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		Forward

		

		Attention long-time readers of C. K. Ralston’s fiction: If you bought the original version of Show Business Kids, published by Renaissance E-Books, you are wasting your money buying this newer release of the same book! It has been re-edited and a new cover has been added, but it is basically the same story you read before. The story of the central character, Inga Norgaard remained unfinished after the first two books; it needed a third, and final act to be complete, so after these many years a third book is being added. In order to do this, however, the first two books had to be reclaimed from the original publisher.

		

		This having been accomplished, it has been decided to reissue the first two volumes of the tale separately, along with the new third book, so as to give the reader “the whole story” all at once, for those who are new to the world of Inga and her friends, the other “Show Business Kids”. Here, then, is the opening book; freshly edited and issued anew for your perusal.
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		BOOK ONE

		

		THE FIRST ACT

		

	
		

		Prologue

		

		My God! I can’t believe this is really me … doing this. The incredulous thought reverberated through Inga Norgaard’s alcohol and marijuana-dulled mind!

		

		Here she stood, completely naked in the cavernous family/recreation room of the fabulous Ridge mansion, right in front of the plush, eight-stool wet bar overlooking the manicured landscaping of the elaborate backyard and pool area. Her new friend, Lee Anne “Lee-Lee” Ridge, the teenage daughter of the house was seated right in front of her on one of the barstools, as naked as Inga and sipping a tall cocktail. Another of her new friends from Beverly Hills High School, tall, leggy, totally gorgeous Cynthia “Cyn” Soames was just off to their right, clad only in a strap-on contraption featuring a pair of very large, realistic-looking rubber dildos. One of the devices was curved into a downward “U” shape and was currently nestled up inside of Cyn’s cute little pussy. The other fake penis jutted straight out from the sex-belt, and was intended for use in Inga’s nearly virgin slit as she bent down to lick Lee-Lee’s pussy for the camera.

		

		“Come on, I’m all set,” a fourth naked girl, Marsha Terry, said impatiently from behind the professional-grade camera mounted on a tripod off to Inga’s left. Redheaded Marsha’s big, round, naked breasts rolled and jiggled across her lush body as she bent down once again and made sure her lens was sighted on the exact spot where Inga’s mouth would encounter Lee-Lee’s juicy little pink furrow when the action began. “Let’s have some hot lezzbo action, you sluts!”

		

		The girls all giggled drunkenly at Marsha’s comment and got ready to “perform” for the camera’s all-seeing eye. Cyn casually oiled up the dildo she was going to use to penetrate Inga’s tight little pussy, being careful to get its whole impressive shaft and head shiny with sex lube.

		

		This is sure a long way from what I’m used to, Inga said to herself, finishing her own unfamiliar cocktail and setting it on the bar behind Lee-Lee. Nothing like our parties back home in Minnesota … where it was always just a bunch of us girls giggling by the fire in the fireplace and drinking hot chocolate as we talked about boys and who was interested in whom…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Set on the silent/vibrate mode, Inga Norgaard’s cell phone buzzed around like an angry bumblebee atop her nightstand. She put down the book she had been reading and grabbed up the phone eagerly, knowing without even looking at the Caller ID that it was Adele, her best friend from back home in Minnesota. It had to be. Adele “Adie” Anderson was the only one who had the number to her new phone besides her dad and mom.

		

		“Adie?”

		

		“Hey, Ing! How’s it going?” Adie asked from two thousand miles away. “Are you liking Beverly Hills any better yet?”

		

		Inga let out a long, frustrated sigh before answering. “No, it’s still awful – I know exactly the same number of kids at Beverly Hills High today as I did yesterday, Adie: Zero!”

		

		She hesitated a moment then laughed bitterly. “Some birthday present I got this year, huh? – turning eighteen in a hotel room with my folks on our move out to California ... all so I could spend my senior year with a bunch of snobs?”

		

		“Jeeeez,” Adie sighed in sympathy. “Who would have thought kids out there would be so unfriendly?”

		

		“They’re not just unfriendly,” Inga spoke sharply into the phone. “They’re incredibly stuck up and most of them act like they’re so much better than you, Ad. These kids out here either look right through me, like I’m not even there, or they turn their noses up at me and kind of … I don’t know… It’s like they almost … snicker at me when I pass them in the hallway! Like my hair’s all sticking out crazy angles or my clothes aren’t right or … or, I don’t know … like something is wrong with me.”

		

		There was silence for a moment then Adie’s concerned voice came back over the line. “Even the boys aren’t nice to you? You’d think at least the guys would be more friendly … you know, ’cause of the way you … look!”

		

		Inga gave a dismissive snort. “It’s about a fifty-fifty split among the boys, Ad. Half of them ignore me or pretend they don’t see me, and the other half…”

		

		Her voice trailed off. After a few seconds of dead air, Adie asked, “The other half what, Ing?”

		

		“They look at me as if I’m a really tasty-looking appetizer and they haven’t had a meal in weeks!” Inga whispered, ashamedly. “They look at me as if they’d like to drag me into an empty classroom and throw me over a desk and … do things to me!”

		

		She took a deep, hurried breath and went on. “I’m not kidding, Ad. I don’t think I ever had a boy back home eye me the way these boys leer at me. It scares me to death, even in a crowded hallway with tons of people around!”

		

		“Oh, Ing,” Adie whispered urgently. “Be careful out there. Don’t let yourself be alone with any of those creepy guys!”

		

		She waited a moment then added mournfully, “Damn it! Why did your folks have to move so far away? And why that awful place? And why right in the middle of the school year too?”

		

		The two girls said nothing for half a minute after that. Both of them knew why; Inga’s father had been offered a choice – either take the relocation package and the offer of a headquarters vice-presidency extended to him by the large Los Angeles-based bank that had acquired the small regional bank in the Midwest where he had served as president, or take the severance package and look for a new six figure job in an economy where such positions were increasingly rare. So now he and his little family found themselves living in Beverly Hills – on a very impressive salary, it was true – but in a part of the country that was completely foreign to them.

		

		“Inga, dinner’s ready!” her mom’s voice echoed up the stairs in the huge house.

		

		“I gotta’ go, Ad,” Inga said sadly into the phone. “Mom just yelled up that dinner is ready then I’ve got some homework to do afterward. I’ll talk to you again soon, okay?”

		

		“You betcha’!” Adie answered. “Until then, you watch yourself, girl!”

		

		Inga disconnected and set down the phone. She got listlessly to her feet and went downstairs, where Mama and Daddy were putting the food they’d prepared together on the dining room table.

		

		Inga smiled sadly at them, doing her best to look more upbeat than she felt. This was one of the few things in their lives that hadn’t changed since they’d moved ... Daddy coming home, taking off his suit coat, carefully hanging it over the back of a chair in the kitchen then slipping into his own chef’s apron so he and Mama could share a glass of wine and tell each other about their respective days as they fixed dinner together. Sometimes Inga helped, but tonight she felt more like being by herself, reading in her room and thinking about all her friends back home and how much she missed being there with them and, of course, how much California sucked!

		

		* * * *

		

		In a group of kids this big, how can there not be even one friendly person? Inga asked herself miserably the next day as she maneuvered her way through the throng of fellow students toward the cafeteria. It was lunchtime for half the students at Beverly Hills High, including the newest and unhappiest member of the student body, Inga Norgaard.

		

		The hallway was packed with kids heading in both directions within the tight corridor, jostling and moving against one another, talking animatedly, laughing, and pointedly ignoring her as she trudged along among them. She was only twenty yards or so from the double doors leading into the cafeteria when a very large boy in a letterman jacket stepped in front of her, cutting her off. She started to step around him, to the right, but there was – she now realized – a group of five or six of the tall, athletic-looking boys, all clad in their distinctive black and orange letterman jackets, that were with the boy standing in front of her. They were large and muscular and stood leering down at her with that awful, ‘undressing-a girl-with-their-eyes’ look she had described to Adie just last night during their phone call.

		

		“Been wanting to meet you, gorgeous,” the boy standing in front of her said, grinning even more confidently, now that she realized he and his friends had effectively cornered her off. “I’m Rory McRae.”

		

		Inga knew she had that “deer in the headlights” look on her face as she stared up nervously at the pack of boys, but she couldn’t help it. All of these guys were at least moderately attractive, athletic-looking young men, but she found that I’d like to have sex with you, right here, right now look on their faces to be a complete turn off. All she wanted was to get away from them as quickly as possible.

		

		“And you are?” Rory McRae inquired expectantly, his handsome face looking as if he were especially enjoying her obvious unease at the situation in which she found herself trapped.

