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		Prologue

		

		The phone on her nightstand rang at eleven o’clock on a school night and so Taylor Adams just knew it was Ava! She flipped over in bed and grabbed the well-lit cell phone before it could ring again and wake up her parents.

		Just as she’d known it would, the caller ID said Ava Grant, and Taylor whispered “Hello,” so softly she was afraid Ava wouldn’t hear it.

		“Hey, babe, been saving your money up like we talked about?” Ava’s smoky voice sounded even lower and raspier and more…alluring than it usually did.

		“I’ve got nearly five-hundred dollars saved!” Taylor blurted excitedly into the phone.

		“Good, good, that won’t last long in this fucking money-grubbing cesspool but it’s a start!” Ava answered. “You know that thing we’ve been talking about; my flying you out here when I finally started getting some parts and earning some money?”

		Taylor’s heart was beating so fast she could barely squeak out, “Yeah.”

		“Well, I made good money today and I’ve got four or five more roles lined up throughout this week and into next week; so, I think it’s finally time. I bought you a ticket for Saturday morning. Can you make that okay?”

		“Well, I graduate from dear old C.C. H. S. this Thursday night and I’m supposed to open at the Cream King on Saturday morning—but if I’m really moving out there, with you, I suppose I’ll have to quit soon anyway, so I could tell them tomorrow tonight that I won’t be in on Saturday morning or any time after that.”

		Taylor’s voice got even quieter as she asked, “You sure about me just packing a bag and leaving? I mean, I don’t really have any furniture, my bedroom stuff is actually my folks, after all! But to just run away like this…without telling anyone! That’s hardcore!”

		“Fuck it; we’ve had this discussion before! Everyone’s going to tell you not to do it, the same as they told me! Why go through all that hassle? Just leave your folks a nice note, get on the plane and I’ll meet you at LAX, and it’s DONE! No muss, no fuss; no bullshit!”

		Taylor knew in her heart that Ava was right about this. As one of Ava’s best friends, she had seen how her older friend’s decision two years ago, to move out to LA and try her hand at becoming a successful actress, had roiled up the waters between Ava and her mom: she had threatened to disown her if she insisted on doing that. For weeks and weeks, Taylor had both watched and heard all about the fights between Ava and her mother.

		She didn’t think her parents would be as deadset against her moving to California and pursuing a career onscreen as Ava’s mother had been; but they wouldn’t be supportive or encouraging either!

		“You’re what…nineteen now? And graduated from high school,” Ava was saying on the phone. “You can do whatever you want to do, and your folks can’t stop you!”

		“I know and I really want to do this!” Taylor emoted into the phone. “I’m just sure I’ll be successful and then everyone will be happy that I did this! I got an ‘A” in my final semester of Theater Arts; did I tell you?”

		“You’re a great little actress, babe. But lots of girls out here were great little actresses back home. You could throw three rocks in Hollywood and hit three of them, walking down the street!”

		“I know it’s not going to be easy, from hearing you talk about it,” Taylor responded. “You’re one of the best actresses I’ve ever seen and you’re still not a big star.

		And you’ve been out there for a couple of years now! And you’re so pretty!”

		“Looks and talent are only part of it,” Ava commented brusquely. “It takes luck and knowing people too. I’m starting to make some good contacts, finally. And I’ve lowered my sights a little, too, and that has helped. I’m taking some roles I wouldn’t even have considered when I first moved out here, but they pay good money and help me meet people, so it’s been worth it.”

		The two excited girls talked another twenty minutes but then Taylor, who was worried her mom would wake up and hear her whispering, said goodbye, telling her friend, Ava, that she would see her in person Saturday.

		Saturday; me in Hollywood. I can barely believe it! Taylor thought to herself just before she finally dropped off to sleep that night.

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

	
		

		Something Entirely Different

		

		The rest of graduation week was a blur in Taylor Well’s mind. She remembered putting on her cap and gown and sitting in the back seat with her little brother and younger sister as mom and dad drove them over to the high school football field. The stadium lights were bright as she stood on the stage and awaited her name being called to receive her diploma. The mayor said something about “the future belonging to these wonderful kids” and everyone in the audience and up onstage clapped enthusiastically. But all Taylor could concentrate on, honestly, was the plane leaving from Des Moines this coming Saturday morning at ten-fifteen!

		She barely remembered working her last shift at Cream King, the local burger joint that all the kids went to. She did remember how surprised, and slightly disappointed Mr. Donovan, the owner, had looked when she had abruptly tendered her resignation at the end of her shift.

		“I thought you’d be going to the community college in the fall, and we’d still see you here for a couple of more years, Taylor,” he’d said, his big, brown, kindly eyes tearing up as he’d spoken.

		“My plans have changed, Mr. Donovan,” She’d told him truthfully. “I’m going to be living somewhere else for the next few years, someplace far away from here, so I can’t work here anymore after tonight.”

		“Well, you’re going to be hard to replace, I’ll tell you,” he had said looking her up and down. “The customers like you and half the boys in town come in here just to get a look at you, you’re such an eyeful, young lady! Prettiest girl in town, by far.”

		Taylor hadn’t thought that was true for even a second. Mr. Donovan had been sweet to say it, but she knew Karen Holder had a lot…curvier shape than she did. Karen had awesome boobs and a big, bubble-butt ass that she like to show off in the kind of tight shorts that Taylor’s mom would never approve of for her daughter!

		Not that my butt would be as exciting in a pair of those shorts as Karen’s is anyway! Taylor told herself. My…titties are not small, but they’re not as spectacular as Karen’s. My legs may be better tan hers, but they’re not better than Scootie Jensen’s.

		All three of them had been on the cheerleading squad together last fall and they had taken numerous showers together after the games, as they all got ready for the dance in the gym afterward. So, she had seen Scootie and Karen completely naked lots of times.

		Scootie was a tall, skinny girl with an almost nonexistent chest but spectacular legs that seemed to go on forever! Karen was tall too, but she was substantial, when it came to the way she was built. Not really heavy enough to be called chunky, Karen was curvy,

		like most girls wanted to be. She had those melons for breasts and that great ass. Her legs might have been a little heavy but the rest of her more than made up for it!

		“No, sorry, Mr. Donovan, but I’m not the prettiest girl in this town,” Taylor whispered under her breath as she finished packing her suitcase.

		It was three-twenty in the morning and she was up, getting ready for her trip into Des Moines. She was only taking her one suitcase and the one carry-on bag she owned.

		Taylor and Ava had agreed that she should only bring clothes for the summer and fall, and light fall clothes at that. California was much warmer in the fall than Iowa was, so she wouldn’t need her heavy sweaters and stuff like that.

		Finished packing, she glanced around her room, wondering when she’d see it again, agonizing over what knick knacks and personal memorabilia she should pack in addition to her few clothes. She almost threw in her Best Actress trophy from the spring production of Shakespeare’s Othello—she, of course, had played Desdemona—but she decided against it. She vividly remember her conversation with Ava from a few weeks ago, where she had offered to bring along a copy of her high school transcripts, showing her stellar grades in Theater Arts and how Ava had pooh-poohed that so disdainfully, saying no one in Hollywood would look twice at high school acting achievements. No way were they going to be impressed by a school play trophy for Best Actress from some Mickey Mouse high school production!

		Closing her suitcase, she latched it shut. It lay on her double bed, next to her carry-on bag, with its meager assortment of make-up and hair brushes.

		She went over to her window and saw the town’s one cab parked at the curb outside with its headlights on, waiting for her. She arranged the one page note to her parents in the middle of the bed and picked up her two suitcases, knowing it was time to go.

		“Good bye, room; I’ll be a big movie or TV star the next time I see you, I hope!” she whispered under her breath as she snapped out the overhead light and opened the door.

		

		****

		

		The cost of the Greyhound from her little hometown down to Des Moines dropped her savings down to below five-hundred dollars, so she was glad that the relatively expensive plane ticket out to L.A. had been paid for by her friend, Ava. She grudgingly gave the cabbie in Des Moines a good tip for getting her from the bus station out to the airport in time to check in for her flight and put the folded-up bills from her savings account back inside her purse.

		Taylor had only flown once before, with her Mom out to Arizona to see her aunt, her mom’s older sister, Berniece. The older woman had been quite sick with pneumonia, despite the dry desert climate. Taylor had been excited to see Arizona, but found it to dry and desolate for her taste, after growing up amongst the lush, green fields of Iowa.

		She was hoping that California would be ideal—the way everyone said it was! Taylor could hardly wait to see the Pacific Ocean, with its storied beaches and welcoming waves. And the hard-muscled beach boys, so tan and fit, that she had heard so much about from Ava!

		Poor Tom isn’t going to stack up well against them, I bet, she told herself as she thought of her latest boyfriend, Tom Morrison, back home. Tom was a real cutie—for rural Iowa—tall and well-muscled from working his family’s large farm holding, and from the weight room, of course. He had been the star fullback on the varsity football team Taylor had cheered on to victory after victory.

		That long-ago flight to Arizona had seemed short, but today’s flight to Los Angeles seemed like it took forever, because Taylor was so excited about getting there; to the land of sunshine, movie stars, and everything wonderful! Because of the time difference between Iowa and California, it was barely afternoon when the big plane landed at LAX. She made her way uncertainly to the big baggage carousel, where she found her suitcase making the rounds with the belongings of her fellow passengers. Leaning in to pluck it free, she spotted Ava waving at her from across the large roundabout of baggage. Ava looked so different with her new honey-blonde hairdo. She had sent photos of it on Taylor’s phone, but the effect was still somewhat jarring; seeing it in person. Ava had been a brunette, like Taylor, when she’d left Iowa.

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeee! You brat; you’ve grown so tall and so beautiful!” Ava was shrieking as the two old friends embraced moments later. Ava hugged her close and then stepped back, so that she could fully take in Taylor’s pronounced curves and the long sheen of chocolate-brown hair that reached down Taylor’s back.

		“And you’re blonde and even more beautiful than I remembered you as being!” Taylor gushed, assessing her older friend’s statuesque body and golden tresses.

		“Let’s get out of here, so I can show you around a little on the way back to our apartment!” Ava squealed excitedly, taking Taylor’s suitcase right out of her hand and leading her out the door which lead to the parking lot.

		“OUR apartment!” kept saying over and over again as they sped along in Ava’s new Camaro convertible, not really believing that she was HERE, in Los Angeles, right next to HOLLYWOOD, where a girl’s acting dreams could come true! And that she was going to be living here, with Ava, as they climbed the ladder to stardom together!

		She looked around, reveling in the balmy air, the palm trees, the fact that she was actually IN southern California, living the life she had only dreamed about!

		It was true that the air was slightly smoggy, and that the tall buildings of downtown LA, off in the distance, looked enshrouded in a cloud of brownish-gray that partially obscured the otherwise bright blue of the sky, overall, the Southland was just as she’d always pictured it to be. The freeway was wide and featured multiple lanes and even on a Saturday afternoon was crowded with cars. And what cars they were!

		Taylor saw six or seven Mercedes and quite a few sports cars. Even if you didn’t count Ava’s bright red Camaro convertible, there was not one but two Corvettes near them and was that a Dodge Viper? Yes, it was; top down and its exhaust pipes growling aggressively. It had been painted a deep, royal purple and looked as shiny as a well-licked popsicle.

		“There are tons of cool cars out here, and a lot of ‘em are being driven by real hunks!” Taylor said, not caring right at that moment if she sounded like a teenage rube from Iowa or not.

		“You have to really watch these guys out here, babe,” Ava warned her, “the vast majority of them—especially the real Southern California beach gods—are pretty, but they’re so shallow you can’t believe it!”

		“Airheads, huh?” Taylor asked her.

		“The airiest on the planet,” Ava assured her, “Some of them are like beautiful ponds that are a mile long but only about an inch deep.”

		“You sound very knowledgeable; have you dated a lot of guys since you’ve been out here?” Taylor asked. “We’ve never spoken much about your private life, as far as guys go, on the phone.”

		“Were you still going steady with that big farm boy, Tom what’s-his-name?” Ava suddenly asked, slightly changing the subject and not really answering Taylor’s question.

		“Yeah, I kinda feel bad about Tom,” Taylor said, meaning it. “I let him think that I was going to go to community college this fall, and that we had a future together.”

		She looked pleadingly at Ava and explained, “I had to lie to him. I just had to! No one could know about our plans for me to come out here—not even Tom! He’d have tried to talk me out of it; I just know he would have!”

		“No doubt,” Ava agreed. “No guy wants to lose a piece of ass as pretty as you, baby girl. You were fucking him, I take it.”

		“For almost a year, now,” Taylor admitted somewhat shamefully. “He wanted to do it with me so bad. He begged me to…to let him do that! So, at last, I did.”

		“Was it good? Did you like it? Doing it, I mean?” Ava suddenly sounded interested in their conversation; more interested than she had before, when they’d been talking about the LA sights, the spectacular weather, the palm trees that seemed to be everywhere.

		“It…it was okay,” Taylor told her friend reluctantly. She really didn’t feel comfortable discussing such a personal subject while riding down an LA freeway, with the car’s top down and he long, brown hair blowing all around!

		“Only okay?” Ava demanded. “Tom must not have been much of a lover.

		“Oh, he did everything right, I’m sure. We watched lots of porn videos on his tablet before we…uh, went ahead and tried it,” Taylor explained, feeling lamer than she ever had in her life!

		“Porn, eh?” Ava said. And Taylor took her tone to be somewhat disdainful, as if only real hicks learned to have sex by watching pornographic videos. “Did old Tom have a big cock?”

		“Not huge, at least not when you compare it to the guys in those videos,” Taylor admitted, feeling slightly disloyal to Tom as she said it.

		“Hah! That’s why those guys are in those videos in the first place,” Ava said knowingly. “You have to have an above-average cock to be in a porn video.”

		“I don’t think I could deal with one that big,” Taylor mused. “Tom was about all I could handle, and like I said, he wasn’t huge. But I eventually got used to him. We must have had sex at least fifty times in the last year.”

		“Fifty times!” Ava said softly, after a few seconds had elapsed. “Either you got to like it a lot more than you’re letting on, or you were a very subservient girlfriend.”

		“I wanted to please him, and it wasn’t really so bad, now that I think about it,” Taylor allowed. “I think I’m going to miss it, if you want to know the truth!”

		“I doubt that,” Ava said confidently, taking the next freeway exit; one that said it led toward Hollywood.

		“I have to apologize in advance for this neighborhood,” Ava said, once they were on the other freeway. “When I first got here, I was just another dumb bunny from Iowa that thought if you wanted to work in Hollywood, it would be convenient to live there.”

		She stole a glance at Taylor as she admitted, “No one who is anyone actually lives in Hollywood; the rents are expensive, for what you get, and there are a lot of nicer neighborhoods around for a whole lot less money.”

		Ava shook her dyed-blonde mop of hair and said, “Now that you’re here, to split the rent with me, we can eventually move to somewhere nicer; once we get you working steadily, that is.”

		All that sounded nice, but Taylor all but tuned it out! She was HERE! In actual Hollywood! She saw a sign that said ‘Melrose Boulevard’ and one that read ‘Beverley Boulevard’ and about freaked out as she remembered the old Melrose Place TV series she had watched religiously when she was younger and realized that she was now just blocks from the fictional site of the show!

		Ava was still babbling about cheaper rents and nicer neighborhoods as she piloted them down the surface streets of Hollywood. Taylors neck was on a swivel as she

		noted signs pointing toward the Staples Center and the Hollywood Walk of Fame, and

		other famous landmarks.

		Tomorrow,she promised herself, tomorrow is Sunday and I can get Ava to drive me all around the city, so I can see all these famous places for myself!

		“This is it, kid,” Ava said just then, pulling into a nothing-special apartment building’s lot.

		The building was laid out like a shoebox, long and rectangular, with wrought-iron stair railing at each end, leading up to the second floor. Aside from a few palm trees scattered around the perimeter of the underwhelming building and in the courtyard, the apartment complex could have been in Des Moines or anywhere else. The sign, which had a big floodlight beneath it, said: “Hollywood Elite Apartments”, but there didn’t appear to be anything elite about them.

		“We’re on the second floor,” Ava announced as she shut off the motor, hit the button to put the convertible top up, and flipped her side’s latch shut, locking the top into place. She opened both the glove box and the console between the front seats before getting out.

		“The druggies will cut your top open in a blink to get inside, it they think you have anything worth stealing,” Ava explained as she got out of the car. “Anything they can pawn for a quick fix.”

		What a way to have to live! Taylor though to herself, wrestling her suitcase and her carry-on bag out of the back seat before nudging her door shut with her tennis shoed foot. Ava hit the automatic lock on her key fob and they started off toward the nearest staircase.

		“You have to watch the old guy who lives here,” Ava said, jerking her head toward the closed apartment door at the top of the stairs. “He’s down at the pool all the time, ogling whatever girls are down there. And then he sits up here with his front drapes open, jacking off in full view of this window, thinking about what he saw down by the pool. I think he’s mostly harmless. He has a relatively big dick, but it never gets what you would call really hard, even when he’s jerking it really fast.”

		“Why don’t you complain to the manager?” Taylor asked, shivering in repulsion at the notion of some old grandpa wanking his half-dead dick off right in front of her eyes.

		“I tried that, back when I first moved in, but the manager said he’s entitled to do whatever he wants inside his own apartment, as long as he pays his rent and it isn’t illegal. I don’t think jacking off is illegal.”

		“No, but exposing yourself to someone who doesn’t want to see you is!” Taylor insisted.

		“I suppose it might be,” Ava said ruefully, “but to tell you the truth, I’ve gotten kind of used to Old Jerry by now. The place wouldn’t seem the same without him flogging his meat when I walk up from the pool in the afternoons. One day, I drank too many daiquiris down there and got all light-headed and halfway horny, and I stopped in front of Old Jerry’s window to watch him jack off, and I took my tits out of my bikini top and pressed my boobies up against his window, to kind of spur him on! You should have seen the load he spurted that day; made me feel sexy as hell, inspiring him like that!”

		Taylor laughed self-consciously at her friend’s risqué story, not at all comfortable with the idea of Ava’s egging the old pervert on. She sure had changed since she moved out here; the Ava she had grown friendly with back home would never have done something like that, too many daiquiris or not!

		Taylor had rarely tasted alcohol herself, a sip of Tom’s illegal beer from time to time or a small glass of champagne, courtesy of her daddy on New Year’s Eve, or something like that. Other kids in her high school class drank regularly and took drugs, but not Taylor! She was a good girl, except for the sex with Tom and she didn’t think that counted, somehow. After all, they had been going steady for forever and all her girlfriends, even the super-churchy ones, sucked their boyfriends’ cocks occasionally!

		“Here we are,” Ava said, opening the door with her keyring. “Your key is on the kitchen table, kid. You’re officially my new roommate now.”

		The living room, like the apartment building it sat in, was a big, rectangular box. There was a big-screen TV mounted on one wall, and a cable box and DVD player underneath it, on a cheesy-looking black cabinet that looked as if it had been purchased at a second-hand store. The wall-to-wall carpet as a dingy color of brown and it looked as if it dated back to the 1980’s. An art-deco, black-and-white study of Marilyn Monroe’s distinctive face had been hung over a couch that looked as if it too had seen the inside of several Goodwill stores in its time. And the coffee table in front of the couch looked very cheap and old as well.

		There were a couple of helium-filled balloons, like you might buy at a supermarket or a dollar store that said simply “Welcome” or “Hello” floating near the stucco-finished ceiling and obviously homemade greeting—crayon on butcher paper—that said: “Welcome Taylor” that had been taped with light-brown masking tape to the wall next to the flat-screen TV.

		“We’re going to throw a party tonight for my new roommate!” Ava announced proudly.

		“You…you shouldn’t have: it’s enough to just be here!” Taylor stammered, her emotions at just being here—in Hollywood, nearly getting the better of her.

		“Well, it’s not just party,” Ava confessed. “My agent, the one who’s been getting me work lately, will be here to meet you. I’m hoping he’ll become your agent, too, and then we can both be working, bringing in good money, and we can move out of this dump!”

		Meeting a good agent, on my first night in town: how exciting! Taylor thought to herself. How lucky I am, to have a friend like Ava, who knows people!

		“You’re just the best! She said, wrapping her arms around Ava and pressing her breasts tightly against the other girl’s.

		“So are you, and I’ve wanted to do this for so long now!” Ava’s voice wasn’t a low whisper so much as it was a growl.

		Ava pressed her lips full against a very surprised Taylor’s and then they were kissing; kissing just like Tom and her used to kiss when they were parked out somewhere in his pick up at night, making out—complete with a tongue making its way into Taylor’s mouth.

		She struggled for a moment in Ava’s arms and then felt herself giving in, just as she had when Tom kissed her this way! Taylor became aware of her enlarged nipples throbbing against her friend’s chest. And she realized that Ava’s were pulsing back against hers!

		I’ve got to stop this—this is all sorts of WRONG! Taylor told herself in a panic, pushing Ava away, stopping herself from toying with the other girl’s invading tongue with her own, jerking her mouth away from Ava’s.

		“Mmmmm, you liked it! Don’t even try to say you didn’t!” Ava chided her with a sly little grin of triumph.

		“I…I didn’t--I was just surprised is all!” Taylor huffed indignantly. “What’s happened to you? Did you turn into a gay girl out here?”

		“Not out here, no,” Ava admitted, keeping the grin on her face. “I knew what I was back in Iowa, but it’s so much easier to be what you were meant to be out here. That’s all.”

		Taylor shook her head, as if to clear it. She had first met Ava in church back home, in Sunday School to be exact. Ava had garnered quite a reputation as a Sunday School Teacher and Taylor had checked her class out one Sunday just to see what all the fuss was about.

		Ava had been wearing the costume of a Middle Eastern belly dancer as she’d told the children all about Salome and John the Baptist, but instead of merely reciting the tale about Salome asking for the head of the Baptist on a platter after she’d finished her lascivious dance, Ava had shown the children her version of the dance, wriggling all around the room, undulating her bare belly and shimmying her scantily-clad breasts.

		Since none of the kids had been into their pre-teens yet, they all thought the X-rated dance was “cool” and very grown up. They had known they were seeing something they shouldn’t see but that just made it even more watchable.

		Taylor had become hooked and began showing up for Sunday School whenever Ava taught it, seeing her new friend perform as Jezebel and other Old Testament women and as Mary when Christmas rolled around. At the same time, Taylor was gaining a reputation as the single finest actress the small town had ever produced, so the two of them bonded almost instantly, becoming fast friends even though Ava was almost three years older than Taylor.

		She was working as a barista in the local Starbucks and attending class sporadically at the local community college, studying Drama. Taylor had thought her the most sophisticated, beautiful girl she had ever met, and Ava had become like a big sister and mentor to the impressionable young girl.

		When Ava had abruptly left town for Hollywood, Taylor had been her biggest and quite possibly, her only supporter. She had been sure that the charismatic, brilliant Ava would become a big star almost overnight, like Inga Norgaard, the spectacular girl from Minnesota who was now the reigning queen of the box office, world-wide.

		Of course, Inga was perfection itself, with her stunning crown of white-gold hair, her hauntingly-beautiful blue eyes and her incredible build. And everyone said she was the greatest natural actress since Meryl Streep, but still, Ava was a great actress, too! And her mousy-brown tresses were gorgeous in their own right.

		Or at least they had been—before Ava had gotten them dyed blonde!

		She looked at Ava’s hair now and asked in a quiet voice, “What time does the party start?”

		“People will start getting here at around seven, so we’ve got plenty of time to lay out the food and set up the bar. Why don’t you go take a shower now and get yourself all ready? Then you can help me get the place ready to receive guests.”

		Taylor had no trouble in figuring out which bedroom was hers. It was the one with the funky, blow-up queen-size mattress which sat flush on the floor, with a single old dresser that reminded her of the one she’d had at home standing next to it. The apartment’s guest bathroom was right next door and she knew she’d be using that one to shower and get ready in; Ava had made it clear during their ride in from the airport that the master bathroom was all hers and she didn’t intend to share it.

		

		*****

		

		This isn’t bad! Taylor thought to herself as she stood under the large, flat shower head that reminded her of a big sunflower, rinsing off the lather of soap that she had so carefully cultivated during the last ten minutes or so. She had shaved her armpits, her legs, and trimmed up the small triangle of black pubic hair that flourished above her shaved-bare pink slit. Much better than that ratty old shower I had to endure back home.

		Ava may have kept the master bathroom for herself, but she had spent a little money on this guest bathroom. Those big shower heads weren’t cheap and the body wash on the shelf in this shower was top-of-the-line too.

		Taylor stepped from the shower onto the soft bathroom mat feeling gloriously clean and well-groomed. The body wash and Ava’s choice of shampoo had Taylor smelling like a goddess as she toweled off and dried her lengthy mass of dark hair.

		A quick session with the curling iron and her hair drier would have her looking her best for tonight’s all-important party.

		She didn’t normally wear much make up, but then she didn’t normally find herself at parties with movie people in Hollywood, either, so, she intended to put on eye shadow and mascara and lipstick tonight as best she could. Her carry-on bag held what few cosmetic products she owned and they weren’t many, so, she intended to ask Ava if she could raid her cosmetic stash!

		“How about letting me try some of your make-up tonight, for the party?” She asked her new roommate when she emerged from the guest bathroom in an old robe she had brought from her closet at home.

		“Sure, but why don’t you wait for Glenda to get here, to help you with it? She’s a professional make up artist for a major studio,” Ava said off-handedly, busy laying out the cold cuts and chips on the kitchen table.

		“That sounds great, but I’d like to be ready when everyone gets here,” Taylor said, dreading being half dressed when the party officially started.

		“I’ll buzz her on my cell phone and ask her to make sure to get here a little early,” Ava suggested, easing her cell phone out of her purse and gesturing with it toward Taylor.

		“That’d be great!” Taylor answered, smiling broadly.

		A professional make up job for my first Hollywood party—how great is that?

		“Hey, babe, this is Ava. Can you show up tonight a little early to help Taylor with her make-up? Oh, that would be great! I’ll tell her.”

		Ava broke the phone connection and said to Taylor, “It’s all set! She’s going to be here at six and she’s bringing all of shit; hair-styling stuff and cosmetics and everything! You’re going to rule tonight, baby girl! You’ll blow everyone away with your hot new look, after Glenda gets through with you!”

		Too excited to speak, Taylor simply went back into her new room and sat on a chair, waiting for it to be six! She was going to look her best tonight: that was for sure!

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		

		Glenda

		

		“Oh, man, this is going to be easy. She’s already a nine on a scale of ten!” Glenda sighed when she first saw Taylor.

		Glenda was older than both her and Ava; mid-twenties was Taylor’s guess. She wasn’t tall but she wasn’t short either, at around five-six. The make-up maven wore a little too much of her own product for Taylor’s taste, but, after all, this was Hollywood and cosmetics were her area of expertise, so she was willing to cut Glenda some slack.

		“Lose the robe,” was the first thing Glenda said to her when she’d joined her and Ava in the master bathroom.

		Taylor started to protest that she was totally nude under the bathrobe and that she didn’t see why she had to be stark naked to get her face and hair worked on but she held her tongue. Glenda was the professional and she was just another wanna-be actress, so she undid the tie and let the rob fall down around her ankles.

		“Nice tits,” Glenda said to Ava, after checking out Taylor in the mirror. “Those nipples are such a translucent shade of light pink that they’re not going to need a bit of make-up. The camera’s going to love them just the way they are.”

		“She always was a pretty little thing,” Ava told her friend, “But she’s grown even prettier over the years, now that she’s almost a woman.”

		“Almost?” Glenda scoffed. “Lot’s of women, including your truly, would gladly trade their left tit for an ass that nice! She’s going to be in high demand when she starts doing anal; that’s a righteous pooper she has there!”

		Taylor saw in the medicine cabinet mirror, that Glenda was starting down at her butt as she spoke and that Ava was glancing downward as well, a frustrated, don’t-say-another-word expression on her face. Glenda took the hint and shut up about Taylor’s ass, saying: “great legs on this kid, too. And I can bet, without even seeing it, that her pussy is to die for.”

		Ava, who seemed to be checking out Taylor’s nether region with furtive glances, smiled wanly and murmured, “It’s a lovely little thing alright,” almost under her breath.

		“Shall we style this avalanche of hair in a stunning updo, or mold it into a cascade of chocolate-brown curls?” Glenda asked just then, taking a big handful of Taylor’s dark brown hair in both fists.

		“Definitely curls, for tonight anyway,” Ava spoke out authoritatively. Phil Gabriel, my agent, is gaga for curls.”

		“Phil Gabriel is an inveterate pussyhound,” Glenda fired back. “He’d like Taylor in a buzzcut, if he got a look at the rest of her and you know it!”

		Ava looked properly chastised and excused herself to go get a drink, leaving Glenda and Taylor alone in the bathroom. “Well, curls it is, then,” Glenda said, taking up he hair dryer and circular brush and setting to work.”

		“Is Mr. Gabriel a good agent?” Taylor asked Glenda, as she slumped down to give the shorter woman better access to her hair.

		“He’ll get you lots of work, I’ll give him that,” Glenda replied, slowly transforming Taylor’s teenage locks into the promised cascade of curls. “If you don’t mind doing that sort of thing on camera.”

		Taylor was going to ask: ‘What sort of thing?’ but then Ava was back sipping what looked like a tall glass of Coca-Cola over ice but which Taylor suspected contained some sort of booze as well, given the small forest of liquor bottles Taylor had seen on the kitchen counter earlier, before she’d gone in to take her shower.

		“I was just telling our girl that Phil Gabriel is good at generating a lot of work for his clients,” Glenda told Ava, whose face brightened as she said, “Yeah, and he doesn’t charge an arm and a leg to do it, either, like some agents do. I was talking to another girl on set the other day who told me her guy charges a straight forty percent to represent her, and she was working on the same film as me! Phil is happy with twenty percent.”

		She said this looking directly at Taylor, her eyes telling Taylor that twenty percent was more than reasonable.

		“Yeah, I’ve heard old Phil makes it up in volume; he really keeps his girls hopping!” Glenda offered.

		“Well, I do work a lot,” Ava conceded. “But that’s better than sitting around, waiting for the phone to ring, wondering how you’re going to make the rent that month. That pretty well sums up life with my old agent, Burnie Chase. A cattle call here, for a small part in a major movie—that you’ll never get—a reading for a television commercial, that doesn’t pan out, there. A walk on with no lines in a sitcom, paying scale and no more; that was life with Burnie. I wasted the better part of two years with that guy, and have zip to show for it!”

		She caught Taylor’s eye and held it as Glenda sprayed the elaborate cascade of curls into place and started on the foundation for Taylor’s face. “I work all the time now, honey. I have money in the bank again. I don’t have to worry where the rent’s going to come from. Phil’s great; you’ll see.”

		Taylor heard Glenda mutter something about Phil being great if you loved something that sounded a lot like “sucking cock,” but she couldn’t be sure about that.

		Ava stepped forward and offered Taylor a taste of her drink. It was Coke, but there was the not so subtle favor of alcohol there too and Taylor wasn’t sure she liked that.

		“I could make one for you that is mostly Coke and ice,” Ava offered.

		Not wanting to be a wet blanket at her own Welcome-to-Hollywood party. Taylor nodded that such a drink would be fine and Ava scurried off toward the kitchen to make her one.

		“Ava’s good people,” Glenda whispered, “but she’s crazy to make it big and so she’ll do anything that she thinks is helpful toward that end.”

		Taylor looked Glenda in the eye as the older woman murmured, “So, just watch yourself around her. Some of her advice may not be so reliable.”

		Glenda was using a brush to feather in the last layer of blush on Taylor’s right cheek. Taylor looked past her and into the medicine cabinet mirror.

		She could hardly recognize herself as the luscious young creature staring back at her in that mirror! Gone was the giddy, out-of-place girl from rural Iowa. The sexy nymph in the mirror was so glamorous…so gorgeous…so not her, that Taylor couldn’t believe it!

		This is fucking unreal! She told herself incredulously. I look like a damn movie star at a premier! Where’s the red carpet?

		“I hope you have a dress that goes with the more…adult look I’ve created for you this evening,” Glenda was saying. “Tennis shoes and cut off jean shorts won’t do!”

		“I can help with that; we’re about the same size,” Ava said as she re-entered the bathroom just then with the drink she had made for Taylor, “Although I think she may have bigger tits than I do. We’ll just have to see how everything fits.”

		Taylor had always thought of Ava as being far more grown up, more of a woman, than she was, but looking at her now, barefoot, in a pair of old cargo shorts and a light sweater-shirt with short sleeves and a vee-neck, Taylor had to admit that her own breasts might be a little bigger than her old friend and mentor’s.

		“I’m glad you’re about done. Now, clear out of my bathroom so I can get ready for this shindig!” Ava said, handing Taylor the tall glass and shooing her and Glenda out of the master bathroom.

		“I won’t be a minute,” Ava promised, closing the door.

		Taylor heard the shower come on and took a sip of her drink. Not bad; you can hardly taste any booze in this one! She told herself, swallowing a big mouthful of the cocktail.

		“Let’s see what Her Highness has in her closet,” Glenda suggested, leading the way over to Ava wardrobe.

		They entered the small, walk-in closet together. Glenda was not shy about pawing through the many dresses and other outfits they found hanging there.

		“Too cheesy. Out of style, too…too,” Glenda dismissed the first three dresses she examined.

		“How about this one?” Taylor asked taking a short-hemmed cocktail dress that was all black sequins and plunging bodice off the rack and holding it up against her naked body.

		“Might fit, but it would show too much,” Glenda said disdainfully. “You don’t want to show off all the goodies right away.”

		Reluctantly, Taylor hung the little black dress back up while Glenda took down a

		red one that was almost as short as the black one had been.

		“This one; this one’s just the ticket!” Glenda said enthusiastically, holding up the crimson-red dress and thrusting it at Taylor. “The tight cut of it will show off your teenage build, the bodice will highlight those great tits of yours without them spilling out every time you bend forward—the way that black one would have, it was cut so low in front—and the slit up the side will give everyone a flash of those long legs of yours every time you take a step!”

		“I don’t know if I have a bra that won’t show,” Taylor commented, eyeing the low cut back of the dress.

		“This thing is going to be so tight on you that you wouldn’t want to spoil the line of it with a bra or pantyline,” Glenda told her authoritatively. “Just lose the robe and wear it nude underneath.”

		Taylor’s brown eyes grew bigger at the thought of that. She’d never worn a dress without underwear before! Once in a great while back home, she’d gone braless, if the day was hot enough and she was just lounging around the house. The feel of her bare nipples gliding against whatever tee shirt or sweatshirt she’d worn that day felt weird—good, but weird—and that had never failed to make her small nipples stand out against the fabric, embarrassing her. But she’d never tried on a dress without a bra, even in the privacy of her own room; let alone worn one to a party!

		Well, when in Hollywood, I guess…Taylor thought, taking the dress from Glenda and stepping into it.

		“That’s fucking perfect!” Ava gushed as she stepped from the bathroom, wrapped in a voluminous white towel and saw Taylor in the red dress, admiring herself in the full-length mirror attached to the closet door. “I have a pair of red shoes that go with that dress. What size do you wear? Will sevens be okay?”

		“S-Sure,” Taylor said haltingly. She wore size six shoes, but she could make do with sevens for the night. She’d just stuff a wadded-up tissue in the toes and they’d fit okay.

		Ava ducked back into the bathroom and Taylor heard the hair dryer come on again. She found the red shoes in Ava’s closet and sat down on Ava’s bed with a tissue box to make sure they’d fit.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		

		The Party

		

		Phil Gabriel, Ava’s agent, turned out to be a huge disappointment, as far as looks and demeanor went. Taylor had pictured him as being a tall, modestly good-looking man, who would take her under his wing and show her the ropes, as far as the movie business went.

		In the flesh, Phil Gabriel reminded Taylor of a ferret in human form. He had close-set gray eyes that seemed to undress Taylor every time he looked at her, which was often. Indeed, the short, weaselly man couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off of her, in her form-fitting red dress and her three inch heels, which made her an even six feet tall, towering over the agent, who was dressed in a very old-looking, ill-fitting sport coat—the material of which looked to have been stolen from some poor horse’s blanket—and was invariably smoking a foul-smelling cigar. He never seemed to run out of them! There was always either one in his right hand, his mouth, or smoldering in an ashtray within easy reach of Phil Gabriel!

		As a general rule, the men around Taylor didn’t smoke and the agent’s heavy dependence on tobacco was a real turn off. Along with his beady-eyed, leering manner and his high-pitched, whiney, off-putting voice, Taylor was totally underwhelmed by Phil Gabriel just minutes into the party.

		The rest of the attendees seemed to be actors or actresses Ava knew from past productions they had appeared together in, or tradespeople; cameramen, sound guys, or other, technical people you might find around a movie set.

		The thing that struck Taylor was how ordinary the actors all seemed! She had been expecting drop-dead, gorgeous guys and these men all seemed like anyone you might meet anywhere. They weren’t unattractive, by any means, but they were nothing special!

		Some of the actresses were strikingly pretty, and their outfits were all uniformly sexy. Taylor felt better and better about her red dress, worn without underwear, as the evening moved along. She drank several more of the lightly alcoholic whiskeys and Coke, growing used to the taste the more she drank.

		By around ten o’clock, she really started to notice the booze. Unaccustomed to drinking, she began to feel slightly unsteady on her high heels and sat down on the arm of the old couch in the living room to finish her latest cocktail.

		The tallest man at the party, a blond-headed actor with shoulder-length hair, downed the last of his beer and announced, “I brought along my latest movie for us to watch. Ava’s in it, so I thought it would be appropriate.”

