oh, shut up and eat, you big wuss!” she admonished her boyfriend. “Bacon’s bacon, and besides, that’s what we have.”

		“You prefer the old-fashioned, thicker kind of bacon, I presume?” Taylor asked Bob as he loaded up his plate with three waffles and a handful of the microwave bacon.

		“Back in Montana, where I grew up, they’d probably shoot your ass for serving bacon this thin!” Bob groused as he slathered on the butter and drenched his waffles in maple syrup.

		“I doubt they’d go that far back in Iowa, where I’m from,” Taylor told him. “They raise a lot of hogs in Iowa, and I guess the people who make this microwave bacon might buy some of their pork from Iowa, so folks back there might treat the microwave people a little kinder than the people in Montana might.”

		“I just meant, I like real bacon, not this thin kind!” Bob insisted, a little embarrassed that he had been so ungracious—after all, these two girls had fucked his lights out all night, and now they were feeding him breakfast!

		The sparse conversation died away until Taylor turned to April and said, “I was telling Bob this morning, after you went downstairs, that it might be nice if he moved in here with us. What do you think? We have lots of spare bedrooms—of course, most nights he’d probably be in our bedroom, but for those times when he wasn’t or the two of you wanted some privacy; it’s not like we don’t have spare rooms to offer, now is it?”

		April was stunned, momentarily. She had daydreamed about living with Bob, making love to him any time she wanted. But she hadn’t pictured Taylor being there, hogging his great cock, pushing her out of the scene!

		“Uh…sure, that’d be great!” April managed to stammer unenthusiastically at last.

		“Oh, I don’t know. I have my own place,” Bob said hesitantly, picking up on April’s reluctance.

		“I’ve been there; one rented bedroom in a house six of you guys on the repair crew share.” April interjected with a wry little smile. “It’s a dump, compared to this place; and you know it!”

		“Yeah, but I’d have my privacy there, and that’s important to a young bachelor like me,” Bob insisted.

		“That’s all great and good,” April insisted right back, reaching over and opening Taylor’s robe, displaying her naked tits. “But you’d have two of the hottest pieces of ass in town here, and that’s what’s really important to a young bachelor like you, I’m guessing.”

		Bob appeared to cogitate on that for long moments, then burst into a huge smile and nodded his assent, saying, “When you’re right, you’re right, babe!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		

		Adjustments

		

		The Wild Girls was one of the biggest box office blockbusters of the year and Taylor was instantly a huge star as a result. Bob and April accompanied her down the red carpet at the lush premier, Bob looking hesitant and wide-eyed in his rented tuxedo gear and his unfamiliar patent leather shoes, April looking like a budding star herself in the Donna Karan gown Taylor had bought her and her high-rise Jimmy Choo heels.

		Inga Norgaard thought Taylor brilliant for moving Bob into the house! “You get all the fantastic Bob-cock you want, whenever you want it, and can pass him off as April’s guy, when you’re doing press and want to look free, unattached, and wholesome!” the international superstar had gushed, when she’d heard about the arrangement. She’d shot Riley, who was standing nearby, a glance and murmured, “You’re lucky I didn’t think of that, or you might not have a job now, buster!”

		“Well, you didn’t, lucky for me, so now, here we are. I’m happy for all three of them: it seems a perfect arrangement!” Inga’s husband had said as he’d wrapped his arms around Inga and cuddled her fondly as he’d stared enviously at Bob.

		Things didn’t go so well with Taylor’s parents back in Iowa, however. They had turned down her offer to fly them to L A for the premier, but they called a few days afterward, after the picture had opened all across the country. “Well, baby girl, I certainly saw a lot of you up on that screen!” Taylor’s dad opened the conversation. “I hadn’t seen that much of your body since you were a baby and I was changing your diapers!” Taylor’s church-going, clearly shocked father had blurted out when he’d finally called. “And that girl who played your big sister, Inga; she was certainly something to see! No wonder everyone makes such a big deal out of her!”

		“She very nice, in person,” Taylor protested helplessly. “She’s a great actress. A good friend!”

		“She must be a great actress, if she’s a nice girl in real life!” he said. “Shooting all those people onscreen and flaunting her bare body like that! She sure looked believable doing it!”

		“And what’s all this about you doing even nastier movies than this one, before you got cast as a female bank robber?” Taylor’s mother asked, taking over the phone from her husband. “Pornographic movies?”

		Taylor took a deep breath and plunged ahead with the Big Lie strategy that had been formulated by the Ingafilms publicity department to deny Taylor’s past as a porn actress: “Oh, that’s just a filthy rumor that’s been making the rounds lately, Mom; it seems there was this girl, who coincidentally started using the stage name ‘Taylor Lock’ about the same time I got to Hollywood. She even looked a lot like me, but she wasn’t me, of course! The story goes that she died of a drug overdose about the time her career in adult films really started to take off, so she’s never been heard from again.”

		The fabrication would hold up, because Taylor Lock would never make another porn film, not if Taylor Wells had anything to say about it! Dan Devlin, Taylor’s old porn boss, would go along with it--he liked the quick two million dollars he had made, selling his studio grounds to Inga Norgaard—and Taylor’s former co-stars in the industry didn’t seem to care one way or another; there were lots of new wide-eyed, hungry-for-fame girls from the Midwest for them to fuck. What difference did it make to them, who they shot their loads into?

		“Well…that makes sense, now that you’ve explained it.” Taylor’s mother said somewhat dubiously, “But I have to tell you, that other Taylor girl did look just like you!

		You remember Elsa Lancaster, my friend from just down the road, who was so good with all these new-fangled electronics?”

		Taylor admitted that she did remember Elsa, who was as big a busybody and snoop as anyone in the county.

		“She got on her tablet and looked up this Taylor Lock and she and I watched several of her…. films!” Her mother let out a disapproving sigh, then went on to add,

		“That poor girl must be burning in Hell, right now, after some of the nasty things she did with other girls in those terrible films! Imagine, letting someone lick you…there; especially another woman!”