		

		When Inga remained silent for another few moments – she could feel her face growing even redder with embarrassment – Rory McRae shook his head. “A girl who looks like you … shy around boys? Come on, babe, that pose is never gonna fly. Now, what’s your name, beautiful?”

		

		When she still didn’t answer and instead tried unsuccessfully to step around him into the crowd of kids surging toward her in the on-coming direction, he put a big hand on her shoulder to stop her. “Whoa, hon! What’s your hurry? You gotta’ want to meet me! Rory McRae? Starting quarterback for the Beverly Hills High Normans … Student Council President … Homecoming King … four-year letterman … every girl’s dream date?”

		

		Just at that moment, another girl stepped up beside Inga and stopped. Glancing to her right at the newcomer, Inga saw that she was beautiful, with long raven-black hair that reached halfway down her back, a deep tan on her perfect olive skin, and sparkling dark brown eyes that seemed to flash with amusement as she coolly regarded McRae and his pals.

		

		“More like every girl’s worst nightmare!” the girl commented saucily, laughing in Rory McRae’s handsome face.

		

		“This is none of your business, Cyn!” the boy growled at her. “Me and my boys just wanted to meet this little angel that everyone in school is talking about. Nothing to do with you … bitch!”

		

		The girl, Cyn, laughed again. “Nothing to do with you either, McRae, apparently. Our girl, here, appears to have too much class to have anything to do with an a-hole like you or your crew of knuckle-draggers.”

		

		The group of boys looked as outraged as if she’d reached out and slapped every one of them, but the girl paid no attention. Instead, she sunk an elbow into Rory McRae’s ribs. He gasped with surprise and stepped aside as Cyn hooked her other elbow through a startled Inga’s and led her forward into the hole left when the big quarterback staggered to his right and momentarily out of their way.

		

		“Hey, biaaaatch!” one of the boys shouted after them. “You can’t do that. Bring her back here! We were talking to her. You don’t own this school, you … you … snatch!”

		

		“Yeah, well neither do you, dickface!” Cyn called back over her shoulder, stepping confidently down the hall with Inga on her arm, laughing gaily as she went breezily onward.

		

		Inga, completely stunned by what had just happened, and by her unlikely rescuer, still managed to observe that the crowd of kids coming from the direction of the cafeteria, approaching them, suddenly parted like the Red Sea had for Moses. Cyn walked confidently forward, stopping for no one, smiling regally at the press of passing students, who were grinning hopefully at her, clearly coveting a “hi” or at least a nod acknowledging their presence from the dark-haired beauty.

		

		“You’ll have to keep away from McRae, dear,” Cyn said in a confidential whisper as they neared the cafeteria doors. “If a hottie like you were to hang out with him too much, that boy’s already huge ego could grow so massive it would threaten to engulf the whole school and smother us all. He needs to be slapped down almost daily and kept in his place … for the good of all!”

		

		Inga giggled. This girl was so incredibly confident, so sure of herself. And she was so funny! … ‘for the good of all’, indeed!

		

		They reached the double doors leading into the dining room and Cyn stopped expectantly, like a queen awaiting her servants. To Inga’s amazement, two boys tripped all over themselves to scramble over and hold the doors open for the two of them

		

		“Tommy, Rod, thank you,” Cyn smiled briefly at the two beaming doormen as she swept imperiously past them, dragging Inga along in her wake.

		

		As the two girls entered the crowded dining hall, Inga breathed a sigh of relief at her recent rescue from the boys and disengaged her arm from the other girl’s. She turned and smiled at Cyn. “Well, thanks for helping me out back there. I’m Inga Norgaard, by the way.”

		

		Cyn grinned back at her. “I know. I’ve been checking you out ever since you got here, just like everyone else in school has been. Your old man’s a banker and you guys live in the old Harrison place, just up the street from my folks’ house. I noticed the moving truck unloading stuff last Saturday and I saw you standing out on the lawn, watching them. The Harrison’s went tits-up last year in the real estate crash and lost the place to the bank. It was for sale for, like, forever!”

		

		She tilted her gorgeous head to one side as she smiled at Inga and added slyly, “My dad said that he heard the bank couldn’t get any decent offers on it in this market, so they rented it to your dad on the cheap instead, as part of his relocation package with them.”

		

		Inga’s eyes widened, surprised to hear that people in her ritzy new neighborhood knew all about her family’s private business, just like back home in St. Croix, the little town forty miles outside Minneapolis where she’d grown up. Until now, she’d always supposed Los Angeles and Beverly Hills were huge, impersonal places, with millions of people, where no one paid much attention to another person’s business. But this girl seemed to know a lot about her neighbors and what went on with them. Apparently, the gossip grapevine wasn’t limited to small towns and Middle America.

		

		“I’m Cynthia Soames,” her dark-haired rescuer said, “but everyone calls me Cyn.”

		

		Inga shook hands, glad to finally meet someone at her new school, especially a girl like Cyn, who was so funny and brave and so … in charge! Cyn kept her hand and tugged her along by it as she started walking again.

		

		“Come on, I’ll introduce you to the gang,” Cyn said as they moved through the crowded room. Cyn nodding to this group of kids or that one, pointedly ignoring other little knots of students, who promptly looked devastated that she’d looked right through them, as if they weren’t even there – the same thing people had been doing to Inga for the whole school week so far, until just now.

		

		The two girls came to a big, round table at the back of the room, where five girls sat chatting and eating their lunches. There was one empty chair at the table, which was one of the nicest ones in the crowded room, right next to a big window overlooking the pristine old campus where so many of Hollywood’s elite had spent their youth.

		

		“Well, what have we here, Cyn?” one of the girls at the table asked, turning slightly to face the newcomers, critically eying Inga from head to toe as if she were inspecting a potential purchase she was none too sure about.

		

		“This is Inga,” Cyn said simply.

		

		The girl who had spoken first was a classic beauty with honey-blonde hair that fell across her shoulders, sky-blue eyes and flawless skin. She flashed Inga an insincere smile. “I’m Kathy Hayes, pleased to meet you, Inga.”

		

		The two girls sitting on either side of her smiled too, their expressions matching Kathy’s phony smile almost perfectly. Both of them were blonde as well, but Inga could tell from their hair’s unnatural shades that their hair colors were the result of a box of tint.

		

		“Caren, with a “c” said the one on Kathy’s far side.

		

		“I’m Bonnie,” the other one chimed in.

		

		Caren with a “c” was voluptuous, with enormous breasts pushing out against the tight sweater she wore. Her counterpart, Bonnie, was tall and lean, like a fashion model, with knife-sharp cheekbones which produced a strikingly pretty face.

		

		“I’m Lee Anne.” A slender girl with light brown hair pulled back into a ponytail and a cute little turned up nose spoke from the far side of the table. “But everyone calls me Lee-Lee.”

		

		Inga actually recognized the final girl. Her picture was on posters all over the school, urging everyone to cast their vote for her as Winter Fantasy Prom Queen. Her name was Marsha Terry and she was a tall, statuesque beauty with a long, fiery-red mane of hair, light skin, a dusting of freckles, and sparkling green eyes.

		

		“Hey, Inga,” she whispered, her voice sounding much older and sultrier than you would expect from a high school senior. “Welcome to the posse!”

		

		“T-The posse?” Inga stammered uncertainly.

		

		Lee-Lee giggled. “Yeah, they call us Cyn’s Pussy Posse behind our backs … like we don’t fucking know they call us that.”

		

		“Better that than ‘Soames’ Snatches’ or some of the other catty names they use for us, like the ‘queen cunts’ or the ‘Real Biatches of BH High’!” Marsha said with a smirk. “You know … like the Real Housewives of Wherever?”

		

		“Oh, my!” Inga blurted, slightly shocked by the girls’ casual use of words like “pussy” and “snatch” and … especially … “cunt”.

		

		It wasn’t like she’d never heard such language back home at her old high school in Minnesota – teenagers were teenagers everywhere – but it was clear to Inga from the way all the other students deferred to these girls that they were among the most elite kids in this very elitist school! To hear girls with their social status toss around words like the really nasty…“c” word as if they were no worse than “heck” or “darn” was a little disconcerting for her.

		

		“Yeah, well we all know what the real name of our little group is, now don’t we, ladies?” Cyn asked with a sly grin.

		

		She turned toward Inga and said, “We like to call ourselves the girls who count, Inga. In this school … we rule!”

		

		“Right on!” Marsha said with a laugh, agreeing. “We are the queen-high bitches of Beverly Hills High, girlfriend. And what we say goes!”

		

		All the girls seated around the table laughed as well and high-fived one another happily at that statement. When their round of self-congratulations subsided, Cyn put a hand on Inga’s shoulder and smiled at her.