		He leered at one of the prettiest actresses and said suggestively, “That red-hot scene you and I shot last week is in here, too, Riley. So, you might want to watch.”

		Taylor saw that he had withdrawn a DVD from his sport coat pocket and was waving it around as he spoke. The big man made his way through the small crowd standing in the living room, over to the TV and DVD player set up and bent over to insert the disc and take up the TV’s remote control so that he could turn it on.

		Music flooded the room as the title and opening credits played across the screen.

		Everyone hooted and mock-cheered when the big actor’s stage name came on the screen, Bull Connors, and he took an immodest, deep bow to acknowledge their jibes. Taylor didn’t see an Ava Grant, but she did see someone named Ava Garfield mentioned in the credits, so, she guessed that was Ava’s new stage name. She also noticed the name

		Riley Rivers prominently displayed and surmised that was the stage name of the gorgeous actress Bull had addressed in his little speech before the screening.

		The name of the film, Taylor noted, was Hot Drive In Girls, and she didn’t recognize the name of the production company. It wasn’t Warner Brothers or Paramount, or one of them. It started with a “V” and Taylor thought she’d seen it before on one of the porn films she and Tom had watched together on his tablet when they’d been exploring the world of sex together!

		The scene opened with a shot of an old-fashioned, fifties-style drive in restaurant, with lots of old-time hot rods and fifties cars parked outside, girls on roller skates bring out their meal trays and attaching them to the rolled down car windows. Taylor saw Ava, in her new blonde hairdo, carrying a tray and skating up to an old Chevy that had been perfectly restored.

		“I hope this burger is still as hot as you look tonight, Candy!” the man Taylor now recognized as Bull Connors spoke his line of dialogue to Ava.

		“Do I look good enough to eat tonight, Bull?” Ava’s character asked insolently, eyeing the redheaded girl Taylor now recognized as Riley Rivers seated right next to Bull on the bench seat of the old Chevy. “Why don’t you come back later, after you take this bitch home?”

		“Oh, that would spoil it!” Riley’s character said with a comic pout. “Don’t you like to share? I do, especially with hot blonde like you!”

		The Ava onscreen licked her lips and looked Riley’s character up and down hungrily. “Oh, so it’s going to be like that, is it? Well, bring it on, Red. I like girls as much as I do guys!”

		

		****

		

		Either Ava is an even better actress than I thought, or that tongue-kiss this afternoon was no accident! Taylor thought wryly as she watched Ava and Riley, each nude to the waist, making out onscreen in the front seat of the Bull character’s old car.

		Ava was even more aggressive than the obviously bisexual Riley, kissing and sucking the redhead’s big, perfect tits, licking her nipples enthusiastically, looking really into it as the two of them soul-kissed! Taylor squirmed uneasily on the arm of the couch, intensely aware of and embarrassed by how wet she was…down there and how much her bare nipples were now standing out against the bodice of her red dress!

		A real set of…pokies, that’s what I’ve got! She told herself desperately, knowing what boys called a girl’s prominently displayed nipples when they got extra aroused.

		And to make matters worse, she was fairly certain that both Riley and Ava had noticed how stiff her nipples were as she watched the naughty sex film they’d starred in.

		Man, Bull’s body’s not the only thing that’s tall about him! Taylor thought as he unzipped his slacks onscreen and took out his fully engorged penis as he watched the two beautiful women go at each other right next to him.

		That thing must be ten inches long, and as big around as a Coke can! Taylor marveled as she watched the massive penis being stroked by Ava onscreen.

		Her newly-blonde girlfriend had stopped slobbering over Riley long enough to concentrate on Bull’s huge appendage; she was licking her lips expectantly as she stared down at the impressive shaft.

		“Suck it! Suck it, you hot bitch!’ the soft chant went through the onlooking crowd of party-goers, and Taylor found herself murmuring right along with the rest of them while the onscreen Ava continued to gaze longingly at the throbbing manhood.

		A collective sigh echoed through the crowd as Ava dipped her head lower and stuck out her tongue. When her tongue tip began circling around Bull’s enormous cock head, an envious moan of appreciation and desire escaped most of the women on-lookers’ mouths, as if they were envious of the onscreen actresses’ access to Bull’s rampant hard on.

		“I know I said I’d never do porn but it pays really well, when you work as much as I do,” Ava whispered to Taylor just then. She had moved over in front of the couch and bent down slightly to make herself easily understood.

		“That’s what all these new acting assignments are all about?” Taylor said, shocked by this turn of events.

		“That’s what paid for you plane ticket, kid. So, just relax and enjoy the show!” Ava murmured back gruffly.

		Onscreen, Bull was powering his hips up off the seat, really fucking Ava’s more than willing mouth now! There was just no other word for what the big actor was doing.

		It only took a minute more for big gouts of semen to start oozing out of Ava’s mouth and down Bull’s rigid length as she kept on bobbing her head and sucking noisily.

		A sigh of envy/fulfillment spread through the crowd of porn aficionados as Ava swallowed the rest of Bull’s impressive load and Taylor’s mind rolled back to last Saturday night, exactly a month ago; her last date with Tom, when she’d done the same for him, sucking his much smaller, thinner cock until he’d exploded in her mouth and she’s gulped the slimy, warm goo down for him—every last drop of it!

		She’d never done that before. Oh, she had sucked his cock before, just to get it hard enough to roll a condom on so that they could make love. But she’d never given him a full blowjob before, despite all his begging. But she’d wanted to make their last date special for him! He hadn’t known they’d probably never be together again, but she had.

		She had known that if all went as planned, she’d be in LA soon, not sharing a make out session with him in the seat of his truck!

		Taylor forced her attention back to the present, where Bull was easing his still-hard prick into Riley’s waxed-bare pussy onscreen, while Ava watched, wide-eyed, envious. “Good editing,” someone called from the crowd. “Yeah, it looks as if you stayed hard after Ava blew you and climbed right aboard!” Someone else commented.

		“It didn’t take that long for me to get hard again,” Bull bragged. “I’m a professional!”

		“A professional blowhard,” a man seated on the couch just down from Taylor whispered derisively under his breath.

		“Oh, pipe down,” a pretty woman, probably another porn actress chided him. “You’re just jealous Bull is better hung than you are and gets more work.”

		The other people seated on the couch agreed and the man who had derided Bull turned red and shut up, making a big show of going back to watching the movie instead of paying them any mind.

		Taylor went back to staring at the screen as well, and was treated to a close-up of Bull’s over-sized dick battering Riley’s cute little pussy slit again and again.

		I wonder what it feels like to get pummeled over and over, that deep, with a cock that big? She asked herself.

		She had no frame of reference. The only boy she’d ever gone all the way with was Tom, and he wasn’t built anything like Bull. Well, Tom’s body had been as muscular as the tall actor’s, but his dick hadn’t been anywhere as long or as thick as Bull’s monster was!

		Maybe after the party’s over and everyone has gone home, I can ask Ava how it feels, Taylor thought hopefully. If Ava’s ever done anyone as big as Bull in the course of her new career, that is.

		By the end of the movie, Taylor already knew the answer to that. Ava had fucked Bull twice by the end of the film, once in the pussy and once up her ass! Taylor had never tried anal sex. She and Tom had watched it being performed several times by porn actors and she hadn’t said absolutely not when Tom had brought the idea up.

		But the only place they had to have sex was in the seat of Tom’s old truck and that didn’t seem very conducive to lubricating gel and anal play. They both agreed you’d need a for-real bedroom with a for-real bed to try that and those were out of their reach. Neither of them had enough money to waste on renting motel rooms, and besides, in a town as small and close-knit as theirs, renting motel rooms was a risky proposition, and even if the motel owner proved tight-lipped, the sight of Tom’s old pick up parked outside a motel room on a Friday or Saturday night would have been enough to start tongues wagging and the gossip to flying!

		Jesus, I bet that would hurt—taking one that big up your bottom! Taylor thought as she watched Bull and Ava butt-fucking onscreen. I’ll for sure have to ask her about that sometime.

		

		****

		

		“That was a nice little film. It’s going to generate a lot of sales,” Taylor heard Phil Gabriel saying to Bull after the screening was over.

		People were sipping cocktails, smoking joints of marijuana, and talking animatedly about the business—the porn business. It had slowly dawned on Taylor that almost all the attendees at tonight’s party were in some way connected to the adult film industry.

		That was where Ava made her living now. She wasn’t a struggling actress striving to break into mainstream films anymore. Her friend and roommate was now a porn girl, taking big dicks on film to pay her rent!

		“You could make a lot more money with me representing you,” Phil Gabriel was saying to Bull. “I could get you more gigs than old Monte does; a guy with your good looks and huge…attributes—the sky’s the limit for a real stud like you!”

		Taylor turned away, listening instead to Riley and Ava’s whispered conversation a few feet away. “You can stay over tonight, just like we planned. Taylor’s being here won’t be a problem! You should get to know her a little anyway. You’re probably going to end up working together real soon.”

		“Well, if you change your mind, you’ll know where to reach me,” Phil said to the departing Bull, handing him a business card. “More work, more money, that’s what I always say.”

		“I’ll think about it, but Monte got me into the business originally,” Bull answered, pocketing the card. “And he’s always gotten me top dollar.”

		“Oh, Phil, I wanted to formally introduce you to Taylor!” Ava’s voice cut off the agent’s following Bull out the front door. “She’s young, hot, and ready to work.”

		“I’ve been checking her out all evening,” Phil Gabriel said, turning the full intensity of his weasel’s smile on Taylor as he shook her hand. “At least eighteen, right?”

		“Nineteen, this summer,” Taylor told him with more confidence than she was really feeling.

		“We’ll start her out with girl-girl for the first couple of films,” he said to Ava. “Does she know her way around a puss, I hope?”

		“She’s my new roommate, okay? So, I’ll take care of all that,” Ava said with a big smile and a lascivious wink.

		“Fine, fine; Monday morning at The Ranch, nine o’clock, sharp!” Phil answered. Evan’s shooting a girlie short loop for Dan. She can make her debut in it.”

		“Twelve-fifty for the day, right?” Ava asked him.

		“She’s brand new!” Phil protested.

		“But she’s an old friend of mine, from back in Iowa, so I want to see she’s taken care of,” Ava stood firm.

		“Okay, twelve-fifty, but those tits better be as good as I hope they are!” the agent warned by way of a parting shot as he made his way to the front door.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		

		Riley Spends The Night

		

		“Well, let’s just see if you were bullshitting old Phil about these or not!” Riley said, two hours later in Ava’s bedroom, reaching for the zipper to Taylor’s red dress. “They’d better be great; twelve hundred and fifty dollars for her first job! I only got three-hundred or so!”

		“That was back in the Dark Ages, years ago,” Ava kidded her friend. “You started out a long time ago! Money went a lot farther, way back then.”

		“Oh, fuck you, Ava,” Riley said, unzipping the dress all the way and easing the straps off Taylor’s shoulders. “Holy fuck, but those are nice!”

		Taylor almost cupped her breasts to hide her nipples from the other girl’s stare, but restrained herself at the last moment, thrusting out her chest in Ava’s direction instead. Ava grinned and reached out to claim a nipple in each hand, tweaking the tiny pink nubbins just lightly as she gathered them in.

		A jolt of sensation shot through each of Taylor’s bare breasts and right down to her untouched clitoris. She barely noticed Riley pushing the dress and past her nude butt cheeks so it could glide on down to the carpet. She was too busy grinding her boobs into Ava’s knowing fingers and wriggling her naked ass around for the two girls to admire.

		And admire it they did, Ava saying “What a cute little pink pussy.” And Riley commenting favorably on Taylor’s sleek little teenage bubble butt.

		“I can barely wait to suck those gorgeous little nipples or get my tongue into that hot young snatch!” Riley’s voice was almost a growl of naked desire.

		“Why wait?” Ava asked, dipping her head to take Taylor’s left nipple into her mouth as soon as she released it from her fingertips.

		Grinning, Riley put her head right along side of Ava’s and gobbled up Taylor’s right nipple, placing her hand on Taylor’s naked tummy. As she and her girlfriend sucked on Taylor’s youthful tits, Riley moved her fingers downward, through the teenager’s lush pelvic thatch until her fingertips reached Taylor’s clit. She rubbed the tiny pink bead as she continued to suck tit and Taylor thought she’d lose her mind!

		God, that feels so good; having my clitty played with so expertly while I’m getting both my nipples sucked! Taylor thought, suddenly feeling weak-kneed from all of the intense stimulation.

		It had felt wonderful when ham-handed Tom had teased her clit while he was sucking at her sensitive little nipples, but this was light-years better! These girls knew just what another girl craved; how hard to suck, how to touch a clitoris so lightly that it created a maddeningly good feeling throughout her whole body, especially when coupled with their exquisite tongue and lip work on her super-responsive little nipples!

		“Ohhhhh, oh, fuck, that feels so great!” Taylor moaned aloud.

		“I don’t think I’ve ever heard you cuss before,” Ava said, releasing Taylor’s breast and straightening back up. “It really turns me on!”

		With that, Ava’s lips were planted squarely against Taylor’s and the older girl’s tongue was in her mouth, dueling with her tongue, sending marvelous pulses of sensation coursing through the inexperienced teen’s breast and right on down to her inundated pussy!

		“Got to eat you now; just got to!” Ava panted, breaking off the kiss. She guided the naked teenager back onto her king-size bed and placed her in the middle of it, Riley trailing along with them, somehow managing to keep her nursing lips firmly planted on Taylor right nipple throughout the move onto the bed.

		“God, that’s a hot-looking young pussy…so wet…so ready for tongue!” Riley said, pulling her lips off Taylor’s tit just long enough to stare down at her succulent cunt.

		“You get it next; I promise!” Ava huffed, gazing with open lust at Taylor’s gleaming pink folds.

		The two women scrambled into position, Riley up high, so she could resume kissing, licking and sucking Taylor’s spiky nipples, and Ava on her tummy, between Taylor’s widespread thighs, her face inches above the girl’s wet pussy lips.

		“Mmmmmm, smells so good! The way only young pussy can!” Ava sighed just before running her tongue tip from the bottom of Taylor’s slick gash to the top.

		Taylor let out a loud groan, that felt so great! Tom had fingered her twat lots of times during the last year, but he had never gotten around to eating her! It was just too hard to do in that ratty old truck of his; not enough room to stretch out.

		But Ava’s big bed was ideal for these kinds of tricks and the thought crossed Taylor’s mind that Ava had probably gobbled up lots of girls on this bed before her. She could easily imagine Riley, for example, in her place, with her long legs spread open and Ava eagerly doing just what she was doing now; licking and sucking, tongue-fucking hot female flesh as if she couldn’t get enough of it.

		If I hadn’t seen Ava getting fucked in that video tonight by Bull’s big dick, I could easily imagine her being exclusively lesbian, from the way she’s eating my pussy right now! Taylor thought to herself as the naughty little tongue slid around deep inside her.

		“Mmmmmm, babe, you’re going to fall in love with this pussy—it’s so sweet and juicy!” Ava gasped to Riley as she drew her mouth away from Taylor’s ready-to-explode twat moments later.

		“Let me have a little taste, why don’t you? You greedy thing you!” Riley taunted her friend. “Come up here and suck these hot tits for a moment and let me eat that cute little thing!”

		The two women switched places so fast it made Taylor’s head spin. Almost before she knew it, Ava was sucking her tits and Riley’s beautiful face had replaced Ava’s between her legs. Riley’s pussy-licking technique proved rougher and more demanding that Ava’s had been. Taylor felt as if her insides were being forcefully sucked out as Riley mouthed her sex and nuzzled her clit!

		This girl’s even more hungry for pussy than Ava was! Taylor marveled as Riley licked and licked. Her suction was much more pronounced than Ava’s too, and she soon had Taylor squirming around beneath her, trying but not really trying to evade the relentless attack of her clitoris by Riley’s insistent tongue.

		“Oh, oh, fuck—I’m coming!” Taylor wailed as the biggest orgasm she’d yet experienced suddenly tore through her.

		Riley gargled excitedly, swallowing mouthful after mouthful of Taylor’s hot outpouring enthusiastically and tonguing for still more. Taylor was gushing out girl come, more than she ever had with Tom, and the heavenly contractions seemed to go on and on!

		“Oh, you hot baby!” Ava whispered gruffly as she released Taylor’s nipple and slid her mouth up near the younger girl’s.

		When Ava kissed her so sweetly just her powerful climax reached its crest, deepening the feeling and making it all-encompassing, Taylor knew she’d never be satisfied with just men anymore. She didn’t think she was a secret lesbian, but she knew with certainty that she was just as bisexual as Riley and Ava were, and that she always would be!

		

		****

		

		“That’s right; lick it a little harder, sunshine, make me come!” Riley urged her.

		It was two in the morning and the three of them, Taylor, Riley, and Ava, were still naked on the big bed. In the past few hours, Taylor had come two more times, courtesy of her two friends and their skilled fingers and mouths. And now she was returning the favor, both on Riley and on Ava.

		The blonde member of the trio was still curled up in a fetal ball, recovering from the scorching orgasm Taylor and Riley had treated her to moments ago. Taylor had sucked her nipples while Riley had licked her pussy and her asshole relentlessly until Ava had come, screaming out her joy and shivering like a naked woman atop an ice floe.

		Now Riley was flat on her back, her legs spread wide, and Taylor was between them, licking pussy for all she was worth. “Harder, babe, suck my cunt harder! Don’t I taste good?” Riley demanded.

		“You’re sweet as can be and I love the way your pussy tastes!” Taylor panted excitedly, “but I’m afraid of being too rough with you; hurting you!”

		“Hurt me, baby—maul my clit! Bite it a little, I don’t care. Just make me come!” Riley demanded.

		Taylor felt as if the other woman’s words had broken something loose inside her. She really went crazy on Riley’s tasty cunt, licking hard, biting down on her clit, punching her tongue deep inside those slippery folds, searching for more of Riley’s sweet pussy juice to swallow.

		“Oh, yeah! That’s it, baby doll. Eat me right up!” Riley shrieked as she slipped into a violent orgasm. Her insides quaked, grasping at Taylor’s delving tongue, squeezing it. The hot juice poured out of Riley’s winking cunt and into Taylor’s eagerly-accepting mouth. She gulped it down gladly and hoped for more!

		Eating pussy is sensational! She told herself ecstatically. And sucking nipples is even more fun than sucking cock!

		Making love to other girls was easily as exciting and fulfilling as making love to a guy, she now knew. Her own pussy was close to exploding with sympathetic bliss as she ground it against the bedspread and gobbled up Riley’s soupy cunt.

		“Me? Me, now?” Ava’s unsure of herself voice sounded in Taylor’s ear just then and she felt her new roommate’s hesitant fingers gripping her shoulder. “Can just you and I lick each other?”

		The normally super-self-assured Ava sounded downright tentative as she asked Taylor to sixty-nine with her, clearly still cowed by the intensity and depth of her last orgasm but eager for another one.

		Taylor exalted in feeling like the leader for once, instead of just the follower, as she arranged Ava on her back and got into place on her hands and knees above her. She hadn’t really tried sixty-nining with anyone before, but she had seen a number of porn girls do it on the sites she and Tom had visited and besides, it wasn’t like it was rocket science or anything!

		She lowered her face against Ava’s still-wet pussy lips and tenderly kissed them for a moment before plunging her tongue inside. At the same time, she lowered her pelvis until Ava’s tongue knifed into Taylor’s cunt.

		Ava’s got that clit-licking motion down pat, Taylor thought blissfully as her friend’s tongue slithered back and forth over her clit while punching upward into Taylor’s hot little pussy sheath. I think I like it better than Riley’s rougher method, although Riley really made me come hard just now!

		Both were great, as far as she was concerned. All pussy-licking was better than no pussy-licking—which was all she had experienced before this memorable night.

		I’m so glad I moved out here! Taylor thought as her pussy clenched up, ready to climax once more. Not one, but TWO, beautiful girls to love, plus I’m going to make twelve-hundred and fifty dollars—minus Phil Gabriel’s twenty percent, of course—in just one day for doing what I’m doing for free tonight. And it’s all in southern California, where girls get discovered all the time: it could still happen. I might have a legitimate acting career too!

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		

		First Shoot

		

		“The place we’re headed to today is in what’s called the Topanga Canyon area,” Ava explained as they motored out on the Number Ten Freeway to hook up with what was known as the Pacific Coast Highway, where they would eventually swing up onto the

		winding, narrow State Route Twenty-Seven that would take them to Topanga Canyon. Taylor, a map freak her whole life, had looked it up last night after Riley had told her that the shoot would be at some big house the producers of the film had rented in Topanga Canyon. She was anxious to learn her way around her new home in Southern California.

		“Riley said last night that it was a private house that had been rented for the shoot,” she offered to Ava, hoping the statement would jar loose more information about why they would be filming in a private estate, rather than a studio.

		It did. Moments later, Ava said disdainfully, “It happens a lot in the biz. Some bigshot, down on his luck, agrees to rent out his palatial digs for the day to some porn outfit, to act as the backdrop to a loop or a feature film. Apparently, it’s kind of a low-rent status thing…having your house used as a porn set. The money’s good, the damage is usually minimal, and you get to brag to all your horndog friends that so-and-so, the porn actress, got fucked right on this very couch in some film called Cocksucking Angels, or some bullshit like that!”

		“Weird!” Taylor said aloud, and Riley, who was sitting in the back seat, leaned forward and said, “You ain’t seen weird yet, kid, but if you hang around LA for any length of time, especially if you stay in this business, you will!”

		Ava guided them onto the Pacific Coast Highway, which turned out to be aptly named, as it ran right along the shoreline of the Pacific Ocean, and they headed north for a little while, the wide Pacific on their left. Taylor loved the ocean from the moment she saw it and said to the other two girls, “I want to go to the beach this week and play in the waves!”

		“We’ll take you to Venice Beach on Wednesday, if none of us is working,” Riley offered, “that’s where all the real muscle boys hang out.”

		“A bunch of fruits, most of them,” Ava added disgustedly, “more interested in their work out buddy’s ass than in a nice pair of tits or a good set of female legs.”

		“She’s just bitter because of Rogerrrrrr!” Riley drew the male name out for almost a half a minute as she said it, and Ava angrily down-shifted the Camaro into third gear and punched the accelerator, throwing Riley against the rear seat as they shot forward amid the roar of the big V-8 and the sudden increase in the velocity of the wind circulating in the top-down convertible.

		“Roger is an old boyfriend of mine; one of many,” Ava shouted to Taylor as she shifted back into forth gear and they shot off onto the Route Twenty-Seven turn off.

		“Don’t let her bullshit you!” Riley said as she shrieked with laughter at Ava’s violent reaction to Roger’s name. “Roger was special. He had shoulders that were a few feet across, muscles on top of his muscles, no waist at all, a butt to die for, and a really big, really thick dick!”

		“How do you know that, if he was Ava’s boyfriend?” Taylor demanded, yelling to make herself heard above the howling wind.

		“She fucked him in front of me a few times,” Riley said casually, as if fucking one’s boyfriend in front of someone else was the most natural thing in the world.

		“Just from seeing that, I could tell he was more into boys than he was girls,” Riley said, looking from Taylor, who had half turned around in the passenger seat, to Ava, to see how her remark was affecting the car’s driver.

		“He could go both ways; I knew that right from the start!” Ava protested.

		“Yeah, but I bet he got really hard for the boys, unlike the half-limp dick he used on you!” Riley twisted the knife cattily. “I remember that time when we were all watching that movie on TV. You must have sucked that big thing of his for an hour, all tolled. And it was still no more than half hard when he slipped it into you!”

		She looked at Taylor and added, before Ava could rebut her, “And our girl gives great head; a normal, ungay man would have been hard enough to hammer nails with after an hour of her attention.”

		“Oh, fuck you!” Ava growled. “You’re just jealous that he wasn’t interested in you!

		“As if I would ever stoop to stealing your boyfriend,” Riley defended herself.

		“Oh, what about Tony, or Mark, or Sam?” Ava shot back accusingly.

		“I only fucked Sam that one time, at that party where I got so fucked up on coke and champagne! I barely remember it!” Riley answered dismissively.

		The two women continued to verbally spar as they drove down the twisty road. Taylor tuned them out, content to eye the scenery instead. It was obvious that Ava and Riley had had this agreement many times before—there was no real heat in their catty exchanges—and the rural and very unexpected wildness of Topanga Canyon was a real surprise to an Iowan like Taylor.

		Lushly landscaped estates, without a palm frond out of place, were interspersed with old houses in varying states of disrepair that looked as if they’d been there since before World War II. Each twist and turn in the curvy road brought a new surprise; a new revelation!

		“Pretty wild, eh?” Ava said to Taylor, after noting her passenger’s disinterest in the conversation between her and Riley. “That’s the thing about this state, it has a little of everything. Some of the nastiest deserts on the planet; the prettiest beaches, the highest mountains, the biggest expanse of farmland, stretching all the way from Bakersfield to way up north, a couple of cities, like San Francisco and San Diego, where you can explore for days and still not see everything, and dear, old LA, where a girl’s wildest dreams can come true!”

		“It’s…magical,” Taylor said at last, after thinking about all Ava had just said.

		“Not much like Iowa,” Ava offered.

		“Nothing at all like Iowa,” Taylor answered.

		

		****

		

		“Now the thing to remember about this little bitch you’re working with today is that she’s really a lesbian,” Ava advised Taylor when they were still miles away from the shoot.

		“Yeah, she’s a great little cunt-licker,” Riley agreed from the back seat. “I’ve shot several scenes with her, and I’ll have to admit, she’s great with her tongue!”

		“But I bet she’s a real washout when it comes to men,” Ava mused.

		“Oh, yeah! When it comes time to do her first boy-girl scene, I just hope she’s a better actress than I think she is!” Riley offered.

		“How about me?” Taylor demanded of her two girlfriends. “Do you think I’ll do okay with men?”

		“I don’t know. I’ve never seen you with a man,” Ava grinned over at her. “But from the way you eat a pussy, I can attest to the fact that you’re a sexy little thing!”

		“Second that; you’re hell-on-wheels when it comes to sucking tits!” Riley piped up happily from the rear seat. “I bet you do great with a dick, when it comes time!”

		“We’ll make sure she is,” Ava said in a no-nonsense tone of voice. “I plan on asking Little Paco over for sleepover soon, to check Taylor out with cock. Are you in?”

		“Always love seeing that big-dicked rascal in action—especially with me,” Riley answered with a smile. “And I’m anxious to see how our new girl handles him.” She gave Ava a lascivious wink and smiled at Taylor.

		“W-Why do they call him ‘Little Paco’ if he’s not so…little? Taylor stammered nervously. Here I am, minutes away from having lesbian sex with an actual lesbian, on camera, no less! And these two are already talking about me spending the night in bed with them and some…big-dicked porn guy they know! Taylor thought in rising panic, suddenly very sorry that she had only had sex with normal-sized Tom before now! Didn’t this madness ever end?

		“You’ll find out why they call Little Paco Little Paco when you meet him,” Ava answered her nervous young friend.

		“Yeah, you’ll like him. Everyone does!” Riley assured her. “He’s a really nice guy.”

		A nice guy with a huge…cock, apparently! Taylor told herself, suddenly angry at both Ava and Riley. If I didn’t want to stay out here so bad, I wouldn’t DO this! It’s just

		wrong and I know it!

		Taylor’s mental tug-of-war between right and wrong ended as they came around yet another corner on the incredibly twisty road and saw a sprawling, white stuccoed house with a red tile roof that reminded Taylor of pictures she’d seen of Spanish missions, and Ava said, “this is it! There’s the sound truck and Danny’s car, and Phil’s.”

		“Yeah, the mailbox has the address they gave us, bigger than shit, and the gates are wide open!” Riley agreed as Ava pulled into the long driveway and parked behind an old gray stepvan that was lettered with, “Hell’s Gate Studios” on its side in red and yellow paint that had been meant to simulate flames.

		“Hell’s Gate?” Taylor asked nervously.

		“Hottest films on the planet—or so Dan Devlin, the owner, always says,” Riley commented snidely, wrinkling up her nose.

		“Only in his dreams,” Ava agreed, opening her door. “Actually, Danny’s studio specializes in starter porn—girl on girl loops featuring largely unknown girls, like you and Misty Dawson, the girl you’re going to work with today. Young ladies new to the porn industry, who haven’t done any boy-girl sex scenes yet.”

		“B-But you said you’d worked with this Misty girl before, Riley,” Taylor stammered, confused.

		“Yeah, like I said, Misty is largely a lesbian trying to make it in the porn industry,” Riley said in a world-weary voice. “She’s afraid of dick, so she keeps making girl-girl stuff.”

		“She may eventually be successful,” Ava observed, stretching after her long drive from Hollywood to Topanga Canyon. “It’s been done before. Some of the most legendary porn divas were actually a lot more comfortable around pussies than they were with cocks!”

		“Yeah, but they were better actresses than young Misty is,” Riley remarked haughtily.

		I’ve got to start looking at vintage porn on my tablet, so I won’t feel so out of it when they’re talking about stuff like this! Taylor chided herself as she stepped from the low-slung car.

		“Here’s our budding star!” Phil Gabriel said with a big, phony-looking smile plastered across his weasel face. “Right this way to wardrobe and make up, cutie.

		He offered her his hand and Taylor had no other option than to take it, if she didn’t want to look like a totally stuck up bitch, so she did and her new agent led her up the drive and into the big house, across a huge, impressively-furnished living room with red, Spanish-tile flooring and over-sized leather couches, down a hall, to a brightly-lit guest bedroom that was serving as the makeshift wardrobe and make up room for today’s shoot. There was a professional-looking make up mirror in one corner of the room and a rather meagerly populated, stainless-steel, roll around clothing rack in another corner. Glenda stood nearby, looking ready to man her station and make Taylor gorgeous again.

		Take off everything and put this on,” Glenda said matter-of-factly, handing her a new-looking terrycloth bathrobe; white, without ornamentation.

		Taylor stripped off her tank top, bra and shorts, along with her thong panties unselfconsciously in front of Glenda. After all, the make up specialist had seen her completely nude last Saturday night! She put on the offered robe, tied it shut and sat down in the vacant make-up chair, which reminded Taylor of a dentist’s chair, or one she might find in a beauty salon.

		“Hey, I’m supposed to be the star here! How come this little bitch gets to go first?” A young female voice inquired from the doorway to the room.

		“Because she’s a friend of mine and you’re a pushy little cunt!” Glenda murmured angrily, combing out Taylor’s thick, snarled-by-the-wind brown hair, not even glancing up at the pissed-looking teen diva standing in the doorway, one hand on her thrust to the side hip, as though she was reaching the end of her patience.

		“That is Misty Dawson,” Glenda said in a disparaging tone, waving the hairbrush toward the doorway. “She’s the headliner in this loop.”

		The words: “And she’s a real bitch!” were left unsaid, but clearly implied from Glenda’s less than enthusiastic introduction. Taylor glanced at the new arrival, dressed in a bathrobe identical to the one she wore, and thought: Pretty, but…hard-looking somehow. And I think she might be even younger than me!

		Misty Dawson was a true redhead, with tawny ginger hair that reached halfway down her back and freckles visible everywhere the robe didn’t cover. She had cold-looking green eyes and a flush to her cheeks.

		“Get this young cunt ready, we’re supposed to start right at ten, and you know what an asshole Len can be if we’re running late!” Misty said, sauntering over to stand right next to the make-up chair.

		She surprised Taylor by reaching down and yanking the lapels of her robe apart, baring Taylor’s boobies. “Nice! And real as they can be,” Misty said admiringly, staring down at Taylor’s breasts approvingly. “I’m goin’ to enjoy playing with those!”

		“How about you, babe? Are you any good at sucking titties?” Misty asked Taylor tauntingly, her green eyes filled with lust all of a sudden.

		“Well, we’ll soon see, won’t we?” Taylor found the inner-strength from somewhere deep inside her to verbally fence with her co-star.

		“Mine are very suckable; at least that’s what most girls I’ve worked with say!” Misty said, pulling her own robe apart until her nice-sized tits were displayed.

		Taylor didn’t know quite how to respond to that, so she didn’t say anything.

		Misty Dawson’s boobs were very attractive—there was no denying that! They were slightly bigger than Riley’s had been, but not as big as Ava’s big globes. Misty had very pink nipples and Taylor abruptly realized she found that to be extremely desirable!

		I wonder if her…her…pussy is the same shade of pink? She found herself wondering. I hope so; that will make it easier to kiss, somehow; easier to suck!

		Taylor didn’t have to wonder for long, because Misty held the bottom halves of her robe wide apart just then and showed off her waxed-bare pussy lips proudly, saying,

		“There it is, new girl! The prettiest pussy in Hollywood! Think you’ll ever be able to compete with that? You may as well go back to Podunk, or wherever you’re from right now! It doesn’t make any difference how much make-up this cow slathers on you: you’re never going to be as pretty, as sexy as me! I’ll be the queen of porn in a couple of years and you’ll be back in Indiana or Ohio, mopping floors or slinging burgers, or whatever you were doing before you came out here!”

		Misty’s emerald eyes had a slightly crazy glint to them as she leaned over the make-up chair and murmured, “I’m going to be the top girl in Hollywood, sipping champagne, while you’re knocking back boilermakers and dreaming about what might have been!”

		“You’re in my light, Queenie!” Glenda’s calm, sarcastic voice cut into her rant. “Why don’t you go snort some more blow while you’re waiting for your turn? I’ll be done with Taylor in a few minutes.”

		As if she had been slapped back to reality, Misty tucked herself back into her roble and stalked out of the room.

		“Blow?” Taylor asked Glenda.

		“Yeah, Danny gives these bitches cocaine and shots of tequila on set,” Glenda said disapprovingly. “He thinks it makes them act looser on camera.”

		Glenda shook her head and gave Taylor a what-are-you-gonna-do? smile. “It sure makes some of them crazier! I’ll give him that!”

		“How old is Misty?” Taylor asked her.

		“Who knows for sure?” Glenda said with a shrug of her shoulders. “She has an ID that says she’s eighteen, but good fake ID’s are cheap in LA. She could be fifteen. She could be twenty-two!”

		Taylor didn’t think it was a good idea to give a girl who was only fifteen years old drugs and tequila, but then this was Hollywood! What did she know?

		

		****

		

		“That’s right! Really suck it, just like it was a tiny cock!” the director, Len Campmeir, urged Taylor.

		She was nude, on her tummy between Misty Dawson’s freckled legs, licking Misty’s little pink cunt like a true porn girl—she hoped! It felt so familiar, after spending Saturday night in bed with Ava and Riley, but strange at the same time, to be lapping enthusiastically at another girl’s pussy with a dozen men standing around fully clothed, watching her do it!

		“Suck my clit and I’ll come for you!” Misty squealed excitedly, just like the script called for. But Taylor sensed the younger girl wasn’t really acting. Misty’s trim hips were coming off the big bed in a frantic search for more tongue and Taylor’s softly-sucking lips. Her small, pink nipples were hard as the pencil erasers by now, so that they rolled easily between Taylor’s squeezing fingers. And Misty’s cunt was pouring out the clear, sweet oil that Taylor had so come to love since Saturday night.

		I see now why Ava likes doing porn so much! Taylor thought as she brought her mouth down on Misty’s gushing pussy. This is exciting and fun! So good, I’d almost do it for free, and yet I’m getting paid a ton of money to do it!

		Misty’s pussy was as sweet as Riley’s and Ava’s had been! And her nipples were so much fun to toy with; to suck, to revel in! The director had ordered her to lick Misty’s asshole earlier, and that had been sort of great, too! The tiny pucker had clearly been recently washed out and it had tasted like nothing at all when Taylor’s tongue had punched through the tight muscles and wriggled inside!

		And when Misty had done the same things to Taylor, she’d had the wildest, most intense orgasm of her young life! And what had made it even crazier and more naughty-feeling was that it had happened with a girl she didn’t even know, didn’t even like, while it was all being filmed by a bunch of total strangers, dressed in street clothes, one of them, the director, shouting instructions to her all the while!

		“Thank you. Thank you. Thank you!” Sleazy Phil Gabriel had been miming appreciatively to Ava as Taylor had been orgasming on camera.

		I’m going to be a star! Taylor had kept telling herself as she climaxed. A porn star, but still…a STAR!

		She had felt that same sense of exhilaration she had felt the night Othello had opened this spring and she had received a standing ovation from the audience in her old high school auditorium when she’d taken her bow at the end of the play. Some of the guys on set, sound men and lighting crew and even the director had cheered her performance, right along with Phil Gabriel and Ava and Riley, who had stood in the background, watching. Even Misty had looked impressed by Taylor’s unrestrained orgasm for a few seconds, before donning her I’m the diva on this set persona again and beaming as if the torrid scene had all been a result of her sexual expertise.

		Fuck that little bitch—I’M going to get noticed because of this loop, not her! Taylor realized that she was starting to sound just like Ava and Riley as she used foul language in her thoughts about Misty’s attitude. I’m becoming hard, just like them, after only a few days in southern California!

		Well, that’s no wonder, Taylor thought as she got back into her robe, the current scene “in the can” as everyone said. I’m constantly hanging out with those two bad influences, and now that I’m doing what they do to make a living!

		

		****

		

		“No! No anal,” Ava held out a hand like a traffic cop as Misty began to slather sex gel into a very startled Taylor’s ass pucker. “We haven’t shown her how to do that yet, not even with another girl.”

		“But we’re paying her top dollar,” Dan Devlin, the owner of Hell’s Gate Productions, who was standing right next to Phil Gabriel protested. Ava strode up to the towering studio owner—Taylor thought he must have stood six-six or so—and said, “She’s earning it! That last scene was as hot a one as I’ve ever seen, wasn’t it?”