		“You don’t know what you’re missing, Mama!” Taylor thought, but of course she held her tongue and just listened as her mother ranted on about Taylor Lock’s horrible films.

		“I’m awfully glad you called. But I’m sorry you didn’t like my movie,” she said at last, when her mother finally ran down. “Maybe you’ll like the next one better, I hope.”

		“What’s that one going to be about?” her mother inquired anxiously. “Do you get to keep your clothes on in it?”

		“I don’t know yet. Inga has a lot of scripts for me to read through. She says I can pick any one I like to film, because The Wild Girls is doing so well that the public just can’t wait to see me onscreen again!” Taylor said, breathlessly, still not quite used to her own success.

		“Pick one that allows you to really show what you can do,” her mother advised. “And one that lets you keep fully dressed!”

		Taylor rang off, wondering what her next movie role would be. Inga had said that she could have her pick of the scripts in the slush pile at the studio, and that whatever she chose would be automatically “green-lighted” for immediate production, based on Taylor’s growing popularity as a result of The Wild Girls. She and April were scheduled to begin wading through the pile of scripts next week, in Inga’s office.

		

		****

		

		“This one’s about a teenage girl who gets superpowers from eating some radioactive octopus!” April said, her voice sounding both disparaging and disappointed as she tossed the dog-eared, dusty script onto the growing pile of rejects.

		“I don’t think I want to be Octopus-Girl,” Taylor agreed with a grim little smile, “Although it might be as good as being shit-upon-girl, who loses her boyfriend to a hot new blonde who moves into town, in this one!” She chucked the script she had been reviewing on top of the one April had just rejected.

		“No WONDER none of these got made!” April sighed hopelessly. “They’re all crap!”

		“Ooh, look; this one’s by Cary Greenfield!” Taylor gushed as she drew a thin, dusty script from the pile, looking at it like it was a big golden nugget.

		“The same Cary Greenfield who wrote The New Carpetbaggers, and Storm Warning?” April asked excitedly.

		“The hottest screenwriter in Hollywood, now that Alan West is dead?” Taylor asked her in return. “I don’t know, but the name is the same!”

		Taylor, who had been sitting cross-legged on the carpeted floor of a storage room adjoining Inga’s executive office, got up, dusted her jeans off and started for the door, script in hand. “I’m going to aske Inga about this!” she murmured to April, who was still sprawled out among the pile of unmade movie scripts.

		“If this moth-eaten thing is really from Cary Greenfield, how come it’s never been made into a movie?” Taylor demanded of Inga, who was seated behind her big desk, her two client chairs filled with mature men, studio executives, who looked startled by her sudden emergence from the storeroom and her blurted out question.

		Inga calmly eyed the much-passed-around script dangling from Taylor’s hand, smiled and said: “So you found that old thing! Exciting isn’t it, to have an unmade Cary Greenfield script in your hand? I thought the same thing, when I first discovered it among all the stuff I inherited from Amos Stallings’ old studio, when I bought it.”

		She focused those world-famous green eyes on Taylor and continued, “It’s not very good, unfortunately, when you get to reading it. Among Cary’s earlier efforts, I’m afraid.”

		“I haven’t really read it yet,” Taylor admitted her heart sinking a little. “Could it be fixed?”

		“Probably, but it would take an extensive re-write and you know Cary Greenfield’s reputation: he won’t let another writer change a comma without his okay, and he’s way too busy to give his okay!”

		“Maybe he could be ‘persuaded’ to do the re-write himself,” Taylor mused, thinking out loud about Alan West and the way Inga had told her she had persuaded him to take her under his wing in the early stages of her career; re-writing scripts for her and even crafting new ones—like the Joan of Arc film that had won Lee Lee her Oscar and Inga even more worldwide fame—and The Wild Girls, the movie that had launched Taylor’s own career.

		“You could try to talk to him, if he’ll agree to meet with you,” Inga said condescendingly. “He also has a bit of a reputation as a switch-hitting, effete, snob; so he might not. I’ve only met him once, at Elton John’s Oscar after-party, and he didn’t seem that impressed with me; and you’re cute, but you’re not…me! So, good luck with that.”

		Inga turned away from Taylor dismissively and started her conversation with two executives again, as if the interruption had never happened. Taylor slunk back into the storeroom, closing the door behind her.

		“What’s our next move?” April asked. She had been standing right next to the door, eavesdropping as best she could.

		“Seducing a bisexual, genius of a writer,” Taylor said doubtfully. “I hope we’re up to it!”

		“Oh, and reading this—get started on it and let me know if it’s worth the trouble!” Taylor said, tossing April the script. Then she thought better of it and snatched the battered script back, saying: “I’ll read it myself and decide.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		

		Dinner And More

		

		“So, how do we go about meeting this Cary Greenfield guy?” April asked her boss.

		“I guess in the traditional way; I’ll have my people contact his people to arrange it,” Taylor informed her personal assistant with a sweet smile. “You’re my people, so I guess you’d better get cracking!”

		“What do I do first?” April insisted, undaunted but totally in the dark as to her first move.

		“Ask Adie, I suppose,” Taylor said dismissively, as she clapped the dust from the pile of old, rejected scripts from her hands and then wiped them on her skin-tight blue jeans. “That bitch seems to know everything about this town, and how things get done.”

		The two of them exited the storeroom through the other door, the one leading out into the hallway, avoiding Inga’s office this time, with Taylor still clutching the old Cary Greenfield script to her chest, as though she had found a treasure. “I’m going to wait for you in the car, while you see Adie and set things up. I’ll start reading this more closely as I’m waiting.”