		

		“And you, Inga Norgaard, lucky girl, are our newest member,” she whispered, her brown eyes dancing with excitement as she made the announcement.

		

		“M-Me!” Inga gasped. “But … but I…”

		

		Inga’s startled voice trailed off in utter shock. First, no one would give her the time of day and now, from out of the blue, the most popular, powerful little clique of girls in the whole cliquey school wanted her to join them!

		

		“But why me?” Inga murmured.

		

		Cyn laughed. “Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately, gorgeous? Some of the prettiest people on the planet have matriculated from dear old BH High ... people who went on to be models and movie stars and … you name it.”

		

		She eyed Inga critically and smiled again, shaking her head. “If you’re not the prettiest girl who’s ever walked these halls, you’re in the top three, at least. And that’s an honest appraisal from me … and I’m not exactly chopped liver myself!”

		

		Inga looked around at the girls seated at the table as they nodded their agreement with Cyn’s assessment. They were all beauties in their own right. Inga sighed. This was so lame!

		

		She bit her lower lip, agonizing over what to say that wouldn’t offend this little group. But the truth was, she absolutely hated this kind of stuff.

		

		At eighteen, Inga Norgaard was five foot, three inches tall. Her hair wasn’t just blonde, it was that stunning white-blonde, natural platinum shade unique to people of Scandinavian descent which – along with her startlingly pretty ice-blue eyes and silky-smooth white skin that rarely if ever saw a blemish – bestowed upon her a head-turning, heart-stopping beauty. She had been the prettiest person in whatever group she was with for as long as she could remember. Ever since she had been a little girl, she had realized that her beauty was so arresting, conversations abruptly stopped when she entered a room. She’d grown used to it, but she didn’t enjoy it and had spent her life scrupulously trying to avoid trading on it.

		

		“So … it’s because of the way I … look that you want me in your group?” She spoke softly, trying not to let her disappointment at the fact the only people who made any attempt to befriend her since her arrival in this school didn’t really seem to care about her at all. They were just intrigued by her outer appearance.

		

		“Hon, we pretty much have to have you in our posse,” Cyn told her patiently, staring into those show-stopping blue eyes. “We are the hottest girls in BH High. Everyone acknowledges that. If the hottest girl in the whole history of this frigging place wasn’t one of us … people would begin to talk … tongues would wag.”

		

		“Yeah!” Lee-Lee blurted from the far side of the table. “This place is like a fucking shark tank, Inga! If you dissed us by not being part of our crew, everyone would say the posse was slipping.”

		

		“No kidding,” Marsha agreed quickly. “In BHH, if you snooze, you lose. You can be on top of the world, rollin’ along, righteous as can be, then you show up wearing last month’s hairdo and … bam! Overnight, you’re yesterday’s news!”

		

		There was a murmur of general agreement about that, then silence. Kathy Hays critically looked over at Inga, eying her as if she still wasn’t quite convinced about something.

		

		“She’s a fucking stunner, all right,” Kathy said at last, then added, “But we’re going to have to do something about those clothes!”

		

		She favored Inga with a condescending smile. “Where does your mama buy your outfits, honey, Target?”

		

		The girls all screamed with derisive laughter at that comment and Inga felt herself turning red. The really awful thing about the girl’s catty remark was that it hit so close to home. Inga’s mom had occasionally shopped at Target back home in Minnesota, buying Inga a sweater or a blouse there if they had something nice that fit in with her wholesome, down-to-earth style of dress.

		

		“Cool it, you skanks!” Cyn hissed and the laughter abruptly ceased. She smiled at Inga then turned toward her cronies again. “That’s the beauty of taking Inga under our wing, ladies. She’s like a snow-white, untouched canvas just waiting for a master’s brushstroke. God made her flawless … it’s up to us to make her perfect!”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		“And so, then what happened?” Adie asked breathlessly.

		

		Inga sat on her bed with the phone cradled against her shoulder, painting her toenails with some of the new nail polish Cyn and the girls had bought her that afternoon. She was dressed in her pajamas and had wads of tissue paper shoved between her toes as she worked, holding them apart so they would dry properly.

		

		She hesitated, embarrassed to answer her oldest friend, still slightly shocked by her own behavior this afternoon. After a lifetime spent seeking to avoid cashing in on her physical appearance, looking back it seemed to Inga as if she had caved in rather quickly to the peer pressure from Cyn and the rest of the girls. Maybe it was just the loneliness of being the new kid in school, thousands of miles from home with no one paying any attention to her or offering her a smile or even so much as a kind word up to that point. But she had certainly gone along with what the other girls wanted for her without much of a fight.

		

		At last she sighed. “Well, after they dragooned me into going shopping with them after school and making me call Mom and tell her I had finally met some nice girls to hang out with and that one of them would drive me home later,” Inga said, concentrating on getting the bright red polish only on the nail’s surface and not on her skin, “They took me to Rodeo Drive and we hit every store on the block.”

		

		“Wow!” Adie sighed from thousands of miles away. “Is it, like, wonderful, like it looks in the movies and on TV?”

		

		“It’s … it’s more like, a shock, really!” Inga breathed, remembering how stunned she’d been at first by the fabulous shops, the famous names … Armani, Hermes, Gucci, Juicy, Prada, and all the others. “Every huge, ultra-chic label you’ve ever heard of has a shop there, one right after the other. I spent the first few minutes just walking around in awe, gawking at everything with my mouth hanging open.”

		

		Adie emitted a nervous little squeak of a laugh. “Well, I guess that’s about all you could do, right? I mean, all those places are probably so expensive you couldn’t actually afford to buy much, now could you?”

		

		“Expensive doesn’t even come close to describing it, Ad!” Inga laughed. “When I quit just staring at all the stuff and actually started looking at blouses and jeans and handbags and the rest of it, my heart practically leaped right out of my chest, it was all so unbelievably, astronomically pricey!”

		

		Adie chuckled. “Oh, well, I bet it was still fun to window shop and to dream, huh?”

		

		“We did much more than window shop, hon,” Inga lowered her voice and whispered into her cell. “I came home with three big brown paper grocery bags crammed full of new clothes, shoes, accessories, make up … you name it, I’ve got it!”

		

		“W-What?” Adie gasped. “How? Has your dad gone off the deep end out there? Did he raise your allowance, like, a zillion percent or something?”

		

		“I didn’t spend a nickel,” Inga admitted, keeping her voice low. “Cyn and her crew just went nuts with me this afternoon! They whipped out their credit cards and bought me everything under the sun. I kept telling them I couldn’t possibly accept five-hundred-dollar blouses and two-hundred-dollar pairs of jeans as gifts, and that there was certainly no way I could ever pay them back … but they wouldn’t listen!”

		

		She sighed. “It was like I was their walking, talking Barbie Doll and they just had to dress me in the latest bling and the hottest clothes imaginable. I couldn’t seem to stop them!”

		

		“What on earth did you tell your mom?”

		

		“Well, we ended up at Cyn’s place, just up the street from my folks new house, and the girls cut all the price tags off everything and stuffed it in some old grocery bags from Cyn’s garage and told me to tell my mom, if she asked, that the clothes and shoes and the rest of it were all things they’d grown out of or gotten tired of wearing and that they had just given it to me. So, I lugged it all home and it’s now in my closet, hung up and ready to wear.”

		

		Adele was silent for long moments then she finally asked, “What will they tell their folks when all those huge credit card bills come in?”

		

		Inga sighed. “That’s the really freaky thing. Apparently, these girls spend so much every month on their credit cards that their folks don’t even bother asking anymore. They just write a check and send it off to the credit card people and go on with their business … that’s how rich their families are.”

		

		“Jeeeeez!” Adie breathed in, clearly still trying to get her mind around the idea of people having that much money. After another moment, she asked, “What possessed them to buy all that stuff and just give it to you? I mean, they barely know you; from what you said earlier!”

		

		“That’s the really insane part about all of this,” Inga said. After thinking about it for a moment, she revised her statement. “Actually, the whole thing is slightly insane. Like I told you when you first called, they want me in their crew, their … “posse”, because they’rlike, the hottest looking girls in Beverly Hills High and they think I’m, you know … prettier than any of them. So, they’ve simply got to have me in their little group.”

		

		She sighed again before going on. She’d been best friends with Adie since first grade, so Adie knew how she felt about cashing in on her looks.

		

		“Since they’re the coolest clique in school, with the nicest cars and the best wardrobes, etcetera, etcetera … well, now that I’m one of them, I’ve got to fit in with their life style, see, so I won’t look out of place?”