		Dan Devlin looked momentarily chastised as he looked down at his expensive loafers. “It was really good, especially for a newbie,” he admitted at last.

		“No anal today; she’s just not ready for that,” Ava insisted.

		The studio head looked up and asked hopefully. “How about up the pussy? Is she ready for that?”

		Ava looked over at the bed, where Misty was naked except for a black leather strap-on belt and a fake cock, and said, “Okay; she’s been fucked in the pussy before, so okay, I guess.”

		Taylor’s heart felt like it was going to flip over in her chest as the set came to life once more. She couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away from the big latex sex toy that so resembled a man’s erect penis but was so much bigger than Tom’s cock had been!

		I guess I should have gone out with Lamar when he asked me, she told herself. Black guy’s cocks are supposed to be huge; then I might be more ready for a scene like this!

		Lamar Henderson had played the lead in Othello. He’d gotten the role by virtue of being nearly the only black boy on campus. There just weren’t many blacks in rural Iowa! Lamar hadn’t been much of an actor—he could barely learn the lines, even with her helping him run them literally hundreds of times in preparation for the play’s opening, that was when he’d asked her out, even though he’d known Tom and her were going steady. But Lamar hadn’t cared! He was even bigger than Tom and had predicted he could take him when she’d brought up the fact that Tom would be duty-bound to kick his ass for even looking at her!

		But Lamar had only laughed and said, “Bring that whitebread motherfucker on! I’ll whip his ass!”

		That was another reason she hadn’t gone out with Lamar. He was a big, crude boy who cussed like he still lived in some ghetto. Not her kind of guy at all!

		What’s my kind of guy NOW? She asked herself as the director, Len, arranged her nude body on the bed, on her hands and knees, so that Missy could move in between her legs and center the head of the fake cock up against her moist pussy lips.

		“You’re gonna’ love this as much as I’m gonna’ love doing it to you, sugarbabe!” Missy whispered as she leaned forward, her stiff nipples pressing into Taylor’s bare back and her wispy red hair tendrils trailing across her shoulders. Taylor felt the other girl’s knowing fingers find her dangling breasts and encircle her nipples. The big head of the unyielding fake cock was uncomfortable as it slid into her, but the exquisite sensation of Missy’s skilled fingertips against her sensitive nipples helped to offset it.

		“Here, honey, here’s a little more for that hot pussy of yours,” Missy hissed in her ear as she drove her slender hips forward, gliding another few inches of the pussy-stretching latex into Taylor’s violated twat. The experienced lesbian girl pressed upward with the sliding shaft, caressing Taylor’s clit expertly as she fucked her. “I know you want it!”

		Suddenly, Taylor did want it! Being fucked by a cute, freckle-face lesbian girl, who knew her way around a set of tits and was really into this girl-on-girl stuff, was exactly what Taylor wanted, as it turned out!

		“Oh, fuck me; fuck me with that big thing and make me come again!” Taylor spoke the lines from the obscene script as the fat cock hammered into her over and over.

		She had thought she’d have trouble voicing what for her was such out-of-character dialogue. But it all seemed so natural now! The dildo felt marvelous in her turned on pussy, and Misty’s fingers tweaking her nipples felt fabulous! She was going to come again! And very soon!

		Taylor surprised herself and everyone else on the set by making little fuck-me-harder coos and murmurs as Misty sawed away at her pussy. Misty was wildly excited! The sex harness had been constructed in such a way as to make it possible to stimulate the user’s clit while she wailed away inside the fuckee!

		Misty was lurching forward anxiously, dragging her fully erect little pink nubs across Taylor’s lightly-sweating back, her green eyes shining with unadulterated lust!

		Taylor let out a low moan as she started to orgasm once more and rammed her butt back against Misty, driving the fake cock in as far as it would go as her clit exploded into ecstasy!

		“Oh, I’m coming so good, you hot fucker!” Taylor extemporized the line, too aroused to remember what she was supposed to say.

		“Meeeeee to!” Misty squealed excitedly, shaking all over as she joined Taylor in mutual bliss.

		“Cut, that was perfect, girls!” Len, the director told them. “Who needs anal with a hot pussy-fuck like that?”

		

		****

		

		“I still don’t really like you, Misty Dawson said as they got dressed in their street clothes back in the wardrobe/make-up room, “but I’ll have to admit, you’re a great fuck!”

		“Thanks, so are you,” Taylor said, flashing her co-star a flirty little smile and dropping her top into place over her bra. “See you around.”

		“Yeah, see you around,” Missy parroted back, struggling into her skin-tight skinny jeans.

		“I’d be happy to help out, teaching her to do anal,” Taylor heard Phil offering to Ava as she walked up to them.

		“Yeah, I just bet you would!” Ava said with a braying laugh. “Sorry, no pencil-dicks needed.”

		Muttering, Phil Gabriel turned away and went over to Dan Devlin, who was handing out wads of big bills. Dan gave a small handful of money to Phil and then made his way over to Ava and Taylor. He gave Ava two hundred-dollar bills and mumbled something about a “finder’s fee”. Dan handed Taylor ten of the crisp, new hundred-dollar bills, saying, “You earned it, cutie! That was the best first-time lesbo shoot I’ve ever seen!”

		

		****

		

		“Cash! Cash; does everyone pay you in cash in this business?” Taylor asked Ava excitedly as they rocketed back down the twisty road, the top still down, the wind destroying all of Glenda’s expert work on her hair.

		“Nah, Dan’s a sucker for nostalgia, he likes to think of himself as a throwback to the wild and woolly eighties, the Golden Era of porn! When Traci Lords and Christy Canyon and girls like that were paid in cash at the end of shoots. Dan used to be a male porn star himself, he’s a looker with quite a build and quite a cock—but it got to be undependable; he got a reputation of not being able the deliver a hard on whenever he wanted it and a great money shot.”

		“What’s a ‘money shot’? Taylor asked inquisitively, feeling uneducated as hell about the business she was now in. She had no idea who Traci Lords or this Christy Canyon girl was, as well as no idea what a…’money shot’ might entail!

		“A money shot is when a guy comes, all over a girl’s face, in her mouth, up her pussy or in her ass!” Riley offered helpfully from the back seat. “Whenever a dude unloads on camera, that’s considered a money shot, because that’s what sells videos or generates views of videos on the net.”

		“That ‘cause most porn viewers are men, jacking off to it!” Ava said authoritatively, and that what turns them on the most—the fucking perverts! –seeing some girls spunked by a big-dicked, heavy-shooting porn guy who looks like he’s really getting off strong on making a cumdumpster out of some poor chick!”

		“Yeah, the more guys going off on her or in her, the merrier!” Riley agreed enthusiastically. “That’s why gangbang scenes are so popular.”

		Gangbangs, cumdumpsters—how awful; how degrading! Taylor thought to herself in disgust. No way I’m ever doing that on camera!

		“When you’re called upon to a gangbang scene,” Ava advised her just then, “the important thing to remember is to keep smiling, like getting load after load of hot, smelly come shot all over you and up in you are your favorite things on earth!”

		“Yeah, and don’t forget to have plenty of towels handy just off camera, for clean-up. Those things tend to be really messy!”

		Taylor shuddered at the thought of wiping off wads of male goo. She had little experience with touching it or having it touch her. Tom had always used condoms, except for that one time when he’d gone off in her mouth and she’d swallowed it.

		She had just seen his…stuff lying pooled at the bottom of the rubbers they’d used, before Tom dropped them out the window of the truck as he’d driven her home. She really couldn’t imagine that gooey gelatin-like fluid being shot onto her face and her body! She just couldn’t!

		“Gangbangs pay good, if you’re a popular girl; I bet old Phil could get you two grand a pop, easy, if you’re as popular with the pervs as I think you’re going to be,” Riley piped up from the rear seat.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		

		Research

		

		It turned out Traci Lords was hottest girl in porn back in the Eighties, which was universally considered to be the Golden Age of Porn. She had been a gorgeous, dark-haired girl with huge, natural breasts and a body to match them.

		The really interesting thing about Traci, other than her unreal body and her willingness to fuck guys much older than her, was the fact that she was badly underage when she was selected as Penthouse Magazine’s Pet of the Month centerfold girl—she had one of those phony ID’s that Riley had said were so easy to come by in LA!—and that she’d grown fed-up with the porn business anyway, by the time she’d become of legal age. All of her films were seized by the feds as “child porn” and a couple of men in the business, executives, had gotten jail time!

		Christy Canyon turned out to be a luscious brunette, with even bigger tits than her rival, Traci, and she had remained active as a Hall of Fame porn actress until she was well into her late thirties, and had done a few scenes in adult films as late as 1997!

		Taylor was amazed by some of the two women’s scenes: she knew she hadn’t been as sexy at sixteen or seventeen as Traci Lords had been, and both she Christy Canyon had fucked some hairy BEASTS throughout their porn careers. While it was true the guys in question had big dicks, their bodies were so hairy and, therefore, unattractive to Taylor, she knew she could have never…been with them, no matter how much somebody offered to pay her to do so!

		Those girls back then weren’t so picky, I guess, she thought as she watched Traci fuck a guy named Ron Jeremy, who resembled a bear, he was so pear-shaped and hairy!

		He’d had what looked to be a ten-inch-long cock, and it looked okay, though huge.

		“Hey, are you just going to lay on that towel, out of the sun, and stare at that tablet all day?” Riley’s voice cut into her reverie. “We could have stayed back at Ava’s place and done that!”

		Taylor, who lay under the shade of beach umbrella, so that she could more easily see the screen of her tablet, put it down on the towel and stretched out in the shade, her movement thrusting her bare feet and lower legs into the bright sunlight. She smiled up at Riley, who voluptuous body was barely covered by the most miniscule, brightly-striped bikini Taylor had ever seen, was sweating lightly from retrieving a beach ball Ava had thrown high over her head, sending Riley sprinting off down the shoreline in pursuit just moments ago.

		“You girls seem to be having a good time all by yourselves,” Taylor told Riley glancing around the fabled Venice beach where the old Baywatch TV series had been filmed. “You’ve managed to attract quite a lot of attention.”

		The beach was sparsely populated as it grew closer to noon, a lot of the crowd having drifted up toward the parking lot and the numerous food trucks and ice cream trucks that had parked there during the last fifteen minutes or so. What remained was mostly men and their eyes were almost all on the two porn cuties who had been tossing the inflated plastic ball around, their big breasts giving their bikini bras a challenge as they ran and jumped about.

		“Oh, most of these guys would just as soon suck a dick as screw a pussy!” Riley laughed, looking at the sleek, young men eyeing her. “They come here to watch the barbell rats pumping iron, but most of them are bi, so they like to watch a good pair of titties bouncing around, too.”

		Southern California is such a trip! Taylor said to herself, getting to her feet, wriggling her toes in the hot sand, luxuriating in how that felt and the nearness of the Pacific Ocean.

		“Come on, let’s get packed up and go back to the apartment,” Ava said to them. “We’ve got that doctor thing for Taylor at two today.”

		“I have to get wet first!” Taylor said with a laugh. “It wouldn’t do to miss swimming in the Pacific on my first visit to the beach!”

		“Well, hurry up then, Gidget and hit the surf!” Ava chided her. “Riley and I can pack up our beach gear while you’re getting wet; we’ll leave you a towel to dry off with.”

		The water was cold, but it felt good on her sand-heated feet. Summoning up all her courage, Taylor dove into the next wave and swan free in the ocean for the first time.

		Salty, she thought, opening her lips a little and letting some of the cool water inside. Just like the ocean’s supposed to taste, I guess.

		She swam around, cavorting in the waves, until she began to get cold. Then she kicked back toward shore and her feet touched the sandy bottom once again and she walked up on dry land.

		The sand seemed even hotter now than it had before, as Taylor ran across it to the spot where her towel lay waiting for her. Snatching it up, she dried her upper body and her long, brown hair, reveling in he way the warm California sun felt on her naked shoulders and her back. This sure ain’t Iowa! She thought as she finished drying off and walked across the hot sand to Ava’s car.

		“Put your towel down to sit on,” Ava cautioned her as she swung open the passenger door to get in. “The seats are real leather and hotter than a motherfucker! And, besides, I don’t want your salt water-wet ass ruining them.”

		Dutifully, Taylor laid the damp towel across the seat before she got in. Ava started the big V-8 and they roared off toward Hollywood and home. Ava had gotten her an appointment with some quack doctor, for some birth control at two o’clock today, since Taylor had shared with her roomie that she and Tom had always used rubbers when having sex back home. “No condoms on a porn set, at least not usually,” Ava had clucked her tongue and shook her head when she’d first heard about Taylor’s old method of birth control. “The paying customers want to see come, and a lot of it; the more the better!”

		So, she was scheduled to get an exam and something called an implant this afternoon. Supposedly, it was ninety-nine percent effective for a full five years! And it could be easily removed by a doctor or nurse in a few minutes. A girl could have all the kids she wanted after that, and right away!

		Taylor wanted kids someday, after she was an established star and had met and married the right guy. Just not right now, when she was scheduled to make her living by fucking strangers onscreen!

		She slunk down further in her seat as she thought of that, wondering if she could really do it! Well, Ava and Riley had their friend, Little Paco, coming over to spend the night with the three of them next week, so she supposed she’d find out then if she had it in her to be a real porn girl or not!

		Sliding her tablet out of the space between her bucket seat and the console, where

		Ava had placed it, Taylor brought up the website she had been using to check out the old-time porn stars of the Eighties. She clicked on a great-looking guy named Peter North and watched him fucking a young Traci Lords for a moment, wondering if this North guy had known she was just a teenager when he’d fucked her.

		“Hey, Peter North! I met him at a gala once!” Riley said, leaning forward from the rear seat. “He has his own production company now, and he still works once in a while. But not often, because he’s like, ancient! He’s still very handsome, for a guy as old as he is, and he still has a rockin’ bod, for such an old fart! And I guess he still shoots a lot of jizz, for a guy his age, especially. Or at least that’s what my friend, Maddie said, after she

		worked a scene with him a couple of months ago.”

		“He sure had a lot when he was young!” Taylor exclaimed, watching the younger version of the actor unload on Traci Lords’ belly in the video she’d been watching. There were eight or ten huge jets of the thick, white cream, as opposed to the average porn guy’s four or five!

		“Yeah, he could really come a lot; that was his main claim to fame, other than being a hunk and having an awesome dick!” Riley sighed, watching the screen along with Taylor. “There aren’t any guys in porn these days that are that good looking and have a gorgeous dick like that one!”

		“Oh, Bull Connors has an impressive dick and so does Little Paco, for that matter!” Ava spoke up from the driver’s seat. “And they both have big loads for a girl, too!”

		“Yeah, but Bull’s real thing is anal, and you know I don’t really like anal!” Riley protested. “Who wants a firehose going off up your butt? And Bull’s got muscles, but not like Peter North did when he was first starting out. Man, that guy could crack walnuts between those tight ass cheeks, I bet!”

		“You’d have to ask his male co-stars, when he first got into the business, to be sure. If any of them are still alive!” Ava taunted her friend. “All of them got to shove their big wangers in there; Petey was a top, a lot more than he was a bottom in those gay films he made!”

		“Go ahead, look up Peter North gay scenes, and you’ll find them,” Ava challenged Riley.

		Taylor did as she suggested, and quickly found handsome, studly Peter North as an obviously very young actor taking a couple of large, very long cocks up his ass when he’d just been starting out! “Holy moley, those guys are really hung!” she sucked in her breath as she watched the X-rated man-on-man action.

		“Lots of guys started out in gay films back then, just the way girls do today!” Riley said defensively. “John Holmes shoved that huge dick of his up a couple of male asses back then, and I don’t think he was really gay!”

		Taylor had never heard of John Holmes, but quickly looked him up on the net and found out that he was probably the most famous, as well as being the most well-hung of all the male pornstars in the Eighties.

		“I talked to a retired porn girl once who was sitting at my table at an award ceremony—she still likes to come to Vegas, to the conventions and the award dinners—and she said she actually got fucked on camera by John Holmes once, when she first got into the business,” Riley interjected from the back seat. “She said he was an honest twelve inches in length and so big around she could barely believe it: she said getting nailed by him was like having a fencepost shoved inside you!”

		They descended down onto the Hollywood streets from the elevated freeway just then and Ava steered them over to her apartment building. The three of them went inside and got ready for Taylor’s appointment with Ava’s gynecologist at two, just an hour away. Taylor didn’t wear much, just a light bra, a tank top and thong panties and a pair of short shorts. Since the doctor was a gynecologist, who was going to perform a physical exam, she didn’t figure to be wearing anything but an examination gown once she got to his office, so she didn’t want to go through the hassle of pulling off and on a bunch of clothes.

		Taylor hated having some man she didn’t even know staring at her naked body, she’d rather be on set with Misty Dawson and have a bunch of anonymous porn guy techs filming her licking pussy than that! At least she made money doing that. Today, she had to pay money to be stared at, and to have some creep of a doctor opening up her pussy and peering into it!

		But both Ava and Riley had been adamant about her getting on some form of heavy-duty birth control before the boy-girl portion of Taylor’s porn career got started.

		She wasn’t likely to get pregnant from some skank like Misty Dawson’s tongue or fingers, but male pornstars sometime weren’t so careful about pulling out and shooting all over a girl’s tummy or ass like they were supposed to, the girls had explained to Taylor. And some scenes called for what were known as “creampies”, where the whole point of the scene was for the male actor to ejaculate inside his onscreen partner!

		Taylor was dreading that—Tom had come in her many times during the previous year, but he’d always been sheathed up, except for that one time when he’d come in her mouth, and that had been by accident, or so her contrite boyfriend had always claimed. Taylor hadn’t been so sure of that, it had taken her several weeks to forgive him and several weeks more to get comfortable with taking him in her mouth again, after his little “slip”!

		It hadn’t been the taste so much or even the heat of his…semen; it had been the unexpectedness of it all that had really thrown her! She thought for the thousandth time, as she sat in the doctor’s examination room, waiting to be seen.

		

		****

		

		Dr. Martin Gillespie was in his mid-fifties, from the look of him, tall and fit and broad-shouldered. He wore a white lab coat over a white shirt and striped tie, a stethoscope dangling around his neck. He was handsome--for a guy who was as old as he was—and he had the blasé air about him of a man who had seen thousands of naked women in his life and was no longer excited by the prospect of seeing another, even if she was a cute, brown-haired teenager like Taylor.

		That appealed to her, since she had been around so many guys lately who made no secret of wanting to see her naked! Dr. Gillespie was accompanied by a middle-age nurse who seemed no more interested than the doctor when Taylor put her feet in the examination table’s metal stirrups, as she was directed and the loose examination gown fell back to her waist, baring her vagina to their eyes.

		“I’m surprised to see you still have your pubic hair, at least some of it,” the doctor remarked. “Most girls entering your chosen profession have it all waxed away, nowadays.”

		He lightly touched her pelvic region with latex-gloved hands, examining her delicate pussy lips carefully, separating them and peering down into her insides as best he could. He inserted the tool that would open her up wider and shined a small light down into the resulting pink tunnel of flesh.

		“You aren’t a virgin by any means, but you don’t appear to have had an inordinate amount of sex yet. That will change, once your new career is fully in motion,” he observed wryly.

		The shot he gave her in the arm--after peppering her with questions about her general health and periods, and other embarrassing topics—didn’t hurt much. It was like getting a shot of Novocain at the dentist; it numbed her upper arm, where the implant was scheduled to go. After letting the area get good and numb, he inserted a small device that reminded her of a broken-off matchstick, beneath her skin and waited for the tiny amount of bleeding to stop. Then she was on her way!

		

		****

		

		“Take me by a bank on the way home,” she told Ava as they drove back toward the apartment. “Doesn’t really matter which one. I want to open a checking account. It makes me nervous, having this much cash on me all the time.”

		“Danny Devlin and his throwback bullshit!” Ava sighed. “If he’d just pay by check, the way the other outfits do, you wouldn’t feel so uptight.”

		“I looked him up on my tablet last night and watched a few of his old clips,” Taylor said, staring off dreamily into space as she spoke, remembering what a honey Dan Devlin had been a few years back, when he was still working in front of the cameras. “He had a nice cock; too bad it doesn’t work like it should anymore!”

		“Oh, it does sometimes,” Riley said knowingly. “He’s fucked the shit out of me with it a couple of times over the years!”

		Danny and her were a couple, for a little while, a few years back,” Ava murmured to Taylor, but Danny got tired of finding her in bed with a bunch of other guys—and girls—and dumped her fine ass!”

		“He did, at that,” Riley commented, looking shocked and totally innocent. “Imagine a porn king, expecting a girl like me to be a one-man woman!”

		Both Taylor and Ava laughed at her ludicrous denial and Ava punched the accelerator, sending them speeding down the street toward an up-coming Wells Fargo branch.

		Several minutes later, what remained of her first payday all safely deposited and a brand-new set of checks in her purse, Taylor and her two gal pals hopped back into the convertible and headed back to the apartment. Ava’s cell phone rang and she picked it up and answered, ignoring California’s law against talking while driving.

		“Tomorrow morning at ten? Yeah, she can be there, who’s the other chick this time?” Ava said into the phone, while mouthing “Phil Gabriel” to Taylor. “Oh, she’s nice, unlike that fucking pain in the ass, Misty Dawson,” Ava said into the phone. “Yeah, see you there.”

		“You’re getting more work than a five-dollar hooker!” Ava said to Taylor as she returned the phone to its holder, to continue charging up. “Another girl-girl extravaganza for Danny’s outfit. This time at the actual studio, not on location!”

		“Who’s my co-star, not that it really makes much difference,” Taylor inquired.

		“A puss is pretty much a puss, huh?” Riley asked her from the rear seat. “Are you really getting that jaded, that fast, girl?”

		“I guess I am,” Taylor admitted. “I’m not really into women as much as you two are, so it doesn’t make any difference to me; a good set of tits to suck would be nice, just to get the juices flowing, so to speak. But I’ll eat any pussy I’m directed to eat; that’s the job, isn’t it?”

		“Except when you’re directed to suck a dick, or fuck one,” Ava agreed.

		“Or take one up the ass!” Riley chimed in happily.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		

		Second Shoot—Meeting Bella

		

		“So, what’s this Bella Black girl like?” Taylor asked the next morning as the three of them were getting dressed to go into the studio.

		“She’s delicious, for one thing!” Riley said with a teasing little smile.

		“Yeah, she always keeps herself fresh and clean, unlike some girls I could name!” Ava glared at Riley for a moment, before breaking out into a smile, to show she was just teasing as well.

		“Bella’s young and sweet,” Riley agreed, after sticking her tongue out at Ava. “She’d be a bigger star than she is, if she wasn’t so shy.”

		“Shy? Taylor asked incredulously. “A girl in this business who is shy?

		This, I’ve got to see!”

		“Well, you will in about an hour,” Ava promised. “Let’s get going—it’s about forty-five minutes over to Danny’s studio.”

		“Not the way you drive that Chevy of yours!” Taylor heard Riley whisper under her breath as she followed Ava out the door.

		

		****

		

		A half hour later, they were standing in the parking lot of what had once been a major Hollywood studio back in the thirties, all the way into the early sixties. Now the once-proud archway framing the guard booth out front said, Hell’s Gate Studios, in the same faux-flame letters Taylor had seen on the truck parked out in front of the location shoot, but you could still sort of see the original studio logo and name under it, though it had been covered over with white paint.

		“This is Century City now, but it used to be part of Hollywood, back in the old days,” Ava told Taylor, who was looking around excitedly, as if Clark Gable or a young Kirk Douglas was going to come around one of the corners of the old studio buildings any second. “Like I once told you, Danny’s a sucker for nostalgia. He paid way too much for this antique. It had been abandoned and boarded up for years when he bought it.”

		“He outbid a parking lot outfit that was going to knock down the old sound stages and repave it,” Riley said, glancing around the historic old studio grounds. “But I think Danny would have paid every nickel he had or could borrow to keep that from happening.”

		I’m liking Dan Devlin more and more, as I learn more about him! Taylor thought to herself, vastly surprised that an ex-porn star could have such deep feelings about legitimate movies and a Hollywood that had all but vanished!

		Ava led the way to a big barn of a building, with a spectacular rounded roof and a regular-sized door that said simply: Building 1-A, Dan Devlin Productions. They noted that the red, non-entry light was off and stepped inside, closing the door carefully behind them. Dan Devlin was once again standing next to Phil Gabriel, who this morning had on a well-cut, way-too-flashy suit made of some sort of ridiculous-looking iridescent sharkskin material that had gone out of style years ago.

		He saw the three of them and came hustling over, a big, insincere smile plastered across his weasel’s face, a hand extended toward Taylor. She shook it and somehow managed to duck the kisses the smarmy agent tried to plant on both her cheeks as he said, “Taylor! Babe! How’s my newest little star this morning?”

		“Raring to go to work,” Taylor lied to her agent beguilingly. “Which way do I go?”

		“Glenda’s just through there, in the make-up room, working on your co-star,” Phil said, gesturing toward a door leading off the set.

		“That’s where I’m headed, then,” Taylor said, moving off toward the door.

		“What a little go-getter!” Phil sighed admiringly. “Always ready and eager to work. That’s what I like to see!”

		He was glancing accusingly at Ava and Riley as he finished up. But both of them merely smiled tolerantly at him and moved off to talk to Dan Devlin as Taylor went into the make-up room.

		“You actually have somewhat of a costume in this scene,” Glenda said by way of greeting, nodding toward a skinny, nude girl who was all decked out in a set of unlikely angel’s wings and a fake-looking golden halo that floated above the sea of golden curls crowning her head, courtesy of a very visible plastic rod that had been wrapped with shimmery, gold foil as had the halo. The whole contraption was taped to the girl’s slender neck with nearly-invisible tape that seemed to keep it securely in place.

		“Take all your clothes off and get in the chair,” Glenda said to Taylor as he finished fooling with the other girl’s halo. “Taylor, this is Bella; Bella this is Taylor, she’ll be working with you today.”

		“H-HI, I’m Bella; that’s really my name,” the tall, thin girl said hesitantly, blushing as she extended her right hand.

		“Taylor’s really my name, too,” Taylor said, giving Bella’s almost skeletal hand a vigorous shake. “But the last name’s phony.”

		“Me, too. I’m really Isabella Mosconi, not Black,” the shy blonde admitted. “Phil says it’s too ethnic. He thinks Black is much better.”

		“My real last name is Wells, but I’m Taylor Lock on stage. Phil thinks it sounds strong and confident.”

		“Phil can be sort of a…jerk sometimes!” Bella said in a voice that was just above a whisper, as though she were afraid their mutual agent would suddenly step into the room and hear her criticizing him. “He tried to get me to…suck him once! Has he tried that with you yet?”

		“N-No!” Taylor was shocked—yet she somehow wasn’t! Phil Gabriel had always struck her as a thoroughly reprehensible character, for the very first moment she’d met him.

		“I’m surprised. You’re so much prettier than me,” Bella murmured under her breath. “So much sexier!”

		Taylor looked at the foolishly-costumed girl, in her ridiculous angel wings and phony-looking halo, and her heart went out to her! She was tall and waif-like, with tiny breasts and a little, almost-flat ass, and a waxed-bare pussy that looked miniscule. She wasn’t sexy at all, but presented an unspoiled, girlish quality that she sensed some men would find irresistible. She looked like a virgin, and Taylor wondered briefly if she was.

		Feeling suddenly very big sister-like, she asked Bella, “How did somebody like you ever get into this business in the first place?”

		“A girl’s got to eat, though I don’t eat very much,” Bella answered, gesturing toward her lithe, bare body. “I thought I was enough of an actress to make it in Hollywood, but nobody else has agreed with me, so far. I couldn’t get any work, so I was waiting tables when I met Phil and he suggested I try porn for a while, just to pay the bills.”

		She shrugged at Taylor and went on to say, “I started out doing girl-girl exclusively, but then I did a couple of guy-girl shoots, and then I went back to girl-girl.

		It’s easier, when you’re built like I am. It’s hard for me to take a really big cock and look as if I’m enjoying it. I’m not that good an actress!”

		She laughed self-deprecatingly and Taylor laughed along with her, out of kindness, not because she was amused at the thought of slim little Bella being nearly spilt in two by a huge, pornstar-big cock.

		Can suck this poor girl’s tiny little titties and pretend I’m enjoying it?

		Taylor asked herself. Can I bring myself to stick my tongue up that cute, impossibly small little pussy and lick that tiny, little clit on camera?

		“I’m going to enjoy working with you, you’re so gorgeous!” Bella gushed just then, and Taylor’s heart melted a little bit more. “I’m not really a lesbian or even a bi-girl by nature. But sex, even by yourself is fun, and sex with another girl can be even more fun, if you do it right!”

		“And you know how to do it right?” Taylor asked the skinny youngster disbelievingly.

		“We’ll just have to see, won’t we; once we get on the set?” Bella said confidently, looking mildly sexy for the first time.

		

		****

		

		Taylor glanced over the shooting script while she let Glenda work on her hair and make-up and stick on the angel wings and halo. The whole process took a while and Taylor was relieved to find that the scenario, like most porn stories, was not complicated.

		Her character, and Bella’s, were angels who had been assigned to come down to earth and see how Man was doing, and report back to God. As though He couldn’t see that for himself! Taylor thought as she read through the script.

		Along the way, the two angels find out about some of human’s vices, like girl-girl sex, and fall prey to their allure. The two of them weren’t at all attracted to each other in Heaven, but they can barely keep their hands, or mouths, off one another on Earth!

		Titty-sucking, pussy-licking and uh-oh, tribbing, Taylor saw as she read further. She knew what tribbing was, from watching various porn movies by herself and with Tom, her ex-boyfriend. He had really liked watching two gorgeous porn girls together.

		Men are all the same! Taylor thought disgustedly. Well, I guess that’s a good thing or poor Bella and I wouldn’t have jobs now!

		Ava and Riley had promised to show her all about the intricacies of tribbing, but they had never gotten around to it. They had been too carried away with sucking Taylor’s gorgeous tits and eating her teenage pussy to ever “trib” her properly!

		“Is tribbing hard to learn how to do?” Taylor leaned over and asked Bella while the director--a pompous, self-absorbed little man named Geoffrey Scott, whom Taylor had been introduced to a few minutes ago, when she’d first came on the set from the make-up room—held forth about the importance of staying in the light provided by the

		big battery of arc lights that had been suspended above the fog machine-induced mist surrounding the fluffy white area rugs scattered all around the stage that were meant to represent clouds.

		“It’s easy, provided both girls are juicy as can be…down there! Bella whispered back, blushing slightly as she spoke the words “down there”. She smiled her innocent, yet beguiling smile at Taylor and asked, “Do you get really juicy?”

		“I do, under the right circumstances,” Taylor admitted, thinking of how wet she had gotten when Tom had sucked her youthful nipples just right and touched her clit at the same time. And she flashed back to when Misty Dawson and Ava and Riley had kissed her so hotly, while fingering her pussy.

		“Well, we’ll just have to be sure to create the…right circumstances, now won’t we?” Bella asked with an insouciant little grin.

		God, this kid can be sexy, when she wants to be! Taylor thought to herself. Her hot little innocent girl act is turning me on something fierce, and she hasn’t even touched me yet!

		The director, Mr. Scott, had finally finished his lengthy dissertation on the importance of the proper lighting to erotica and was ready to shoot the scene. He ordered Bella and Taylor to the center of the set and said, “I’ll do the voice of God for now. We’ll get an actor with a stentorian voice like James Earl Jones to over-dub it later.”

		James Earl Jones—that’s a laugh! As if a great actor like that would ever lend his talents to a cheesy production like this! Taylor mused as she and Bella, naked, except for their phony, gold-foil wrapped halos, fake-looking angel’s wings, stood with heads bowed contritely as “God” spoke: “Therefore, go ye down to the realms of Man and observe. Appear to humans like you are members of their tribe! Go about, not with your Heavenly attributes—wings and halos—but as human girls. Dress as they do, act as if you’re human. Do as they do! And come back to Heaven and report to me as to how they are behaving!”

		“It shall be as you command, Heavenly Father,” Bella’s normally soft voice spoke out loudly, clearly in the big sound stage. “We will go right now and return as soon as we have learned all about Man and his current condition.”

		“So it shall be,” Taylor intoned, feeling all kinds of foolish, pretending to be one of God’s angels in such a blasphemous film.

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure we should be doing this, Sister?” Taylor’s character asked Bella’s character doubtfully.

		The two of them were still naked, in a bedroom setting, instead of in Heaven. Gone were their restrictive wings and awkward halos. They were seated next to each other in the middle of a queen-size bed, staring at a nearby television on which a DVD was playing.

		“We are supposed to be human female roommates, occupying this dwelling,” Bella’s character said, “and this is clearly what human female roommates do, according to this informational disc.”

		The two actresses onscreen, who were, appropriately enough, Misty Dawson and some other porn starlet, and were as naked as Bella and Taylor. The two of them were also making out passionately, rubbing their bare breasts against each other as they did so.

		Bella and Taylor pretended to study the girls onscreen and then embraced each other awkwardly. Taylor kissed Bella and the younger girl’s tongue was soon in Taylor’s mouth and she was soon rubbing her nubile little nipples against Taylor’s as they soul-kissed.

		The director--a pompous, self-absorbed little man named Geoffrey Scott, whom Taylor had been introduced to a few minutes ago, when she’d first came on the set from the make-up room—was busily holding forth about the importance of staying in the light provided by the big battery of arc lights that had suspended above the fog machine-induced mist surrounding the fluffy white area rugs scattered all around the stage that were meant to represent clouds, and was thus too taken up with his lecture to take note of what his two young stars were doing.

		God, this kid can be sexy, when she wants to be! Taylor thought to herself. Her hot little innocent girl act is turning me on something fierce.

		The director, Mr. Scott, had finally finished his lengthy dissertation on the importance of the proper lighting to erotica and was ready to shoot the scene. He ordered Bella and Taylor to the center of the set and said, “I’ll do the voice of God for now. We’ll get an actor with a stentorian voice like James Earl Jones to over-dub it later.”

		James Earl Jones—that’s a laugh! As if a great actor like that would ever lend his talents to a cheesy production like this! Taylor mused as she and Bella, naked, except for their phony, gold-foil wrapped halos, fake-looking angel’s wings, stood with heads bowed contritely as “God” spoke: “Therefore, go ye down to the realms of Man and observe. Appear to humans like you are members of their tribe! Go about, not with your Heavenly attributes—wings and halos—but as human girls. Dress as they do, act as if you’re human. Do as they do! And come back to Heaven and report to me as to how they are behaving!”

		“It shall be as you command, Heavenly Father,” Bella’s normally soft voice spoke out loudly, clearly in the big sound stage. “We will go right now and return as soon as we have learned all about Man and his current condition.”

		“So it shall be,” Taylor intoned, feeling all kinds of foolish, pretending to be one of God’s angels in such a blasphemous film.

		

		****

		

		Are you sure we should be doing this, Sister?” Taylor’s character asked Bella’s character doubtfully.

		The two of them were still naked, in a bedroom setting, instead of in Heaven. Gone were their restrictive wings and awkward halos. They were seated next to each other in the middle of a queen-size bed, staring at a nearby television on which a DVD was playing.

		“We are supposed to be human female roommates, occupying this dwelling,” Bella’s character said, “and this is clearly what human female roommates do, according to this informational disc.”

		The two actresses onscreen, who were, appropriately enough, Misty Dawson and some other porn starlet, were as naked as Bella and Taylor. The two of them were making out passionately, rubbing their bare breasts against each other as they did so.

		Bella and Taylor pretended to study the girls onscreen and then embraced each other awkwardly. Taylor kissed Bella and the younger girl’s tongue was soon in Taylor’s mouth and she was soon rubbing her nubile little nipples against Taylor’s as they soul-kissed.

		I’m going to get…juicy as I can be, if she keeps kissing me like that! Taylor thought as her pussy began to weep lubricant like mad and her nipples firmed up against the younger girl’s.

		Taylor and Bella were soon in the middle of the bed, tribbing each other lustily, glancing every once in a while, toward the TV, where Misty Dawson and the other girl were putting on a tribbing clinic! Bella’s hot little slit was gliding up against Taylor’s so wonderfully, their clits colliding regularly, producing a fresh surge of passion between them.

		This kid is nothing but hot! Taylor marveled at the way flat-chested little Bella was turning her on. Their pussies were both slick with excitement, and though

		Bella’s was smaller than Taylor’s her little clit was just as aroused as the older girl’s and it felt great rubbing up against Taylor’s. Both of them were hunching their hips together as they sucked at each other’s tongues and fountain of cunt lube was cascading down their teenage thighs as they bumped their bare twats together and embraced each other tightly!

		This is hotter than sex with Ava and Riley was! Taylor realized; I’m going to come like a crazy girl with Bella!

		In two more hammering heartbeats, her clit spasmed against Bella’s and it was as if a sheet of the very thinnest of chiffon in flaming crimson had been dropped in front of Taylor’s eyes! Everything was suddenly red-tinted as she shivered through the most intense orgasm she had yet experienced, clutching Bella close and humping her slippery pink folds against Bella’s!

		“Oh, I’m coming so hard!” she whispered to Bella.

		“Me, too!” Bella sighed back, quivering out of control in Taylor’s embrace. The two teenagers shivered and shook together for a full minute. The sensations coursing through her were so intense that she thought the top of her head might blow off!

		“Okay, girls, enough of that tribbing shit!” the director said. “It’s time for some good old sixty-nining. You’re on top to start out with, Taylor!”