		With that, she turned on her tennis shoe-clad heel and left April standing in the hallway, two doors down from Adie Anderson’s office. April watched Taylor’s cute little ass as she walked away, thinking how much she’d like to slide those clinging jeans down, off of that perfect butt, and shove her tongue up Taylor’s asshole and succulent pussy!

		Well, maybe when we get home, April consoled herself, especially if I do well with Adie and arranging a meeting between Taylor and this Cary dude!

		April knocked lightly on Adie’s door, then opened it, knowing that Adie adhered to a “my door is always open” policy and eschewed having a receptionist or a full-time secretary/gatekeeper as a result. Adie was on the phone—April had expected that; Adie was always on the phone or talking to someone seated in one of the three client chairs fanned out in front of her big desk—she sidled into the spacious office and slid into the right hand chair, smiling at Adie, who smiled back and kept right on talking into the receiver she held in her right hand: “Oh, Marsh, you know Lee is likely to get that role, but I can’t guarantee it! Inga still hasn’t made up her mind yet.”

		Adie rolled her brown eyes toward Heaven and added, “Yeah, sure, you’ll be among the first to know; I promise!”

		The slender studio head nodded along with whatever was being said and closed with, “Tuesday is fine; I’ll see you then.”

		“Taylor really started something with that little pool party of hers, showing off her new house!” Adie admonished April as she hung up the phone. “Lee Lee’s current house suddenly isn’t big enough anymore! She now wants to buy something more elaborate, fancier…more Hollywood! Something that says she’s a movie star; like Taylor’s place does. She’s all over Marsha to find her something, but Marsh doesn’t want her to spend that kind of money until her next big part is locked up, and Inga hasn’t pulled the trigger yet on casting the part of Gisele in her next movie, Whirlwind.”

		“Oh, come on! That part was made for Lee Lee and everyone knows it! April huffed incredulously. “Inga all but told Taylor that when she read for it, weeks ago!”

		“I know. I know—she’ll probably get it in the end,” Adie admitted, but Inga’s still slightly pissed at Lee for turning down the little sister role in The Wild Girls.”

		“Well, I for one, am glad she did!” April said with what she hoped was mitigating smile. “If she hadn’t, Taylor would still be sucking dicks for a living and I’d probably still be looking for job!”

		“Yeah, the talk is around town that Taylor will get at least a Globe nomination for Best Supporting Actress, maybe even an Oscar nod!” Adie said. “Inga is well aware of that. Her nose is still out of joint over Lee’s turning down the part; but it’s more a family thing than a rational decision on her part.”

		April looked confused by that reply, so Adie explained: “Inga’s always thought of Lee Lee as the little sister she never had. I know that better than anyone, because Inga thinks of me in the same way. The fact that Lee didn’t want to play her little sister onscreen rankles, even though Inga understands Lee’s need to be out on her own.”

		“That’s fucked up!” April blurted, “But I’m here to ask your help in arranging a meeting with Cary Greenfield, the screenwriter?”

		“Oh, you found that old script in the slush pile, did you?” Adie asked with a smile. “It was among the first things he ever wrote. Amos Stallings saw the potential there and bought it, just to encourage Cary to keep on writing, more than anything else; I doubt Amos ever intended to make it into a movie.”

		“That surprises me; everything I’ve heard about the late Mr. Stallings makes him out to be a monumental dick—not an altruistic supporter of the arts,” April said.

		“Oh, he was a prick, from what Inga and the Posse girls say about him,” Adie agreed, “But he was canny! Buying a young writer, with obvious potential’s, first script was a sly move, when you think about it. He might have gotten his hooks into Cary at the early part of his career. Who knows how many box office sensations he could have wheedled out of a grateful Cary Greenfield over the years?”

		“Yeah, Amos didn’t know he was going to die soon, and wouldn’t be needing any more hit movies,” April spoke her thoughts aloud.

		“Exactly!” Adie said, scrolling through the electronic storage base on her phone until she found the number she wanted. She picked up the receiver and punched a button, dialing the number.

		She sat smiling at April as the phone rang. Her face changed subtly to “All business” when a voice came over the line and she said: “Burt? This is Adie Anderson, over at Ingafilms, is Cary around?”

		“Burt is Cary’s personal assistant and main squeeze,” Adie whispered to April, slipping her hand over the receiver to further mute the sound. “He’s as yummy as his boss, and I think he likes girls, too, but his cute little ass is Cary’s go-to hole, when he strikes out with whatever girl or guy he’d had targeted for that night says “no, thanks”.

		April squirmed uncomfortably in her chair, wondering how many people around town thought of her as being Taylor’s “go-to hole”.

		“Cary? Hey, hello, stranger! We never see your handsome face around the lot anymore around here!” Adie gushed into the phone, a sycophantic smile creeping onto her face as she spoke. “The reason I’m calling is we’ll be needing some new starring vehicles for Taylor Wells, our newest star, who was so good in The Wild Girls, with Inga.”

		There was a long pause, while Adie listened to whatever Cary Greenfield was saying, and then she blurted: “Yeah, she’s quite easy on the eyes, isn’t she?”

		He said something else, something that made Adie’s pale cheeks turn slightly crimson, and then Adie answered, “Well, you might be in luck there! Taylor is new in town, but that doesn’t mean she doesn’t know who the best screenwriter in Hollywood is! She wants to meet you, and talk scripts, and movies, and just get to know you.”

		“How about this weekend, say Saturday night?” Adie said into the receiver after listening to Greenfield’s obviously sexually-oriented comments for a few more seconds. She looked across the desk pleadingly as she spoke, and April nodded her head and mimed back silently “drinks and dinner at our place at seven?”

		Adie passed the invitation along to the writer and beamed as he agreed to be there. Her face morphed into the “All Business” mode once again as she said into the phone, “Listen, Cary, the studio will pay top dollar for scripts that might get Taylor Oscar-nominated, and she’s willing to personally sweeten the offer a little, if you get my meaning. She has a personal assistant, who is a blonde slice of Heaven, who might be willing to help out with the sweetening— from what I’ve heard, she and Taylor are very close, kind of like you and Burt.”