		

		“God!” Adie hissed on the other end of the phone. “It’s that important to these girls to be Number One on campus? They’d spend thousands of dollars to dress you like them so you’ll fit in with their group?”

		

		There was a long silence. Finally, Inga said simply, “Things are way different out here, Ad. Beverly Hills is as different from St. Croix as the White House is from the little house I grew up in. I’m just gonna have to adjust, I guess, if I’m ever gonna fit in here and have any friends at all.”

		

		At that moment, Inga heard the familiar, shrill voice of Adie’s mother in the background, yelling something. Adie whispered, “The Wicked Witch of the North is screaming at me to get off the phone before the bill puts us in the poorhouse – whatever the hell the poorhouse is – so I gotta jump, okay?”

		

		“Okay, we’ll talk again real soon,” Inga whispered back. “And I’ll be sure to call you next time, so it won’t cost your folks anything.”

		

		“Before you go,” Adie said quickly, concern etching her voice. “Be careful with these new friends of yours, okay girlfriend? They sound nice and all but they also sound like they’re traveling in the fast lane, the really fast lane … so be on your toes, okay?”

		

		“I intend to,” Inga answered. “There’s a Saturday afternoon to Sunday afternoon sleepover-party at Lee-Lee’s house this weekend that I’m invited to, and my mom already said it’s okay if I go. So, I’ll find out more about whether I really want to hang with the ‘in’ crowd by next Monday, trust me.”

		

		“Yeah, that should be great,” Adie said enthusiastically. “A slumber party. Girls all sitting around gabbing and trading secrets over some hot cocoa in front of the fire. That should be a really good place to find out just how well you fit in with these gals.”

		

		“Uh, actually … I think it’s gonna’ be more of a pool party and barbeque kind of weekend, Ad,” Inga corrected her friend.

		

		“Pool party?” Adie gasped. “It’s frigging January, Ing! Who goes swimming in January? Do they have an indoor pool or something?”

		

		Inga couldn’t help it. She had to laugh at Adie’s understandable confusion. For the very first time since she’d been in California, she felt she had to brag on the place just a little. “It’s January, Ad, but it’s not Minne-frozen-sota either … it’s LA! It’s going to be seventy-five degrees and sunny here on Saturday!”

		

		“Get the hell out of town!” Adie blurted. “It’s going to be, like, seventeen below zero here Saturday, Ing! There’s a huge storm coming down from Canada. We’re expecting six inches of snow by Sunday!”

		

		“I’ll think of you when I’m out by the pool, working on my tan,” Inga couldn’t help giggling.

		

		“Oh, you skank!” Adie shrieked, laughing like mad. “I can’t believe you’re going to be lying in the sun by a pool with a bunch of Hollywood hotties while I’m freezing my buns off out here?”

		

		“Excuse me … skank?” Inga giggled in return, having the most fun she’d had since moving here. “Don’t you think that’s just a bit harsh … you poor little frozen-butt Minnesota girl?”

		

		Adie wailed with laughter and Inga could hear her mother screaming in the background again as she realized her daughter was still on long distance. “I’ll talk to you soon! Stay out of trouble, babe! I really gotta go now, before she has a cow! Bye!”

		

		The line went dead and Inga clicked off her cell, smiling broadly. She found she was actually looking forward to the sleepover this weekend. She was very anxious to get to know the other girls better, to see if she really had found some friends in this strange new place.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Now you be on your best behavior this weekend, young lady,” Anna Norgaard said as she pulled the minivan up under the massive portico in front of the huge house.

		

		“These girls have been just wonderful to you so far, giving you all those beautiful designer clothes, they were getting rid of, running you back and forth to school every day, and inviting you to this sleepover. It’s so nice of Lee-Lee’s mother, having all of you over this weekend.”

		

		Anna stopped speaking and looked at the monster house sprawled across several acres of prime Beverly Hills real estate. It was surrounded by twenty-foot-high wrought iron fences; the two massive gates open at the end of the long circular drive. She seemed to notice for the first time just how large the house really was as she stared at it.

		

		“Of course, unless they have twelve children or something, I suppose having a few extra houseguests is not such a huge burden for them after all,” Anna remarked, slightly awed by the splendor of the Ridge mansion. “A place this size must have fifteen bedrooms so finding an empty bed for you girls shouldn’t be a big deal!”

		

		The front door opened at that moment and a tall, curvy woman about Anna’s age emerged and came down the steps, heading for their car. The lady of the house was very beautiful, with the high cheekbones of a fashion model or a movie star, light brown hair the color of Lee-Lee’s, and an enviable figure.

		

		Inga’s recent three-hour crash course in expensive designer clothes on Rodeo Drive told her that Mrs. Ridge’s stylish winter pantsuit outfit was from the Dolce & Gabbana collection and her shoes were from Ferragamo. Not counting the understated but obviously expensive jewelry she wore, Inga figured that Lee-Lee’s gorgeous mom was wearing about five thousand dollars worth of shoes and clothing – and looking utterly sensational in it.

		

		“My God!” Inga’s mom gasped, uncharacteristically using the Lord’s name in vain. “It’s June Ellen Jennings!”

		

		Before Inga could even process a thought about whom the heck June Ellen Jennings might be, her mom was out of the minivan like a shot and babbling like a smitten schoolgirl. “June Ellen! Ms. Jennings … uh … Mrs. Ridge, I mean! I’m Anna Norgaard, Inga’s mom, and I’m your biggest fan ever!”

		

		Inga stared through the windshield in amazement at her mother, who was simpering around like a pre-teen girl who’d just been introduced to Justin Bieber or the Jonas Brothers. She had never before seen a look of fawning, pee-your-pants excitement on her mom’s face like the one she was now displaying as she shyly shook hands with the smiling Mrs. Ridge.

		

		“Oh, it’s always so nice to meet a true fan!” the woman said graciously, taking Anna’s offered hand in both of hers, beaming at her.

		

		“God! I can’t believe I’m actually meeting June Ellen Jennings!” Anna gushed. “Back in high school, when Undercover Girl was cancelled, I cried for a week!”

		

		Mrs. Ridge laughed. “So did I, believe me – they were paying me half a million bucks per episode when that show finally folded.”

		

		The two women stood chuckling together for another moment, as though they were old friends. Then Mrs. Ridge released Anna’s hand and said quietly. “I still do a few roles per year, of course, but I never got another series that was as huge a hit as that one. Six seasons … what a ride that was!”

		

		Inga knew who Mrs. Ridge was now. Back home in Minnesota, on late-night cable, they still showed reruns of Undercover Girl, an old series about a rookie cop who was twenty-one but could pass for fifteen. Because of her youthful looks, the heroine in Undercover Girl had been picked by her superiors to infiltrate youth gangs and teenage-hooker operations and to perform other dicey and exciting investigations. Inga had watched it on weekends a few times. Mrs. Ridge couldn’t have been as old as Inga was now when the series had started production.

		

		“Just after the show ended, I married my producer, Lee-Lee’s dad, Lonnie Ridge,” the still pretty woman added. “Its lucky for us he’s never lost his Midas touch when it comes to producing hit series. We’d be hard pressed to pay for this place on what I make doing the occasional guest spot on Law & Order or playing the second lead in some TV movie of the week.”

		

		She smiled at Anna and gestured toward her house. “Won’t you come in for a little while and have some coffee with me? Your daughter can join Cyn and Lee-Lee out by the pool as soon as she changes into her suit.”

		

		Looking over at the car, she watched as Inga got out and opened the rear door of the minivan to retrieve her overnight bag from the back seat. Mrs. Ridge’s smile suddenly seemed to be frozen in place. She turned and looked at Anna Norgaard incredulously.

		

		“Have you noticed, my dear, that your daughter is quite possibly the prettiest girl in southern California?”

		

		Before the startled Anna could answer, Mrs. Ridge went over and stood in front of Inga, who had her suitcase’s handle in her hand and was just starting to roll it down the drive toward the front door. Inga stopped, the smiling woman moving up close to her, studying her face carefully.

		

		“All natural!” Mrs. Ridge sighed enviously, staring at Inga’s nose and examining her rosy cheeks carefully. “Not a tuck, not a lift…”

		

		She looked down at Inga’s lush young body, which was clad this morning in a pair of white Ralph Lauren designer shorts, Ferragamo sandals, and a scooped neck tunic from Versace. Peering down into Inga’s ample cleavage, she smiled again and shook her head in something like amazement.

		

		“Real as they can be, aren’t they dear?”

		

		Inga felt herself blushing – no one had ever before asked if her sumptuous twin beauties were real or not!

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” she replied shyly. “All of me is just … me!”