		She and Bella got into position, stealing quick glances at the TV, pretending they were getting the idea of sixty-nining each other from what Misty and her co-star were doing on the DVD. “It seems you’re supposed to lick me while I lick you,” Bella said, speaking lines from the rudimentary script.

		“Like this?” Taylor asked, running her tongue all over the younger girl’s wet little pussy lips.

		“Y-Yes! Just like that!” Bella gasped out the line, quivering under Taylor’s oral assault. “I’ll do you at the same time!”

		Bella’s hot tongue was suddenly exploring Taylor’s girlish sheath, the wriggly little thing lashing her clit relentlessly as it pushed further inside. Oh, my God, it’s good! Taylor admitted to herself as the younger girl ate her right up. Again, Riley and Ava had nothing on this kid, when it came to licking a pussy!

		Taylor struggled to give as good as she was getting. Bella’s tiny snatch was so small that she had trouble penetrating it with her tongue, even though the younger girl’s pussy was pouring out lubricant!

		All the thrashing around Bella was doing, trying to impale herself on Taylor’s thrusting, wiggling tongue had the effect of nudging Taylor’s slippery snake of a tongue against Bella’s sensitive nubbin of a clit again and again. The more she tried to force the lapping, licking digit into her miniscule sheath, the more it turned the lithe teenager on.

		Soon, both girls were cooing and whining and mashing their excited pussies against each other’s mouths, frantic to reach climax yet again! Bella was lashing at Taylor’s clit with her exploring tongue, kissing the tiny love bead with her super-wet lips, and occasionally nipping at it with her sharp little teeth as they wrestled with one another atop the mattress.

		“Oh, oh fuck—I’m going to get off so hard again!” Taylor suddenly mouthed into Bella’s pinkness. The line wasn’t in the script, but she didn’t worry too much about that.

		Ava and Riley had explained that any unwanted comments by the actors could be edited out of the final video and replaced by over-dubbed dialogue that was more in line with the moment, as far as the director was concerned, after the scene was over, if that was deemed necessary.

		Taylor’s extemporaneous outburst seemed to set Bella off as well. The younger actress suddenly went stiff in Taylor’s obscene, upside-down embrace, then began to wail out her pleasure as her juvenile cunt exploded into orgasm beneath Taylor’s prodding tongue!

		She had thought Bella’s snatch was slippery with girl-lube before. Now that it was coming just below her mouth, Taylor felt as if the petite pink folds had been transformed into a fountain; a fountain that was simply bubbling up clear, superheated, sweet pussy juice for her to immerse her face in! And she did, happily plunging her lips and chin into Bella’s overflowing cunt as lapping up the succulent liquid.

		Bella squealed with delight and ecstasy as she felt Taylor sucking out her hot juices, and nearly swooned from excitement as she heard her lover swallowing them with obvious gusto! Taylor gave Bella a similar treat, spasming hard against the girl’s sucking mouth and oozing a small ocean of girl-come into the younger teen’s eagerly nursing mouth.

		The two teenagers mewled and mashed their pussies against each other’s mouths until the last trickle of cunt oil was expended and the director’s voice, sounding out of breath as well as slightly amazed, murmured, “Cut! And that’s a wrap. It’s not only a wrap…it’s the single hottest lezzy scene I’ve ever witnessed!”

		Bella and Taylor untangled their bodies and got off the mattress to a smattering of applause from the on-looking crew. The jaded sound men and camera guys were smiling ear to ear, and Taylor noticed several of them had hard ons as they clapped.

		“Way to go, kids. That was super-hot!” one of them, a twenty-something guy said.

		“I haven’t seen anything that good since Traci quit working!” another man, way older than the first one, said.

		Taylor was glad of her research into the Golden Age of Porn just then. Because she knew he was talking about Traci Lords, the all-time Queen of Porn. She was being compared to the best! She suddenly felt the same way she had felt back in high school, when she’d been given that Best Actress trophy for her turn in Othello.

		This was a far cry from Shakespeare, but it felt good to be recognized as the best again—whatever the venue!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		

		Bella – A Real Friend at Last

		

		Taylor’s pussy was still throbbing with excitement from her recent session with Bella as she and Ava and Riley drove back to the apartment. She was so fulfilled that she thought she might sleep alone, in her own bedroom tonight, for the first time since she’d moved out to LA. Every other night, she had ended up spending the night in Ava’s big bed with Ava, and Riley, where the three of them had made hot girl-love together.

		That had been wonderful, and it had been instrumental to preparing her to do the

		graphic girl-girl scenes that Phil, her agent, assured her she was becoming well known for. But tonight, she just wanted to be alone, to peruse her tablet and the net, and think about today, with Bella, and all of it had meant.

		If had had meant anything! After all, it was just a two-scene porn loop, not even a real porn movie. And dozens of those were made every week, from what she had learned! Who cared is she and Bella had both come hard, while making it? What difference did it make?

		Well, it made a difference to me! Taylor insisted internally. It was some of the best sex she had ever had, far better than what she’d enjoyed with Ava and Riley! And, she hated to admit to herself, far better than she’d ever experienced with Tom, her ex-boyfriend!

		Am I really a lezzy, deep down inside? She asked herself, dreading the answer. No, I don’t think I am! Taylor thought. I did enjoy fucking Tom all of those times, and I liked sucking his cock—even that awful time he came in my mouth! Lesbians don’t like doing things like that, I don’t think!

		The more she thought about it, the more she was sure that she was bisexual, if anything! While it was undeniably true that when she met another girl nowadays, she checked out her chest, her legs, her ass, more closely than she had before moving to California, but she still noticed a great-looking guy as well! Taylor continued to stew over her sexuality all the way across Hollywood and remained in the car while her two friends got out, still brooding over it.

		Ava put up the convertible’s top, locked it into place and tossed the keys to Taylor. “Give me your key to the front door, so we can get in,” Ava said, opening up the glove box and the console. “And don’t forget to bring your phone and your tablet up with you when you come. They’ll cut my top quicker than a motherfucker tonight if you leave something that valuable lying out in plain sight!”

		Taylor traded key rings with her and Ava and Riley went flouncing up the stairs, leaving her alone in the car with her thoughts. She watched them stop in front of the end apartment’s window and point and smirk for a little while before journeying on to Ava’s door. Curious, Taylor got out of the Chevy and punched the key fob, locking it, and followed them up the stairs.

		Old Jerry, the end apartment’s occupant, was sitting in his recliner in his bathrobe, she noticed as she peered in through his window as Ava and Riley had done.

		The robe was thrown open and the old man was stroking his long, floppy dick, staring out into space, no doubt thinking about some girl he had been ogling earlier, down by the swimming pool. Ava had been right when she said Jerry did this sort of thing all the time; this wasn’t the first time Taylor had seen the old man’s impressive, but limp dick being fisted.

		He’d have a really nice one, if it still got hard, she couldn’t stop herself from having the thought again, as she always did when she saw Jerrys cock. It suddenly reminded her of Dan Devlin, the studio owner’s undependable dick and how it had forced him from in front of the cameras and into a management role.

		Too bad Mr. Devlin didn’t have someone like me around a few years ago! Taylor thought as she lifted her tank top and the loose bra she was wearing away from her tits and pressed them against Jerry’s window, remembering what Ava had told her about doing the same thing once.

		Sure enough, Jerry caught her movements out of the corner of his eye and turned in the chair just I time to see the pair of youthful breasts pressed against his window. The old man grinned and gave her a “thumbs-up” salute with the had he wasn’t using to stroke his aged dick. Taylor was thrilled to see his cock give her a salute too, getting noticeably harder in old Jerry’s fist as he watched her grind her big breasts against the glass, her nipples swelling to firmness, the more she slid them against the cold surface.

		Oh, shoot it, baby! Shoot a lot for me—show me what a sexy young bitch you think I am! Taylor said to herself over and over again as she put on the naughty sex show for her elderly neighbor.

		Jerry kept on pumping, his eyes never leaving the half-naked teenager in his window. His cock got bigger, stiffer as she watched. All at once he rose halfway out of his recliner and started to arch long streamers of jism across the living room. There weren’t many of them—three or four—and then he sank back into the chair as if he was some obscene balloon that all the air had abruptly been let out of, his massive dick once more flaccid in his fist, the last of his jizz leaking slowly out of the head and running down onto his hand.

		Yay for Jerry! Yay for me! I am a hot porno bitch! Taylor thought triumphantly, doing a cheerleading jump in front of his window and shaking her imaginary pom-poms high above her head as she let her top drop back into place. Quickly checking the walkway, to make sure none of her other neighbors had seen her little impromptu titty-shaking show, she walked down to Ava’s apartment and used her key to open the door.

		

		****

		

		“I don’t think I’ll be wanting any dinner tonight,” she said to the girls as she headed for her bedroom.

		“Oh, did you get enough hot, young pussy oil today to fill you up?” Ava asked cattily.

		“I guess so,” Taylor said, opening the door to her room and disappearing inside.

		She was glad that she had thought to make the bed up when she’d first arrived. Since she felt like sleeping naked tonight, that meant she only had to remove her tank top and bra and shimmy out of her shorts and thong panties to be ready to slide in between the sheets of her queen-size, inflatable bed. She did so, and immediately fired up her tablet and turned on the old, small-screened TV that Ava had placed in the guest room. Ava had shared with Taylor that she had bought the thing for twenty-five dollars at a garage sale. The picture wasn’t great but Taylor didn’t care about that right now: she just wanted some background noise, so that Ava and Riley wouldn’t hear her talking on her cell phone.

		Before they had taken their leave of each other at the studio, Bella had given her a cell number. She dialed it now, bringing up Bella’s past videos on one of the free porn sites she had in her tablet. She was sly watching a Bella Black and Riley Rivers loop on her tablet as her young friend answered her phone, noting that Riley appeared to have been as entranced with Bella as she had been today!

		“I’m watching some of your old loops and I just had to call you!” Taylor blurted excitedly. “It looks like you and a friend of mine, Riley Rivers, really hit it off, from watching the clip.”

		“Yeah, Riley’s cool; great tits, a very lickable pussy and a bubbly personality,” Bella said eagerly.

		I can verify all that, after spending a few nights in bed with her! Taylor agreed mentally. She’s a real honey!

		There was a gap in the conversation and then Bella said, sounding almost shy, “You’ve got great tits too, Taylor. I really love them!”

		Taylor was glad she was naked in bed, because she could press the cell phone against the side of her head and hold it in place while she palmed her bare tits and squeezed them as she thought of how good Bella’s lips had made them feel on set this afternoon; how great the younger girl’s experienced tongue had felt, exploring her pussy, lapping at her clit, sluicing out her bubbling pussy oil and pushing it into Bella’s eagerly-accepting mouth!

		“Ummmm,” murmured, slowly her right hand from her pumped up tit down to her rapidly moistening pussy, tickling her own stomach with her fingertips, exactly the way Bella had done it earlier today, “You showed me how much you liked them on camera today, baby girl—you really sucked them as though you loved them! And the way you ate my pussy! Are you sure you’re not a lesbian?”

		Bella giggled, the way only a young girl can, and whispered, “Maybe I am—when it comes to you!”

		“Oh, I don’t know, it looks like Riley really adored your loving too, from the clip I’m watching! She appears to be coming like a wild woman on your hot little tongue!”

		“Maybe she’s a better actress than you give her credit for being?” Bella offered teasingly, after a long silence.

		“I’ve seen some of her other performances,” Taylor teased right back. “I can tell when she’s acting!”

		“You’ve forgotten what I told you about my being a great actress,” Bella reminded her. “I don’t really like girls at all; I’m all about boys! Just ask my old boyfriend!”

		Taylor chuckled at that. “Nobody’s that good an actress! I felt that cute little pussy of yours practically drowning me in girl-come today, when you came in my mouth!”

		Bella was silent for the better part of a minute. Finally, she said with a deep sigh, “Okay, maybe I am a little queer for hot female bods, but I did have a boyfriend back home and we fucked all the time!”

		“Where was home, before you moved out here?” Taylor pressed her.

		“Grand Rapids, in frozen, fucking Michigan!” Bella admitted. “You ought to see this place in December; it’s still warm, most days! It’s freezing where I grew up!”

		“I will see it,” Taylor vowed. “I don’t plan on going back to Iowa until I’m a major star!”

		“You too?” Bella laughed good naturedly. “Well, join the club—there are hundreds of girls in LA from the east coast and the Midwest who feel the same way!”

		“Yeah, I know and most of them are washing cars or waiting tables or sucking cocks for a living, while they’re waiting for their big break! Everyone’s always told me that.”

		“And yet, here you are!” Bella exclaimed gleefully. “What makes you think you can make it in the face of odds like that?”

		Taylor took a moment to answer, then said, “Because I can really act! Maybe not as good as Inga Norgaard or Meryl Streep, but pretty fucking good!”

		“And you think I or those other girls can’t?” Bella persisted.

		“Not as good as me!” Taylor insisted, feeling funny bragging about her own talent this way. She wasn’t normally this outspoken, when it came to her abilities.

		“Meryl’s a phenomenon,” Bella said dismissively, “and Inga is just…Inga! It doesn’t seem fair that God gave one girl so much; looks, brains and an insane amount of acting talent, and what is she…twenty-six now?”

		“Just turned this winter,” Taylor said immediately, feeling like a geeky fan-girl for knowing exactly how old Inga Norgaard was. She read every word she could find about the remarkable Swedish-American superstar, the reigning female box office champion and the girl many considered the greatest actress of all time.

		“Inga is without peer!” Taylor admitted. “I’m not as talented as her and I’m certainly not as beautiful, but I can act!”

		“Don’t sell yourself short,” Bella broke in. “You’ve got a cute-teen-who lives-down-the-block vibe going for you that is sort of irresistible. And your tits are first class! I have a thing about tits, probably because I don’t have any to speak of myself. So, I’m an authority on things like that.”

		“I like your little titties just fine,” Taylor dropped her voice to a whisper again and giggled into the phone. “They were fun to suck on and they’re so sensitive!”

		The two teenagers sniggered conspiratorially on the phone for the better part of a minute before Bella finally said, “I really like you, Taylor, even outside of bed! Let’s be friends, best friends, and tell each other everything!”

		“Okay, I could use a best friend, especially in this business!” Taylor said truthfully. “Ava’s okay, and it’s only because of her that I’m out in California at all. We were really tight back in Iowa, and we’ve stayed in touch. But she’s three years older than me, and she’s so dead-set on getting ahead out here, in Hollywood, that I don’t know if I totally trust her anymore!”

		“I know so many people out here who are just like that!” Bella agreed. “It’s like, they’re nice enough, but you sense that they’re more on their side than yours, when it come right down to it!”

		“Exactly! I feel so all alone out here, even though Ava and Riley are right here with me,” Taylor sighed.

		As she spoke, she selected another loop on the porn site, this one showing Bella with a guy, for a change. He was not as large as most of the porn actors Taylor had seen, either in stature or in the length and girth of his cock. It looked average, as far as length went, barely longer than Tom’s, her ex-boyfriend back in Iowa’s had been, but it was easily twice as big in diameter as Tom’s!

		After Bella and this guy had kissed and she’d rubbed her girlish chest against his hairy, manly one for a little while, he’d urged her naked little body down onto the bed and gotten down between her widespread legs on his belly. The camera had zoomed in on Bella’s extraordinarily small slit and Taylor remembered what a struggle it had been to wedge her slippery tongue up there, even though Bella was juicing like crazy by the time she had been trying to tongue the tiny opening. The porn guy she had been working with on this shoot took his time, working the young girl up to a seeming fever pitch of excitement before attempting to breech her with his thick cock head. At first, it was no go! The fat pink helmet of cock simply wouldn’t go into the miniscule opening, no matter how hard the porn guy and Bella tried to force it!

		This guy must have been getting paid for results, not just for trying! Taylor thought to herself as she watched the very determined young man finally hammer his wide dick into the now-limp girl onscreen. Once inside, he fucked her viciously until he had at last come inside her too-small pussy.

		“I’m watching one of you boy-girl scenes right now,” Taylor confided to her new friend.

		“Which one? There are only two! I went back to doing girl-girl after those, and I’ve never been sorry.” Bella told her.

		“The guy was short but he had a thick cock,” Taylor said.

		“Oh, that was Paul. Paul something or other, I can’t remember his name. We barely spoke to each other before shooting started, or afterward, and I haven’t seen him since,” Bella didn’t sound unhappy about the way things had turned out.

		“He just fucked you and that was it?” Taylor asked, dreading her own upcoming transition into boy-girl scenes more than ever.

		“Being a porn star can be lonely. We don’t all get to be best friends,” Bella said despondently. “There are a lot of girls I’ve only met and worked with once. That Paul guy hurt me and got a lousy fuck out of the deal. I got the feeling he’d be happy to hurt me again, if they paid him to do it. A lot of guys in porn are assholes, just like a lot of other guys are assholes; the girls can be no better. That’s why its nice to meet someone like you, Taylor; you’re so…normal, except for the way you’ve chosen to make your living. You’re just like me, in a lot of ways, except you’re way prettier and have nicer tits!”

		Taylor laughed at that. She was liking Bella more the longer and better she knew her!

		“Listen, I gotta go now. My dad is calling me down to dinner!”

		“You live with your parents!” Taylor gasped in surprise. “Do they know what you do for a living?”

		“It’s just Daddy. Mama died when I was still little. Daddy couldn’t wait to move out here, once he heard how well I was doing in porn!”

		Taylor could barely get used to the idea of a parent knowing about what a girl in Bella’s world did onscreen and being okay with it. She knew her own father would have a cow at the notion of Taylor licking pussy on video or letting some other girl lick hers!

		But he’ll never find out! My parents aren’t the sort who would ever watch porn and none of their friends are either! She told herself confidently.

		“Daddy’s real proud of my progress in the business,” Bella said just then. “His only complaint is that I won’t introduce him to some of my co-stars. He’s flat-out crazy about Riley Rivers and I know he’s going to go even crazier over you, when he sees us together on tape!”

		“Oh…uh, I’d like to meet him—I guess,” Taylor said uneasily.

		“Don’t worry, I’ll tell him you don’t fuck old fossils like him for free!” Bella laughed.

		“I don’t fuck anybody, for any price, right now!” Taylor embarrassed herself by blurting out. “I’m strictly a girl-girl type, like you, for a little while longer.”

		“Don’t let ‘em talk you into screwing some gigantically-hung dude right away, unless you’re used to that!” Bella cautioned her. “Was your old boyfriend big?”

		“He was distressingly normal-sized,” Taylor responded quickly. “I think I’d have a lot of trouble doing it with that Paul guy that you…uh…fucked!”

		Some porn star I am! I have trouble saying the word “fuck” out loud, even just talking to a friend! Taylor chided herself.

		“Oh, I think you’d be okay with him,” Bella assured her. “I got a real close look at your pussy today, and even if it’s a little on the small side, at least it doesn’t look as if it belongs to a ten-year-old kid, like mine does!”

		“A lot of guys seem to go for that look!” Taylor reminded her. “That’s why you’re as popular as you are.”

		“Pervs! Nothing but pervs!” Bella muttered disgustedly. “Those are my fans!”

		“At least you have fans!” Taylor lamented. “No one’s ever heard of me! That’s why Phil says I have to keep on licking pussy and sucking tits; so I can attract a fan base, once I go on to boy-girl.”

		“Phil’s a bit of an asshole, if you ask me!” Bella huffed angrily. “He asked me for a blowjob once! Has he ever come on to you?”

		“No! Not once!” Taylor responded. But she had to admit, Phil’s bad behavior didn’t exactly surprise her! She had secretly been dreading a come-on from her sleazy agent practically from the first time she’d met him!

		Taylor heard Bella’s father’s voice a second time, telling her that dinner was ready, so she said her good byes, thanked Bella for her advise and broke the connection.

		All her thoughts about Bella’s father and her own and how different they were set her to wanting to call home and talk to her parents. She dialed the number cautiously, knowing they weren’t going to say anything bad, but semi-reluctant to talk to them anyway. The phone rang twice and her father’s familiar voice came on the line.

		“Daddy, I’m out in California and I’m doing fine!” She almost shouted into the phone. She was grateful for the TV soundtrack and the interminable drone it created that helped cover her raised voice.

		“Well, we figured you’d be alright,” her dad offered. “Your mother’s been worried as the devil, of course.”

		She could sense they’d both been worried as they could be, but knew her father would never admit it. “I’m living right in Hollywood, and I’ve got an agent and everything already!” she blurted out. “I’ve even had a few small parts—nothing you’ll ever see, of course, but I’m making a little money!”

		Her parents weren’t big on going to the movies, and they didn’t have any premium movie channels on their cable set up, so they didn’t see many movies; just the blockbusters that made it to the networks. So, she could have had small roles in legitimate movies and they wouldn’t have seen them anyway!

		“I knew you had talent. You were darned good in that Shakespeare play you were in last winter!” her father said proudly.

		“Well, the stuff I’ve been doing out here isn’t exactly Shakespeare, but it pays,” she told him.

		“Your mother wants to talk to you, too, before you get away again!” her father said, handing the phone to his wife.

		“You be good out there, young lady!” her mother’s scolding voice came on the line. “Where are you living?”

		“In an apartment, with another girl. You remember Ava?” Taylor said hesitantly.

		“I knew she was trouble from the minute I saw her!” Taylor’s mother muttered. “She’ll get you in trouble, if you don’t watch out!”

		“Oh, Ava’s fine mom! She’s got a two-bedroom apartment, right in Hollywood, so I have my own bedroom,” Taylor said proudly.

		“That’s all fine and good, but you watch yourself out there!” her mother cautioned. “Anything can happen to a pretty girl out on her own!”

		“I’m fine, Mama; everything is fine,” Taylor insisted stubbornly. “I’m getting small parts already and making some money.”

		“You be good out there,” her mother warned her again. “Keep your clothes on and don’t do anything you’ll be ashamed of later!”

		Too late for that, I’m already ashamed of nearly everything I’ve done out here! Taylor thought despondently, but I can’t let on to her!

		“I’ll call you again soon,” Taylor promised her mom, knowing she probably wouldn’t. This was just too hard, lying with nearly every word!

		She said her good-byes, after making sure everything was alright with them and their health. She told her mother that she was being responsible; he had a bank account and a doctor out here. She didn’t mention that the doctor was a gynecologist, who she had seen for birth control so she could fuck guys she didn’t even know onscreen for money, and that the funds going into her bank account all came from taking all her clothes off onscreen in every performance!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		

		Teasing Tom – Seeing the Sights

		

		Traumatized by her heart-pounding conversation with her parents, she decided to call Tom, reasoning that there wouldn’t be quite so much angst involved in talking to her easy-going ex-boyfriend. She turned out to be dead wrong about that!

		It all started out well enough—Tom answered right away and sounded happy to finally hear from her. She had kept her cell phone off most of the time since slipping away from Iowa and flying to California. She knew, from checking her mailbox that Tom had called all the time at first, clearly desperate to find out what was going on and where she was!

		“So, you finally came up for air from sucking pussy long enough to call me!” Tom said snidely, right off the bat.

		“W-What are you talking about?” she demanded of him, completely taken off guard by his unexpected greeting.

		“You remember Eugene Hughes, from trig class?” Tom asked her next, from out of the blue.

		Eugene Hughes was a geek, a guy who had actually liked trig class! He was tall and gangly, with ugly black-framed glasses, whom she had barely known was alive. He hadn’t gone to the same elementary school she did, so she’d only been aware of him, vaguely, since high school and she barely remembered him!

		“Yeah, I know who he is,” she admitted at last, still lost as to why Tom had brought him up anyway.

		“Well, I was standing around outside of Cream King the other day, talking to some pals of mine from the football team and up walks Eugene, looking at his cell phone. “Hey Daniels,” he says, “I think you ought to have a look at this! I think I found out where Taylor is!”

		After a few seconds, Tom added, “He hides the screen from my buddies and whispers, ‘I think you might want to keep this to yourself at first.’ Anyway, I look down at the screen and there you are, buck naked, sucking pussies with Misty Dawson!”

		“I watched that whole loop on Eugene’s phone, turns out he’s a real porn hound; watches it all the time! And one of the sites he keeps an eye on is one where girls new to porn start out, doing all-girl scenes.”

		He laughed mirthlessly and added, “A girl who looks like you is on there with some other cunt too!”

		Before Taylor could even react, he said, “Who knew you were so wild for pussy? And here, I thought you were crazy for cock; my cock!”

		“Well, I guess we’ll see. I start filming boy-girl scenes soon, so be watching for them!” Taylor fired back at her ex-boyfriend, finding a strain of sadism within herself that she hadn’t known existed. She found that she wanted to twist the knife in Tom a little; she didn’t even know why she was doing it!

		“I’ll be looking for that. I’d like to see you deal with a really big dick. I remember when you thought mine was huge,” Tom said.

		“I do too. I still think it is—I haven’t had anyone but you so far!” Taylor reminded him. “But I know, from talking to other girls I’ve met out here and from looking at websites, that there are a lot of bigger ones out there!”

		“I always told you that there were!” Tom insisted. “Remember, I told you that time that Ron Hemmings on the football team had a horsedick!”

		Taylor remembered it well. They had just done it in the seat of Tom’s old pick-up truck and he had been really horny or really excited that night for some reason, and his cock had felt a lot larger inside her than it normally did and she had told him he had a really big one and he had laughed and told her about his teammate, whom he had seen naked in the showers a number of times and how big his dick was in comparison to most of the other boys on the team.

		“Ron Hemmings?” she remembered asking, thinking that he wasn’t her first pick for a boy who was extraordinarily hung. She had thought of Dave Abernathy, the boy who played quarterback and was the starting point guard on the basketball team, as a boy who might have been well-endowed. Dave was such a swaggering banty rooster of a boy; she had thought he might have a big cock stowed away in his jeans!

		“Dave? Nah, his prick is smaller than mine! I think he struts around the way he does because it’s so short! Tom had chuckled derisively. “Like he’s compensating or something!”

		Ron Hemmings, she remembered thinking. Ron was a nice guy, but not someone she’d have ever been interested in dating, big dick or not! He was a big guy, an interior offensive lineman on the team, but he was just big, not particularly muscular and he’d had a bad case of acne to boot!

		Even now, the idea of pimply-faced Ron caressing her naked body with those large, callused, farm boy hands of his, while slipping his over-sized farm boy dick into her sent shivers of revulsion down her spine! She’d stick to nice-looking porn guys with muscles and gorgeous cocks, that she was going to get paid a lot of money to suck and fuck—thank you very much!

		“That was great, Taylor,” she could imagine Ron saying after they’d fucked. “Do you want a big mouthful of jizz to go along with that big load I just shot into your snug little pussy?”

		That was Ron and Tom’s speed! No handfuls of hundred-dollar bills to compensate her for all her effort and the use of her fine, young body!

		“Keep on watching. I’ll be riding a bunch of big…cocks onscreen real soon, if you want to see that, perv-boy!” she said, trying out one of Bella’s favorite words on Tom.

		“I’ll be watching, you sleazy little cunt, now that I know just what kind of a girl you really are!”

		The phone went dead and Taylor realized that her ex had just hung up on her. She clicked the phone off, tossed it on the bed and snuggled into the covers, thinking about hot young pussies, big cock and what it might be like to fuck them on camera, and all the money she was going to make.

		

		****

		

		She learned when she woke up the next morning, that Phil had called late last night with an offer of more work today, and that Ava, who had taken the call, told him that she’d do the shoot. So, there was a hurried breakfast of cereal and toast, a quick shower and soon the three of them, Riley and Ava and her were dashing out of the apartment toward Ava’s car.

		Taylor learned that Riley was scheduled to film a gangbang scene that afternoon, right after lunch, so she wouldn’t be going to Taylor’s shoot with them. They dropped her off at her own apartment, which was in West Hollywood and which Taylor thought looked a lot nicer than her and Ava’s place, with multiple floors, an elevator in the ornate lobby and a nicer-looking swimming pool out front, amid the ubiquitous palm trees.

		“She looks like she’s doing better than us,” Taylor commented to Ava as they drove away.

		“Well, she’s more established,” Ava told her. “Riley’s been doing this a lot longer; she’s a sought-after star and she gets the big bucks for a film. She told me last night that this gangbang scene was worth a cool three-grand to her!”

		“Three-thousand dollars! For one scene?” Taylor chirped excitedly.

		“Well, it’s eight guys in a row that she’s scheduled to fuck, all of them coming in her at least once,” Ava cautioned her young friend. “You’re not ready for that yet, junior. You’re just not!”

		“Yeah, but three-grand in one day!” Taylor marveled, thinking about that. No wonder she’s able to live in a nicer place than us!

		Still…eight guys in a row! She told herself. She and Tom had done it twice on one date only once, last summer, when he’d taken her to a lake to a picnic and swimming, and they’d done it as soon as they’d gotten there, and then they’d done it again that night, right before he’d driven her home!

		And I couldn’t walk quite right the next day! Taylor recalled. Tom had joked that he’s fucked her bowlegged later in the week, when she’d told him about it! Some hot porn girl I am! Riley’s doing eight guys in a row and twice in one day with old, small-dicked Tom nearly did me in!

		

		****

		

		As they passed through the now familiar gates of Dan Devlin’s studio, Taylor sighed: another day, another pussy!

		I’ve just got to start doing guys—I’ve just got to, if I really want to get anywhere with my career!

		Anna Sanford, her co-star in today’s lezzie-fest, was a tall, gorgeous, young blonde. She had big, round tits that were even bigger than Taylor’s and a beautiful, bubble-butt ass!

		She seemed nice, but there was not an instant connection, as there had been with Bella Black. At least she wasn’t bitchy, like Misty Dawson had been!

		Anna proved very responsive. She got really wet and ready when Taylor sucked her great tits and played with her cute little pussy. And she came, loudly, when Taylor ate her on camera, and her pussy juice was sweet and delicious!

		Taylor came for her, too, when they were sixty-nining, and they shook hands after it was all over and told each other how great it was to work with the other.

		The crisp hundred-dollar bills felt great in Taylor’s pocket as they set out toward the bank after the shooting wrapped up, but Taylor couldn’t stop thinking about cock and all the money Riley was making that day.

		“Be sure to keep some of that out for this afternoon’s visit to the waxing salon,” Ava cautioned her as she was about to go into the bank and make her deposit.

		“Oh, is that today?” Taylor questioned her absently. “I have trouble keeping the days straight.”

		“Yeah, kiddo, your big night with little Paco and Riley and me is a week from today, so we can’t hold off on the wax-job any longer. They say you shouldn’t have active sex right away after you wax, so today is D-Day! Wouldn’t want to damage that million-dollar pussy of yours, now would we?”

		“No, we wouldn’t want to do that,” Taylor agreed, being sure to waggle her ass in her tight jeans a little more than she usually did as she walked away from Ava and into the bank.

		She deposited most of the cash in the bank and held out three hundred for the visit to the beauty parlor tomorrow. Surely, it wouldn’t cost more than that!

		Taylor was still getting used to how much it cost to live in California as opposed to Iowa. Everything was just so expensive!

		Still, she loved it so much, she wouldn’t have agreed to move back to Iowa, even if they let her live there for free!

		It’s a good thing I make so much money, doing what I do! She had been very judgmental about Ava stooping to doing porn at first, but now she didn’t blame her at all! She agonized about living in LA, scrounging for TV commercial parts and going to “cattle call” auditions in hopes of scoring a minor role in a major movie.

		What a way to live! Taylor told herself as she stepped out of the bank. I’d rather eat pussy for a living, or suck cock—even eight of them in a row!

		

		****

		

		The Pink Lady Salon, Ava explained, was where simply everyone who was anyone got their personal grooming done. The styling parlor was in the middle of a block and looked as if it had been there for forever.

		Inside, it was just as dated-looking and seedy as it was outside. The pink and white striped motif that had been used on the awning stretching down the front of the shop had been repeated inside: pink and white stripes of paint adorned the walls behind the decades-old beautician chairs and customer mirrors that had been affixed to the walls as well.

		“We have an appointment with Irma, in back, for a full wax at ten o’clock,” Ava told the girl at the check-in desk imperiously.

		“You may have to wait,” the girl shot back. “We had a very important client call for an appointment at the last minute.”

		“Well, I’ve been coming here for three years now, so I’m a very important client, I’ll have you know!” Ava thundered.

		“Not as important as Marsha Terry,” the girl said back to her with smug little grin, or Adie Anderson, they’re part of Inga Norgaard’s inner circle of friends, and that’s who’s back there right now.”

		Ava looked properly cowed by that and said, “Of course, we’ll wait.”

		She led Taylor over to the customer waiting room chairs and handed her the latest issue of People Magazine, which appropriately enough had a picture of Inga Norgaard on the cover.

		“Marsha Terry is Inga’s financial manager, and Adie Anderson is her oldest friend and the head of production at Inga’s studio,” Ava whispered under her breath as they settled into the chairs.

		“I know,” said Taylor, breathlessly. “Oh, this is so exciting; knowing I’m now using the same beauty salon as Inga Norgaard’s people do!”

		“Yeah, it’s a great honor, having your cunt hair ripped out by the same girl who rips out Marsha Terry’s,” Ava murmured with a smirk.

		Just at that moment, the curtain separating the front of the old salon from the back was lifted by a girl wearing the same sort of work smock the receptionist and the three hair stylists were wearing and she came over to Ava and said, “I can take you now. My other clients are in the process of relaxing before the procedure.”

		“She means they’re hammering down shots of tequila and their pussy hair is being softened up before she yanks it out,” Ava said to Taylor.

		The two of them got up and followed the beautician into the back. It was a small room with two tables that resembled operating tables. A young, brown-haired girl in her early twenties was lying back, totally naked, on one and a tall, extremely statuesque redhead was standing next to her, pouring herself a liberal shot of Patron Tequila.

		Taylor immediately recognized the girl on the table as Adie Anderson and the other one as Marsha Terry.

		“Cheers!” offered Marsha, just before she downed the tequila in one gulp. “Adie is calmer about this shit than I am. I’m the one who needs sedated!”

		“You just want an excuse to drink tequila, you big cow!” Adie said, not unkindly, to her friend. “Any old excuse will do.”

		Marsha smirked and poured herself another shot. She winked at Ava and Taylor and said, “Here’s mud in your eye! Want some, you who are about to scream?”

		“You’re both pretty girls. Actresses?” Adie asked, watching her friend down yet another big shot.

		“Adult, not mainstream,” Ava answered.

		“Speak for yourself; I haven’t given up on a career in real films,” Taylor quickly corrected her.

		“As I said, you’re really pretty. Can you act?” Adie went on.

		“I really can,” Taylor told her with a lot more confidence than she was feeling at the moment.

		“Well, Ingafilms is always hoping to discover the next Inga,” Adie said to her, reaching over for her purse and opening it. “Keep my card and call me when you think you’re ready to conquer Hollywood. We may have something for you.”

		With trembling hands, Taylor read the card. It said: Adele Anderson, Senior V.P. of Operations, Ingafilms, LTD., Hollywood, CA and listed an LA phone number.

		“Are you relaxed?” the spa attendant asked Adie at that moment. “Oh, I suppose so. Go ahead, do your worst!” Adie replied.

		The beautician laughed and began to smear the thick, sticky wax on Adie’s slightly grown out pubic bush. She did a small strip, let it set, and then, using a small, flat piece of wood resembling a popsicle stick ripped it free, taking the short, curly hair clinging to it with it. Adie sucked in her breath at the sharp pain, and Marsha said, under her breath, “Suffer for beauty!” as she watched.

		“Adie really hates this; she’s such a baby when it comes to a little discomfort,” Marsha explained to Taylor and Ava, who were watching as well. “But she has a hot date next week and she wants to look her best.”

		“Hot date, my ass! He’s just some schmuck that Cyn wants me to meet,” Adie huffed, semi-angrily.

		“You never know what schmuck is going to turn out to be the right schmuck!” Marsha fired back.

		“He’s some engineering geek who has a new camera design that Cyn thinks might revolutionize cinematic photography,” Adie sighed as the girl started to use the wooden spatula to wax her up once more. “He’s probably never going to see what I look like, down here anyway!”

		“Cyn says he’s great-looking and downright charismatic—for an engineer!” Marsha reminded her. “There may be something there; something more than a cool new camera!”

		“Cyn knows something about great looking guys, I’ll give her thaaaaaat!” Adie’s voice went up a full octave as the second strip of wax got pulled from her pelvic region.

		Taylor knew they had to be talking about Cynthia, ‘Cyn’ Soames, the hottest director on the Hollywood scene just then and, like Adie and Marsha, an old high school friend of Inga Norgaard’s. Cyn and Marsha, and Lee Lee Ridge, the sister of Inga’s husband, Riley Ridge were original members of the “posse” that Inga had been a part of back when all of them had attended Beverley Hills High nearly a decade ago. Taylor had read all about it in fan magazines concerning Inga and her spectacular rise to fame. Cyn was a tall, curvy young woman of about Marsha’s age, who’s dark good looks could have made her a film star herself, if she hadn’t chosen a career behind the camera, directing features. At something like twenty-six, she already had a Golden Globe as Best Director and two Academy Award nominations in the same category. She was rumored to be Inga Norgaard’s favorite director, now that Cyn’s father, the legendary British actor turned Director, Garret Soames had died.

		“Well, it isn’t Cyn who is on this table, getting her pussy hair ripped out!” Adie complained as a third strip of her pubic pelt was forcibly removed. “Every time I do this, I swear to myself it’s going to be the last time!”

		“Go ahead, be a Shaggy Sheila, for all I care! End up an old maid; alone and unfucked!” Marsha said impatiently, downing yet another shot of tequila.