		Adie nodded along with his answer while April felt her face growing hot with shame and embarrassment. She’d just been sexually bartered in return for some good scripts!

		Not just GOOD! They’d better be GREAT! April caught herself thinking indignantly.

		

		****

		

		Well, I DID sort of trade Bob for continued domestic bliss! April admitted to herself on the ride home from the studio—she had gotten the distinct feeling that her employer would have had a real hissy-fit if April had made a stink about Bob moving in with them and her wanting to keep him all to herself in the future. Beside her now, in the driver’s seat of her Prius, Taylor was gushing on and on about what they’d serve for dinner on Saturday, if their linens and china were elegant enough for an important dinner like this one! And whether or not they should buy new wineglasses?

		April shut out the non-stop dithering about dinner details by taking out her cell phone and bringing up Google. She looked up Cary Greenfield and stared intently at the many images of him available on the website.

		He’s a honey! I’d probably fuck him on the first date, if he asked me out! She admitted to herself as she fixated on the black and white photo of the hunky screenwriter emerging from the surf in some exotic location, like Fiji, or Jamaica, water pouring off his close-cropped brown hair, down onto those mile-wide shoulders! She all but drooled over the tight pecs under the wet mat of chest hair, and the washboard abs. He had been wearing a snug black Speedo when the picture had been taken, but April found herself wishing the swim trunks had been even tighter, so she could see definitively how big his cock was!

		They say he’s bi! She cautioned herself, and that didn’t surprise her a bit! Cary Greenfield had the whippet-thin, yet buffed-out kind of physique that gay men coveted. That she coveted!

		“For the third fucking time, how about serving champagne and hor d’ oeuvres before dinner?” Taylor’s angry voice finally broke through her reverie about her and Cary Greenfield hooking up.

		“Fine, fine, if you don’t mind hiring some sort of service help for the night!” April shot back. “I’m not donning a maid costume and trying to balance trays of hor d’oeuvres and champagne glasses for you or anyone else!”

		“Hmmmm, maybe a sideboard and serve-yourself bar would be better at that,” Taylor allowed as she thought about it.

		After thinking it over a little longer, April sighed, “My acting as the maid wouldn’t work anyway, not after Adie volunteered me to… help out in the bedroom, if it comes to that.”

		Taylor chewed on that mentally for a moment and then asked, “How do you feel about that—a threesome with me and Cary Greenfield?”

		April smiled at her employer and answered in a low, breathy voice, “You and I have taken care of Bob together lots of times now. I don’t see why we can’t handle Mr. Greenfield in just the same way.”

		She looked down at the swimsuit photo of the scrumptious screenwriter and smiled.

		When she glanced back at Taylor, she saw that the young movie star was looking a her with a horrified expression on her face. “What about Bob?” Taylor asked. “What are we going to do with him this Saturday night?”

		

		****

		

		“So, it’s going to be just like when we all go over to Inga and Riley’s place for dinner?” Bob asked somewhat incredulously when Taylor and April had explained the up-coming Saturday night dinner party to him.

		“Just the same, except that Cary is bisexual, so he may make a grab for that awesome dick of yours.” April informed him, keeping her voice as casual as she could manage it.

		“Be gentle when you turn his attentions down,” Taylor cautioned the hulking third member of their little household. “He’s very important to my career, or I wouldn’t be doing this in the first place.”

		“Who says I’m going to turn him down?” Bob asked belligerently. “If he wants to suck it, I might go right ahead and let him suck it! How would you two lady-queers like that?”

		Taylor and April looked at each other for long moments before April burst out laughing and the brunette girl joined her, saying: “Oh, God! I’d love to see that: Mr. Macho letting his dick get sucked by another guy!”

		“Fuck you two!” Bob shouted at last, when they wouldn’t stop giggling. Then he stomped off into the house, muttering and cursing under his breath.

		

		****

		

		“You know tonight is going to be a disaster, don’t you?” April murmured to Taylor as they nervously went over the table settings—the china and the highly-polished silverware—for the final time Saturday evening. “I haven’t seen Bob smile all week; he’s been as surly as a grizzly bear with a toothache!”

		“He doesn’t strike me as being any more upset than when we go over to spend the night at Inga’s,” Taylor answered hopefully.

		“He’s upset enough when we do that, I’ll grant you, even though he knows he’s going to get to fuck Inga Norgaard, every man’s wetdream,” April agreed.

		“Yeah, but he has to watch you suck Riley’s big cock and ride it in order to gain access to Inga,” Taylor reminded her assistant. “Otherwise, I don’t think he’d mind at all—if it just meant watching Inga and the two of us go at each other!”

		“Oh, I don’t think he likes watching Riley fuck you, either,” April insisted. “He’s gotten rather possessive about you.”

		“Yes, but tonight’s still way different; Cary’s not exactly bringing along an Inga for him to play with!” Taylor maintained.

		“Not unless his assistant, Burt, is a lot more attractive than I’m imagining him to be,” April said with a light laugh.

		“Well, Cary apparently finds him irresistible, but I doubt our Bob will!” Taylor offered, with a wink and an answering laugh of her own.

		“Come on, let’s go upstairs and finish getting ready; this table is as perfect as we can make it!” April said, taking Taylor’s hand in hers.

		“And the food should be here momentarily,” Taylor agreed, giving April’s hand a squeeze.

		They had, at last, decided to let Chez Henri, one of Los Angeles’s most fabled restaurants do the honors with dinner. Having one of their legendary crown rack of veal dinner entrees delivered was costing Taylor a small fortune, but after ascertaining that neither Cary or Burt was a vegetarian, that was precisely what she had elected to do. The catering service from the restaurant was due to arrive at six-forty-five, so they had a half an hour to complete their make-up and hair preparations, don their gowns and jewelry, and get back downstairs.