		

		The ex-television star laughed delightedly and turned back toward Inga’s mom. “What an incredibly beautiful, charming daughter you have, Mrs. Norgaard!”

		

		She walked over to Anna and said quietly, “Do you realize that if you wanted me to, I could call my agent and arrange a meeting for Inga with him, and after that meeting your daughter would probably have an offer for a movie role in less than a month, maybe even a development deal for a part in a television series? And I’m totally serious about that!”

		

		Anna laughed and shook her head. “No, that isn’t possible. Sure, my little Inga is pretty, but she’s no actress. Her last ‘performance’ was as one of the snowflakes in a kindergarten production at Christmas time, back home in St. Croix … in Minnesota.”

		

		Inga came up to them, towing her small suitcase behind her. “Yeah, but I was a very good snowflake,” she giggled merrily. “Everyone said I did an excellent job of dancing around in that dorky costume and looking … you know … snowy!”

		

		“You see what I have to put up with?” Anna laughed along with the two of them at Inga’s lighthearted comment. “She’s more of a comedian than an actress, I’m afraid.”

		

		“Well, if she changes her mind and wants an acting career, just call me and I’ll be glad to make it happen for her,” Mrs. Ridge said, still eying Inga appreciatively as the three of them walked up the drive toward the front door together. “When a girl has the looks and figure your daughter does, Mrs. Norgaard, she doesn’t need to be Meryl Streep to have a huge future onscreen in this town, believe me!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“So, they appear to be getting along famously,” Lee-Lee observed to Inga as they lounged atop three softly cushioned chaise lounges beside the huge swimming pool.

		

		Through a sliding glass door that opened out onto the elaborate backyard pool/spa/cabana/bar area, the three girls could see Inga and Lee-Lee’s moms sitting at the breakfast bar in the big gourmet kitchen. The two women were laughing and talking animatedly as they sipped their coffee.

		

		“They’re probably discussing my burgeoning career as the next Angelina Jolie,” Inga laughed. She had told the girls what Lee-Lee’s mom had said as soon as she’d changed into her conservatively cut two-piece suit and joined them outside.

		

		“Don’t knock it!” Lee-Lee said snippily, enviously eying Inga’s unbelievable shape and flawless skin in the modest swimsuit she wore. “God, what I wouldn’t give to have your looks, Ing! I’d have a fucking three movie deal in a week if I had tits like those and an ass like yours … along with that fucking drop-dead gorgeous kisser of yours, of course!”

		

		Inga didn’t know what to say to that. Lee-Lee was a very attractive girl in her own right, just slender and lightly built. But her face was very pretty and her smallish breasts appeared to be quite perky and nicely shaped inside the tiny bikini top she wore.

		

		“Uh, so … do you want to be an actress, like your mom?” Inga asked, trying to be polite.

		

		“I’m thinking about it,” Lee-Lee answered hesitantly. “I’ve been in a couple of school plays and I kind of like it, acting, I mean.”

		

		She sighed. “But I don’t really have the bod for it. If I looked more like you or Cyn, I’d have a lot better shot. My mom and dad being who they are would help, I know, but it would still be so much to go through!”

		

		Inga raised her eyebrows, wondering what Lee-Lee meant by that. The girl shook her head, as if her new platinum-blonde friend were a bit slow on the uptake and replied, “I’d have to get my implants replaced with bigger ones, for starters, and maybe have more work done on my face too.”

		

		She frowned, thinking about it, and added, “My ass isn’t as skinny as it was two years ago, but I might have to consider some butt cheek enhancement too. You know, so my ass was bigger and rounder; shapelier?”

		

		Inga’s head spun. “You have breast implants?”

		

		“Well … duh!” Lee-Lee snickered. “Hon, I’d be flat as a fucking board without them! I only barely have ‘B’ cups now. On my own, I was strictly an ‘A’ – you know, just two nipples on a pair of the tiniest little mounds imaginable!”

		

		“And she had a nose you could open tin cans with too!” Cyn added “helpfully”, with a big grin. “Also, her skin – freshman year – was so awful people actually avoided looking at her face!”

		

		“Shut up!” Lee-Lee laughed, only slightly embarrassed by Cyn’s teasing. “Okay, so I had a nose job and some dermabrasion on my cheeks and chin, and a boob job … big fucking deal, you cow!”

		

		“And you had that ‘once-over-lightly’ liposuction thing your sophomore year to get rid of that stubborn little pot you used to pack around too, don’t forget that, plastic girl!” Cyn added teasingly.

		

		“You bitch!” Lee-Lee hissed back; her tone more playful than angry. “Tell her all my dark secrets, why don’t you, blabberpuss!”

		

		Cyn laughed. “She’s one of us now. She needs to know where all the bodies are buried, girlfriend!”

		

		“Yeah, I guess she does at that,” Lee-Lee snickered again. She turned to Inga. “So, what about you, blondie? Anything we should know about your naughty little perfect self?”

		

		Inga felt her face coloring. “No, I don’t think so! Like I told your mom, I just look the way I look. I’ve never had any kind of operation, except for when I had my tonsils out when I was seven.”

		

		She cast about desperately for a way to change the subject. Talking about herself and her body was the last thing she wanted to spend the day doing.

		

		“When are the others getting here?” she asked Lee-Lee brightly, hoping to change the topic of their conversation.

		

		The dark-haired girl’s eyes flashed with anger. “Well, Marsha should be here any second. But the other three bitch-kitties aren’t coming at all!”

		

		Inga’s eyes went wide. She had definitely picked the wrong thing to bring up. Her hostess for the weekend’s mood had gone from laughing and joking to fuming mad in seconds.

		

		“It’s that fucking Kathy,” Lee-Lee whispered angrily. “She called me last night with some lame, last-minute story about having to go with her folks on a sudden trip out of town this weekend, then that mama-shark’s two little nurse-fish, Caren and Bonnie – or Titsy and Ditsy, as I like to call them – both phoned me, like, a half hour later, one right after the other, begging off for totally bogus reasons too!”

		

		She looked over at Cyn demandingly. “Those two shit-for-brains pusses would never have the balls to diss me like this on their own, and you know it, Cyn – Kathy is the ringleader of this little coup, for sure!”

		

		“Probably,” Cyn agreed, smiling serenely. “She’s been trying to take over the posse from me for a year now, the treacherous little snatch.”

		

		She looked over at Inga. “I think this has all finally come to a head because of our new girl, here. Kathy’s never made it a secret that she felt she was prettier than me and cooler, and she should be the chick in charge of our little group. Now that Inga is with us, she knows there’s no fucking way she can compete with her in the looks department, so I think she’s just taking what she can scrounge and starting her own lame little crew of hot-girl wannabes, see?”

		

		“You’re right!” Lee-Lee nodded in agreement. “And I say we should let her go. I’ve been planning this weekend for, like, months. It was supposed to be a mandatory thing too, remember? We said no date with some dude was to be considered more important, no other social event. It was supposed to be a ‘no excuses’ deal that we’d all be here this weekend, right?”

		

		Cyn nodded. “That’s what we all said.”

		

		“Well then, I say let’s boot those bitches out of the posse!” Lee-Lee insisted vehemently. “We don’t need them anymore anyway. We’ve got Ing now and she’s worth all three of those cunts added together on the hotness meter!”

		

		“You got that right, girlfriend!” Cyn grinned. “Let’s see what Marsha has to say about it before we make a final decision, though. She’s here.”

		

		Nodding her head toward the house, the girls looked over and saw Marsha coming out of the slider from the family room dressed in the tiniest bikini Inga had ever seen. Marsha’s big breasts strained the small bra to its bursting point as she strode over to them, smiling, in her flip-flops and sunglasses.

		

		“That’s some suit!” Inga remarked to her new friends.

		

		“Yeah, Marsh has got the knockers,” Lee-Lee smiled admiringly. “And she just loves showing off those big bouncers of hers. She started getting tits when she was, like, eleven as I recall.”

		

		“Ten,” Cyn corrected. “None of the boys in our school could believe it. The rest of us were all as flat as Lee-Lee back then.”

		

		“You bitch!” Lee-Lee said with a grin.

		

		“Hey, chicas!” Marsha shouted just then, coming up to them.

		

		The tall, voluptuous redhead looked around expectantly. “Where’s everyone else?”

		

		Cyn looked at Lee-Lee and Inga then back at Marsha. “Well, it seems that there’s been a small rebellion among the ranks…”

		

		* * * *

		

		“It’s a no-brainer,” Marsha said as soon as they finished filling her in on Kathy, Caren, and Bonnie’s disloyalty. “Bitches are on their own from here on out as far as I’m concerned. Don’t hang with ’em, don’t talk to ’em. Don’t even acknowledge the little cunts even exist!”