		She noticed Taylor watching her, wide-eyed and growing less comfortable with the idea of having her own pussy waxed by the second. Marsha, held the bottle and shot glass out to her and asked apologetically, “Do you want a shot of liquid courage? After all, you’re next, after Scaredy Cat here is finished, and she’s almost done.”

		“Maybe you’d better,” Ava counseled Taylor. “You look spooked enough to jump right out of your skin!”

		Taylor had become a great deal more acclimated to the taste of alcohol since she had moved to California, but the thought of drinking straight shots of it still made her shiver with revulsion. Still…Adie Anderson’s adverse reaction to the waxing process had given her second thoughts about it!

		“I…I’m not much of a drinker,” she said nervously as she accepted the bottle and glass.

		“That’s fine. This stuff is pretty smooth, for tequila, which isn’t the smoothest liquor out there to start with!” Marsha said encouragingly. “We usually stick to Canadian Club or Crown Royal for straight shots, but this dump doesn’t stock anything but tequila.”

		She gave an accusing fisheye to the beauty operator as she spoke but the girl just shrugged and said, “The owner told me that if we stocked Canadian whisky, you and Inga and Cyn would bankrupt us in a month!”

		Marsha laughed good-naturedly and admitted, “She probably right! We do love a few shots of good whisky once in a while.”

		

		****

		

		When Taylor left the beauty shop an hour later, her stomach was doing flip-flops while it decided whether or not it wanted to expel the two shots of tequila that had been roiling around inside it for an hour, and her pussy area was very sore from the waxing, which had hurt as much as Taylor’s new friend, Adie had said it would.

		She limped down the street to Ava’s parked convertible and managed to get inside without asking Ava for assistance. “Oh, for Chrissakes, kid, you’re not wounded or something! It’s only a little sting! I’ve done it lots of times, since I’ve been out here.”

		Taylor shut her eyes and tried to deal with the pain ravaging her traumatized pelvic region and the conviction that she was about to throw up. “Just drive,” she mumbled. “I want to get home and lie down for a while.”

		“I sure would have liked to go with them to that Marsha babe’s house and hang out,” Ava said regretfully as she eased the car out into traffic from the curb.

		“Normally, so would I,” Taylor said through pain-clenched teeth. “But the idea of lounging by the pool and sucking down more booze just wasn’t attractive to me this afternoon, for some reason.”

		“Still….it was nice to be invited,” Ava insisted, turning right at the next corner so they could go around the block and head back toward the apartment. “I’ve been out in Hollywood three years now, and those are the first legitimate movie high rollers I’ve met who didn’t treat me like shit!”

		“They did seem nice; just like girls you’d meet back home except cooler and more sophisticated,” Taylor agreed.

		“And richer!” Ava said enthusiastically. “That tall redheaded babe, Marsha, took over her dad’s financial empire, and that dude was known as ‘the investment counselor to the stars!’ He was Inga Norgaard’s money man, when she was putting her own production company together!”

		“I wonder if Inga’s still using that firm, now that her dad is retired and Marsha’s in charge?” Taylor asked.

		“I wouldn’t be surprised, she and Marsha and Cyn Soames and Lee Lee Ridge all went to high school together and ran around together,” Ava said knowingly.

		“Jeez, I’d like to break into that tight little circle!” Taylor offered. “And we had our chance today, if I wasn’t feeling so yucky!”

		Today might not be our only chance, babe! Keep that card; maybe you can give Adele a call when you’re feeling better!”

		Taylor vowed to do just that. But she had to admit, she wasn’t feeling too good right now! The patch of skin just above her pussy and the ones surrounding her asshole were burning with pain, and her stomach threatened to rebel any minute from the unfamiliar and unwelcome shots of straight tequila it had been subjected to! How does Marsha gun that stuff down so easily? She wondered as they turned onto the street leading to their apartment.

		

		****

		

		“Do you suppose that Taylor girl could really act?” Adie asked Marsha, who was about to dive into the pool.

		“Who knows; she was pretty enough, I have to admit, and she had a rockin’ bod, but I bet if you shook the bushes in this backyard long enough, a few girls with great bodies and looks who thought they could act, would fall out. This is Beverley Hills, Adie, and every shop girl and waitress you meet secretly is hoping to be the next Marilyn Monroe or Inga Norgaard,” Marsha said, just before she knifed deep into blue water and swam down to touch the bottom before she came back up. It was a ritual she had been performing in the family swimming pool since she’d been a little girl, Adie knew. Marsha had mentioned it to her often enough.

		“What’s the fascination with this Taylor girl and her acting career?” Marsha asked breathlessly as she swam over to the edge of the pool where Adie sat.

		“Oh, I just thought it would be really nice if I found a new talent for the studio,” Adie said, trying and failing to sound nonchalant about it all.

		“When are you finally going to admit to yourself what all of the industry has known for a while now: Inga may have made you studio head at, like, nineteen or twenty because you were her oldest friend and none of us wanted to be saddled with it—Lee Lee’s too much of an airhead, and Cyn is too fixated on becoming the best director in the history of the business, and I had my own fish to fry,” Marsha said, hanging onto the edge of the pool with one hand and gesturing around the family estate with the other, so that left only you, unless Inga wanted to run it herself, which God help us—she didn’t!—but everyone knows, you’ve proved to be one of the canniest bitches in Hollywood, when it comes to keeping costs down, reigning in Inga’s penchant for doing films she shouldn’t and generally keeping things running smoothly.”

		“Yeah, but still, I’d have never have gotten a job like the one I have on my own!” Adie replied worriedly. “I only have a bachelors in Business Administration! If I hadn’t been Inga’s oldest friend, I’d probably be back in Minnesota right now, at Big Buy, running a cash register, instead of running a big Hollywood studio! If I could do something on my own, like find a star for Ingafilms…” Adie’s voice trailed off in frustration.

		“We already have the biggest star on the planet: Inga fucking Norgaard!” Marsha reminded her. “And Lee Lee’s starting to get a pretty decent following, too, ever since she got nominated for an Oscar in Joan of Arc. Who knew that little brat would turn out to be such a good actress—June Ellen’s daughter or not!”

		“Yeah, but that’s turning out to be a problem!” Adie reminded her. “She doesn’t want roles where she’s Inga’s sidekick anymore! She only wants to do stuff that spotlights her! We need another Lee Lee under contract!”

		“This Taylor babe had dark brown hair like Lee Lee, but that’s where the similarities end!” Marsha was adamant. “Lee’s flat as a board! If she hadn’t had that boob job back in high school, she wouldn’t have Tit-One today; and even with it, she’s a solid thirty-four “B”! Taylor is built, with a set of great tits, a really outstanding ass, and long, spectacular legs! She’s about as different from Lee as a girl can get!”

		“Agreed, but she has youth and a certain…vulnerability about her that would go great in certain roles—if she can act! Inga’s always been attracted to roles featuring strong women, so a young, female sidekick character is a natural in most of her films. I’m looking for a girl to fill that role. Lee Lee could do those, but she won’t! She wants to be a star herself these days. And you can’t blame her. No one would want to act in Inga’s shadow for their whole career, if they didn’t have to!”

		“Yeah, and you want to be the one who finds Lee’s replacement—I get that!” Marsha said, after thinking about it a moment. “And get credit for it with Inga. But you don’t have to be Talent Scout Girl, Adie. Everyone would be fine with you just being yourself, Take-Charge, Run-the-Studio Girl. You don’t have to do everything from the budgets to cleaning the bathrooms to finding new talent! What you do already is enough!”

		The two of them were swimming in the pool at Marsha’s parent’s house in the nude. Since Marsha had graduated from college and joined her father’s firm, she had taken over virtually everything and her parents had retired and moved out of town, leaving the main house to her. They divided their time between a showplace house at the seaside resort town of Carmel, up north, and a second home in Palm Springs, where Lionel Terry, Marsha’s dad worked on his golf and tennis game while her mother, Constance, worked on her tan.

		Marsha heaved her lush body out of the pool via the stainless-steel ladder on the side and padded over to a chaise lounge that sat on the concrete of the pool apron several yards from where Adie sat dangling her thin legs into the cool water. The statuesque redhead patted the lounger’s cushion and said in a low voice, “Why don’t you quit worrying about work and get over here and join me on this lounger? I’ll let you suck these, and I know you want to!”

		Marsha put he palms under her big, round globes of tit and jiggled them enticingly as she spoke. Her nipples were already half-erect and standing out from her silver-dollar-sized reddish-pink areoles. She licked her lips and crooked her forefingers in unison at Adie, who stared with undisguised interest at the offered mounds of flesh.

		“Come on, there’s no one else around; the staff has the day off today, so no one will see us lick pussy,” Marsha assured her. “The two of us haven’t gotten it on in months now; maybe a year! I’m so hungry for you, sugarbabe, and I bet you’re hungry for me, too!”

		Adie sighed and stood up from the pool. She shook her head as if she was about to do something she knew she shouldn’t, but she slowly crossed the pool apron to the lounger anyway, whispering under her breath, “It has been a long time since we played, and I always so loved that!”

		“This was a lot easier to arrange when we all lived together at Inga’s place our senior year of high school and afterward,” Marsha murmured as she nuzzled Adie’s neck and rained gentle little kisses on it while she palmed the other girl’s naked breasts.

		“Yeah, Inga and Riley getting married and kicking us out of the mansion made things a lot tougher on the five of us girls getting together,” Adie reminisced, giving herself over to the power of Lesbos and the feel of Marsha’s skin against hers.

		Thinking about skin, Adie promised herself that no matter how carried away she got with eating Marsha’s succulent pussy or with Marsh eating hers, they wouldn’t let themselves get burned from a long afternoon spent in the hot southern California sun! Marsha, with her white, thickly-freckled redhead’s skin, burned even worse and more quickly than Adie did, and neither of them—she knew---wanted to face a barrage of questions about how they both came to get matching, severe sunburns on the same day!

		

		****

		

		Taylor turned Adele Anderson’s very formal-looking business card over in her hand, imagining herself confidently giving her new acquaintance a call, re-introducing herself and asking about a possible screen test. As if that was ever going to really happen!

		I’d be too chicken to ever call her, Taylor admitted to herself disappointedly. Some actress you are; too cowardly to even make a phone call! She chided herself mentally.

		Ava might call her! Taylor thought. She tucked the card away in her wallet and returned the wallet to her purse. Fuck Ava! She thought to herself angrily. She gave ME the card, not Ava! If anyone’s going to call her, it’s going to be me!

		“But when?” Taylor asked herself aloud in a low whisper. She was alone in her room with the door closed again, just thinking about all that had happened today, about meeting two girls from Inga Norgaard’s inner-circle and hitting it off with them, and about what it might mean, career-wise!

		I’m such a fraidy-cat, I’ll never make it as a mainstream actress! Taylor admonished herself, I’m too nervous to even make a simple phone call that might help start my career!

		She finished taking off all her clothes and began to rub the aloe-based lotion she had brought in from the bathroom into the reddened skin area above her pussy, where her pubic mat had been before this afternoon’s visit to the waxing salon.

		They were so right about not having sex right after you get waxed! She told herself as she massaged the comforting oil into her ravaged skin. The last thing I feel like doing is having someone—male or female—touch me down there right now!

		

		****

		

		It was soon the weekend again and, since neither of them had to work, Ava took Taylor sight-seeing around LA. They saw the La Brea Tar Pits, with all the animal skeletons, including those of saber-toothed tigers and other prehistoric creatures, the Queen Mary; all docked and regal-looking over in Long Beach, and the Hollywood Walk of Fame, where Taylor discovered that Marilyn Monroe had had slightly bigger feet than her as well as bigger hands.

		“Why is this place famous, again?” Taylor asked Ava after taking a bite of the hot dog Ava had bought her at Pink’s Famous Hot Dogs, and discovered that it tasted like most hot dogs she’d eaten in her life—not better, not worse, but pretty much the same.

		“Oh, it just is! Ava told her impatiently. “It’s been here forever and everyone who was anyone has eaten here!”

		They went to Olvera Street and had a late lunch/early dinner in one of a myriad of Mexican restaurants lining the street. Taylor bought a colorful serape to mount on the wall of her bedroom and Ava came away with a set of decorative bull horns for one wall of the living room.

		“LA is such a neat place, when you understand a little of it’s history!” Taylor told her friend at the end of an eventful day, heading back toward Hollywood with the top down in Ava’s Camaro.

		“There’s a lot of history to explore,” Ava agreed. “This city was founded in the late seventeen-hundreds, according to a sign I saw back on Olvera Street.”

		Again, not much like where I grew up, Taylor reflected, staring up into the cloudless LA sky as they drove along. Nothing going on in Iowa back in the seventeen-hundreds except a bunch of Indians doing Indian stuff—hunting and fishing, and raiding other Indians. There weren’t any white people living there yet, back then, I don’t think!

		They had eaten so late in the afternoon on Olvera Street that neither of them wanted any dinner that night; so, they just snacked and watched TV and went to bed, separately again. Riley had a date with some guy that night, so she wasn’t coming over and Taylor had another girl-girl video shoot on Monday, and that sounded like enough pussy licking for her for a while!

		Little Paco was due to come over this Tuesday night and show Taylor the ropes, as far as sucking and fucking a huge dick was concerned and she was kind of looking forward to that, but again, she wasn’t! It still seemed strange, having some guy she didn’t even know coming over to join her in bed. And the fact that Ava and Riley would be there, coaching her along, giving blowjob advice and kibitzing everything she would be doing made it seem even stranger!

		Still…my girl-guy career is supposed to start soon, according to Phil Gabriel, so I have to get ready for that. It was important to look hot and competent in the man/woman sex scenes that were coming up, if she was ever going to start making a name for herself in porn!

		Do I really want to make a big name for myself in porn? She asked herself, remembering Adele Anderson’s business card languishing in the depths of her purse. Would she ever work up the courage to use it; to try and have a real acting career, outside of the porn world?

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		

		Growing Popularity – Little Paco

		

		Julie Hastings turned out to be even newer to the industry than Taylor was. Julie was a tall, lanky young redhead, who reminded Taylor a little of Riley, except that she had a lot smaller tits and even more freckles!

		They met for the first time in Make-up, introduced by Glenda, who was carefully applying a ton of concealer to Julie’s freckled skin, making it far less noticeable on camera. “I should get a big bottle of this stuff and put it on every morning after I shower,” Julie exclaimed, “I’ve always hated these freckles!”

		“Not advised for daily use, I’m afraid,” Glenda spoke up. “It rubs off too easily on clothes. I might have to refresh it if you two get too animated against the bed sheets during the scene.”

		“I usually get pretty animated, if the mood strikes me,” Taylor admitted to Julie, “What about you, kid?”

		“I…. I don’t know!” Julie looked stricken as she admitted. “I’ve never been with another girl before! This is my first scene—ever!”

		“It’s easy, just make out with me like I’m a guy,” Taylor said, taking pity on the new girl, remembering her first scene with that bitch, Misty Dawson. “You’ve done that before, right?”

		“Yeah, but only a couple of times, back home,” Julie confessed uneasily.

		“Where was home?” Taylor asked, curious.

		“G-Galveston. I’m a Texas girl!” Julie blurted, looking as if she was about to burst into tears out of frustration and fear.

		“It will be fine; I’ll look out for you,” Taylor promised, feeling suddenly elated to be the ‘old pro’ on set and not the neophyte.

		“I wouldn’t be doing this, if I didn’t need the eight -hundred dollars so bad!” Julie confided in a whisper.

		Eight-hundred! They’re fucking this kid in more ways than one! Taylor thought to herself indignantly, remembering how Ava had argued for more money for her on her first shoot.

		She marched right out of the make-up room and found Dan Devlin, huddled with the cameraman and the sound guys. “Hey, Mr. Devlin, can I talk to you for a minute?” she asked him quietly.

		“Uh, yeah, sure!” Dan Devlin replied, acting slightly thrown, to see her seeking him out. They usually spoke few words to each other on set, except for Taylor saying “Thank you!” when he handed her hundred-dollar bills at the conclusion of the shoot.

		“This kid I’m working with today isn’t even getting paid scale! She must have a terrible agent!” Taylor said when he came over to her. “Come on, what’s four-hundred bucks to a guy like you? A studio owner?

		Dan Devlin looked extremely uncomfortable as he shifted from foot to foot in his expensive Italian loafers and nervously shot the cuffs a few times on his custom-tailored sports coat. “Okay, she gets the same as you, twelve-hundred bucks for today,” he said at last, through clenched teeth.

		Yes! I did it! Taylor patted herself on the back mentally.

		“Can I speak to you in my office after the shoot today?” Dan Devlin added, still looking as nervous as could be. “I’d like to pay you there, if you don’t mind.”

		I wonder what that’s all about? Taylor said to herself, but she said to Dan Devlin, “Okay, that would be fine. I’d like to see your office anyway.”

		

		****

		

		The shoot went fine, except that young Julie was shivering noticeably in Taylor’s nude embrace as they kissed for the first time. But the director, a talentless little twerp named Rod Harrington, decided that was okay, since Julie’s character was supposed to be young and inexperienced.

		“Ooh! That’s it, baby suck them just like that!” Taylor delivered the line enthusiastically as Julie Hastings went wild on her nipples.

		Julie may be new to this, but she’s a natural and a fast learner! Taylor said as she lay back on the bed and enjoyed the eager young girl’s oral attentions to her spiky nubs.

		The girl had seemed stiff and ill at ease at first, when the two nude teenagers had started to make out, but she’d grown more relaxed and downright excited as the hot kissing session had gone on and on, and the director had whispered for Taylor to move her lips down the younger girl’s long neck and onto her shoulders, and finally onto her erect little knobs of pinkish-red nipple!

		Julie had shivered once again as Taylor began to suck and nibble at the petite nubbin with her sharp front teeth, but the more experienced actress could tell Julie’s trembling this time came from rising arousal, not from nervousness. When it had come time for Julie to reciprocate on Taylor’s fully-excited nipples, the youngster had hung back at first, but now that she was nuzzling them earnestly, sucking like she couldn’t get enough of them, Taylor had no doubts the fledgling porn star would do alright in her first scene.

		“Now for something a little different,” Taylor gamely delivered the next line of the stilted dialogue, “I’m going to lick this hot little pussy of yours—I just have to!”

		Julie, clearly nervous about having another girl lick her vagina slit, resisted as Taylor attempted to wrestle her over onto her back and kiss her way down the girl’s heaving stomach. “That’s just right, girls!” the director breathed out excitedly. He turned to the camera man and further whispered, “Keep tight on Taylor’s lips as she gets near that juicy young snatch!”

		Taylor had to admit that the director was right about Julie’s tender young twat being juicy! She was looking right at it as he spoke, kissing and licking her way down Julie’s adolescent tummy, drooling over how succulent and edible the smallish, pink opening looked! She saw the girl was obviously no virgin, but her pussy looked fresh and clean and oh, so…lickable! She was downright eager to feast upon it for the camera, and for herself!

		When did I get to be such an enthusiastic pussy-gobbler? Taylor asked herself as she teased Julie’s cute little bellybutton with just her tongue tip. I’m so hot to eat this girl, I can barely believe it!

		Taylor reveled in the way Julie squirmed and tried to turn away from her persistent attempts to lap at the tiny, pink gash before her. It was as if the girl, while aroused by Taylor’s kissing and licking, knew that such female-on-female oral contact was wrong, so wrong—but delicious, at the same time!

		“Mmmmmmm,” murmured Taylor, running her tongue tip from the bottom of the half-heartedly resisting girl’s slit to the top, harvesting the sweet teenage nectar and swallowing it as she went; her tongue caressed Julie’s excited clit knowingly, drawing a long, protracted sigh of pleasure from the inexperienced girl and causing her long, coltish legs to go limp and open for Taylor’s exploring tongue!

		“Oh, God, it’s so good! Lick it for me! Lick it for meeeeeeeee! Julie squealed in delight as Taylor ate her expertly.

		The line wasn’t in the script but Taylor knew from experience that extemporaneous explosions of passion like that were golden, when it came to the world of porn, and that it would stay in the final edit of this loop. She settled in on her stomach between Julie’s long legs and licked pussy contentedly for what seemed forever.

		“Oh, oh, I’m coming! Julie moaned at last, her whole body quivering with the intensity of her release “Your hot licking is making me come, you naughty girl!”

		Taylor thought that line may have even been featured in the shooting script somewhere. It really didn’t make any difference; she just kept licking and kissing and swallowing delicious girl-come until the director finally said, “Cut, and that’s a wrap! Good job, girls!”

		

		****

		

		“You were so right; that was fun!” Julie said, back in the make-up room as Glenda was removing the last of the concealer with a soft cotton cloth and some make-up remover.

		The elated young girl smiled at Taylor and went on in a quieter voice, “You made it seem so easy! You’re such a pro! And thank you for getting me more money! Mr. Devlin told me what you did, when he paid me just now!”

		Taylor looked into the novice porn actress’ excited blue eyes and wondered if she’d done a good thing or not. Julie was so amped about how easy it had all been and the increased money that she might very well go on to make porn her life now. If it had been harder, or there was less money, she might not have!

		That reminds me, I have to go see Dan Devlin and get paid for today,

		Taylor realized. She dressed hurriedly, said good-bye to Julie and Glenda, and made her way through the deserted studio grounds, searching for the main office.

		This sure is a big old place! She thought, as she made her way down another big building that housed a shooting stage as large as the one she was familiar with. There were at least four more of the gigantic buildings on the lot and she wondered what Dan Devlin was going to do with them all?

		At last, she came to the front of the old studio and found the smaller building with a sign that said; “Executive Offices”. She went in the deserted building and followed the signage down the hall until she found Dan Devlin’s office.

		Knocking lightly as she eased open the door, she found the man himself, ensconced behind a huge desk that looked as if Elizabeth Taylor or Marilyn Monroe might have once sat in front of it. “You…uh, wanted to see me?” she asked Dan Devlin haltingly, slightly cowed by the size of both the desk and the office.

		The handsome ex-porn star smiled boyishly and stood up from behind the desk, motioning for Taylor to take one of the heavily upholstered client chairs arranged in front of it. She sat obediently in the left one of the two chairs and Dan Devlin came around the desk to stand right in front of her, leaning back against the massive desk, half sitting on it.

		“Taylor, we’re really happy with your work here, at Hell’s Gate thus far,” he told her, the smile turning professional-looking and business-like as he spoke. “That’s why we’re thinking of offering you an exclusive contract with us! You’re about to really start your official career in the industry, doing boy-girl scenes as well as the girl-girl stuff you’re already doing, and we think you’re going to have a great career ahead of you. In fact, we’re so sure of it, that we’d like to offer you a deal to appear exclusively in our films at a flat rate of ten-thousand dollars per film! Your appearances in girl-girl loops are clicking off the charts! And we’re betting that those fans are going to want to see Taylor Lock in action with some of the hottest, best-hung male talent on the planet as well!”

		Taylor sat back in her chair and stared straight ahead, not knowing what to say to that. She knew that the porn industry judged a girl’s popularity by how many customers “clicked” on her videos on “free” sites on the web. And, apparently, lots and lots of viewers were clicking on Taylor Lock videos!

		“Uh…Phil Gabriel handles all the details of my career for me,” Taylor managed to stammer at last. “What does Phil say about this exclusive deal?”

		“I haven’t mentioned it to Phil yet,” Dan Devlin admitted. “I wanted to run it past you first! After all, it’s your career, not Phil’s!”

		The smile was suddenly gone; the studio owner’s face took on a sour aspect as he said, “All agents are alike; they think all of their clients are going to be the next Traci Lords! Phil’s going to want you to play the field, look at offers from a lot of major studios for individual films; get as much money as you can, while you can get it, by getting paid on a per-scene basis!”

		That sounded pretty good to Taylor! Ten-thousand dollars per film sounded like a lot of money, but each film might feature her in literally dozens of scenes! Not all sex scenes, of course. A lot of them would be fully clothed scenes, talking to other actors about elements of the plot, or doing some for real acting; delivering dialogue that moved the story along or showed some emotion. Dialogue that didn’t involve lines like: Oh, God, babe, you suck it so good!

		Dan Devlin stared down at the nervous teen and smiled once again as he said, “I may be Management now, but I was Talent when I first started in the industry. I got hired for my studly good looks and my ten-inch dick!”

		Taylor was still gazing straight ahead. Unfortunately for her, the crotch of Dan Devlin’s tan slacks was straight ahead. And as he spoke, his formidable cock started to stiffen beneath his undershorts and those slacks. She tried but she just couldn’t take her eyes off that impressive length of hardening male flesh under that tan material!

		“I don’t know if you’re aware of this, Taylor, but male talent in the industry usually compensated as well as the female talent is! In a lot of scenes, a man’s cock is the real star, not the man who owns the cock! You just see the girl’s face as she slobbers all over it and sucks it till it shoots. The guy’s face isn’t even visible for most of it, just his cock and balls, and maybe part of his belly and legs!”

		Taylor thought back to all the porn she’d watched with Tom and since then, and realized that Dan Devlin was right! You saw some gorgeous girl’s face kissing the male actor’s balls and cock, licking, sucking! And then you saw the cock come, splashing jets of semen all over the girl’s face, her tits, and sometimes, up into her hair or down onto her belly! Some scenes cut to the ecstatic face of the spurting cock’s owner, but most didn’t! It was only when the cock belonged to someone like Peter North or John Holmes that the director made a conscious effort to show the actor’s well-known face. The rest of the time, it could have belonged to one of the stage hands and no one would have known or cared!

		“I…I’ve noticed that,” Taylor stammered at last. “It doesn’t seem fair, but I’ve noticed that.”

		“Well, it is what it is,” Dan Devlin said self-consciously, reaching down casually as he spoke to touch his hard penis and arrange it so that it wasn’t quite so noticeable in his pants. “It’s kind of a sore point with me, as an ex-performer. But, getting back to the matter at hand, this deal would be quite a step up for you, Taylor. You’d also get your own trailer to rest in between takes, and change in, and do your make-up, and that sort of thing. And you’d get first turn-down rights to all scripts acquired by Hell’s Gate: you’d get all the plum-roles!”

		“I…I need to think about it, talk it over with Ava and Phil, before I say yes or no,” Taylor hedged.

		“Sure, sure, I can understand that; this is a big decision for you,” he said magnanimously, reaching back on his desk and handing her a thick manila folder. “This is the contract. Study it over; take a few days—see a lawyer, that’s my advice, and talk it over with Phil.”

		He reached into his sport coat pocket and extracted a pile of hundred-dollar bills. He counted out ten of them and handed them to Taylor. “For today,” he said, with an even bigger smile. “You were sensational with that Julie girl!”

		Taylor was standing up now. She folded the wad of hundreds and tucked them away in the front pocket of her jeans, glancing down at Dan Devlin’s still hard, very impressive cock behind the slacks.

		If I was a real porn girl, I’d sit back down, unzip those slacks and suck me some huge, studio-owner cock! Taylor thought to herself. But I’m not there yet—I don’t know how to handle something like that yet! I’m really just scared, little Taylor from Iowa, pretending to be a porn girl!

		She almost embarrassed herself further by stumbling over the chair behind her on the way out of the office, but she caught herself and mumbled her good-byes to Dan Devlin and made her way back to Ava’s parked Camaro and got inside. Ava came over from a group of people she’d been talking to which included Glenda, the make-up expert.

		“What’s that you’ve got there?” Ava said as she slid into the driver’s seat, staring down at the manila folder in her roommate’s hand.

		“It’s a contract to work here, at Hell’s Gate, exclusively. I need your and Riley’s and Phil’s help in looking it over. And maybe I need to see an attorney, too. I don’t know!”

		“How much?” Ava queried her as she started the car.

		“Ten-thousand a film,” Taylor said, half proudly, half doubtfully, not knowing if a flat ten-thousand a movie was good or bad.

		“That’s a lot of cheese!” Ava said, excitedly. “We have to look at the restrictions clause, if there is one. If they don’t restrict how many features you can shoot in a year, this could be colossal! You can make a lot of porno films in a month, if you know what you’re doing; and Hell’s Gate is really starting to show promise, as far as knowing what they’re doing goes!”

		On the way home, they were able to contact Riley and get her on board for dinner that night and a contract review confab, as well as Phil Gabriel. Everyone was to show up at the apartment at seven or so and not plan on leaving until late.

		“This is exciting!” Taylor blurted, after the last cell phone call ended. “Do we have enough food and booze and everything?”

		“I’m going to fix spaghetti, and we have all the stuff for that on hand,” Ava told her. “And coffee is the drink of the evening, this evening. We need clear heads: as little booze as possible; maybe before dinner cocktails and red wine with dinner—the rest is all coffee tonight!”

		

		****

		

		“Well, since it doesn’t say a word about limiting the number of films Taylor can shoot a year, I say it’s all good and we should take the deal!” Phil Gabriel said at a quarter to ten that night.

		They all still sat around the dinner table, the plates and wine glasses long since cleared away. There was a lingering cloud of tobacco smoke in the air, courtesy of Phil’s constant cheap cigars, and they had painstakingly gone over the contract line by line, each of them reading it and commenting on it.

		“Taylor could make forty or fifty grand a month, easy, over the next year,” Glenda finally said. “It’s no big deal to make four or five movies a month, once you get used to the pace.”

		“I could do it standing on my head!” Riley offered with a big smile. “I wish somebody would give me a deal like this one!”

		“You’d have to stand on your head and take it up the ass in every scene, to get a deal like this one!” Ava chided her.

		“Oh, yeah? Well, I don’t see Dan or anyone else offering you ten grand a movie!” Riley fired back.

		“I make good money,” Ava insisted. “I could work more, but I don’t want to get over-exposed! I’m not a greedy bitch, like some people I could name!”

		“Greedy bitch! Who helped you out on the down payment on that car you love so much?” Riley half rose out of her chair.

		“Girls, girls, please don’t fight! We’re here to help me reach a decision about this contract!” Taylor cautioned them, in no mood to endure another of Ava and Riley’s flare-ups tonight of all nights!

		“What decision?” Phil Gabriel demanded. “Do you want to make upwards of a hundred grand this year or not? A hundred grand is a lot of money, especially for a first-year girl!”

		Taylor glared across the table at Phil. It was clear to her that he was only thinking about the twenty percent of her earnings that he’d be pocketing. She’d be the one having to suck all those dicks on camera and fuck them!

		Phil wouldn’t have a thing to do except cash his checks and shop for more expensive cigars! Taylor slammed her palm down on the table, stopping all the shouted back and forth comments abruptly.

		“That’s it, then! I’m signing this contract right now. I don’t think we’ll waste the money on a lawyer to review it!” she announced in a loud, unyielding voice.

		There was a chorus of mumbled consent around the table and Taylor reached for the contract to sign it in front of them all.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		

		Little Paco

		

		Paco Hernandez, known as “Little Paco” in the porn community, showed up at Ava and Taylor’s front door precisely at seven o’clock the next night. The door was opened by Riley Rivers, who squealed an excited hello and stooped to embrace the diminutive actor.

		“Hey, babe; you’re looking great, like always! Am I gonna get some of that famous Riley pussy tonight?” Paco said to Riley with a leer.

		“I wouldn’t be surprised, although tonight is mainly supposed to be about Taylor,” Riley replied with a smirk. She turned and motioned to Taylor, who was standing by the already-set dinner table, watching.

		“Come over here and meet the nicest guy you’ll ever meet in porn: Little Paco, the big-dicked dwarf!”

		Taylor made her way over to the duo and extended her hand toward Paco, who took in and made a great show of kissing it, just the way she’d seen handsome actors in old black and white films do, when they were trying to be…continental and charming.

		She had never had anyone kiss her hand before, and she found it to be both exciting and extremely…kinky, in a good way! Paco was very handsome, very dark and Hispanic-looking but dreamy, in an exotic sort of way.

		Taylor had never met a dwarf before, but she had seen Peter Dinklage act in several episodes of Game of Thrones—which she had watched while on a sleepover at girlfriend whose parents were a lot less conservative than Taylor’s own parents and had subscribed to HBO on their cable service—and she had been so taken with his acting skills that she had looked up dwarfism on her laptop and discovered that it was a hereditary condition and that a person had to be less than four feet, ten inches to be considered a dwarf.

		Paco Hernandez looked to qualify. Taylor doubted that he was much over four foot seven or eight, coming up to her chest and she was no giant at five-seven but she towered over their petite dinner guest.

		“Left-over spaghetti, frozen lasagna, and warm breadsticks tonight, along with lots and lots of cheap red wine; is that okay with you?” Ava asked, emerging from the kitchen with a large aluminum pan of lasagna, fresh from the oven in her kitchen-mitt clad hands.

		“Anything is okay with me. You know that, doll! I’m not hard to please, especially when luscious young Taylor is the desert of the evening!” Paco replied, smiling and rolling his big, brown eyes suggestively.

		“She’s a sweet one, no kidding,” Riley said, going over to the table and pulling out the chair at her customary spot at the table. “A pussy to die for; and great tits, too!”

		All of them sat down as soon as Ava had filled their wine glasses. Taylor hadn’t really liked the somewhat sour-tasting red wine when she’d first arrived in California. But she had come to agree that it really went well with spicy Italian food or hot bread that was both chewy and substantial; something about the acidity of the wine played off of the doughtiness of the bread or the tang of the tomato sauce clinging to the pasta. And she was coming to like more and more, the lightheaded, anything-goes feeling that alcohol in general gave a girl!

		“So, I hear through the grapevine that you signed a big new contract with Danny Devlin’s outfit?” Paco offered conversationally as they were digging into the meal.

		“Ten-thousand dollars a movie; is that good?” Taylor answered.

		“That could be great,” Paco exulted. “As long as there’s no…whatdoyoucall it? Restrictions clause.”

		“Not a word about how many pictures a year she can do. We checked.” Ava said with a pleased-with-herself little smile.

		“She’s liable to be a very rich little girl in a while,” Riley said proudly.

		“Rich, gorgeous, and new in town…I’m going to have to make it a point to give you a great fuck, Taylor!”

		All of them laughed, Taylor not as hearty as the other three. No one had ever promised her to ‘give you a great fuck’ at dinner before!

		

		****

		

		Taylor forced herself to down one more of the weak whisky and coke cocktails she drank when she drank cocktails before dinner commenced, and she had one more glass of the sour-tasting red wine with dinner than she usually would have. She knew what was going to happen after dinner, in Ava’s bedroom, and—while part of her wanted it to happen, craved it; even needed it—part of her dreaded it!

		I guess I’m still that church-going, All-American girl from rural Iowa, deep inside, Taylor told herself as she gulped down the last of the red wine and ate her final bite of lasagna. The idea of being naked and in bed with oh, so delicious Ava, and gorgeous, oh, so much fun Riley, and the ever so handsome, completely forbidden Paco—a man who was, after all, a Mexican, practically a stranger to her, a porn star, and a…a dwarf—all at the same time, was utterly at odds with the way she had been brought up!

		Well, so is my whole life in California; becoming a porn star, showing all of my naked body onscreen for money, doing all of the degenerate things I’ve done on camera with other girls, and off-screen, for fun, with Ava and Riley: those things would totally make my parents cringe, if they knew about them! She told herself, settling back in her chair and feeling the wine kick in, welcoming its warm, brain-fogging embrace.

		“No desert tonight, other than the three of us, I’m afraid, Paco,” Ava said just then.

		“That’s desert enough for any man!” Paco replied gallantly. “A night spent with three such lovely women is beyond most men’s dreams!”

		“Well, let’s not fuck around anymore! Let’s get to it!” Riley squealed excitedly and stood up from the table, in such a hurry that she knocked over her chair getting up.

		“Slow down, you goose; we’ve got all night,” Ava chided her friend, helping her right the chair and push it into the table. “Help me clear these dishes away and load the dishwasher and then we’ll all adjourn to the bedroom.”

		The four of them had the table cleared in record time, and Taylor and Ava made short work of the dishwasher. As soon as it was chugging through its wash cycle, the little group wandered back out into the dining room and then across the living room to the short hall leading to the bedrooms.

		“How is this gonna’ work?” Paco asked nobody in particular when they were standing inside Ava’s room.

		“Easy,” Riley assured him, starting to unbutton his shirt front. “First, we all get naked together.

		“And then we all take turns sucking that magnificent cock of yours,” Ava added, undoing the button-fly of Paco’s black jeans and sliding them down around his knees.

		Taylor needs to learn how to do that like a professional porn girl, so she doesn’t come off as some Iowa hick whose only experience is slobbering all over her farm boy boyfriend’s cock back home, when she does it on camera for the first time—which is going to be soon, I’m told.”

		“I see. That all sounds great. What happens next?” Paco said with a huge smile.

		“Round robin fuck,” Riley said, working down Paco’s tight jockey shorts so half of his thick, nine-inch hard on was showing. “You do all of us doggie-style, missionary, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl and some spoon positions, until you come in one of us.”

		“Then we suck you until you get hard again and we can work on any positions Taylor seems weak at,” Ava again broke into the conversation, tugging Paco’s shorts the rest of the way off and dropping to her knees to undo his sneakers and remove both them and his socks as he sat down on the edge of the bed.

		Taylor was mesmerized both by the casualness of the torrid conversation and by the sight of Paco’s extremely big dick waggling around above his larger-than-average ball sac. He was at least two or three inches longer than Tom had been and easily twice as thick!

		“How about you, chica, does all that sound okay to you?” Paco suddenly asked her as he noticed her studying his equipment.

		“I…I guess so. All of this is pretty new to me!” she answered haltingly, hoping her face wasn’t turning too red.

		“You’re not a virgin are you? I mean, you have sucked a cock before, right?” Paco asked her with his charming smile still in place.