		

		****

		

		Cary was as handsome as all of those images on Google had made him out to be, and his assistant, Burt, was even dreamier than his boss! Both were witty and erudite, the way some gay men are—dripping with an air of sophistication and self confidence that made both women and Bob feel like country bumpkins in comparison.

		“What sort of roles interest you?” Cary asked Taylor, when all of them had been seated around the dining table, with the feast from Chez Henri laid out before them.

		“Ones that stretch my capabilities,” Taylor responded. “Right now, I’m considering starring in your early script about the Spanish conquest of Mexico, because Ingafilms already owns it, if I can talk you into a rewrite.”

		“You mean Cortez, that old clunker of mine that I sold to Amos Stallings, before he died?” Cary Greenfield asked with a sneer that was somehow charming. “I wrote that just after I graduated from Film School, over at USC!”

		“That’s the one!” Taylor said, drinking a sip of her expensive cabernet. “Now that my hair is brown again, not Inga-blonde, like it was for The Wild Girls, I think with a liberal enough application of brown body make-up, I could effectively play the Aztec princess that Cortez falls in love with.”

		“It’s a challenging role,” Cary cautioned her. “The princess is headstrong, bold, sexy, as well as being somewhat starry-eyed and foolish.”

		“Exactly—it’s her own sense of being ordained by the gods to succeed and have everything come out just the way she wants it to that leads to her death in the end—when it all comes apart!” Taylor blurted excitedly. “That’s what makes her such a compelling character to play.”

		Cary sat back, chewing on a piece of the veal, and stared at Taylor, clearly thinking about what she had just said. “How old are you, really? He asked her. “No Hollywood, press department bullshit?”

		“Nineteen,” Taylor told him truthfully, eyeing the wineglass in her hand. “I shouldn’t really be drinking this; I’m not old enough.”

		“You’re just the right age to play my princess,” Cary told her. “She was twenty when she died, the way I wrote it.”

		The two of them—Cary Greenfield and Taylor—looked at each other meaningly for a half a minute, neither of them moving. At last, Cary slid his hand across the linen tablecloth and placed it over Taylor’s. “I’ll re-write it for you, princess. It’s a good story, with lots of emotion and action and depth; though it’s not very good in its present form. I wrote it, originally, because Brad Mead was under contract to Amos Stallings and I was gaga over Brad Mead back then. I envisioned him as Cortez and fantasized about the two of us getting together when the movie was being shot.”

		The screenwriter’s face fell as he admitted: “There were only two things that kept my post-adolescent sexual fantasy from coming to pass; the script was amateurish and, thus, would never get shot, and Brad Mead, as we all know, turned out to be the most anti-gay, non-gay man in Hollywood.”

		“Oh, methinks he protests too much!” Burt, Cary’s assistant, suddenly offered. As all the attention at the table shifted his way, he went on with a sly, fox-like smile, “I bet I could seduce him; all that prattling on and on about loving women too much to ever consider being with a man—what a load of hooey!”

		He focused the wry smile on April and Taylor, then continued, “I’ve always found you can be with both and enjoy the best of both worlds!”

		“Oh, I heartily doubt you could win Mr. Anti-Gay Brad Mead over by simply flashing those blue eyes of yours at him or waving your eleven-inch magic wand his way!” Cary told Burt dismissively.

		Burt, who did have a pair of very seductive-looking blue eyes, to April’s way of thinking, and who was quite…bedable, as far as physical appearance went, smiled apologetically at the girls and said, “You’ll have to forgive Cary. He gets quite verbose when he drinks red wine, and he’s had plenty tonight.”

		“Nonsense!” Cary Greenfield exclaimed, and finished his current glass of cabernet—which was something like his fifth one for the night--with a flourish.

		Ten inches! And he’s so dreamy, even if he is bisexual! Taylor found herself daydreaming about being in bed with the yummy Burt and his eleven-inch cock, along with the handsome, charming Cary and April, of course! She was quite used to taking Bob’s footlong monster of a dick by now, so ten inches didn’t scare her a bit. If anything, it sounded alluring to be with a man who was easier to handle than Bob, who she had taken her weeks to adjust to!

		And Burt was so attractive! She liked his wiry, diminutive form; he was built like at gymnast, with short, sandy-blond hair and a cute, elfin face that was fun and inviting, always smiling, though that smile often looked to be a little condescending—as if the worldly Burt was privy to secrets unknown to most people!

		As he finished his big glass of cabernet, Cary stood up from the table, stretched and looked over at Taylor, saying: “Well, I’ve agreed to do my best, as far as converting that old Cortez script of mine into something worth shooting: when does your part of the Faustian bargain begin?”

		“Uh, right after dinner, which is now, I guess!” Taylor stammered, suddenly nervous again. “Why don’t you guys go on upstairs and make yourselves comfortable in the bedroom, while April and I put the leftovers away and load the dishwasher?”

		“Bob and I will do that, but Burt can stay down here and help you clean up,” Cary announced, flashing his assistant a cruel, wry little smile. “He can come up later, if he feels so inclined. Sometimes, he craves the company of women; sometimes he doesn’t!”

		Burt, who had started to rise out of his chair, sat back down again, a sour look on his pretty-boy face, one of intense disappointment at being treated so much like a servant, especially, Taylor sensed, in front of strangers. She put Burt’s obvious, pouty anger aside and hurried to clear the table and wrestle the dishes into the dishwasher, helped by April.

		Bob looking resentful and even more displeased than Burt, showed Cary upstairs. He had done this sort of thing with Inga and her husband more than once now, but he had never gotten used to it.

		Once inside the master bedroom, Cary began to shed his clothes as if he were in a men’s locker room, casually, making the occasional offhand remark to Bob while glancing around Taylor’s elaborately-decorated bedroom. “This is nice! It looks like something a newly-rich-and famous farmgirl from Iowa would put together for herself, and her lovers; but nice, nevertheless.”