		

		Inga squirmed uncomfortably atop her lounger. She hated to see anyone treated the way the girls were going to treat the three “deserters”, especially in light of her own recent ostracization by the whole school before Cyn had come along and befriended her. But she knew better than to say that to her new friends. She kept her mouth firmly shut.

		

		“Done,” said Cyn with a chilling degree of finality. “They’re out, Ing’s in. Next order of business?”

		

		“The next order of business is to see what my mom wants, I think,” Lee-Lee said, glancing over at the kitchen slider, which had just opened.

		

		Lee-Lee’s mom quickly made her way around the pool and over to the four girls. Marsha had flopped down onto a chaise lounge too, so all the girls now lay on their backs looking up as June Ellen came over to speak to them.

		

		“Your mom took off for home just a little while ago, dear,” she said to Inga with a smile. “What a nice lady she is! She said to tell you to have a wonderful time this weekend.”

		

		She brought up the sleek cell phone she had carried over in her right hand and sighted in on the girls quickly. “Smile! I’m going to take a couple of pictures of you lovely creatures to commemorate your little weekend bash, okay? Say cheese!”

		

		The girls all groaned, but smiled prettily for the camera anyway. June Ellen backed up a little and took two or three of the group then clicked a series of shots in rapid succession, taking several of each girl before putting the camera away in her slacks’ pocket.

		

		Turning toward her own daughter, she asked, “Do you remember what we discussed earlier in the week, darling? About the possibility of my having to meet with Amos Stallings this weekend to discuss my further participation in Windsong?”

		

		Lee-Lee looked blank for a moment, then a light came on in her eyes. “Oh, you mean about you and Daddy maybe having to fly over to Vegas to see him?”

		

		“Yes,” June Ellen said with a tight little smile. “Well, your father just called and he’s apparently been on the phone with Amos all morning, negotiating things. I need to head for the airport right now, to meet your dad for the noon flight to Vegas so we can lock up the deal this weekend. I phoned your brother and told him he was to come home today and stay here tonight to chaperone you girls and he assured me he would.”

		

		She turned and smiled apologetically to the other three girls. “I hate to dash like this, but the cab is on the way to take me to the airport and I still have to throw some things into a suitcase. You should be fine by yourselves until Riley gets here this afternoon. Sorry to run out on you like this, but I’ve been under consideration for the second lead in this picture for months now … and it’s not some TV movie, it’s a real big-budget, major-studio, multi-screen release, with world-wide distribution, so I just have to go, now don’t I? You’ll be all right, darlings?”

		

		“Sure,” Cyn smiled up at her. “Go get ’em, June!”

		

		“Yeah,” Marsha agreed quickly. “Get it signed on the line, June. We’ll be great!”

		

		The other girls joined in, wishing her good luck. June Ellen Ridge grinned happily and dashed back across the yard. She paused at the slider to wave at them one last time then vanished back into the house.

		

		“This is so fucking awesome I can barely believe it!” Lee-Lee said with a huge smile on her face. She turned toward her friends. “We would have had a very cool weekend even if Mom and Dad were here … but this … this is primo with a capital ‘P’!”

		

		“How so?” Marsha asked.

		

		“It’s totally greez!” Lee-Lee chortled, using a current teen term for “cool” or “bad” that Cyn had explained the meaning of to Inga during their Rodeo Drive excursion. “In ten minutes, when my mom’s cab pulls out of the driveway, we will have the run of the house until Sunday night. The bars will all be wide open for total partying and the chronic will be lit and passed around freely!”

		

		“What about your big bro?” Marsha asked doubtfully. “What’s he gonna’ say about that? Riley can be a real turd when he wants to be. He might rat us out to your folks just to earn brownie points for himself with them.”

		

		Lee-Lee’s grin grew even broader. “Riley has this huge party going on at his frat tonight. He was bragging to me about how hot it was going to be when he was home for the weekend two weeks ago, getting Mom’s maid to wash his clothes and putting the arm on my old man for more money.”

		

		She winked at Cyn and Marsha. “You’ve both known Riley ever since we were little kids together. Do you really think he’s gonna’ bag that party just to drive across town and babysit the four of us?”

		

		“Not a fucking chance in hell,” Cyn replied immediately, laughing and bumping fists with Lee-Lee.

		

		“Why don’t you go in and watch the cab leave?” Marsha’s smile was suddenly as big as Lee-Lee’s. “Then we can get this party officially started!”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		“I, uh … don’t really know how to do this,” Inga stammered, eying the smoking joint in Lee-Lee’s hand as if it was a coiled rattlesnake. “I’ve never smoked anything in my life … not even a regular cigarette.”

		

		Lee-Lee made a dismissive little hand gesture, waving around the fat, home-rolled cylinder of marijuana as she did so. “It’s no biggie, girlfriend. It’s easy, we’ll show you how, okay?”

		

		Inga managed a sickly little smile in return and took a sip of her equally unfamiliar vodka and orange juice, straining to keep from making a face at the strong hint of alcohol in the drink. It was the first taste of booze she’d ever had in her life, with the exception of the occasional small glass of champagne or red wine at a special dinner with her folks, such as Christmas or New Years, or a sip of her father’s beer once in a great while.

		

		Well, I told Adie I was just going to have to make some adjustments if I was going to fit in here, she reminded herself, taking yet another big gulp of the nerve-fortifying drink, her eyes never leaving the drug-laden cigarette. It looks as if I was right.

		

		She had never been to a party like this one before either. Back home, some of the kids she’d grown up with had parties where drinking and even drug use were common. She’d heard about them from time to time, but she’d never been invited to one. She knew they had probably all thought her too much of a straight arrow to participate in something like that, so they didn’t tell her about them.

		

		“The trick is not to take too big a puff at first,” Lee-Lee said, offering Inga the joint. “If you do that, you’ll cough your head off and lose all the smoke anyway. Just hit it really easy and hold it deep down in your lungs for as long as you can. This is definitely kick-ass weed so you don’t need much to really start feeling it.”

		

		Adjustments, Inga admonished herself, taking the joint carefully between her fingertips. She sucked down a huge gulp of her drink then puffed tentatively. Well, here goes.

		

		“Good, good,” Cyn coached her. “That was just right. Now just hold it in for as long as you can.”

		

		Fighting the immediate urge to cough, Inga held the acrid smoke in her lungs for the better part of half a minute before finally releasing the tiny bit of smoke that was left. She grinned, her eyes tearing slightly and took a deep breath, followed by another drink of her screwdriver.

		

		“Whoa! That was perfect!” Marsha laughed, her green eyes looking a little glassy from the smoke she had been inhaling for the last few minutes and the two scotches she managed to slug down while doing so.

		

		“Yeah, our little Ing is a natural at this,” Lee-Lee laughed happily. “I remember the first party I went to where the chronic was making the rounds, back in the seventh grade, at Julie Houseman’s birthday gig. I wanted to impress everyone, so I nailed that joint with everything I had when it came my way, like I knew what I was doin’.”

		

		Lee-Lee giggled. “I coughed so hard I nearly threw up. Everyone laughed at me for like, forever! I wanted to crawl under a rock and just die!”

		

		Marsha nodded, still grinning. “I did the same thing the first time I smoked dope. People gave me a hard time about it for a month afterward.”

		

		Inga laughed along with the others, glad she hadn’t embarrassed herself and that her friends had warned her about taking in too much smoke. She went to take another drink of her cocktail and discovered it was gone.

		

		“Here, babe, let me get that for you,” Cyn said, reaching over the bar and taking the empty glass from her hand. “Have another jolt of the Boldt while I’m making you another, okay?”

		

		“Boldt?” Inga asked, taking the offered joint back from Marsha.

		

		“Short for Humboldt,” Cyn explained, mixing up another screwdriver from behind the poolside cabana bar. “It’s a place up in northern California, near the Oregon border, where they grow some really strong, really righteous weed. That’s where this came from.”

		

		She pointed to the large zip lock bag lying on the bar. It contained at least a dozen more of the fat, pre-rolled joints Lee-Lee had brought out as soon as it had been confirmed June Ellen’s cab had left.

		

		“Lee-Lee’s dad buys only the best,” Cyn explained with a giggle. “He keeps, like, half a hay bale of the stuff in a ‘secret’ stash out in the garage. Riley and Lee-Lee have known about it and been tapping it, on the sly, ever since grade school.”

		

		Inga took a slightly bigger hit of dope. It felt easier to keep it in this time. She got a pleasant little head rush as she slowly let it out of her lungs thirty seconds or so later.