		“My, uh…ex-boyfriend wasn’t nearly as…big as you, down there, I mean!” she stammered, still gazing at his prick. “He was six feet tall, but he was very average, I guess you’d have to say, when it came to…that!

		“I’m an honest nine inches, and those nine inches look bigger on me, because I’m

		so small. There are a lot bigger cocks in porn than mine, but I’m a good fuck, so I’m good to practice with! That’s what you and I are going to do tonight, sweetie, with the help of these two hos, practice!

		“Hey! Watch that ‘ho’ talk!” Riley said with a straight face, then broke into giggles.

		“Yeah,” Ava agreed. She was now half naked, having removed her blouse and bra. Her big globes of tit jellied around as she unfastened her tight jeans and wriggled out of them. “We’re actresses, who only play hos onscreen, I’ll have you know!”

		“They’re really great actresses, cause they sure are convincing.” Paco winked at Taylor as he spoke.

		Taylor giggled and started to unbutton her own blouse as she watched Riley flip Paco the bird and tug free of her tank top. She wore no bra underneath, so she was instantly nude to the waist as he undid her shorts while the three of them watched.

		“No panties either! You really are a slut,” Ava commented as Riley shed the shorts and stood before them naked except for her socks and trainers.

		“Well, we all knew that tonight is all about getting naked, so why fuck around with clothes?” Riley asked, putting her right foot up on the bed and leaning forward to untie her shoe.

		Taylor finished with her buttons and tugged the blouse out of the waistband of her jeans before removing it entirely and tossing it over onto the dresser. She reached behind her to undo her bra and then hesitated. She was no longer shy about getting naked in front of Ava and Riley—she’d done it often enough—but Paco’s brown eyes were fixed on her cleavage in the bra and she found herself getting shy again.

		Oh, come on, Phil fucking Gabriel has seen your tits lots of times by now, along with some camera guys and sound guys you don’t even know! She berated herself. But most of them seem so disinterested—they’ve seen hundreds of teenaged tits before on set—Paco, on the other hand, seems interested as the devil; he can’t seem to take his eyes off my boobies!

		She at last got tired of standing with her hands behind her back and, reluctantly, released the bra straps. It fell away, baring her titties and Paco’s leering grin deepened as he said, “They’re even nicer than in the videos I watched of you, chica!”

		“V-Videos? You’ve seen my videos?” she gasped, surprised that he had seen her girl-girl loops.

		“That one with little Bella was my favorite!” he blurted out excitedly. “You two really got it on with each other!”

		She stopped wrestling with her jeans and just looked at him.

		Ava spoke up, “Paco does a lot of work for Dan Devlin’s outfit, so he has free access to their porn sites on the web.”

		“I even saw the loop you made just recently with that tall, blonde teenie named Julie!” he bragged, “and they haven’t even finished editing that one yet!”

		That was just filmed, like, yesterday! Taylor realized with a start. This guy has seen everything I’ve done to date!

		She suddenly didn’t feel so nervous about Paco seeing her bare breasts: he had seen them before—lots of times! This gave her the courage to remove the rest of her clothes rapidly, until she was as naked as Riley and Ava.

		Ava skimmed back the bedspread, light blanket and top sheet and she and the other two girls scrambled into bed. Paco climbed on the mattress and wormed his way between Riley and Taylor, his cock still firm and upright as he lay between them on his back.

		“Show us how you suck cock, baby, and we’ll give you some pointers,” Riley said across Paco’s supine body.

		“Yeah, get yourself a mouthful of porn star dick!” Ava said good-naturedly behind Taylor, “and we’ll watch and give advice!”

		“Uh, well, when I did this with Tom, my ex-boyfriend, we were usually in the seat of his old pick up truck, so we didn’t have much room to move around,” Taylor murmured nervously, reaching out to take Paco’s large cock in her hand.

		It felt much like Tom’s had, only it was a lot bigger! She gripped it loosely, just above the huge ball sac and worked the skin up and down.

		Just like Tom’s, she thought, velvety-soft but hard as it can be underneath that warm, soft skin! Taylor thought to herself reassuringly, glad to find that the much bigger cock felt the same as the smaller one she was much more familiar with.

		“L-Lick it for me!” Paco moaned as her pretty face neared his swollen manhood.

		The head of this one is nearly twice the size of Tom’s! Taylor suddenly realized, wondering if it would even fit in her mouth.

		Dubiously, she thrust out her tongue and circled the thick cock tip, relieved to find it felt exactly like Tom’s had all those times she’d licked his—only bigger. It was firm, yet pliant, like a fleshy plum that was full to juice, ready to burst!

		Is he going to…to…come in my mouth? She abruptly asked herself, remembering that awful night her ex-boyfriend had filled her mouth with that hot, bleach-smelling goo of his and she’d had no choice but to swallow it!

		She was about to pull her tongue away in disgust but, just then, Paco put a hand behind her head and pushed down insistently, as Riley’s soft voice urged her to “suck it, baby, suck Paco’s big dick for him!”

		“Don’t be shy!” Ava’s softly prodding voice joined in. “Show us what you can do!”

		“Suck it, you hot bitch! Suck my big cock!” Paco insisted, pushing down harder on the back of her head.

		Her lips touched warm, saliva-slick flesh just then and Taylor automatically opened her mouth wide and sucked him inside. It had taken her months to learn to take all of Tom’s six or so inches into her mouth: she forced her lips down to the spot they usually stopped at when she sucked cock--her tongue swirling around the shaft, like usual—and she abruptly realized that she had a few inches of extra cock to deal with tonight!

		She had long ago recognized that her gag reflex kicked in at around five inches, so, she had painstakingly trained herself to ignore it and keep on going in order to get all of her boyfriend’s dick in her mouth and down into her throat. She was doing it now, fighting off the inclination to gag and sputter and throw up!

		In a flash, Taylor wondered how much more cock she could swallow without reverting to her natural instinct to puke around the buried male meat. She steeled herself, mentally, and eased another inch of hard prick down her straining throat, urging herself not to hurl. Paco moaned in ecstasy as he watched more of his massive dick glide between Taylor’s lips, her tongue never ceasing its long, lazy circles around his

		cylinder of throbbing cock meat.

		“Take it all, mama; right up to my balls!” he begged in a ragged voice. “Oh, man; that’s it—keep licking me as you suck!”

		Taylor’s eyes were watering. She took full advantage of his relaxed hand resting lightly on the back of her head now and eased her lips back up his long cock slowly, really teasing him with her slithery tongue as she sucked her way back up to the head.

		Before any of them could urge her to do it again, she let her head fall forward again, mashing his full length slowly back into her lips. She didn’t stop this time until she kissed the wiry ring of pubic hair at the base of his dick and she felt the bulbous head pulsing deep in her throat!

		“She got it all!” Riley sounded impressed.

		“Every fucking inch! Ava’s amazed voice chimed in.

		“Oh, babe; suck it! Suck it good!” Paco cajoled her, hunching his hips up off the bed, driving his cock even deeper into Taylor’s throat in his excitement.

		She did. She sucked it deep and lovingly, for the better part of ten minutes. She timed it by the digital clock beside Ava’s bed, out of the corner of her eye, as her head went up and down slowly on Paco’s immense dick.

		She felt as if she was in some sort of zone: there was only the drone of Paco’s seemingly endless, whispered entreaties to, “suck it good, chica! Keep that tongue going!” and to “get all of it!” That and Ava and Riley’s whispered, “That’s it! That’s the way to suck that cock!”

		The rest was just the feel of the hard/velvety-soft cock gliding up and down in her raising and lowering lips, nudging against her circling tongue, the welcome taste of Paco’s sweet pre-come oozing continually out of his cock head for her to lick up and swallow, and the somehow satisfying sense of having her mouth and throat filled with hot male meat. Taylor felt as if she could go on and on, sucking cock all night, reveling in the feeling of being a total slut; naked in bed with two other fully nude girls and a guy she barely knew, her mouth stuffed with forbidden prick, sucking and sucking!

		But Paco had other ideas! Even an experienced porn star like him had a boil-over point, when it came to getting his cock sucked, and he suddenly reached his, abruptly yelling, “Oh, here it is, little mama! Suck, suck hard and swallow it all!” His hips once again shot up off the mattress and his huge prick was thrust all the way into Taylor’s mouth and throat as she felt the first blast of something searingly-hot and gooey being fired into the back of her throat! Paco’s tight ball sac contracted yet again under her chin—she felt them jerk together just as another jet of semen rocketed out of his dick to splatter this time against the roof of her mouth as she automatically continued her dogged up and down lip-massage of his hard cock.

		The third spurt splashed directly onto her tongue and its taste buds as she neared the top of Paco’s long cock. His…stuff tasted just as yucky as Tom’s had, though thicker, like warm vanilla pudding! And it was, blessedly, less bleachy-tasting!

		Another squirt of Paco’s come jetted onto her tongue, filling her mouth to overflowing in an instant. She had two choices: swallow it again or let it out, to run down onto his balls!

		She decided to split the difference, swallowing some of it and letting the rest run over her bottom lip to cascade down Paco’s still-throbbing dick shaft. Taylor watched the thick jism spill down into his pubic fur and ooze down onto his nuts.

		“Ooh, don’t waste it!” Riley’s voice sounded right in her ear.

		The redheaded porn star hurled past her to lick up Paco’s overflow and swallow it noisily down. He beamed at both of them and murmured, “We should have shot this scene—it was nothin’ but hot!”

		Taylor straightened up, sitting back on her knees and watching as Riley lapped up all the spunk she could get up out of Paco’s curly, black pubic hair and then suck his cock until it was looking as cleaned up as if she had washed it off in the shower. Riley ground her big, bare tits down on the short man’s thighs as she went about her oral labors, and Taylor noticed his dick never got truly soft, continuing to stand up above his drained nut sac as Riley fussed over it and gave it occasional sucks and licks, and brushed it with her naked boobies.

		“Hard enough to fuck?” Riley whispered to him after about two minutes of this.

		He didn’t speak, he merely nodded that he was, and Riley said, “Good.” And threw a slender leg over his torso and mounted up on his prone body, reaching down and centering his almost fully hard prick in her pussy.

		She emitted a lustful sigh as she settled down onto him and began to ride him cowgirl style, her big tits jiggling and shaking on her chest as her slim hips went up and down. He grinned and reached up to claim them with his hands, squeezing her erect nipples and pulling her down for a kiss.

		Taylor realized that she didn’t know much about the woman-on top-positions. She and Tom had only experimented with them a few times. His old truck’s cab had been too small to get very exotic, when it came to fucking! She had seen this one done quite a few times on the porn loops she had watched, but she had rarely tried it herself.

		A guy goes in really deep this way! She thought to herself now, watching Riley and Paco in person. She remembered that the few times she and Tom had tried it, even his much smaller dick had seemed bigger!

		So, she was pleased when Ava dislodged Riley and took her turn after Little Paco had made the lithe redhead orgasm on his up-thrust cock. Ava rode him differently than Riley had. Her bleached-blonde roommate used a straight up and down motion that wasn’t the same at all as the corkscrewing downward lunges that Riley had used.

		What will I do, when it’s my turn? She asked herself, studying Ava’s, pogo-stick, bounce-your-big-tits-all-around style of riding a dick in the cowgirl position.

		It appeared that Taylor’s chance would come right away, as Ava was now sighing in that distinctive way she did when she was about to climax. Paco, for his part, was just lying beneath her, contentedly taking in the way Ava’s massive titties jiggled wildly around and threatened to fly right off her chest as she hammered up and down above his groin.

		“Oh, I’m coming; coming on that fat cock of yours, you evil little dwarf!” Ava whined all of a sudden.

		“I know, I feel your pussy fluttering all around my dick!” Paco chortled gleefully. “Come away; I’m still not there yet. I’m saving myself for little Taylor.”

		Paco leered at Taylor as Ava stopped humping so crazily atop his prick and folded herself down onto his chest as she came and came.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, that was so good, babe! You’ve got to try some of this,” Ava moaned as she extricated herself from Paco’s still very hard cock and waggled it in Taylor’s direction.

		“I…I will!” Taylor announced with more passion than she was feeling at the moment, knee-walking her way across the mattress to Paco once again. She accepted the big handful of dick from Ava and shot her left thigh across Paco’s recumbent body, just the way she had seen Riley do it a few minutes earlier.

		I can do this; I can! Taylor said to herself. Tom and I did this, using this exact same position! I can fuck this guy!

		With some difficulty, she found the center of her wet pussy slit with the head of Paco’s big dick and parted her pink folds with it. Settling her weight onto the slippery bulb of male flesh was easy: it glided right up into her! She felt it pass the spot where Tom’s cock had reached on its deepest penetration and keep right on coming!

		“Oh, God!” she gasped aloud. “A couple of more inches really make a difference, don’t they?”

		“Yeah, and how about all that girth?” Ava agreed. “Doesn’t it feel good to be fucked by such a thick one?”

		Taylor merely sighed as Paco began to drill her from underneath. His cock was easily twice as big around as Tom’s had been, and it felt so weird at first, being penetrated by something so big! But her pussy rapidly acclimated to Paco’s size and it actually started to feel wonderful, gliding up and down on something that stretched her out so fully and went in so far!

		“Oh, babe. That’s the way to ride me! Your little pussy is so tight, so slick!” Paco moaned just then.

		Taylor started to protest that she was doing nothing, just letting him fuck up into her. But then she realized that she was moving! Her curvy hips were undulating up and down, seemingly on their own! She was sliding forward and back on Paco’s prick, not banging up and down like Ava, or corkscrewing like Riley.

		I’ve discovered my own motion for riding a super-dick! She realized, And I think Paco really likes it!

		Now that she had figured out that she was actually doing the fucking, instead of just getting fucked, Taylor experimented a little. She rocked her body forward and back a bit faster, and, sure enough, Paco groaned with delight and reached up to claim her bouncing boobs, just as he had with Riley. He pinched her sensitive, fully-erect nipples as she rode him and pulses of hot joy radiated down her body to merge with the wonderful feeling Paco’s enormous manhood was teasing out of her constantly stimulated clit!

		“Oh, it feels so good!” Taylor couldn’t help burbling.

		“That’s it, fuck her hard and make her come!” Ava murmured to Paco, “then do her doggie style next!”

		“Yeah, hurry up and get her off!” Riley joined in, “I can hardly wait for some more of that hot dwarf dick myself!”

		Paco chuckled and hunched into Taylor’s lunging pussy even harder, saying: “You’re three horny bitches, that’s for sure! I wonder who’ll get my next load tonight? Little Taylor is certainly working hard for it!”

		Taylor realized that he was right; she was fucking like a wild girl atop his stiff cock! Her tits were shimmying so hard, it was a wonder Paco could keep them between his thumbs and forefingers!

		She had never fucked Tom this furiously, not even when she’d been really turned on! Something about the situation, riding the massive cock of a handsome freak of nature like Paco while her two slutty girlfriends watched, as just so…unreal an experience for her! She almost wished there was a camera present to record the whole thing, so that thousands of men, cocks in hand, could revel in it with her!

		I’m becoming a real porno girl! Taylor realized abruptly. I just want to be dirtier and dirtier for the camera!

		A huge orgasm gripped her from out of nowhere just then. She quivered and shook atop Paco’s rutting dick, and her nipples felt like they were exploding between his tweaking fingers, her clit detonating right along with them!

		“Oh, fuck! What a big one!” Taylor managed to gasp as the torrid sensation engulfed her totally.

		“What’s big? Your climax or Paco’s cock?” Riley queried her, moving in close to the humping couple.

		The sensual redhead’s lips were on hers next. Taylor came and came as Riley’s tongue slithered into her mouth to toy with hers as they kissed and Paco hammered up into her!

		This is Heaven! Taylor’s disjointed mind thought. I don’t want this to ever end!

		And it didn’t end. She was vaguely aware of Riley’s hands on her body, arranging her on her hands and knees as Paco’s magnificent cock left her for long seconds and then re-entered her from behind. And then they were doing it like the doggies did it; Paco lunging into her from the rear, while Riley kissed her and played with her dangling nipples as Paco fucked her.

		Oh, oh, God! It goes in so deep this way! And Riley’s lips are so soft; her tongue so exciting! She knows just how to tug on my nippies the way I love it most!

		Her excitement seemed contagious; Paco drilled her even faster, even deeper--he just couldn’t seem to get enough of her gripping teenage pussy! He panted, “Ugh! Ugh! Take it, you hot little bitch! Take every inch of it!”, in time with his frenzied lunges into her depths.

		Taylor nearly hyperventilated at the thought that Paco was going to spunk her pussy, just like he had creamed her mouth! Tom had come inside her lots of times, but always in a latex sheath, so she could barely feel the hot gush of his fertile semen inside her womanly channel. But now, soon, Paco was going to splash that hot stuff into her in fiery waves! She thought of the implant in her arm and hoped it worked. She didn’t want to get pregnant, but she desperately wanted the experience of real sex, the way God had intended it to work!

		The mere thought of taking Paco’s load inside her sent her careening over the top once more. Her arms turned to jelly as her pussy clutched futilely at the man’s driving penis; she dropped to her elbows, tilting her pussy upward, allowing him to grip her butt cheeks in each hand and drive himself deeper into her with each thrust.

		“Oh, chica, you’re so tight; so goddamned tight!” she heard him gasp as she hurtled into orgasm again around his pounding dick.

		Huge waves of sheer ecstasy washed over her body, emanating from her clit and reverberating up into her tits as Riley squeezed her nipples, milking more bliss from her aroused young body while she kissed her tenderly, her tongue teasing Taylor’s into a firestorm of unleashed passion!

		“Eeeeeeeee!” she squealed helplessly into Riley’s hot mouth. She wanted to shout, “Fuck me!” at the top of her lungs but Riley’s tongue sucking lips precluded that.

		Ava waited until the joyous pulses of orgasm had all but drained away, before tugging Paco free of Taylor and presenting her own pussy for him to fuck doggie style.

		Taylor watched with envy as Riley slid over to kiss Ava now and play with her big nipples while Paco banged into her from behind, his big dick cleaving her open as easily as it had Taylor’s tight little teenage snatch!

		“Fuck her, fuck her good! I can hardly wait for my turn!” Riley admonished Paco, pulling her face free of Ava’s for a few seconds.

		“As soon as she comes, Red; you’re next!” Paco murmured, breathing hard as he ravaged Ava vigorously.

		Ava whined at how hard he was fucking her, but he didn’t relent and she didn’t seem upset that he didn’t, mashing her sex back to meet his savage thrusts, and mewling with pleasure into Riley’s mouth with each and every penetration.

		I’m going to be the one to tongue-kiss Riley while she gets fucked! Taylor decided, watching the nearby trio in action. I think it will make me feel more a part of the act, rather than like a spectator or such a peeping Tomette!

		She had to admit, she was doing more than watching right now—the fingers of one hand had crept up to toy with her sensitive nipples while she observed Ava getting fucked, and her other traitorous hand had wandered down to her pussy! She was fingering herself in time with Paco’s penetrations of Ava’s dripping-wet pussy slit!

		Oh, God! What a shameless little whore I’m becoming! She thought to herself ashamedly as she started to spasm and shake through a sympathetic orgasm as Ava wailed and shimmied through her own climax, courtesy of Paco’s hammering dick!

		Even though it was, like, her fourth fiery release of the night, Taylor managed to keep her wits about her enough to scramble into place in front of Riley as she readied herself to receive Paco’ seemingly tireless cock. She leaned down and started making out with her redheaded friend, reaching under Riley at the same time, to claim her nipples.

		Riley’s tongue shot into her kissing mouth and she gladly sucked on it, just as Riley had nursed on hers when she was getting doggied by Paco.

		She had been right! Kissing Riley and fondling her breasts made Taylor feel like a true member of the menage a trois, instead of a third wheel! She felt it when Paco first entered Riley, because Riley’s lips were jolted up against hers. She knew it when the small man withdrew, because Riley let out an anxious breath, waiting for the big cock to fill her again! And Riley’s slender nipples seemed to grow thicker and pulse between Taylor’s fingers when Paco really got to fucking her!

		This is fun! Not as much fun as actually getting filled by that exquisite cock, but more fun than just watching and…jilling off as other people fuck! Taylor thought to herself smugly.

		She was just enjoying the feeling of being an integral part of the lovemaking when, all at once, Riley began to quiver and really suck at Taylor’s tongue! Paco must have felt Riley’s pussy tighten around his gliding cock just then, because his brown eyes went wide and he moaned, “Oh, shit, girl, I can’t last!”

		And then Riley was coming, and Paco was coming inside her, and Taylor was coming herself—just from the thrill of being so close to the couple when they both went off!

		It was a light, quick orgasm; not as fulfilling as Riley’s gasping, shivering come, and not—Taylor didn’t imagine—as intense as Paco’s moaning, expletive-filled orgasm inside Riley’s clenching pussy walls! “Oh, it’s so fine to come in a hot girl like you, babe!” he murmured. “Take it! Take my big load! Take it all!”

		Again, Taylor felt frozen out; denied real participation in their mutual orgasm. It was true that she had come, but not as great as they did!

		“Mmmmm, I guess Riley got the second load of the night,” Ava said languidly, from the spot on the bed she had puddled into after coming with Paco. “Do you have any more left for us?”

		Paco looked downright insulted by that question. He said, “I might need a little rest and a little…encouragement on your part, but I’ll be good to go for missionary, reverse cowgirl, and spooning in a few minutes.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

	
		

		Round Two

		

		“Get over here and help!” Ava growled at Taylor as she nuzzled Paco’s soft, come-laden dick. Riley beat her to his side, leaning down and sucking all of his limp manhood into her mouth and starting to blow him.

		Taylor was just as glad that Riley was doing that instead of her. Though she had managed to give a good account of herself earlier, with Paco dick, as far as blowjobs went, she wasn’t anxious to taste his come again, or swallow any more of it, so the idea of sucking his jism-dripping cock didn’t really appeal to her.

		Some porn star I am! She admonished herself. Can’t even suck a dick with come on it and another girl’s pussy oil; even though I’ve eaten that same pussy countless times!

		“Let me suck it—I need the experience!” Taylor said to Riley, elbowing her out of the way.

		“Sure, kid; you do need all the experience with big ones you can get,” Riley said, handing over Paco’s half-hard cock. “That’s what tonight is supposed to be all about.”

		Paco’s big boy was gleaming with Riley’s spittle, but it didn’t have a spec of male jizz left on it that Taylor could see. That was just the way she wanted it! Riley’s spit didn’t bother her much—she had just swallowed a bunch of it while they’d soul-kissed!

		The absence of male spunk made a difference as to Taylor’s enthusiasm for sucking cock, however, and she pounced upon it, taking all of Paco’s super-prick into her mouth and throat in one pass, fighting off her gag reflex and swallowing him whole!

		“That deep throat shit is great for the cameras, babe,” Ava observed. “But the head is the key, when it comes to getting him off! Remember that: most of a man’s sensitivity is in the head!”

		“That’s true, but a guy also gets off on seeing a hot-looking bitch, like Taylor, eating all of his big salami, right down to the root!” Paco insisted, fucking his fat cock up into Taylor’s once-again descending mouth. “Man is a visual animal to some extent; that’s why he loves to see big titties bouncing around!”

		“Well, dwarf, you’re really in luck tonight, as all of us girls have big gazongas for you to ogle!” Riley said, shaking her bare boobies for him suggestively.

		“That you do!” Paco admitted with a big grin, glancing around the bed. “All of you young ladies are spectacularly well-endowed, when it comes to tits!”

		“Which of us is the prettiest?” Ava demanded of him.

		“Oh, no you don’t!” Paco laughed lightly, shaking his forefinger at Ava. “We ain’t going there! My mama didn’t raise no fools! All of you are gorgeous and well worth fucking!”

		He glanced down at Taylor and winked as he said, “With that in mind, why don’t you mount up, reverse cowgirl style, young Taylor and show us how well you can ride? It’s your turn, as I recall.”

		Taylor--who was really getting into sucking his dick again, loving the way it felt gliding up and down between her sucking lips—was a little reluctant about showing them her reverse cowgirl style, because she didn’t have one! Tom and her had never done it that way, even once!

		She had seen porn girls do it countless times in the loops she had watched on the web, both with Tom and while alone, but she had never done it! As Paco’s now very hard prick slipped from her lips, she thought: Oh, well, how hard can it be? It looks easy enough—fucking is pretty much fucking, I guess!

		Taylor summoned up all her courage and threw a leg over Paco’s groin. She faced his feet and reached back to find his hard on and fit it into her slick little hole.

		So far, so good, she thought to herself as she let her full weight down on his stiffness and let gravity and male horniness take its course. Soon Taylor found herself once again full of Paco’s huge cock and riding up and down on it.

		This isn’t as easy as I thought! Taylor realized as she struggled to keep him inside her. The angle was vastly different than standard cowgirl was, she found out quickly as she attempted to use the same stroke he had used so effectively before. She discovered, to her embarrassment and dismay, that fucking Paco with the same motion as she had employed with regular cowgirl would bring disaster—his prick would simply slip out of her! Reverse cowgirl, she rapidly learned, required more of an up and down motion with her hips; sitting down on his upright cock and then drawing her whole body up until she reached the top, where just his large dick head remained in her, then sitting down again.

		“Jesus! What an ass!” Paco rhapsodized behind her, watching her girlish butt rise and fall before his eyes. “You sure she doesn’t like it up here?”

		He nudged her bunghole gently with a fingertip that he had obviously slickened with saliva. It burrowed its way inside her as she sat back on his prick, going in all the way up to his palm.

		“Oh, God, that feels so gross, having something back…there!” She moaned aloud, but Paco didn’t remove his finger right away. He left it buried in her ass as she moved it up and down for several more strokes.

		It does feel odd, but it doesn’t feel as bad as I always thought it would! Taylor slowly realized. I feel really full back there, but his finger…stimulates me as well!

		She couldn’t deny that tiny surges of nice feelings were somehow merging with the throbs of pleasure her clit was emitting every time Paco’s thick cock shaft pressed against her tiny bead of female rapture.

		Maybe anal wouldn’t be so bad, after all! She mused. But she thought that a normal-sized cock like Tom’s would feel better back there than an oversized one like her current lover’s.

		“She’s not ready to try anal yet,” Ava’s stern voice warned Paco off just then.

		“Okay, but I’m always available when she is,” he said as he reluctantly withdrew his finger from her anus.” Taylor’s got a great little ass; in case you haven’t noticed.”

		“I’ve certainly noticed!” Riley chortled, “I had half my tongue up there the other night when we were last…. playing together!”

		Taylor shifted uncomfortably on Paco’s buried cock, remembering the way Riley had tongue-fucked her virgin ass while jilling off her clit at the same time. She had been utterly shocked by the oral intrusion at the time, but she had been too busy orgasming like a wild girl to protest it!

		Paco’s dick twitched inside Taylor just then and he said, “I’d like to see that sometime, chica!”

		“Maybe we’ll have time to put on a little girl-on-girl show for you before you leave tonight,” Riley promised, her voice sounding hopeful.

		“He’s got a lot of fucking to do before then,” Ava said, sounding no-nonsense.

		“Yes, ma’am, I do at that!” Paco sighed, withdrawing and lunging up into Taylor again as he spoke.

		“Well, I never thought…fucking me would feel like a chore!” Taylor gasped as Paco rammed up into her again and again.

		“No trouble at all!” Paco said, and she could tell from his voice that he was grinning.

		She moaned, his big cylinder of cock meat mashing constantly into her clit as he glided back and forth inside her. This was so neat! Fucking was so much fun with a stud who really knew what he was doing like Paco!

		Ava and Riley chose that exact moment to make it even better; knee-walking across the wide mattress to take up positions on either side of her and Paco. The two of them leaned in and sucked a ripe, young nipple into their mouths and Taylor picked up the pace of her bouncing up and down on Paco’s fat dick!

		Oh, these three are going to make me come again! She thought as her titties jerked simultaneously and her nipples pulsed in unison, along with her clitty!

		“Fuck me; suck my tits!” Taylor heard herself demand anxiously, aloud. The sound of her own voice, directing her friends to do such…sinful things to her shocked all of them, but that didn’t keep them from doing them!

		A shockwave of blissful sensation radiated through her and she knew her orgasm was fast approaching! She ground her pussy against Paco’s magic dick and thrust her breasts into her girlfriend’s mouths, reveling in the total wantonness of her actions.

		“Suck ‘em, girls—it feels so good!” Taylor implored them.

		She began to shake and shiver atop the impaling cock. Huge throbs of ecstasy

		rolled through her, growing closer and closer together. She firestormed into orgasm seconds later--it swept through her trembling body like wildfire, blown along by a high wind!

		“I’m coming, you hot bitches!” she screamed. Your titty-sucking is getting me off; along with Paco’s big dick!”

		The four of them clung together throughout Taylor’s climax, then broke apart. Ava forced Taylor off Paco’s towering hard on and took her place. She was none too gentle about easing Taylor off to one side, greedy for that pulsing erection to slide up into her own wet pussy!

		“Ride him, babe!” Riley urged her friend. “Ride that hot cock, so I can have my turn!”

		“You can’t still be horny,” Taylor said to Riley, from the fetal ball she had rolled up into after being lifted from Paco’s manhood.

		“Oh? Can’t I?” Riley, eyes flashing with defiance.

		The trim redhead moved over to where Taylor lay and urged her into a flat-on-her-back position. She then turned around on the mattress, throwing one knee over the younger girl’s head and lowering her pussy right down on Taylor’s sputtering lips.

		“Mmmmmm, sweet teenage pussy; can’t seem to get enough!” Riley murmured as she nudged Taylor’s thighs apart and kissed her pussy mouth.

		“Um…ugh! What are you doing?” Taylor gasped as Riley’s wriggly tongue split her open and wormed its way inside.

		“Eating the hottest little pussy in Hollywood!” Riley mumbled, withdrawing her tongue only briefly.

		“Holy fuck—look at those two go at it!” Paco’s masculine voice rumbled excitedly.

		“Oh, they do this all the time; keep fucking me!” Ava demanded.

		“Glad to,” Paco answered, “But I can look and fuck at the same time!”

		Taylor wouldn’t have said she wanted more sex after her recent explosive come with Paco, but Riley’s talented tongue did feel wonderful inside her! It slid in deep, tickling Taylor’s super-sensitive clit as it went, and wiggling up against the tiny love bead as it penetrated still further.

		And Riley’s pussy was irresistible! Taylor found her own tongue exploring and sampling the sweet nectar flowing out of Riley’s well-fucked cunt.

		What a naughty little slut I’m getting to be; using the “C” word even in my thoughts; I never used to do that! Taylor rebuked herself sternly. But she didn’t stop licking Riley’s cunt—she lapped at it even faster, drawing a long, low moan out of Riley that reverberated through Taylor’s own pussy!

		“Look at that little asshole wink open and shut!” Paco whispered to Ava as he reverse-cowgirled her. “Got to get me some of that!”

		Ava came again, from the frantic fucking she was getting and the thought of Paco drilling Riley’s asshole while Taylor ate her, Taylor guessed. All she knew was that seconds later, Ava was once again curled in her post-coital, ball of bliss and Paco was coming toward Riley and her, a big tube of sex lubricant in his hand, which he was squeezing all over his gleaming, pussy-juice-smeared erection as he came forward.

		“This won’t hurt a bit; you’re hot for cock tonight, chica. In all your holes!” Paco murmured under his breath to Riley. “Just relax and take it!”

		Riley drew in a sharp breath as the thick cock head punched into her tight little anus. Taylor started as Paco’s dangling ball sac drug across her nose as he began to butt-fuck Riley. Deciding that she liked her face being partially shrouded in low-hanging male genitalia, Taylor licked at the wrinkly, hairy pouch and then down onto Riley’s gushing pussy lips once again, delighting them both!

		“Oh, man! She’s lickin’ my nuts!” Paco murmured contentedly, fucking Riley all the harder.

		“G-Give it to me, stud! I want it back there tonight!” Riley wailed in a sing-song voice. “Feels so fine to get it up the ass while little Taylor eats my pussy!”

		Immediately after she’d finished blurting out her rising excitement, Riley went back to licking Taylor’s clit. Her tongue flew up and down the teenage girl’s small slit, stopping only to lap at the tiny ball of nerve endings at the top of it, or to plunge once more into the slick opening beneath it!

		Oh, my God! This is so hot! Taylor thought, reveling in the very nastiness of it all.

		I’m licking Paco’s big balls and Riley’s pussy while he fucks her in the ass! It’s like the wildest porn scene I’ve ever seen and I’m right in the middle of it—and Riley’s sucking my clitty so fine while it’s all happening!

		The torrid threeway went on for what seemed like forever, with all of its participants getting hotter and hotter by the second, until at last Paco screamed out his release and started to pump his steamy semen into Riley’s clenching asshole! “Eeeyaaah! Girl, here it is, my last load of the night. Take it, you hot bitch; take it right up your pretty little ass!”

		Riley shrieked with excitement as Paco began to jet into her bottom, and the hot spunk immediately started to curl out of Riley’s tight anal passage and flow down onto Taylor’s face and lips! Instinctively, she opened them and received a big gush of male come, which she swallowed without even thinking about it!

		Looking down, Paco saw that and cried out in pure ecstasy, “She’s eating it! Taylor’s eating my come as it runs out of Riley’s ass!”

		Riley seemed to come even harder at that news, quivering from head to toe as she knelt above Taylor on her hands and knees. Taylor felt Riley’s mouth gather her whole pussy in and suck frantically, her tongue going crazy on Taylor’s fully-erect clit!

		Sweet Jesus—what a come! Taylor thought as she exploded into an even more furious orgasm beneath Riley’s insane sucking! Another large mouthful of Paco’s jizz flowed out of Riley’s ass and Taylor gulped it down greedily, not minding the thick, gooey feel of it at all right at the moment but, rather, welcoming it as the perfect accompaniment to the most intense orgasm of her life to date!

		“Fuck, that was hot!” Ava murmured in awe. “We should have filmed this little get-together; it’s the single hottest sexual encounter I’ve ever been a part of—either onscreen or off!”

		Taylor felt a variety of things right at that moment, as the three of them separated: She felt slightly ashamed at what an utter slut she had behaved like tonight!

		At the same time, she felt totally confident in her own sexuality right now—she could do

		this sex stuff with the best of them! She wasn’t going to embarrass herself or anyone else on a porn set! She was nothing but proud of what a hot little mama she could be, when she wanted to!

		“You’re smiling, kitten. What are you thinking about?” Ava demanded of her at that moment.

		“My career, and how big it’s going to be!” Taylor answered truthfully.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		

		Men

		

		As such things often go, nothing changed in Taylor’s life right away. She did several more girl-girl loops for Dan Devlin’s company, one with Riley Rivers that everyone agreed was way above average.

		She was coming back to Dan’s office more and more these days, to receive her pay and listen to his pep talks about her burgeoning career. As she sat in his client chair and he came around the desk to pay her in hundred-dollar bills and tell her that she was gaining quite a following on the porn sites her loops appeared upon, Taylor leaned forward her eyes fixed on the large bulge Dan’s oversized cock made behind his slacks.

		“Yessir! Guys are clamoring to see you do a boy-girl scene, Taylor!” Dan was saying proudly. “Your first feature is going to be a great seller, when you’re ready to do it!”

		Boldly, she reached for his zipper and slid it down. Taking advantage of her boss’s surprise at her actions, she reached inside his loose boxer shorts and quickly found his impressive cock and brought it out into the light of day.

		“I…uh…think I’m more than ready, Dan,” she said in a breathy, excited voice as she slid her tongue out of her mouth and licked all around his large cock head. Encouraged by how hard he had gotten, so quickly, she slipped the plum-sized head into her mouth and began to suck.

		After she had gone almost all the way down on him, swallowing nine of his ten his ten inches a few times, she let the saliva-gleaming cock slowly trail out of her lips and completed her previous thought, “Don’t you think I’m ready?”

		An aroused twinkle in his hazel eyes, Dan reached down and tugged her to her feet. Taylor was wearing a loose tank top with no bra beneath it, a pair of tight cut-off jean shorts and a peach-colored thong, no socks and a pair of four-inch heels. Dan Devlin made short work of the tank top, lifting it free and tossing it over onto the other client chair, then went to work on her jean shorts and the scant panties.

		When they were both puddled around her high heels, he leaned her forward onto the edge of the desk and moved around behind her. “Thank God for those heels; this would be quite a trick, otherwise, with me being so tall!” he murmured into her ear as he bent his knees, undid his slacks and let them fall, only to be followed by his boxer shorts.

		The tall, muscular studio owner set the head of his stiff cock against Taylor’s teenage pussy and lunged upward, the power of his thrust driving her up onto her tiptoes as all of his nearly foot-long cock was hammered up into her. Taylor gasped at its length and girth.

		He’s as wide as Little Paco was, but he’s at least an inch longer! She told herself as Dan began to fuck her.

		Taylor gripped the edge of the desk and hung on as Dan really gave it to her. She had never fucked standing up before, and she soon discovered that Dan’s big dick really went in deep this way!

		“Oh, man, what a big one!” she gasped aloud. “I like it! I like big ones, Dan!”

		His equally large hands came around to grasp her jiggling breasts, and he found her nipples quickly and began to squeeze them, heightening her pleasure. “You’re just as sexy a little girl as I hoped you’d be!” Dan rasped in her ear as he fucked her even faster.

		“Oh! Oh, that feels so great! Keep on twisting them, just like that!” Taylor begged, thrusting her big breasts even harder against his teasing fingers.

		Her pussy was really pouring out lube! Dan Devlin was a great fuck!

		“You can come anywhere you want: on my tits, in my pussy, on my face, down my throat!” she whispered to him several minutes later, sensing that he was getting close to shooting.