		He glanced over at the clearly ill-at-ease Bob and asked him in a low whisper, “Are you nervous? Don’t you usually sleep here most nights?”

		Bob watched the confident older man strip off his shirt, baring his gym-toned upper body, and nodded his assent. “Yeah, but it’s usually just Taylor and I, or April, Taylor and I,” Bob croaked nervously as the screenwriter began to undo his belt and slacks. “I’m not used to sharing it with another guy.”

		“Oh, I promise not to get in your way!” Cary assured him. “We must work together to give the girls a good time tonight. I’m sure we can do that; but not if you keep all your clothes on!”

		As if to illustrate his point, Cary let his loosened pants drop around his shoe tops just then and sat down on the edge of Taylor’s king bed to take them and his shoes and socks off. Bob shrugged his massive shoulders and began unbuttoning his shirt. He got an icy feeling in the pit of his stomach as the other man stopped fiddling with the second shoe and sock to stare over at him as he got to the last button and removed the shirt, revealing his Hercules-like chest and arms.

		“Jesus Christ, you’ve got a lot of muscle,” Cary breathed out excitedly. “No wonder the girls want you as their house pet!”

		The “house pet” comment rankled, but Bob went ahead and undid his belt and slacks as Cary stood up, now barefoot, and stepped clear of his own trousers. The trim, sinewy-muscled scriptwriter hooked his thumbs in the elastic of his boxer shorts and pulled them down, letting the baggy briefs fall down his long, slender legs. His cock was half-hard as Bob stared at it; about eight inches long and very fat. Cary’s balls were bigger than average, but not nearly as big as Bob’s.

		The bigger man pushed his jockey shorts down proudly, revealing his soft cock and intimidating ball sac, along with his bushy brown pubic thatch. Cary’s eyes got big as he eyed Bob’s monster prick and he couldn’t help licking his lips before he croaked, “That’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen, and I’ve seen a lot of cocks, believe me!”

		“I guess you have,” Bob said, trying not sound too mean about it—for Taylor’s sake; she had impressed upon him how much she needed to keep this guy happy.

		“What’s that supposed to mean?” Cary caught Bob’s underlying, not very subtle innuendo.

		“J-Just that everyone knows you’re…uh…bi! That you like guys as well as girls!”

		Cary’s gaze stayed fixed on Bob’s impressive package as he whispered, “I surely do; how about you, hunky? Does a cock do it for you?”

		Bob shuddered at the thought of fooling around with another man’s dick, or letting some guy touch his—strangely enough, he didn’t feel as much revulsion as he normally might have as he watched Cary Greenfield stare at his naked cock; Cary was a great-looking man, and very masculine-seeming, even though he obviously would have been all over Bob’s humongous cock with even the slightest word of encouragement!

		Luckily, the bedroom door opened at that moment and April and Taylor entered the room. “Oh, my, you started without us! We were so hoping you would!” April gushed, eyeing the two bare cocks with delight.

		“Where’s Burt?” Cary demanded, as the two girls began stripping each other out of their respective evening gowns and jewelry.

		“He said he’d be up later, if he felt like it,” Taylor said, arching an eyebrow as April reached around behind her and unsnapped her black bra. Taylor gave her freed titties a lascivious shake for Cary and Bob’s benefit and she was happy to see both men’s cocks getting hard as they looked at her bountiful chest. “I swear, that boy is hard to read! Are you sure he likes girls?”

		Cary looked longingly at Bob’s rapidly swelling cock and murmured, “Not quite as much as he likes boys, but he likes them. He’d certainly like seeing a cock as big as this one!”

		“Look, but don’t touch! I’m afraid that’s the rule with all-man Bob’s cock!” April giggled naughtily, unsnapping her own bra and releasing her own formidable set of tits for everyone to ogle.

		“We’ll see about that as the evening goes on,” Cary muttered almost under his breath as he reached for April and Taylor simultaneously, leaning back on the bed and tumbling them into it with him.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, April; you’re doing that so good that I’m liable to come right in that little mouth of yours if you don’t stop!” Bob moaned playfully, drawing his own mouth away from the hot tongue-kiss he had been sharing with Taylor for five minutes or so.

		The big bed was a sea of naked female and male flesh. A fully nude Taylor was sprawled out atop an equally naked Bob as he lay on his back, while Cary and April cavorted in a similar state of total undress on the other side of the bed, near enough to touch the hotly making out couple from time to time.

		April looked up from Cary’s saliva-gleaming balls and glanced around, saying, “Wha…What?” She had been tonguing the screenwriter’s nuts, not sucking Bob’s cock!

		Cary was twisted around on the bed, leaning toward Bob and Taylor, sucking Bob’s cock with a languid, unhurried rhythm, his handsome face going up and down the mighty shaft, slurping at the rigid flesh pole, his tongue making bulges in his drawn in cheeks as he sucked.

		Bob had shoved Taylor off to one side so that he could see April sucking his cock. He lay frozen in what looked like horror as he discovered it was Cary and not his blonde girlfriend who was doing the cocksucking honors!

		The big man shivered on the bed and struggled not to come. The impulse to shoot his load was almost overpowering, and he fought valiantly for a few more seconds not to coat Cary’s eagerly nursing mouth with hot spunk.

		Oh, fuck it! He wants it as much as I want to give it to him! Bob thought as he pulled Taylor back over onto his chest and kissed her fervently as his dick began to explode in Cary’s mouth! Spurt after spurt of ball juice jetted into the gay man’s lips and Bob heard him moaning with excitement as he swallowed it all.

		Knowing it was another man eating his big load made his orgasm even more intense, somehow! He was shooting buckets of jism into Cary’s mouth and down his throat! He almost always came a lot, but this was ridiculous!