		

		“Wow! That feels so strange!” she announced, dissolving into a helpless gale of giggles.

		

		Everything suddenly seemed so funny. She fought to control her impulse to burst out laughing again, accepting the fresh drink from Cyn and taking a big sip of it.

		

		“Yeah, parents can be so lame,” Marsha was saying, in answer to Cyn’s comment about the dope and Mr. Ridge’s hiding place. “Lee-Lee’s dad thinks he’s being so sly, with his garage stash that all of us who hang out here a lot have known about for, like, years. Then there’s my old man, filing porn film clips and pictures under a file on the computer in his den under ‘projects’, like it was some kind of document file from work!”

		

		She gave a short, disgusted grunt of a laugh. “Some of that stuff would gag a Billy goat! I mean porn is fun, usually, but some of the smut that seems to make Daddy’s stiffy come to life makes me kind of wonder about him, you know?”

		

		She shrugged. “I know the stuff that floats one person’s boat may not do a thing for someone else, but it still seems weird to me that my dad is fascinated with girls in their very early teens sucking on dicks the size of fucking stovepipes, or getting fucked with them … and in both holes at that. Not exactly what you’d expect from a basically sweet guy like my daddy who is also mister prim and proper ‘money manager to the stars’ in the everyday world.”

		

		Lee-Lee laughed. “Tell me about parental bentness, girlfriend. My daddy walks into walls and trips over footstools like something out of an old Jim Carrey movie every time Cyn is in the house. He’s been acting all goofy whenever she’s around ever since she turned twelve and started growing tits!”

		

		After a moment, Lee-Lee’s grin abruptly turned downward as a further thought struck her. “And what about my poor mama? She’s normally such a nice lady and a good mom and all, and yet there she goes, flying off for the weekend to Vegas to suck Amos Stallings’ shriveled old cock for him just so she can get a lame second lead role in a shitter of a movie like fucking Windsong!”

		

		“Wh-What?” Inga gasped, coughing helplessly, so shocked by everything she had heard in the last two minutes – especially the part about Lee-Lee’s mom – that some of her screwdriver suddenly went down the wrong way.

		

		The three friends all looked at her as if everything was obvious. At last, Cyn said with a sigh, “I forgot. You’re new to the Hollywood scene. Amos Stallings is a famous producer and an Oscar-winning director … but he’s also one of the biggest horndog pussyhounds in LA. If you’re an actress and you’re under, like, sixty years old – unless you’re a fucking megastar like Angelina or Nicole Kidman – if you don’t put out for Amos and that fugly switch-hitting skank of a wife of his, you don’t work in one of his pictures. He’s the king of the casting couch fuckers!”

		

		She frowned and went on, “So poor June Ellen is probably stuck sucking his bone or licking Claudia Stallings’ yucky old snatch for her all night long tonight!”

		

		Inga’s head swirled, and not just from the pot and alcohol. Even in Minnesota, she had heard rumors of Hollywood “casting couch” job interviews, but she had always thought they were the stuff of urban legend, things that didn’t really happen in today’s world ... myths left over from a Hollywood that had vanished ages ago. The idea of Lee-Lee’s very nice mom having to … do things … just to get a role struck her as just horrible.

		

		“But what about your father?” she blurted to Lee-Lee. “Didn’t he fly there with your mom? Surely nothing like that will happen with him there?”

		

		Lee-Lee shrugged hopelessly and finished her own drink, handing the empty to Cyn so she could make another for her. “He’s probably going to have to watch Mama getting boned by Stallings. I’ve heard horror stories about how old Amos really likes to make a woman’s husband into a voyeur-perv bitch at his own wife’s humiliation … some kind of macho, alpha-male bullshit! Plus, Daddy is probably going to have to fuck Claudia, Stallings’ wife, too!”

		

		Cyn’s pretty face took on a sour look as she jumped back into the discussion and explained for Inga’s benefit. “Claudia Stallings was apparently some kind of Hollywood hottie herself, once upon a time … back when dinosaurs ruled the earth, in the frigging nineteen sixties or something. But now she’s just a wrinkly old bitch with more plastic surgery than fucking Joan Rivers!”

		

		Cyn handed Lee-Lee a new drink of which she gratefully downed half. “I hope poor Daddy packed plenty of Viagra. He’s going to need it to get hard enough to bang that ugly old snatch!”

		

		“He’ll probably just close his eyes and think of Cyn,” Marsha offered cattily, finishing her own drink and handing her empty glass to their pretty bartender.

		

		“Oh, please!” Cyn shook her head, making the drink and handing it back. “I don’t think Lonnie’s got that big a thing for me.”

		

		“Come off it, Cyn!” Marsha laughed. “You know the poor fucker’s been all gaga over you ever since you turned twelve!”

		

		Cyn coolly finished her own drink and made a new one then reached for a new joint. “I really don’t notice, to tell the truth. Lots of boys and grown men run into things when I’m around, ogling my bod, just like they do yours. What’s the big?”

		

		She lit the joint. “Now, what say we quit discussing such downer shit and get this party back on track? It’s past noon and sunny as can be and no one’s even been in the pool yet. Let’s get this party started!”

		

		With that, she sucked in a huge lungful of smoke, undid her top, tossed it onto a nearby chaise lounge and came out from behind the bar. She handed the joint to Inga, slid out of her bikini bottoms, leaving herself totally nude then dashed over to the edge of the pool and dove in.

		

		“Whoooo! Skinny-dip!” Marsha shouted gleefully, picking up the smoking joint from the ashtray atop the bar where Inga had put it after taking a big hit. “Come on, Ing, don’t tell me they didn’t skinny-dip back where you’re from?”

		

		Inga laughed and finished her screwdriver, and accepted the cigarette from Marsha once again, who had just taken a giant puff from it before popping off her own top. “We used to do that, yah! But usually in a lake or maybe a pond or stream, not in somebody’s plush backyard swimming pool.”

		

		Marsha shoved her miniscule bikini bottoms off as well, and Inga saw to her shock that Marsha’s revealed lower lips were just as bare of pubic fur as Cyn’s had been. Did everyone in Beverly Hills shave their – Inga struggled for a moment to even make herself think the word –their … pussy hair?

		

		She took a big hit off the joint and passed it to Lee-Lee, who had already removed her top, baring her pert little breast mounds. The brown-haired girl took a huge hit of the smoke and put it back in the ashtray, and then doffed her bottoms, at least partially answering Inga’s question. Lee-Lee’s tiny coral-colored slit was bare on both sides but featured a close-cropped hedge of brown pubic fur just at the top.

		

		“Come on, Ing!” the girl laughed, getting a breath of air before heading for the pool to join her two friends. “Get with the program. Ditch that grandma bathing suit you’re wearing and get some all-over tan on that righteous bod of yours!”

		

		Inga glanced nervously around at the perfectly landscaped yard with its trimmed flowers and lawns, the fifteen-foot high brick walls on all sides, and the gorgeous spa and pool area where she stood. She shrugged drunkenly.

		

		Why not, she asked herself. There’s no one here but us girls and I used to swim naked with my girlfriends back home at least a couple of times every summer.

		

		She smiled at Lee-Lee and reached behind herself and undid the snaps holding her conservatively cut top in place. The two halves parted and her spectacular, round white globes of breast popped free, their tiny, bright-pink nipples half erect at the prospect of being naked in public.

		

		Lee-Lee gave an audible gasp, her mouth dropping open. She turned to the pool, where Cyn and Marsha were giggling and splashing around. “Hey, get a load of this set, girls! If those aren’t the prettiest tits in BHH, I’ll kiss both your sweet asses!”

		

		The two girls in the pool stopped roughhousing and looked over at Inga. Marsha’s jaw did an imitation of Lee-Lee’s, dropping open.

		

		“Are those ‘D’s’?” she finally managed to ask with something like awe in her voice.

		

		“Um … uh … yes,” Inga stammered, unnerved by the other girls’ interest in her breasts. “They’re thirty-eight ‘D’s’. They’re, uh … not as big as yours though!”

		

		“No,” Marsha answered with a smile. “They’re not as big as mine. Mine are forty double ‘D’s’. But yours are … fucking perfect. That’s the difference!”

		

		“You said it all there,” Cyn agreed, paddling over to the edge of the pool and resting her forearms on the side so she could stare up at Lee-Lee and Inga. “Come on, beautiful. Let’s see the rest.”

		

		Knowing she was blushing wildly by now at the other girls’ unabashed fascination with her naked body, Inga figured the faster she got the rest of the way naked and into the pool, the faster they would lose interest. She quickly skimmed out of her bottoms.