		Would…would you swallow it for me?” he panted, sounding hopeful.

		“I’d love to,” Taylor said, going higher up onto her tiptoes so she could unsheathe him. Rapidly, she spun around on her heels and went down on her knees in front of him.

		Dan’s cock tasted heavily of her own pussy juice as she plopped it in her mouth and began to blow him. That didn’t discourage Taylor at all, since her own pussy secretions were every bit as sweet and edible as Ava’s and Riley’s—and she had downed a gallon of those since arriving in California!

		She couldn’t take all of him—she didn’t eve try, since he was at least an inch longer than Paco had been and it had nearly killed her to take all of that fat nine-incher!

		But it was obvious that she was able to take enough; Dan was beaming down happily at her as she sucked and sucked on the magnificent male tool between her lips.

		His pre-come was as sweet as any she had ever tasted and there was an unrelenting flood of it draining down her throat as she licked and sucked for all she was worth. She wondered if Dan would shoot as much come as he did pre-come and tried to brace herself for that eventuality. Taylor struggled to remember how much he had come in those few clips she had dug up of him performing in front of the camera, as talent, before he had “retired” as a porn star and become a producer instead.

		But she had viewed a lot of clips that day and she couldn’t remember specifically how big a load Dan Devlin, porn star, had normally shot! So, she sucked on and got ready to swallow whatever he gave her. Growing bored with doing the same thing over and over, she varied her stroke speed and tickled his bunched balls as she nursed on the oversized cock shaft.

		The huge balls jerked together as she toyed with them and, all at once, Dan’s super-cock twitched between her lips and deposited a mammoth jet of hot jizz in Taylor’s mouth! Dan moaned for her to “swallow it. Swallow it all!” as the thick fluid drained down into her gagging throat.

		Taylor almost panicked and spat it all out, but she didn’t want it to drip down off her bare tits onto Dan’s Persian carpet and ruin it, so she forced a big mouthful of the disgusting-tasting fluid down, only to be rewarded with a second, even bigger, even hotter throatful of jism from Dan’s balls as they jerked together again!

		“Mmmmmmm,” sighed Taylor, reaching deep into her actor’s bag of tricks to summon up a subservient little smile to go along with her totally phony sounds of enjoyment.

		In truth, Dan had the worst tasting come she’d yet experienced in her limited blowjob background! But he seemed so…elated that she was performing this nasty sexual act for him—even happier than when she’d let him fuck her! –that it somehow made the horrible taste almost bearable and she swallowed again for him, her smile never wavering!

		I ought to get the Academy Award for this performance, Taylor told herself bitterly as she downed the last little bit of Dan’s acrid cock cream and licked his cock head clean before she let it slip from her lips, a long streamer of left-over semen arching from his piss hole to her lips.

		The obscene link finally broke as Taylor licked her lips with feigned gusto and whispered, “That was nothing but hot—we’ll have to do that again real soon, Mr. Devlin!”

		“D-Dan,” he stammered, reaching down and putting his now-limp cock back in his slacks. “I think any girl who has blown me as good as you just did deserves to call me

		by my first name, don’t you?”

		Taylor merely smiled demurely and started to get back into her scanty outfit. He watched her with a smile and said: “What you just did certainly proves you’re ready to shoot some boy-girl scenes.”

		Her heart went into overdrive; that was where the real money was in porn! No more thousand-dollar paydays! Now that big new contract she’d signed would really kick into high gear!

		“When do I start? Who do I work with first?” Taylor questioned the studio head.

		“Well, it should be with some male star who has a following, that the porn-buying public is panting to see you onscreen with.”

		Dan Devlin rubbed his chin as he went on, “We have some great prospects under contract with us—guys with really buffed bodies and exceptional cocks—guys who’d just love to fuck a real honey like you on camera. They’d give you an exceptional launch performance!”

		He seemed to be trying to convince himself as much as he was her as he said, “But I guess we’ll stick to the conventional route; the casting couch intro.”

		She looked blank, so he continued with, “You know….’eager young girl from the Midwest comes out to LA and wants to get into porn’? The guy who is interviewing her, promising to get her work if she looks good enough with her clothes off and sucks and fucks him well enough while he films it all.”

		“I’ll set it up through Phil Gabriel for later this week,” he said off-handedly. “We’ll get you with one of the best guys doing that kind of thing; Tim Crafton. Not a huge dick, but competent. He’ll give you an adequate fuck and either come inside you or have you blow him to end the loop. And your porn career will be officially under way, cutie!”

		I just have to strip down for some creep I don’t even know, fuck him on camera, suck his cock a little, maybe let him come in my mouth, and away I go! Taylor told herself angrily.

		Dan Devlin read her reaction and added, “It’s a scene; kind of like real acting, which Ava and Riley and Phil Gabriel have all told me is what you really want to do for a living. Play it like a role! Be that wide-eyed girl from Iowa for the video camera! Give a convincing performance, Taylor! Can you do that?”

		Taylor thought about it, still out of sorts over what she was expected to do, and said, “You bet I can! I’m quite the little actress when I want to be! For example: I bet you really thought I enjoyed swallowing your come just now? Well, I didn’t! I hate the way come tastes; always have, and yet I can fake my enthusiasm for it when I need to!”

		Dan Devlin looked as if she had just slapped his face, which, verbally, she had!

		Taylor finished getting dressed and strutted out of his office, never looking back, the tight roll of hundred-dollar bills in the right front pocket of her cute little jean shorts, her high heels clicking across the hardwood floor.

		

		****

		

		“Don’t worry, I’ll have her there on time,” Ava said into her cell phone. She broke off the connection and thrust the phone back into the purse, glaring at Taylor.

		“That was Phil, he said Dan is worried you won’t show up at the shoot tomorrow at that casting couch thing. What happened between you two the other day, in Dan’s office, besides your getting paid, I mean?”

		Ava knew she’d gotten her thousand-dollars because as they had driven home from the studio, Taylor had extracted her recently-earned wad of bills and counted off eight of them for her half of this month’s rent. Taylor, as a recent arrival to LA, was still somewhat appalled that a small, nondescript apartment like theirs cost sixteen- hundred dollars a month, but she had checked it out on the net and discovered that this was typical in southern California! She wondered again what Riley’s more sumptuous-looking digs in her high-rise apartment building cost and shuddered to contemplate it.

		“I let Dan fuck me for a little while that day, and then I blew him,” Taylor shocked Ava by admitting casually now, as they stood in their living room. “I managed to swallow it all!”

		“No wonder you’re doing the boy-girl, casting couch-shoot so soon,” Ava said, sounding impressed. “Dan must have thought you were ready to move up!”

		“Is a guy’s come always yucky?” Taylor asked her roommate and old friend.

		“Yeah, some are yuckier than others, but…yeah.” Ava admitted with a wry grin. “Dan’s is ranker than most, as I recall.”

		“Y-You’ve fucked him, too? I thought he was Riley’s ex-boyfriend!” Taylor blurted, surprised by this turn of events.

		“Dan fucks all the girls he can,” Ava commented knowingly, “Besides, we shared him a few times, the way we all shared Little Paco the other night.”

		She shot Taylor a look and added, “I’ve shared boyfriends of mine with her, and some girls I’ve hooked up with in the past. It’s always been pretty much a mix and match affair all the time with the two of us.”

		A few weeks earlier, such a statement would have shocked Taylor beyond belief.

		Now it seemed perfectly reasonable, knowing Ava and Riley the way she did. That the two would share boyfriends, and girlfriends, the way that they did didn’t surprise her at all. If one of them met someone whom she considered so special, so important that they didn’t want to swap him or her around, now that would be surprising!

		“Dan’s a great fuck, when his dick is working right,” Ava observed just then. “And a great guy.”

		“He is at that,” Taylor agreed, retreating toward her bedroom for some privacy. She simply didn’t want to talk to Ava anymore, a situation that was becoming more and more frequent. She didn’t feel as close to the older girl as she once had, when they’d been so tight as friends out in Iowa.

		She was grateful to Ava for giving her the emotional support to uproot her life and fly out to California to pursue her acting dreams. And she supposed she was beholden to her for fronting her the money to get here and for allowing her to live at her place rent-free until she had started making money.

		But she was growing less sure about the way Ava had provided for her to make that money! Sucking big dicks and offering up her naked body in lurid porno loops for a living wasn’t at all what she’d had in mind when she’d left home! Sleazy agents like Phil were no trick to meet for any cute girl new in town who had a bangin’ body and who was willing to show it off—so Ava’s introducing Taylor to him was really no big deal.

		She thought she might move out and get a place of her own as soon as the really big money started rolling in; maybe in a swanky building like Riley’s—to hell with what it cost! The more she’d thought about recently, the more it seemed like Riley had it right: come over and party with Ava and everyone else when she felt like it—and she had to admit; Riley seemed to feel like doing that a lot! –and be by herself or with someone she felt romantic about; dinner dates and dancing in clubs and cool stuff like that, when she didn’t.

		Taylor thought about romance. She hadn’t had a real boyfriend since Tom!

		Taking off her few clothing items, Taylor slipped naked into bed in her room, still reminiscing about farm boy Tom and how he had gone so slowly with her over the long period they’d dated. It had taken him the better part of a month of weekend movie dates to get her so hot, as they’d made out after the movie in his old truck, to squeeze her previously all but untouched teenage tits through whatever heavy-duty bra and sweater and blouse combination she’d worn on the date.

		Once he’d gotten up the nerve to slip his big hand under the sweater and unbutton the blouse, things had heated up rather quickly in that old truck! Taylor twisted her own bare nipples as she remembered the first time Tom had eased the sweater up under her neck as they’d made out, and opened the blouse to reveal her pushed-up bra and bare tits! He’d kissed them and licked them like a man who’d woken up and found that he’d gone to heaven—and it had felt so…naughty…so flat-out good to have her sensitive little nubbies worshipped in that way!

		After that, their mutual education about teenage male and female bodies had proceeded rapidly, in fits and starts. They’d found a place to park within the city limits, where WIFI was available, just barely, on Tom’s tablet. They’d watched porn loops with well-hung men and dazzlingly pretty girls, toying with clits, eating pussy, sucking cock, and, of course, fucking in every position and combination imaginable!

		Soon enough, they’d been trying what they saw, given the limitation of the relatively small space they had to work with. Taylor slipped her vibrator into her wet pussy as she recalled leaning over and kissing Tom’s fully-erect dick for the first time.

		She hadn’t worked up the courage to suck it for him yet; he’d moaned and wriggled around on the seat so much that she’d been afraid he’d come as soon as the head nudged inside her mouth—and she’d been afraid to try that right away!

		By that time, she’d seen lots of girls swallow come on video, but she wasn’t at all sure she wanted to do it herself!

		Then one night, Tom showed her the condoms he’d bought at a drug store two towns away from theirs. It was clear he thought the time had come for them to…fuck, and she’d secretly agreed with him! It was silly to spend half of Friday and Saturday night half nude, making out in Tom’s old truck, touching each other, making each other come with just fingers and tongues!

		Fucking looked like great fun, and she’d wanted to try it as bad as he did, by the time he’d finally screwed up his courage and bought the rubbers to do it with! She’d been a little afraid that it would hurt the first time they did it; and it had! Her little pussy hadn’t given up her cherry easily, Tom had really strained to work his very stiff cock into her petite socket that first time, and it hadn’t felt great, as far as she’d been concerned!

		The second time they’d done it, a week later, it had gone better. She hadn’t come but Tom had, moaning about how he loved her and how she was so tight and wet inside!

		He had kissed her so passionately as he’d loosed his load inside her, inside the rubber, that Taylor had nearly orgasmed just from that!

		On her naked back, one leg thrown up on the truck dash and her other heel hooked precariously over the seat, Tom rutting away between them, both of them sweaty and breathing hard—so gripped in the throes of puppy love and the newness of sex—it had seemed so heavenly to just fuck and fuck! She’d had no thought for the future; she’d convinced herself by then that Tom was her future; the only one she needed, the only one she wanted, that fucking him seemed so wonderful, so right!

		Taylor fucked herself faster and deeper with the vibrator, remembering that golden time in her young life, when it all seemed so simple. She hadn’t been really into acting yet at that point, her life-changing role in Othello was half a year away, and she was content to dream about marrying Tom, staying in Iowa, raising a family with him down the line. She didn’t even think she’d met Ava yet.

		Every thing had been so different then! No dreams of a movie career, no thoughts of moving to California, no big cocks to suck on camera, so she could afford her half of the exorbitant rent!

		The vibrator eventually did its job. She came and then drifted off to sleep, still nude, still daydreaming about her old life with Tom and wondering what tomorrow would be like with the casting couch guy...?

		

		****

		

		“This isn’t what I was expecting, somehow,” Taylor murmured under her breath as she and Ava went in the big glass double doors of a very ordinary-looking office building the next morning at a quarter to ten.

		“It’s part of the whole ambience of the casting couch gig,” Ava whispered back.

		They were both dressed like two prim and proper girls from the Midwest; cute, knee-length dresses, thigh-high nylons, and pink Mary Janes.

		Though they were new, Taylor almost hadn’t brought the conservative little pumps on the plane with her to sophisticated California. Now she was glad she had!

		When Ava had seen them in the closet this morning, as they were dressing for the shoot,

		she’d gone wild over them, saying, “Those are just perfect! I’ve got a pair almost like them that I stole from wardrobe, after a shoot! I can wear those and you can wear these and we’ll look like we just stepped off the plane from Terra Haute this morning!”

		“Terra Haute? I’ve never been to Terra Haute in my life!” Taylor had replied indignantly.

		“It’s even more unhip and hick town than Des Moines, to LA guys,” Ava had to explain. “Anywhere, other than Chicago is hopelessly square and boring to west Coast people!”

		Now, searching the large directory in the building’s lobby for Crafton Theatrical Casting, Taylor clicked the heels of the pink shoes together impatiently, like Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz.

		“There it is; sixth floor!” Ava burbled excitedly, making straight for the nearby bank of elevators.

		“What’s this Tim guy like?” Taylor asked her friend as the doors shut and they began their ascent.

		“I don’t know; never met him,” Ava answered dismissively.

		Taylor was a little shocked. “Didn’t you and Riley have to do this casting couch stuff, when you started out?” she asked.

		“Yeah, but we both had different dudes doing our… ‘interviews’, Ava said. “There are, literally, dozens of guys doing the casting couch thing!”

		“Oh, I see,” Taylor said finally. This Tim Crafton is just one of many options. Still, Dan said he wasn’t hugely hung and he’d give me a good time! I guess it could be worse—he could have set me up with a guy with a huge cock, who’d bang me like a gong!

		The office door to Tim Crafton Theatrical Casting was just opposite the elevator door when it opened, making it easy to find. The outer office was empty when they opened the door. There were waiting room chairs and a desk and office chair for a receptionist, but no one sat behind the desk and Taylor got the sense that the receptionist’s chair hadn’t been occupied in a long time, if ever.

		The door to the inner sanctum opened and a tall, round-shouldered man dressed in a white shirt, tie and cardigan sweater, along with grey slacks and black wingtip shoes that were badly in need of a polishing stood in it, staring at Ava and Taylor.

		“Miss Lock?” he asked Taylor, obviously knowing who she was already.

		“Yes, and this is my friend, Ava Gardiner, she’s already well known throughout the industry, but she comes from the same small town in Iowa I do. That’s where we first met,” Taylor rushed to explain.

		“I know Ms. Gardiner from her work,” the man said. “I’m Tim Crafton, and this is my little shop. I’ve interviewed and videoed a ton of young women like you and Ms. Gardiner here.”

		Tim Crafton motioned them inside his large office and had them sit on a leatherette love seat, while he sat at his desk across the room from them. He took out a cheap-looking video camera and sat it atop the empty desk.

		“It works like this: as I’m sure Ms. Gardiner knows, I ask you some generic questions, just like a real interview, you answer them as best you can. If you can blush and look bashful, that always helps. Then I tell you any producer that is interested in hiring you will want to know what kind of body you’ve got, so it’s necessary to strip for me and my camera. If you can fake looking shocked at that idea and reluctant to do it, that would help too. Then I explain that most roles in porn require some cock-sucking from the girl and I ask you to blow me, to show your expertise in that area. Then I fuck you a little in various positions. Do you know all the standard positions, sweetie?”

		Taylor nodded that she did, smiling shyly at him and letting a blush creep up onto her cheeks, just as she might have if this “interview” had actually been conducted right after she’d stepped down from her flight weeks ago, from Des Moines.

		“Good! Good, I sense you’re quite the little actress, aren’t you?” Tim complimented her on her portrayal of shyness and the blush. “Now, down to business before we actually start filming: do you swallow? And do you do it well? Are you on the pill? Can I come in you? Do you do anal?”

		Taylor felt herself tense up at the mention of anal sex. She said, “No, I don’t do anal yet, but I can swallow and fuck with the best of them!”

		“Good to know,” Tim Crafton muttered, taking up his video camera. “Now sit on the couch, Taylor, and smile nervously for the camera.”

		Taylor saw him activate the camera and smiled appropriately. She tried to imagine herself doing this interview a month ago, when she had first gotten to California.

		Taking her dress, bra and panties off for the camera didn’t bother her at all in reality, but she pretended to be embarrassed, keeping in mind the old pre-porn Taylor.

		She managed to keep her arms and hands in front of her bare nipples, until Tim told her to show them off proudly to his lens.

		“You have a set of magnificently beautiful young breasts, Taylor,” he intoned on camera. “Let’s see them! That’s better, thrust out those pretty little nipples for everyone to see!”

		Taylor showed off her bare tits proudly, while managing to look ashamed as she did so. She felt her face really getting red when Tim asked her to spread her legs on the couch, allowing the camera to zoom in on her naked pussy lips.

		“Beautiful little pussy, babe!” Tim said leeringly. “When did you have it waxed?”

		“A week or so ago, when I decided to give adult films a try,” Taylor answered bashfully. “Everyone told me that no one was…hairy anymore in adult films.”

		Tim Crafton chuckled and agreed, “No, big pubic bushes harken back to the Eighties. Every girl is smooth as she can be now, for the most part.”

		“I…I wanted to be successful, when I decided to do adult movies,” Taylor nodded affirmatively. “I really need the money.”

		“Oh, is that your sole motivation for doing porn roles?” Tim asked her.

		Blushing furiously, but letting a shy, gleeful smile creep onto her face, Taylor said, “That’s mostly it, but I also like sex, too!”

		“You do?” Tim queried her playfully. “Why, you little minx! What do you like most, sucking or fucking?”

		“I…I like them both,” Taylor admitted, shifting her eyes downward, for the camera’s benefit.

		Tim unzipped his slacks and fished his limp dick out of his boxer shorts and showed it to her, aiming the camera down, so the eventual digital audience could see it as well.

		“How about sucking mine? Come on, little Taylor, show us what a naughty girl you can be!” he urged, waggling his flaccid cock at her.

		Taylor took the deflated prick in her hands and began to fist it. She stuck out her tongue and moistened the tip, spreading her hot saliva all over the head until it shone with her girlish spittle.

		Tim moaned appreciatively as she sucked the now gleaming head into her lips and continued laving it with her tongue. He began to grow firmer inside her mouth almost instantly, and Taylor realized that he was going to be normal in size, more like Tom than Paco or Dan Devlin, once he attained full erection.

		That encouraged her—Tim Crafton was going to be easy to handle, just like Dan had promised! He was going to be a breeze to suck and no sweat, as far as fucking went!

		I’m going to be able to ball this guy’s brains out! She thought, relieved. Piece of cake!

		Tim got fully hard in seconds, so she spent a little extra time licking up and down his throbbing shaft for the camera’s sake. She even lapped at his average-sized ball sac a bit, drawing a long, low moan from its owner.

		“You are a talented girl at that, little Taylor!” Tim sighed. “Let’s see if you know how to fuck as well as you know how to suck a man’s cock!”

		With that, he pushed her over onto her back on the couch and let his well-sucked cock slip from her lips. He clamored between her spread legs and notched his prick into her snug little pussy folds, pressing forward with his hips.

		His cock slid right in! Taylor let out her breath as he entered her, his handheld camera still zeroed in on her face. “Oh, oh, it’s a big one!” she posited for the camera, and for Tim.

		All men, she was rapidly learning, liked to think of themselves as having a big cock, and she was glad to play along with their fantasy. She let her eyes go wide as Tim berthed himself deep in her pussy, running her hands along his back and down onto his somewhat flabby butt cheeks, pressing him in still more.

		“Oh, it’s so long! I just love it!” Taylor lauded him shamelessly.

		Tim beamed down at her and began to fuck her in earnest, his nice-sized cock plunging in and out of her clingy-wet sex channel. It did feel good; Tim had clearly fucked a lot of girls and her knew how to keep his hardness pushed up against the top of her pussy, nudging her clit.

		Dan Devlin was right! She told herself excitedly, this guy does know how to give a girl a great fuck, even though he has an average-size dick! This is fun, fucking for the camera!

		Taylor really began to get into it, rolling her hips up off the couch to meet his every thrust, shaking her big tits for him, until they were jiggling on her chest like twin waves of desire, their little pink nipples all hard and goose-bumped with pleasure. “Oh, Mr. Crafton, fuck me!” she begged for the camera’s benefit, and for her lover’s. “It feels so good; you’re fucking me so great!”

		Tim Crafton’s cock lurched awkwardly inside her, and she knew he was about to come! She thought fast: Do I want him to cream my pussy or shoot it somewhere else?

		Either one was good, visually, she knew. Guys loved to see a girl facialed or orally creampied. But they really got off on a good internally-taken come-shot, too!

		“Oh, give it to me! Give me your hot stuff!” she murmured, largely for the camera’s sake.

		“Where? Where do you want it, you little hottie?” Tim gasped, clearly about to come.

		“On my tits! Shoot it all over my nipples, you nasty man!” Taylor whined, wriggling out from underneath her interviewer and scrambling up on her knees beside the couch.

		Tim managed to totter up onto his feet, his shorts and slacks still hobbling him around his ankles. He jacked his dick furiously, aiming the head at Taylor’s eagerly-presented breasts.

		After only a half-dozen or so frantic strokes, a long streamer of semen arched out from the porn producer’s cock and spattered over Taylor’s sumptuous teenage rack. She moaned at how hot it was, and used her thumbs to spread the thick, gooey cream into her nipples, staring up at Tim in abject subservience.

		“Give me more! Drown me in it!” She cooed, shaking her shining-with-jizz titties at him. “It’s so hot, so thick! I just love it!”

		Tim gasped and shot out two more respectable jets of cock cream. A very surprised Taylor, who had thought that he was all through, caught them on her tits, the second one splashing up onto her lips.

		She instinctively licked off the heavy fluid and swallowed it. “Oh, you fuckin’ little slut! Her partner huffed and fed his still stiff cock into her mouth before she could protest.

		Tim pushed his hips forward, burying his prick in her throat and fucking her lips like an oral pussy. He dribbled a steady stream of acrid jizz into her mouth and she had no choice but to swallow the icky stuff! “Ulp! Ulp!” she enunciated loudly, letting him and all of the perverts who would see this video know that she was downing his spunk!

		He kept the camera recording for a minute longer, catching the last of her impromptu blowjob and come-swallowing performance. He sighed loudly just before shutting the taping down and said, “Jesus, kid; you’ve got quite a career ahead of you in porn! That’s my assessment anyway; you’re hot as fuck!”

		“Amen to that!” Ava said, letting her dress down. She had reached up under it and jilled herself off, watching Taylor and the producer go at it; coming when he had started to spunk her titties.

		“You’re a natural! That was the hottest casting couch shoot I’ve ever seen, including my own, which was pretty good!”

		Taylor got up off her knees and accepted the tissues Ava handed her to dry her titties with. “I…uh…got carried away a little, when I sucked his cock,” she admitted to her roommate.

		“How did his come taste?” Ava asked quietly as she watched Taylor getting redressed.

		“Better than Tom’s, way better than Dan Devlin’s; not quite as good as Paco’s,” was Taylor’s desultory opinion.

		“Well, you’re almost sure to get some others to evaluate it against in the coming days, if that shoot was as hot as I think it was!” Ava assured her as they left the office. “Dan’s going to be in a hurry to film you with some popular studs, as quickly as he can.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

	
		

		More Men

		

		Ava was proved right in her prediction about the arc of Taylor’s porn career, starting the next day. Dan called Taylor just before noon and was gushing praise at her performance with Tim Crafton. He had just received an email from Crafton, containing the casting couch loop and he was ecstatic about Taylor’s work on it.

		“You were sensational, kid! I really believed you were a little know-nothing from Wisconsin or somewhere, but that you liked sex and had a real talent for it, after seeing that loop! Of course, I know that isn’t far off the mark, as far as your real life goes, but you were able to portray that perfectly onscreen. Not every girl can do that!” Dan babbled on happily.

		“When that clip hits the sites, and that should happen later today, barring technical problems, everyone is going to want to see you getting fucked by the biggest male stars in the business today!”

		“How do you mean…’the biggest?’” Taylor asked warily. “Biggest names or the biggest cocks?”

		“Both,” said Dan quickly. “One pretty much describes the other, in this business, kitten. Don’t you know that by now?”

		“Can I have a say about which ones I work with?” she asked hesitantly, not wanting to piss Dan off.

		“Within reason,” Dan answered slowly. “Read your contract, cutie! Hell’s Gate-- that’s me--has final say over who you work with and what you do. But don’t worry, I’m a reasonable man.”

		“What about Little Paco Hernandez? I get along really well with him. He’s a friend; Ava and Riley introduced him to me.”

		“Those two cunts? I’ve no doubt that they did! He’s just their speed.” There was an awkward silence for a few seconds until Dan said: “Paco’s okay. It’s just that he’s a kind of novelty act! You know; ‘dwarf with a relatively big dick fucks normal-sized girl’s? He was a big deal, a couple of years back, when Game of Thrones first came on the air and people were curious about dwarves. Now, we use him a couple of times a year, mostly as comic relief. I’ve got nothing against Paco personally; we’re friends, sort of.”

		Dan’s voice seemed to gain animation as he said, “I’ve got more mainstream male stars in mind for you first movies, doll! Guys like Fireplug Parker and John Peterson, and Bull Connors, when you finally get around to doing anal onscreen.”

		Taylor knew vaguely who all of those guys were. All of them had big followings in porn, Fireplug Parker was a muscleman, a serious weightlifter with humongous muscles and a whopper of a cock that he deployed with brutal force, from the few videos she’d watched of his. John Peterson was billed as the most handsome man in porn, and she saw no reason to disagree with that description of him: he was utterly dreamy to look at! Bull Connors had been at her Welcome to Hollywood party; he was the big, good-looking blond guy who had brought along a DVD of his latest film to show at the party.

		Oh, goody! I get to be banged senseless by some of the greatest-looking, most hung guys in porn, Taylor thought to herself, but at least I’ll be getting rich doing it!

		“I take it my ten-thousand-dollar a film contract kicks in when I start doing features with guys?” Taylor asked Dan sweetly.

		“Of course!” Dan answered quickly, “as soon as you start doing boy-girl scenes in real movies, not loops, you start getting the big money we promised you!”

		“Good! Dan, if you were here right now, I’d give you a blowjob to celebrate!” she breathed into the phone sexily.

		“I’ll take a raincheck on that till the next time I see you,” Dan kidded back good-naturedly and broke the connection.

		“So, I’m off and running--sucking and fucking for real now,” Taylor murmured aloud as she pocketed her cell phone and went into the kitchen to find something nonfattening to munch on.

		

		****

		

		“Can you give me a lift over to Hell’s Gate in the morning?” Taylor demanded of Ava as soon as her bleached-blonde roomie came in the door late that afternoon. “Dan just called and I’m scheduled to start shooting a for real feature tomorrow morning with none other than John Peterson!”

		Peterson? That casting couch loop must have been as hot as I thought it was!” Ava said to Taylor with a grin. “Sure, I can run you over to the studio. When do we have to be there?”

		“Nine! There’s a table reading with a real director and everything! No more cheesy loops for me!” Taylor shot back. “Real costumes and the whole nine yards; no more phony-looking halos and angel wings, and just my birthday suit!”

		“This is still a porn movie,” Ava reminded her. “You’ll still be wearing only your birthday suit in plenty of scenes!”

		Be that as it may, it’s still a feature-length film, with a script and dialogue that goes beyond ‘Oh, what a big one!’ and ‘Give it to me harder!’ Taylor thought triumphantly to herself as she went down the hallway to her room.

		

		****

		

		…”And Rocco starts to slap the shit out of you there, Taylor, after your character smart-mouths him,” the director, a studious-looking man named Hawthorne Jennings, who was middle-aged, graying, and rumpled in his corduroy sport coat, tan, old man-slacks and brown hiking boots. Jennings removed his horn-rimmed glasses and used them to point down the table at Taylor, asking her, “Have you ever done a simulated violence scene before, cutie?”

		The way she had been directed in Othello, back in high school, Shakespeare’s Moorish general had slapped his wife, Desdemona, played by Taylor, so she answered, “Yes, sir,” in a quaking voice.

		“Good, good; I know Mr. Kilgore, who portrays Rocco, has done some violent scenes on camera before, so we should be fine there, after some rehearsal, of course. I’m sure Glenda, the make-up girl can be counted on to give you some realistic-looking bloody facial wounds, so let us proceed with the reading.”

		Linda Farrell--a very pretty redhead, whose pussy Taylor was scheduled to lick in the second half of the movie, when she convinces Linda’s character, Stacy, to help her escape from Rocco’s gang and their brutal nightly rapes—read her line about how Rocco ought to be careful of Taylor’s pretty face, if they expected to get the full ransom they were asking for.

		“Shut up, Stacy, you worthless skank!” Alan Kilgore, the broodingly handsome young actor who was playing Rocco Garfino, the leader of the Mafia-wantabe gang called the Bronx Razors, who were terrifying New York City in the script. “Do you think we keep you around for your brains?”

		“Nah, I know I’m nothing but a hot puss and a great set of tits to you guys, but I’m right about this, if you’ll just think about it! Why should cute little Taylor’s moneybags father pay full price for goods that are obviously damaged?”

		“Maybe the bimbo’s got something there, boss!” Cal Winger, the up and coming young porn star that was playing Rocco’s second in command, a punk called Blade, because of the switchblade knife he preferred to use over the gang’s trademark straight razors in fights.

		“Okay, okay, I won’t hit her in that gorgeous young face of hers anymore, you bunch of pussies!” Rocco replied, pushing Taylor’s character to her knees in the script.

		“You…you…fucker!” Taylor breathed heavily, fighting off the tears she had brought forth in her interpretation of the script. “I hope whoever my father hires to find you shoots your balls off for you, so you can’t rape any more girls in the future!”

		In the script, Rocco turns away angrily, groping his own crotch as if to make sure his balls are still there.

		Stacy, the gang-girl played by Linda Farrell drops down next to Taylor and whispers, “I don’t think I’d mention Rocco’s balls any more, if I were you, cutie. He got kneed in the nuts pretty good last week, when the Razors got into a fight with the fucking Slayers over in the park. He cut the throat of the guy who kneed him, but still…he’s kind of sensitive about his nuts right now, know what I mean?”

		Taylor looked across the table at Linda and said softly, “I won’t bring it up again. And, Stacy? Thanks for the head’s up about the balls thing!”

		It was a porn movie, that was for sure. Reading ahead in the script when she’d first seen it this morning, she quickly realized that her character either sucked off or fucked all of minor male characters in the Bronx Razors by movie’s end, as well as making it with Rocco several times and Blade at least once, and with Stacy during the big escape scene. And, of course she fucked John Peterson, the handsome actor who was to portray the ex-FBI agent her character’s father hires to rescue her and save him from paying the exorbitant ransom.

		Taylor was surprised to realize that she wasn’t really looking forward to that as much as she had been. John Peterson, the current male favorite in porn movies, was just as handsome in real life as he was on the screen, but he was old! And that somehow turned her off.

		She was barely nineteen and John Peterson, or whatever his real name was, had to be in his early forties! The idea of fucking a guy that much older than her--handsome or not, big, beautiful cock or not, number one male porn star in the world right now or not—just left her feeling used, somehow!

		Taylor had tried to reason with herself, she’d fucked Dan Devlin, who had to be almost forty, readily enough when it suited her purpose. And she fully intended to fuck Bull Connors, when it came time to learn all about anal sex, and Bull was in his thirties.

		And she had fucked Little Paco, and he was at least ten years older than her!

		But she couldn’t seem to convince herself that fucking John Peterson was going to be anything but a chore, the way making it with Misty Dawson onscreen had been!

		

		****

		

		Basically, all of the rape scenes with the gang guys were the same: they all started with Taylor’s rich girl character begging them to leave her alone. But by the end of them, after they’d all gotten their dicks into her, she was begging for more cock and harder fucking! Playing those scenes was a little boring, really.

		Some of the guys were better with their cocks than their cohorts were, and all of them were experienced porn actors, so there wasn’t a truly small cock in the bunch, but Taylor was tired of repeating, “Please, no, don’t do that!” and “Yes, yes—harder, deeper, faster!” by the end of each scene.

		She came twice during all those fuck scenes, once with Alan Kilgore--who had a gym-perfect body, well-defined abs and shoulders to die for, and a very well-formed, beautiful nine inch cock, which fit Taylor’s pussy like it had been made for it—and once with Cal Winger, a handsome blond guy of about twenty-five who was playing Kilgore’s ambitious lieutenant, Blade.

		Both of them fucked her on camera with their impressive cocks for the better part of fifteen minutes each, demanding she change positions for them along the way. She did both of them doggie-style, missionary and cowgirl. Cal Winger seemed to really enjoy cowgirl; she got the definite impression that he liked the way her big tits jellied and shook as she rode him impressively-thick ten-inch dick. He came inside her pussy at the end of the ride, the way the script called for, and the cameraman got down close and recorded every jet of spunk backwashing out of her as Winger’s thick cock hosed her down inside!

		“Nice job, Cal,” the director said when the scene ended. “That was some money shot!”

		“Taylor’s a hot fuck and big tits always inspire me,” Winger replied with a grin that swept from Taylor over to the director. “She’s a real babe, in case you haven’t noticed.”

		“Oh, believe me, I’ve noticed,” the somewhat rumpled director grinned back. “She can really fuck, no doubt about that!”

		Taylor had always wanted to be known for her acting abilities, so she didn’t break into a radiant smile until her director added, “She can really act, too, when the scene calls for it.”

		

		****

		

		She got a chance to really act in the very next scene, the one where her character sweet-talked Linda Farrell’s gang girl character into helping her escape from the Bronx Razors’ captivity. The set had been made up to look like a New York City tenement basement, old and dirty, with a heavily used mattress on the floor, where Taylor’s character had been forced to sleep in chains that extended to the nearby brick wall.

		She had been raped repeatedly by the gang members on that mattress and now Stacy, Linda Farrell’s character was comforting her after her latest sexual encounter with Blade.

		“He…he made me come! Taylor admitted tearfully. “I’m ashamed to confess that, but he’s so handsome, and he has a nice…body, and he wasn’t totally awful to me, the way some of the others were…I couldn’t help it! I just let myself enjoy it, and I came!”

		Linda Farrell was giving the mauled, captive girl a sponge bath with a dampened washcloth. She was taking a suspiciously long time on Taylor’s naked breasts—which had been prepared with phony tooth marks and small hickey’s by Glenda, the make-up girl, just before this scene had started.

		“Shush, just shush now!” Linda/Stacy admonished her. “Blade is a real looker, and he has that amazingly nice cock, and he sure knows how to use it to please a girl. It’s no wonder you came with him in you! Give yourself a break, honey!”

		Taylor did a double take, the way the script called for, and asked in a halting, shocked voice, “Y-You’ve…fucked him, too?

		Stacy snorted with laughter and said, “I’ve fucked them all, more than once, but Blade is special! I actually was dumb enough to think the two of us had something going once, before I realized he’s like a heat-seeking missile on legs, and the heat he’s seeking comes from pussies! He’ll fuck anything that moves, that one!”

		She shook her long auburn hair and shot Taylor a knowing look as she continued with: “But he sure can fuck! I’ll give him that! I still fuck him every once in a while, even though I know what a snake he is, just to get a taste of that thick cock!”

		Taylor laughed and said, “It’s tasty, alright. He nearly rammed that thing down into my belly earlier tonight, when I was sucking it for him!”

		“He loves a good blowjob,” Stacy murmured, clearly remembering fondly all the times she had sucked the gang leader’s awesome cock.

		Linda Farrell had a pair of expressive green eyes, to go along with an impressive rack and all that white, freckled-skin redheaded beauty, and Taylor noticed that the cameraman shooting this scene was now focused tightly on them as Stacy spoke. A sly, calculating smile spread over the other actress’s face as she asked Taylor in a whisper, “So, have you thought about what I said?”

		“I might lick it for you, if you agreed to help me get out of here!” Taylor told her.

		She reached out and ran her hand over Linda’s dirty-looking sweatshirt and admitted in a halting voice, “It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve fooled around with another girl. Some of us dormmates got real friendly, after lights out at the girls’ school I attended before college.”

		Linda’s gorgeous face lit up with anticipation as she leaned in for their kissing scene. “I knew I was right about you, rich girl!” she murmured just before their lips came together.

		The two of them rolled around on the old mattress, kissing and stroking each other’s bodies and hair as they made out. Taylor soon had Linda’s sweatshirt off and thrown down on the end of the mattress. Since the other girl wore no bra and Taylor was already nude to the waist, they tugged at each other’s shorts and panties and were totally naked in no time.