		“S-Sorry!” he stammered, pushing Taylor off to one side again as he finally ran out of semen.

		“Big man, big balls, big load to swallow!” Cary gasped after gulping down the last of Bob’s gargantuan orgasm’s thick, heavy goo. “Don’t worry about it, man. It was delicious!”

		Delicious…that’s not quite how I would describe it, Taylor thought, never having quite gotten over her aversion to swallowing come, even though she had glugged down a few quarts of Bob’s over the last few weeks, not to mention all the guys she had blown during her brief porn career. “That stuff is just yucky, though I will admit that Bob’s is better than most guys.’”

		“You haven’t sampled mine yet, and I’m reliably informed that it’s excellent,” Cary rolled onto his back and offered Taylor his extremely hard cock. It was still shiny with a coat of April’s saliva and pussy juice—Cary had been fucking her before she switched to a blowjob and ball-licking. But that didn’t discourage Taylor a bit; she had swallowed an ocean of April’s spit as they’d made out, as well as a deluge of her pussy oil!

		“Come, come; don’t be shy! We’re all friends here!” Cary urged her, putting his fingers around the base of his dick and waggling it for her.

		Taylor slithered off Bob’s massive chest like a human female version of a giant snake and crossed the sheets on her tummy, her eyes still on the fat cock. “I’ll suck it for you,” she promised. “I’ve sucked a lot of them and I’m really good at it. Or so I’ve been told.”

		Cary laid back and watched her lever herself upwards, using her elbows against the mattress, until her head was just above his eight-inch prick. She smiled a little uncertain smile at him and then began to lick all around his cock head as his eyes held hers.

		“Ooh, babe, that looks so fucking hot!” April breathed, as she watched her boss and best friend suck the big head into her mouth and begin sucking.

		Bob got hard almost instantly as he watched Taylor give Cary an expert blowjob. His big dick was fully erect by the time her head started going up and down on it, and he got to his knees behind Taylor, staring down longingly at her juicy slit.

		“Go ahead, big guy; I don’t think she’ll mind getting fucked while she sucks me off,” Cary whispered encouragingly.

		Bob reached down and gently slid his right hand under Taylor’s sleek belly, lifting her slowly up onto her knees. She ignored him and kept right on bobbing her head over Cary’s crotch. Bob fit his massive cock head into her petite little pink socket and pushed forward. His oversized member parted her lips easily and sunk inside as she continued to suck cock.

		Bob’s erection throbbed right up against her clit as he fucked her! Taylor always came when Bob was the guy doing the fucking! She reveled in the way Cary’s thick cock felt gliding in an out of her mouth and the way Bob’s monster felt punching its way into her pussy!

		Just then a new masculine voice said from behind Taylor, “Just look at that ass, and just look at the size of that cock!”

		Through the fog of the wine and other booze she’d drunk, and through the haze produced by the sexy coupling she was involved with, Taylor recognized Burt’s voice. She tried to pay it no more mind and to concentrate on the wild fucking she was getting and on the stimulating blowjob she was lavishing on Cary’s wonderful cock but she was vaguely aware of the sound of clothes being shed behind her and Burt’s male voice muttering, “It’s a good thing I brought this along.”

		Bob heard the other man mumbling too, but he was too intent on fucking Taylor doggie style and watching her really working over Cary’s cock with her mouth at the same time to pay it much mind. Then he felt something cold and gooey being shot up his asshole, and turned his head to peer over his shoulder at the sight of Burt using a small tube of sex lube on his anus. The smaller, naked man was really greasing him up, at the same time he lubed up his own impressive cock for its entrance into Bob’s anus!

		“No! No, I don’t want it that way!” Bob begged, but he was too into fucking Taylor to spin around and keep it from happening.

		“Yes, you do, big boy; you just don’t know it yet!” Burt insisted, easing his dick into Bob’s hairy asshole and pushing forward.

		“Oh, God! What are you doooing to me?” Bob wailed as Burt started fucking him fully with his eleven-inch prick.

		“I’m giving you what you need.” Burt hissed, straining a little to power his long dick into Bob’s tight anal confines. “Feel that? That’s my cock head caressing you prostate! Keep on fucking that little cocksucking bitch and we’ll all share a three-way come!”

		A tremor of the most intense sexual excitement Bob had ever experienced shot through his cock and balls as he heard Burt talk about him and Bob and Taylor and Cary all coming together. He fucked Taylor harder, heard her coo with pleasure around Cary’s fat dick, and push her pussy back harder against his cock. Burt hammered his lengthy cock into Bob’s virgin anus again at that moment, stroking his prostate in the process, deepening the pleasure Bob was feeling!

		“Ugh! Oh, God, that feels so weird!” Bob admitted out loud, not being able to help himself!

		His ass was on fire, but it was a good heat! His dick had never felt so sensitive, so turned on as it flew up and down Taylor’s slick young pussy. And the sight of her sucking so greedily on Cary’s pretty-boy cock was driving Bob crazy!

		“Oh, take it; you hot little bitch!” Cary screamed all at once, his ass coming off the mattress as he berthed his dick far down Taylor’s throat while he tugged at her nipples.

		Bob’s second big load of the night exploded out of his cock as he watched Taylor’s throat begin to work and Cary sink back onto the bed with a beatific smile on his face. Taylor followed him right down, his prick still sunk in her throat as his balls emptied their payload of semen into her belly!

		Burt wasn’t to be left out, Bob felt his strong hands clamping both of his ass cheeks, holding him steady, as the smaller man’s cock jerked inside of Bob’s asshole and began spraying his prostate with fiery-hot jism! He would have sworn it impossible, but Bob’s orgasm ramped up a couple of notches as he basted Taylor’s insides with his own spunk and felt her pussy gripping tight around his balls-deep cock as she swallowed loudly!

		“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen!” April’s voice sounded awed as the three of them eased apart.

		“Your come isn’t what I’d call…yummy,” an out-of-breath Taylor panted at Cary. “But it’s the best-tasting I’ve ever come across!”

		She eyed Cary’s limp dick and added, licking her lips for emphasis, “I’d definitely swallow it again!”

		“I doubt it will be tonight,” Cary cautioned her, placing a hand over his out-of-commission prick. “That round was explosive, alright, but it really drained me.”

		He turned a disapproving eye toward Burt and added, “Really, darling, you should know better! An eleven-inch dick for a straight guy’s first butt-fucking! I’m surprised you didn’t kill him!”

		“Maybe he did, my ass is sure throbbing!” Bob said with a light chuckle as he collapsed onto a pillow.

		Burt spanked one ass cheek playfully and said, “Oh, I think you’ll live to fuck another day, big fella, after you rest up, that is! You just about fucked poor Taylor, here, right into the ground!”

		“That he did, but it was worth it—I think that was the biggest, longest-lasting orgasm I’ve ever had in my life!” She said it as she was stretching out next to the exhausted Bob on the bed.

		Burt turned his attention toward April, who lay naked and half curled up and still wide-eyed at what she had just witnessed nearby. “How about you, Blonde Goddess? Don’t you want to play?”

		April regarded Burt’s long, slightly soiled limp dick wistfully and asked, “What did you have in mind?”

		“How about we take a shower together, so I can wash off my cock, and then you can try and suck it—have you ever played with one this long before?”

		April glanced at Bob’s deflated whopper and then grinned back at Burt, saying, “I think that I can handle it. Let’s see, shall we?”

		Burt took her offered hand and scooted off the bed with her, the pair of them headed into the master bathroom. Bob heard the shower come on and the sound of splashing and washing, and then a sound he’d grown familiar with during their overnight stays with Inga and Riley; April’s shrill giggle as she was penetrated by a big cock!

		I should be used to it by now, but it still bothers me, Bob told himself, knowing that his girlfriend was being pinned up against the glass wall of the shower, breeched by Burt’s long dick. He fell asleep amid the people in the bedroom being treated to April’s breathy breathing as she was skewered repeatedly by the other man’s plunging prick.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		

		Why Aren’t I Happier?

		

		All was going well. Taylor was halfway through shooting Cortez, which was much better after Cary’s extensive rewrite. Ingafilms was spending a lot of money on production, to make the lush jungle scenes and the scenes involving the ancient Aztec capital of Tenochtitlan as real-looking as possible. They had signed the hottest young male star in Spain to play Cortez, and his heavily-accented English, Inga assured Taylor, gave credibility to his role, even though it made no sense from a historical perspective.

		Everyone Taylor talked to said her dark brown-stained skin, courtesy of the make-up department, and her natural, long brown hair made her the ideal Aztec princess onscreen, and that the film was going to be a huge, international hit. Her new agent had confided that other, major studios were already trying to entice Taylor away from Ingafilms with offers of up to ten million dollars a film!

		Tonight, April was cuddled up against her naked body, sound asleep, so that part of her life was going alright. But down the hall, in Bob’s room, she heard the deep bellow that signified hers and April’s boytoy was once again taking it up the ass from either Burt or Cary. It was exciting, on those nights when everyone was in the same bed, to watch Bob’s tentative exploration of his gay side; bashfully licking Cary’s dick for the first time, while April sucked his balls. Slowly sliding his whopper of a prick up Burt’s sleek ass, which had been freshly tongued by Taylor as Bob and everyone else watched.

		It was all kinky fun and games and everyone understood that it didn’t mean anything; most nights, Bob still slept in the master bedroom, with April and Taylor! The three of them were still one unit, inseparable!

		Burt and Cary were only sometimes visitors; overnight guests who were always welcome but not permanent. Whenever they showed up, it was a wild, uncontrollable, unplanned party. But it was unexpected, usually; like a freak storm suddenly on the horizon.

		Cary was writing Taylor another screenplay, a sweet love story that Gaston Gleason had already given Cary verbal assurances that he would co-star in. Inga had long wanted to share a screen with Gaston Gleason--the handsome young acting sensation that many critics were saying was as talented as a young Lawrence Olivier had been, or a young Marlon Brando—but the two of them had never found a proper script showcasing both their acting talents equally. Inga had shared that with Taylor on at least two occasions, it was one of her unrealized dreams. And now Taylor was all but set to actually do it!

		Money, fame, acting recognition, love, great sex, Taylor had it all and she wasn’t even twenty years old yet! So, as she lay in her expensive bed in her paid-for mansion in Beverly Hills, daydreaming about it all, why wasn’t all of it making her any happier?

		Why did her mind keep straying back to Iowa, and her nothing-special life there?

		It was all so easy! Taylor told herself. My biggest problems were finding just the right dress to wear to the prom—not agonizing over whether or not I want to betray Inga’s friendship to star in a movie I know she’d be better in than I could ever be!

		Well, it was too late for Iowa now! She was in the big leagues, and decisions were tougher than choosing a prom dress once you were in the big leagues!

		So, Taylor Wells slid down under the covers, careful not to wake April and silently cried herself to sleep, thinking of the rich green of the fields at home and how they were forever out of her grasp. There was only the fake glitz of Hollywood for her now.

		She knew she could take her show-biz millions back home and buy the biggest farm in the state, but everyone would think her a weirdo if she turned her back on fame and fortune and did that! Taylor couldn’t live a life filled with that kind of negative notoriety. Better to live this life; filled with insincere friends and lovers, meaningless achievements, and opulent but empty acquisitions like great houses with echoingly unpopulated rooms, gold statuettes that weren’t really gold, and an aching, barren existence which left her desperate for a real friend, a true emotion, love that was real, not feigned.

		Oh, well, maybe tomorrow would be better. But somehow, deep down inside, she doubted that it would…

		

		The End
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