		Taylor had been doing girl-girl scenes for long enough now that she sensed the camera zooming in on her exposed pussy, and subtly spread her legs so that the cameraman could get a really good shot of her waxed-bare cunt lips before Linda started fingering them.

		Linda finger-fucked her so great as the long kiss went on and on! Taylor could feel her pussy getting super-wet as she sucked at the red-haired beauty’s tongue and waggled her own against it.

		She concentrated for the moment on Linda’s globe-like breasts, with their cute little nipples, breaking off the kiss at last and licking/kissing her way down Linda’s long neck, across the expanse of her heavily-freckled upper chest’s skin, and up the slope of her sumptuous left tit. Taylor kissed the other woman’s nipple and then sucked it in to her hungry mouth, reveling in how sweet it was, running her tongue around and around on the cherry pit-sized nub.

		“Ooooh, you suck it so nice!” Linda moaned, deviating from the script, but Taylor didn’t think anyone would mind the ad lib.

		“Your nipples are sweet—I can hardly wait to taste your pussy!” Taylor whispered an extemporaneous comment of her own, and Linda responded to it by going back to the script as written.

		“Sixty-nine?” she asked breathlessly and Taylor enthusiastically nodded her assent.

		The fake, plastic but very realistic-looking chains binding her wrists made crawling into position atop the reclining Linda a little tricky, but Taylor was soon straddling her recumbent body, throwing a naked thigh over the other actress’s head and snuggling down onto her soft flesh. Taylor pressed her big chest into Linda’s lower belly and rested her head on the other girl’s sleek thigh, staring voraciously at the adorable, wet little pussy nestled between Linda’s enviable legs.

		Ooooh, I want to eat her so bad! She smells like pure heaven! Taylor was a bit surprised by her own bisexual urges! She knew from experience that she could do this and do it well, but she asked herself when she had become so attracted to other girl’s pussies?

		Part of it, she knew, was the setting; staring down into a closely-waxed pussy with a dozen soundmen, camera guys, the director, and other strangers looking on! And there was the camera! Taylor had to admit, she was always excited by the presence of a camera.

		But she suspected, deep down, that she would have been nearly as turned on if she and the beauteous Linda were alone in someone’s bedroom!

		I love cock but I now love pussy, too! Taylor admitted to herself as she lowered her lips to Linda’s snatch and began to slowly move her wriggling tongue up and down in the juicy-wet little slit.

		She had been right! Linda’s pussy was as sweet as her nipples had been! Taylor pushed her exploring tongue in deeper, in search of still more of the divine-tasting girl oil Linda was churning out for her to swallow. This was incredible—she’d have played this scene for free!

		Good thing Dan Devlin doesn’t know that, or he might keep me doing girl-girl loops forever, never paying me a dime! Taylor thought as she proceeded to go wild on the succulent pink folds with her tongue, lips and fingers. She found Linda’s g-spot and massaged it gently with her fingers as she sucked at the erect little clit that had emerged from the girl’s hood.

		Linda hunched her hips up off the mattress, grinding her weeping cunt lips against Taylor’s mouth and yanked Taylor’s trim hips downward, smearing the taller girl’s pussy against her own mouth and delving tongue.

		Taylor felt the wiggly digit penetrate her deep and mashed her clit up against it as it entered her. This was pure ecstasy! The scene called for both of them to fake orgasms from their torrid coupling, but Taylor knew neither of them was going to have to fake anything! Her own pussy was nearing the boil-over point from Linda’s expert clitty-licking, and Linda’s was pumping out pints of pre-come lubricant for Taylor to gulp down!

		“Now! Now! Pretend to come!” the director’s excited voice implored them at that moment.

		It wasn’t right then, but something like twenty seconds later, when Linda gave out with a choked scream up into Taylor’s pussy and arched her hips up off the mattress. The shorter, red-haired actress was stronger than she looked! She easily lifted Taylor right along with her off the mattress as she wailed and shivered, and Taylor felt her twat suck at her trapped tongue, as Linda came and came!

		Fuck; what a little hottie! I guess it’s true, what they say about redheads! Taylor thought to herself as her own pussy began to clasp at Linda’s deeply-thrust tongue. Taylor felt herself dripping like a leaky faucet atop Linda’s sucking lips, and she heard the other actress swallowing noisily, as if she were truly enjoying Taylor’s deluge of pussy juice!

		““That...That was incredible, girls!” Taylor heard the director’s whispered, panting voice saying at that moment. “And ‘Cut!’

		“You were incredible, throughout the whole scene,” Taylor murmured to Linda as they disengaged from one another.

		“So were you, Tay; maybe we ought to get together sometime, off set I mean.”

		Taylor’s thoughts immediately went to the new, solo apartment she intended to move into soon, and she resolved right then and there that Linda Farrell would be among her first invited guests!

		“Give me your cell number and I’ll call you,” she said to Linda.

		

		****

		

		John Peterson was a superstar in the porn world because he was tall, muscular, and handsome enough to be a movie star in straight films. He had a ten-inch, magnificent-looking dick, and the word around the industry was that he could really act, too, when called upon to do so!

		Taylor had met him at the table reading, and had been very impressed with him-for a much older guy. He was in his early forties, just about her father’s age, and that really didn’t do it for her! She’d have been much more enthusiastic about doing sex scenes with him if he had been in his early twenties; closer to her own age.

		But now, as he kicked in the flimsy wooden door on the tenement basement set, gun in hand, wearing an inexpensive tweed suit similar to one an ex-FBI man, turned private investigator, might have worn, Taylor could see what all the fuss was about.

		John Peterson made a very credible rescuer of young, kidnapped girls! The dust raised by kicking in the splintered door floated around his unruly mane of dirty-blond hair, back-lighted by a bare lightbulb hanging from the false ceiling. His grayish-blue eyes flashed with simulated fear and anger as he asked the naked girls, “Where are the kidnappers, the Bronx Razors?”

		“Out getting something to eat!” Linda/Stacy answered him in a voice that perfectly balanced fear and gang-girl bravado.

		“You’re getting something to eat, too, girlie!” Peterson replied, eying the just completed sixty-nine warily, a sly smile creasing his stern features, “Or so it would appear!”

		“I’m Taylor, Taylor Hyde-Smith; did my daddy send you?” Taylor spoke up as the script called for, disentangling herself embarrassedly from the other girl as he watched her, his eyes following each jiggle and roll of her bare breasts.

		“I’m John Jacobson, Ms. Hyde-Smith, and your father has retained me to find you and get you away from here and back to Manhattan. Who is this?”

		His gaze had shifted to Stacy, who had just unlocked one of Taylor’s manacles and was working on the other one, her large breasts also naked and jiggling around, much to John’s obvious delight.

		“She’s Stacy. She’s my friend; she was going to free me!” Taylor assured him, hiding her own nipples behind a strategically-placed forearm.

		“Well, then, I’ll get you both out of here and away from these punks!” the ex-FBI operative said confidently as he holstered his big revolver and came over to them. “Where are your clothes?”

		“The Razors cut hers off of her days ago, so that they could fuck her, and mine are right there,” Stacy said to him, pointing to the next-to-nothing jean shorts and the discarded sweatshirt lying on the floor.

		“Here, take this. Can’t have an heiress like you running around the streets of New York totally naked, now can we?” John said, shrugging out of his suit coat and handing it to the now-free Taylor.

		She slipped it on and stood up, weak-kneed, the way the script called for. The girl she was portraying had—after all---lain chained up on a mattress for days now, being raped and abused from time to time, and led off down the hall to the bathroom a few times a day by Stacy. She’d be none too steady on her feet.

		John stepped in and slid a supportive arm over her coat-clad shoulder, indicating the door with his free hand. “I’ve rented an apartment, two blocks from here; it isn’t much, I’m afraid. We knew you were in this general area but it took us a while to learn your exact location. We’ll stay there till nightfall in a few hours and then your father will send a limo to take us safely back to Manhattan. It’ll be safer than trying it in broad daylight, right in the middle of the Razors’ home territory.”

		

		****

		

		There were some interior shots to film of the three of them walking down the hallway, Taylor leaning heavily on John Peterson’s shoulder, Stacy bring up the rear. And it took twenty minutes or so to film the three of them emerging from the tenement onto the busy Bronx street. There were lots of older cars, taxis, and even a city bus! Taylor was very impressed at how realistic everything looked—she guessed it paid to own a real movie studio after all, if you were trying to make authentic-looking motion pictures featuring New York City street scenes and even Heaven, remembering her and Bella’s loop about angels coming to earth!

		

		****

		

		“Well, this is it, kids; make yourselves comfortable,” John said as he opened the door to a run-down apartment set and the three of them trooped inside. The apartment set contained old, tired—looking furniture, the kind you might see in a run-down Bronx neighborhood.

		“I’m a little surprised; Daddy doesn’t usually spare any expense. This place is a dump!” Taylor spoke her next line, looking disdainfully around the modest apartment.

		“It was cheap, came furnished, and it was immediately available,” the detective said to her with a wry little smile at her character’s rich-girl haughtiness.

		“Looks okay to me,” Stacy said, looking around the place. “My parents’ place isn’t much different than this.”

		“Well, we might as well get comfortable,” John said, sitting down at the beat-up—looking kitchen table. “It won’t be dark for a few hours yet.”

		Taylor gave him the impish look the script called for and peeled off his coat and handed it to him, leaving herself totally naked again as she said, “I’m comfortable like this: I’ve been naked around strangers for the better part of a week now.”

		John coughed self-consciously into his hand as he eyed the nude young beauty. Just when he was about to speak, Stacy whipped off her loose sweatshirt, revealing her own naked breasts.

		“I’m comfortable like this around Taylor, too!” She said defiantly, staring challengingly at the seated ex-lawman.

		“Well, I think I’ll keep my own clothes on, if you young ladies don’t mind,” the clearly embarrassed detective muttered, watching Stay skim out of her cut-off jean shorts and render herself as nude as Taylor.

		“Aw, that’s a shame,” Stacy said boldly, teasingly, as she leaned closer to John and fiddled with his necktie. “You’re kind of cute, for an old guy, and you look like you’ve got a really nice build hidden away under that ugly suit!”

		“Yeah, maybe you should slip it off and fuck me!” Taylor suggested, hunching her naked pussy towards him playfully. “Guys I don’t know have been fucking me repeatedly for days, now. Why should you miss your chance?”

		“Come on, hot stuff, you can finish playing around with me instead,” Stacy said, taking Taylor’s arm. She looked at a closed door and said to the still-seated detective, “That must be the bedroom, right?”

		The man seated at the kitchen table nodded and Stacy opened the door. The two giggling, naked girls disappeared into the bedroom and Taylor closed the door behind them.

		Another camera crew, helmed by the assistant director, a man named Eric something-or-other—Taylor had only been introduced to him in passing at the table read—who motioned them to keep on coming toward the double bed in the center of the small room. Stacy took Taylor in her arms and kissed her passionately, as the script called for, when they reached the bed.

		She’s so hungry for me! Taylor marveled as the seen played out. She’s either a real lezzie or one hell of an actress!

		Linda Farrell was crushing her big breasts up against Taylor’s as they kissed and Taylor felt the other girl’s nipples grow hard as pebbles against the soft skin of her own large globes of womanly flesh! Linda’s tongue was like a wriggling snake inside her mouth, teasing hers and sending little jolts of excitement down Taylor’s spine! Her pussy was wet as a country pond now and she could barely wait for Linda’s fingers or tongue to sample it!

		She wouldn’t have to wait long—that was for sure! Linda eased her down onto the nearby bed and both of them got into the middle of it, their mouths still locked in a torrid kiss, their tongue intertwining, their hands roaming all over each other’s naked backs, down onto sleek young asses and up into mussed up hairdo’s! Taylor leveraged herself on top of the smaller girl and ground her sensitive nipples down into Linda’s firm mounds of tit as they kissed passionately. She broke off the kiss, so that she could nuzzle her way down Linda’s soft neck and onto her chest, her lightly kissing lips seeking the redheaded girl’s puckered little nipples once more!

		“Oh, suck them! Suck my hot tits!” Linda moaned as Taylor’s mouth neared her left nipple, making up her own dialogue again in her rising excitement.

		Taylor didn’t give a fuck about the script right now: all she wanted was to lave and suck that tiny little pink nubbin! She captured it, at last, between her lips and sucked hard, nipping at it with her sharp front teeth as she did so!

		“That’s it; bite it! Bite my clit! Make me come, you sexy bitch!”

		Taylor forgot all about the film crew—or at least she told herself she did; actually, the presence of the others in the small room and the idea that all of this depravity on her part was being filmed, reverberated through Taylor’s subconscious continually, making the whole experience even hotter, even nastier, somehow!

		She slipped her hand down Linda’s heaving chest and across her taut stomach until she found the top of her gushing pussy slit. Keeping up the suction on the girl’s throbbing nipple, Taylor started to finger-fuck Linda’s cunt, making sure to mash down on her ultra-sensitive little clit as she slid her finger in and out!

		Linda wailed in ecstasy and hunched her penetrated pussy up off the old mattress to meet Taylor’s relentless strokes as Taylor bit down even harder on Linda’s nipple and sucked mercilessly on the tiny, pulsing pleasure knob.

		“L-Let me suck your pussy!” Linda pleaded in a ragged voice, “Sixty-nine; please, babe, let me eat you!”

		Taylor immediately gave up her mouth-hold on Linda’s left tit, hesitating only to bend low and kiss the neglected right nubbin for a second, Taylor threw her right knee over her lover’s face and lowered her steaming pussy down onto Linda’s more-than-willing mouth as she dipped her own head in between Linda’s widespread thighs. The little redhead’s cunt was easily as juicy as Taylor’s own and Taylor fell to licking it as soon as her tongue could reach it!

		Linda whined loudly, then sucked in her breath as Taylor glided her tongue along the pink furls, pausing for long seconds to brush her clit lightly before plunging deep inside to search for the wellspring of succulent hot lube that it wanted to taste again so badly.

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Eat me up, you hot little bitch!” Linda squealed, thrusting her hips up off the bed, driving Taylor’s tongue in even further.

		Even while she was alternating between squealing out her intense pleasure and begging for more of Taylor’s teeth and tongue, Linda managed to pummel Taylor’s own clit savagely and to tongue-fuck her new girlfriend as if she couldn’t get enough of her co-star’s tight young pussy.

		“What the fuck is going on in here?” John the detective demanded as he opened the bedroom door. “It sounds like two cats yowling in this bedroom!”

		The girls ignored him at first, continuing to feast on each other’s pussy and tease each other’s nipples. The ex-lawman stood watching all of that closely, as his dick got harder and harder underneath his baggy suit slacks. When it was as hard as it was likely to get, Taylor straightened up on the bed, pulling her mouth momentarily out of Linda Farrell’s juicy cunt and reached out for the detective’s zipper.

		Undoing it quickly, with John making no move to resist, Taylor freed his legendary cock and grasped it boldly just above his big ball sac. Waving the stiff ten inches around, showing it off to the reclining Stacy, she said, “Look what we have here, girlfriend!”

		The red-haired girl struggled out from underneath Taylor and sat beside her on the edge of the bed, eyeing the large, gorgeous cock intently. “Wanna’ take turns sucking it?” Stacy asked her new friend. “Fuckin’ ‘A’”, Taylor replied, licking all around John’s fat cock head, just the way the script called for.

		Stacy/Linda leaned forward and began to gargle John’s balls, on at a time, as Taylor pursed her lips into a tight “O” and worked them up and down the mighty shaft, until her mouth was up against her friend’s. Their tongues shot out and toyed with each other, licking all around John’s nuts and the lower part of his lengthy dick, much to his delight!

		“Oh, holy fuck, but that’s hot, you two little imps!” he moaned theatrically. “I’m going to have to fuck one or the other of you now; I just can’t resist!”

		“Me first!” Taylor, the greedy, rich girl demanded, lying back on the bed and opening her legs, the way the script called for her to do.

		John stared down into the wet pink recesses of Taylor’s young pussy. He licked his lips and shot her an evil-looking leer as Stacy continued to lick and suck at his balls.

		“You’re next!” the out-of-control detective promised the red-haired young temptress, shoving her back out of the way, so that he could mount up on Taylor.

		Playing the hot scene had made her really horny, so Taylor had to admit that John’s super-cock felt good as it nudged her open all the way up into her belly! Only Paco and Dan Devlin had reached this far inside her before; none of the lesser porn actors had quite as long and full a dick as John did!

		“Um, baby, you feel so good!” Taylor mouthed the line believably, because he did feel good! “Fuck me hard! Fuck me deep!”

		John just grinned and started to really nail her to the mattress. His muscular hips few up and down between her spread thighs, and his cock started to light a fire in her wet pussy! “Ooh, so goooooood, so deeeeep!” Taylor groaned.

		The oversized cock began to feel just right to her and she wondered why she had been dreading fucking John so much. This was great fun! This was like getting paid to do something you loved!

		She just let herself go. Stacy reached in and twisted her nipples just right as John’s huge cock went faster and faster. Taylor knew she was going to come, and come hard, from this ferocious fucking, and soon!

		“Oh, well, that’s what all the directors want; a great internal money shot! Taylor thought, getting ready to be creamed once more on camera. John was rutting like a demon and he was huffing and puffing with the exertion of balling her flat-out.

		She had experienced enough guys coming in her pussy without condoms by now to know when a man was close. And suave, debonair John Peterson, the reigning King of Porn was very close, indeed, if she was any judge!

		“Oh, oh, you little minx; you’re so tight….so wet…so delicious!” he groaned just then and sunk his massive cock all the way up to his balls in her and cut loose! “I just can’t hold back any longer!”

		John Peterson shot a lot of come when he spunked a girl! Taylor had known that from watching a few of his clips on porn sites, before shooting had begun.

		But that hadn’t prepared her for the volume of hot male jizz jetting into her flooded pussy at the moment! The frantic motion of his spurting cock pushing in and out of her spread the thick cock cream onto her sensitive little clit in seconds. The moment the fiery jism coated her throbbing love bud, the heady sensations exploded in intensity and a fireball of orgasm spread through her teenage body in a heartbeat!

		“Oh, fuck; give it to me!” Taylor extemporized, shivering in his arms. “Give me that hot stuff!”

		John sighed and kept emptying his balls into her tight snatch. It ran out of her over-full pussy and down onto her winking asshole, feeling like a steady stream of molten lead, and deepening her already unreal climax! She closed her eyes and pleaded, “Fuck me, fuck me, oh, God, please fuck me!”

		Stacy pounced on her and licked the copious come out of her fully-stuffed pussy while John watched and stroked his limp cock back to some semblance of hardness. When she’d been properly cleaned up by her friend’s tongue, Taylor watched as John fucked Stacy missionary style, just the way he’d fucked her minutes before, and made her come, too! Taylor felt so fulfilled, so well-fucked that she really had to make an effort to do as the script called for and suck Linda Farrell’s big tits while John hammered down into her. Toward the end of the scene, when John finally came in her, Taylor was just getting horny again, and had to admit to herself—had this been a real threeway between the three of them, and not a scripted scene, surrounded by a director, lights, microphones, and the men who operated them—she might have enjoyed being rutted into by John’s magnificent dick once more, right about then!

		But it was a scene, and when the director yelled “Cut!”, she was happy enough to pull on a robe and exit the bed, her work done for the day.

		Before she or Linda left the set, however, John Peterson laid his big hands on their cheeks and whispered affectionately, “Both of you have big careers ahead of you, take it from me; you’re both great fucks and good with your tongues, too!”

		“I’ve always heard that he was a nice guy,” Linda said wistfully as the naked actor went out through the bedroom door and walked off the set. “And now I know that it’s true!”

		“He’s that, alright, and he’s great with that big dick of his as well!” Taylor sighed, just a little star-struck.

		“You can say that again, babe! My pussy’s still throbbing from the orgasm he gave me!” Linda laughed.

		Taylor joined her and they walked off the set hand in hand, headed for a shower and some fresh clothes.

		

		****

		

		“But I don’t want to do this one!” Taylor protested into her cell phone. “I thought you said my first release was doing great? Why do I have to do another one so soon?”

		“Precisely because your first feature is taking off so well!” Dan Devlin explained. “Our customers want to see more of you, right away, kid!”

		“The gangbang scene really turns me off, if you want the truth! “Taylor told him at last. “Riley says they can be awful.”

		“Riley’s a cunt! I keep telling you that!” Dan insisted. “You can’t believe everything that little cunt says!”

		“Well, you may think she’s…what you said,” Taylor maintained. “But, overall, she’s been a good friend to me in this business.”

		A very uncomfortable minute of pure silence ticked past, and then Dan asked, “How about the rest of the script? Any problems with that?”

		“No, the rest of it is okay,” Taylor said immediately. “I’d really like to do the scene with Dina McLemore. She’s nothing but hot, from what I’ve seen of her so far!”

		“Are you sure you’re not a lesbian?” Dan Devlin asked her playfully.

		Taylor snorted with laughter and replied, “Remember that hot fuck I gave you last week in your office, after you paid me my ten-thousand dollars?”

		“Vividly!” Dan sighed. “I withdraw my question about you being a lesbian.”

		“Who’s directing this little cinematographic masterpiece?” Taylor asked him.

		“Hawthorne Jennings, the old ham,” Dan chuckled. “Don’t worry; I’ll tell him to tone down the gangbang scene a little. All the guys will be real respectful of you!”

		“It’s my tight little pussy I want them to be respectful of,” Taylor informed him coldly. “I don’t want it pounded to pieces by nine super-dicks!”

		Dan Devlin laughed at her fears and broke the connection, after telling her they’d expect her on set for the read-through come Monday morning at nine.

		

		****

		

		“I think you know Michael Everett, from our last picture,” Hawthorne Jennings said, nodding toward a mildly handsome young actor in the line of actors he was introducing Taylor to before the read-through began. “He played one of the Bronx Razors.”

		Taylor remembered Michael fondly. He hadn’t been as rough and aggressive as some of his castmates: he’d given her a gentle, loving fuck with his over-sized dick and had almost made her come on camera!

		“Hello, Michael, I look forward to working with you again,” Taylor said, shaking the man’s hand and flashing him a warm smile.

		“And this is the famous Fireplug Parker,” the director said of the next man in line.

		Meeting Parker was just as bad as Taylor had feared it would be. He was a man of medium height, but his intense love affair with the weights in the gym he religiously attended had given him an extraordinary set of shoulders and biceps, showed off by the skin-tight tee shirt he was wearing. And his bull-like neck and crew-cut black hair did little to dispel the idea that the man was a human fireplug, come to life!

		But Taylor knew his unique nickname came not from his physical appearance, but from his fireplug-like nine-inch cock! She had watched him perform in countless clips, and had noted his cock’s wide, thick, mushroom-shaped head and marveled at the size and girth of the shaft beneath it! His dick was enormous! Not overly long, but incredibly wide, and she knew from watching his past performances, that he reveled in destroying tight little pussies with it, jamming it in again and again as the hapless actresses had screamed and begged for him to stop!

		Now, as she reluctantly shook hands with him, she saw that his dark eyes were as shark-like and uncaring in real life as they had looked on film! He smiled, looking even more like a great white shark and his eyes seemed to want to hurt her—to devour her!

		“M-Mr. Parker, it’s a great honor to meet you,” she stammered, unable to keep her voice from tremoring slightly as she shook his offered hand.

		“Likewise, I’m sure,” his gravely voice grated out a reply. “I’m really looking forward to working with a beauty like you!”

		He might as well of said, ‘fucking a beauty like you’, Taylor thought with a shudder, dreading being ravaged by that battering ram of a cock between his legs in a few hours, when the movie’s gangbang scene was shot!

		This feature was a cliched but simple story: a hot young woman, married to a rich, somewhat debauched older man, who would deny her nothing. They discover that she has an incurable, untreatable disease which will kill her in a few weeks. He spares no expense, taking her on a whirlwind world tour of the finest doctors available, but all to no avail—merely wasting a few of her precious remaining weeks alive on further hospital stays! The married duo decides that her last days on earth should be spent on granting her access to her “bucket list”. One of her naughtiest fantasies is to be fucked by a whole cadre of big-dicked guys back-to-back; a gangbang by some of the hunkiest and well-hung studs on the planet.

		As if any girl would really have that as one of her fondest desires! Taylor thought to herself as she suffered through the table-read of the entire script. The lavish trip to Paris; sure! She could see that! Skiing in the Italian Alps—okay! But something as cheesy and low-class as a big-dick gangbang? —not likely, in her opinion, anyway!

		Maybe she was still too much of a practical, raised-right, Midwestern girl at heart,

		but while she see the allure of an evening in Monte Carlo, dressed to the nines, gambling and drinking the most expensive champagne, she failed to grasp the charm of being mauled, one after the other, by a bunch of super-endowed, aggressive porn guys while her “husband” watched approvingly!

		She was looking forward to filming most of the scenes; while the Monte Carlo, Paris, and Italian Alps sets would be shot in big sound stages, decorated to look like the real thing, Taylor felt, through the magic of movies, that it would look to the eventual audience that she had actually gone to all of those exotic locations! Just like a for-real movie star might have! Mentally, at least, she’d be part of the industry she lusted to be a part of!

		The gangbang sequence, however, brought her rudely back to reality: she was still just a wannabe’ actress, trading her juvenile good looks for a fantasy!

		“I hope we’ll get a little more emotion when you deliver that line in front of a camera, Taylor,” Hawthorne Jennings, the director admonished her just then, and she realized that she needed to quit daydreaming and concentrate on the reading!

		

		****

		

		“Lean into it, dear! And look a little more like you’re really enjoying it, can’t you?” Jennings, the director shouted into his megaphone. “Jesus, I can’t believe she’s really never had a pair of skis on before!”

		This last was an aside, muttered in disgust, but Taylor heard it anyway, even through the whirlwind of fake snow the wind machine had swirling around her, as she stood in front of a “blue screen”, pretending to ski down an incline.

		Jennings had broken out the megaphone with great gusto—clearly imagining himself as an Old Hollywood Era director, perhaps working with Barbara Stanwyck or a young Elizabeth Taylor. Taylor felt very awkward on the skis. There was some skiing in Iowa, but she had never taken up the sport. It got cold enough, but there were no tall mountains in her home state.

		The ski sequence ended at last. Taylor knew it would be finished off by the film’s editor adding some stock footage of a girl who really knew how to ski and who resembled her, with long, brown hair, dressed similarly in a red ski outfit, shooshing off to get on the ski lift again and return to the top of the mountain for another run. The audience would never know the difference—that was the magic of movies!

		Besides, our audience is mostly made up of naked guys, sitting around watching computer screens, with their hard dicks in their hands, jacking off! Taylor reminded herself, as she got out of the hot ski outfit and awkward skis, and prepared herself, mentally, to film the gangbang sequence.

		The gangbang set had been made up to depict the bedroom in a lush European hotel. The actor playing her indulgent husband was dressed in appropriate après-ski clothes, a pair of tight, black ski pants and a vee-necked, lightweight black sweater. A fake fireplace blazed in one corner of the large room and she and her “husband” held snifters of brandy, that was actually room temperature tea. She had on only a see-though black negligee and a leather dog collar, studded with chrome accents.

		“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked her ersatz husband.

		“If you’re sure it’s what you want,” the actor said with a doting smile.

		

		****

		

		“No pretense here, boys!” Hawthorne Jennings had told his assembled nude actors before the scene had started. “You just come in through that door--already hard and ready to go—and fuck the shit out of her until you come inside her! Ram and jam! No bullshit! No pulling out at the last minute and coming on her belly! Shoot it inside her, hard and deep! Internal come shots only! Nothing fancy! She’s a pro and so are you!”

		Nothing ambiguous about that! Taylor thought to herself nervously as the scene began. Her pussy was well lubed with sex gel, since there was to be no foreplay. The men would simply come in and fuck her until they came, one after the other.

		Well, I am a pro! I’ve done this before; I’ve even done it with some of these guys, a couple of them worked on my last film! Taylor reassured herself, wishing the liquid in her snifter really was brandy, instead of tea!

		The door opened and the first guy, his huge prick swollen to full erection, came strutting naked into the room, his enormous boner swaying from side to side as he walked up to where she was seated on a big red velvet-covered ottoman in front of the actor who was playing her husband, who was sipping thoughtfully at his tea/brandy while seated in the matching easy chair, watching his “wife” take on all comers.

		“You know what to do,” the actor spoke the line to the porn star.

		“I sure do!” the man, who was tall and muscular and lightly-furred all over said, peeling the negligee off Taylor’s shoulders and then spreading her legs on the ottoman and kneeling between them. Without further preamble, he set the head of his massive penis against her girlish cunt lips and pushed it far up into her in one mighty shove.

		Taylor let out a big sigh and rocked her hips in time with his frantic thrusts. She knew the men out in the back set, behind the door, had been instructed to jack off as they waited their turn, so that they’d come right away, once they were inside her. This hulk of a man must have really been sawing away in line, because she felt him shooting a large load of semen into her depths right away!

		“Slowly, back it out of her slowly,” Hawthorne Jennings cautioned his actor. “So that the camera catches the wave of spunk you left behind.

		The cameraman zoomed in as the man’s deflated dick left her gaped-open hole, and Taylor felt a dribble of hot come leaking out of her. “Good, good!” Jennings whispered. In a louder voice, he said, “Next man, hurry! We want to show you sliding in while she’s still leaking from the first guy!”

		The door opened and the second of the gangbang party swaggered in, his cock not quite as big as the first guy’s but big enough. Taylor let out another lungful of air as he drilled down into her without hesitation, his girthy prick forcing out a big wave of the first man’s jizz as he filled her. This man wasn’t as muscular as the first one had been, but he had an impressive cock and her certainly knew how to use it!

		Taylor was actually starting to enjoy the fuck, just as he groaned and unleashed his load inside her! He withdrew, and again, she felt an enormous gout of cock cream follow his spent dick out of her stretched-open hole.

		“This next guy’s going to pull out and come in your mouth, when he’s ready, just for variety’s sake,” Jennings whispered to her. “You’re ready for that, right?” Taylor nodded that she was with a wry little smile: she was really dreading swallowing come on camera again, just as Jennings bellowed for the next man. She hoped she was able to fake her enthusiasm for semen well enough to keep from throwing up.

		Her heart lifted as the door opened again and she realized the next man who was going to fuck her was Cal Winger, from her first feature. Cal was muscular, tall and very handsome; and more importantly, he had given her an orgasm-producing, tender fuck in the other movie! He beamed at her as he strode onto the set, his magnificent cock so hard for her that it barely moved when he walked!

		Cal knelt on the ottoman between her legs and wet the head of his monster prick in the stream of spent jism that continued to leak from her. He toyed with her clit, rubbing his jizz-slick cock head over it several times, thrilling her, before he finally plunged himself into her almost liquid depths and began to give her the full benefit of his long, thick cock.

		She moaned at how good he felt in her and started to fuck him back, lifting her hips up to meet his insistent thrusts. “Oh, man; I’m not going to last!” Cal murmured through clenched teeth, just before he sunk himself up to the balls in her and gushed hot man-cream into her womb!

		This emphasis on internal come-shots is the shits! She told herself as she felt him pull slowly out and then remembered he’d been supposed to come in her mouth!

		Cal spurted once on her left breast as he moved quickly up her body, presenting his already-spurting cock for her to suck. Once again, she nearly panicked at the thought of gulping down a man’s sour-tasting, yucky come, but she forced herself to be professional about it; opening her lips to him at the last second, receiving a big gush of warm ball-juice for her trouble!

		He smiled and slid into her mouth all the way up to his impressive balls, spewing jism as he went. Taylor gamely gulped it down with feigned eagerness, licking for more as she sucked him. “Oh, fuck; what a hot little bitch you are!” Cal sighed, creaming Taylors throat twice more before he began to deflate. He reached back and finger-fucked her jizz-filled pussy slit, mashing his gooey finger against her clit.

		A totally unexpected orgasm seized Taylor suddenly as Cal’s last spurt of come shot into her mouth! She abruptly didn’t mind Cal using her throat as his own personal cumdumpster so much! The delicious waves of release rolled through her as she guzzled the thick come down. Cal got inspired and fired another big wad of jism into her mouth just before he pulled out and Taylor swallowed it willingly, her own orgasm seeming to ramp up the more he came!

		“Good. Good! And now for the clean up hitter…Fireplug Parker!” Hawthorne Jennings all but crowed as the door opened again and Parker, nude and confident, stepped into the room.

		He clapped the retreating Cal Winger on the bare shoulder and mouthed, “Good one!” to his fellow gangbang participant as they passed each other.

		Parker practically jogged over to Taylor, his unreal dick on full display. He quickly knelt between her legs and wasted no time centering the pulpy head of his unbelievably girthy tool at the start of her petite, pink furls.

		“No blowjob for me today, cutie! Just plenty of tight, teenage pussy!” his whisper was more like a threatening low growl of desire, but Taylor didn’t have time to worry about that as he jackhammered down into her depths and began to fuck her frantically!

		Jesus! Most of these porn guys are uncouth, but this is ridiculous! She thought as he ravaged her slippery cunt.

		Fireplug Parker certainly lived up to his reputation as a pussy-destroyer! He was banging down into her relentlessly, his cock feeling bigger around than any she’d ever encountered before, and she hoped fervently that he’d jacked off backstage as the others had—so that she wouldn’t have to endure much more of this!’

		Her hopes proved futile, however, as Parker fucked her relentlessly for what seemed like an hour before his dark eyes suddenly glazed over, he sighed as though he was sorry this couldn’t have lasted still longer, and Taylor felt him emptying his large nuts into her defenseless pussy at last!

		There was a gallon of it, and Taylor suspected that Parker hadn’t worked in a few days and that he didn’t have a steady girlfriend—she could well believe that; who in her right mind would want to fuck this beast on a regular basis?—because he just kept spurting and spurting inside her, his come as hot as lava, and as copious as a bursting dam!

		“You’ve got a really tight pussy!” he grunted with satisfaction as he finally tugged himself free of her. “I really enjoyed that!”

		I sure didn’t! Taylor thought to herself, but refrained from saying out loud, fearful of spoiling the scene. This was one scene she certainly didn’t want to have to shoot again!

		She barely felt the fifth and sixth guys; she just lay back and fucked as if she were on autopilot, feeling them finish inside her, but little beyond that. It was as if Parker had permanently deadened her pussy to any feeling at all!

		But the eighth young man proved to be so handsome and nice, and such a great fuck, that Taylor felt herself stirring to life down there again. He obviously wasn’t as good as his colleagues at jacking off off set, he took his time with her and made sure she really enjoyed his nice cock.

		The last man8in line proved to be Dan Devlin, himself, making a super-rare onscreen appearance and she was so happy to see him, all stripped down, with his legendary cock standing out straight, hard and true, that she fucked him enthusiastically, despite all the people watching her do it!

		“Oh, babe; feels so nice!” she murmured to him, knowing the sound editor could cut it out later.

		“You’re telling me?” Dan sighed, really banging away inside her, his massive dick floating of the cushion of a lot of other men’s slippery jism.

		Dan’s usually clear eyes had a sheen of excitement about them that was unusual. He was fucking her faster than he normally did in private, as if he couldn’t wait to get off in her.

		He’s anxious to come in me—just like those other guys did! Taylor realized.

		She was surprised to learn that she wanted that, too! She wanted Dan’s return to performing to be spectacular, and she was determined to help him. Taylor twisted her hips as she fucked him back, milking his gliding cock with her tight internal sheath.

		She smiled at him as if to say: Cream me, baby! I want that hot stuff of yours so bad!

		Dan got the message. She heard him groan the way he always did in his office, when he was about to shoot his load down her throat or up her pussy!

		All at once, a gigantic streamer of jism rocketed down into her! Dan backed out, grabbing his monster dick and jacking another gusher of spunk onto her pussy lips and then feeding his still-hard prick back inside, where Taylor felt yet another geyser of come inundate her cunt!

		“Oh, baby, give it to me! It’s so hot, sooo good, and there’s so much of it!” she wailed as he continued to blast it into her.

		Applause rang out on the set. The other actors, the camera guys, sound guys, lighting guys, and even Hawthorne Jennings was clapping loudly, a goofy smile on his normally stern face.

		“And that’s a wrap: I’m done!” Dan Devlin panted, pulling his spent dick from Taylor’s dripping pussy lips.

		

		****

		

		“And I’m done, too!” Taylor whispered, standing up in the bathtub, staring down at her pelvis. Her normally tight little slit was still gaped open slightly, courtesy of the nine dicks it had taken today, but mostly from the savage fucking it had endured at the hands of one Fireplug Parker!

		Dan and the guy before him’s farewell fucks had been sweet, but on the whole, Taylor had decided that making your living fucking for money onscreen was not the career she had set out to have!

		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.

		

		The End

		

		(of Part 1)

		

		Part II coming the first part of August, 2020. Be there as Inga Norgaard, the most sought-after, famous movie star in the world and her oldest friend, Adie Anderson, take Taylor under their wings and launch her career in mainstream movies. Will she be a hit, as Inga was, or a miss, a one-appearance wonder, as so many have before her?

		

	
		

		Author’s Notes

		

		I know! I know, I said no more Inga; no more Show Business Kids, but this story came along and it seemed so right that they would have a minor role in it…Okay, a major role, if you count Part Two!

		But I thought some of you would be interested in finding out how Inga and her little circle are faring eight years down the road. Back to the boilerplate stuff: all characters and situations described in this book are fictional, and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the Los Angeles locations mentioned in the book are real places, of course, and have been as accurately portrayed as memory and research can portray them.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms throughout much of this story and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during the various couplings in this book.

		That’s because this book is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate it? Please drop me a line at ckralson@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.

		CKR
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