		

		“Holy shit!” Lee-Lee sighed, staring raptly at Inga’s revealed pubes. “I told you her hair was for real, Marsha! Look at that bush! That gorgeous fucking white-blonde mane of hers is as natural as your big knockers!”

		

		Seeing how all three of her new friends were busily staring at her lush platinum pubic mat and the tiny pink furrow at its center, Inga ran for the pool and dove. The water was clear and sparklingly blue and right at seventy degrees, just like the surface temperature in the estate’s big backyard. She swam down to the bottom then glided through the warm, perfect water until she ran out of breath, surfacing in the far corner.

		

		How wonderful it felt to swim in the nude in such a divinely perfect pool! She grinned happily at her new friends. “This is heaven! I think I’m starting to love southern California!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Hit?” Cyn asked, waving the lit doobie Inga’s way.

		

		The four girls were lying naked, face up, on their loungers again, after splashing around in the pool for nearly an hour and participating in an impromptu diving board competition that had degenerated into a cannonball exhibition. They’d finally dragged themselves out of the water and flopped onto the chaises, fresh drinks and joints in hand a few minutes ago.

		

		“Mmmm, don’t mind if I do, girlfriend!” Inga giggled, taking the smoking tube of high-grade marijuana and bringing it to her lips for a huge hit.

		

		“Whoa! Hide the dope!” Marsha laughed as she watched approvingly. “Our little Ing is rapidly becoming way good at toking up … look at that shit, would you? She fried about a third of that doob in one hit!”

		

		Inga snorted, wanting to laugh but not wanting to waste the big lungful of smoke. She managed to hold it in, her head spinning in that delightful, slightly disorienting way she was becoming so fond of. She brought her tall screwdriver up and sipped it, still managing not to lose any breath.

		

		“She’s quickly becoming corrupted, no doubt about that,” Cyn grinned. “She’ll be a true down-and-dirty posse pussy by the end of this weekend for sure.”

		

		“Amen!” Lee-Lee chortled, raising her glass. “Here’s to that!”

		

		Marsha grinned and clicked rims. The three of them raised their glasses toward Inga, who finally smiled broadly, still not letting any breath out, and clicked glasses with all three of them.

		

		God, this is so much fun, she thought. These girls are the coolest people to hang out with I’ve ever met, and lying around naked with them, swimming and drinking screwdrivers and smoking dope is … is … fucking terrific!

		

		Inga giggled; she couldn’t stop herself! She threw back her head and laughed, her big breasts bouncing crazily. “Fucking fuck, but this is fun!” she shouted merrily, reveling in actually saying the “F” word aloud for the first time in her whole life! “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

		

		Her three new friends smiled uncertainly at her antics, looking at one another. Inga beamed at them and yelled, “Fucking fuck, but I love saying fuck!”

		

		All four of them roared with laughter at the drug-inspired hilarity her nonsensical words brought. Cyn shook her head, “You have more fun screaming ‘fuck’ than anyone I’ve ever known, kid!”

		

		When the gales of laughter had finally abated, Lee-Lee looked at Inga cannily. “Saying it is one thing … but how are you at doing it, pretty girl? Do you love to fuck as much as you love bellowing the word at the top of your lungs?”

		

		Inga was about to take another hit of marijuana. She snorted with shocked laughter, giggling so hard she almost dropped the lit joint onto her naked tummy. “God, no! I’ve never, uh … done that in my life!”

		

		The three girls couldn’t have looked more surprised if a flying saucer had suddenly dropped out of the cloudless sky and landed in the back yard. They looked at each other, then at Inga, and back at one another.

		

		“Are you fucking serious?” Marsha asked incredulously, looking Inga’s naked form up and down again and shaking her head in utter disbelief. “A girl who looks like you do … has never fucked a guy?”

		

		“No kidding,” Inga insisted, bringing the joint up to her lips. “Technically, I’m not a virgin, ’cause the doctor examined me and told my folks I had broken my … thingamajig when I was jumping horses with my friends Adie and Brigitte back in Minnesota. Brigitte’s folks have this horse ranch just outside town, and I used to stay there on weekends sometimes and ride, you know? It bled all over the place when I broke it and I had a pair of white pants on at the time, so it was really gross.”

		

		“Your cherry?” Lee-Lee asked, her eyes big, and slightly red, from all the dope she’d consumed.

		

		“Hymen, you ditz,” Cyn corrected her, taking the joint from Inga who had just toked in half of what remained of it with a mighty inhale. “Doctors don’t call them cherries; they call them hymens.”

		

		“Mmmmmmm,” Inga agreed, nodding her head in agreement, careful to keep the smoke in.

		

		“Boy, think of that,” Marsha sighed, looking at Inga as if she were some sort of mystical being. “A virgin in the pussy posse!”

		

		She turned and beamed at her two friends. “Looks like we’ve got a lot of other things to educate our newest member about girls, besides clothes and make up and what’s what at BHH!”

		

		“Oh, yeah!” agreed Cyn with a thoughtful smile, bringing the joint up to her lips. “We do at that.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“So, like, how does that work, you being a non-fucking girl and all?” Lee-Lee asked drunkenly as the four of them staggered, naked, toward the house in the late afternoon, the sun dipping low in the mid-winter sky. “Do you just suck your boyfriends off and swallow their loads for them, or jack ’em off all over those super tits of yours?”

		

		“Or maybe take it up the ass instead?” Marsha offered helpfully, her raspy, sexy voice sounding as hammered as Lee-Lee’s.

		

		Inga screamed with laughter and Cyn had to quickly wrap an arm around her slender waist to keep her from toppling over from the combination of helpless giggling and being just as drunk and stoned as the rest of them. “Good, God, no! I … I wouldn’t have any idea how to do any of that stuff!”

		

		When they finally got the chortling platinum blonde over to the bar in the family room and leaned her up against it for stability, Lee-Lee asked, “Well, it you don’t do anything for your boyfriends, how do you keep ’em interested? Don’t they wander off and find other chicks who … you know … take care of ’em?”

		

		“What boyfriends?” Inga finally managed to answer when she’d wiped the tears of laughter out of her blue eyes and leaned back against the bar top, her elbows on its padded surface. “I’ve never had a for-real boyfriend in my life.”

		

		Again, the three girls looked at each other then at her in disbelief. Marsha scowled. “Are all the boys in Minnesota queer or something?”

		

		“No,” Inga giggled. “But most of them acted as if they were intimidated by me. They wouldn’t ask me out on a date because they always figured a girl who … who looked like I do already had a date and I’d turn them down!

		

		Lee-Lee shook her head. “Well, you won’t have that problem here, let me tell you, Ing. Most of the Romeos at BHH are firmly convinced they are the answer to every girl’s prayer!”

		

		“You got that right,” Cyn agreed quickly. “Look at that fucking McRae, for example. He’s basically just your typical lame-dick, jockstrap-wearing bozo, but he’s firmly convinced he’s Mr. Wonderful!”

		

		Inga looked at her quizzically. Cyn sighed, explaining, “I was Homecoming Queen this year and he was Homecoming King. I thought I was going to have to castrate the fucker in order to keep his wandering paws off me during the ceremony and the dance afterward!”

		

		“Well, you could see how he might feel that way toward you and expect some payback in return,” Marsha said in a mock-guileless voice, a grin hovering just below the surface. “After all, you two were quite hot and heavy with each other at Bobbie Elkhart’s birthday party that time.”

		

		“Sweet jumping Jesus!” Cyn rolled her eyes. “I was fucking thirteen! I got drunk and all fucked up on weed and … well nature took its course. Big deal!”

		

		“Yeah, but you did fuck him,” Lee-Lee reminded her with a huge grin. “Then later, you sucked him off out by the pool with, like, half of the freshman class watching!”

		

		Cyn flashed the group a rueful smile and ducked in back of the bar. She got out four tall glasses and put ice in them. “How about a round of seven and sevens while we’re waiting for dinner to get here, girls?”

		

		“See, she’s trying to change the subject,” Marsha smiled over at Inga.

		

		“Let she who had not gotten shit-faced at a party and pulled the train for, like, ten guys in a row, Marsha, cast the first stone, okay?” Cyn said, rattling the ice in one of the glasses in the tall redhead’s direction. “I think we all remember that little soiree at Jennifer Morton’s folks’ cabin last summer, wherein you drank a whole quart of gin and snorted up a huge baggie full of coke before suddenly inviting half the football team to ‘ride my little red wagon’ out on the hot tub deck. You were lying on a beach towel, working your pussy up off the towel with your arms and your legs wide open.”

		

		Marsha blushed and turned away. “Well, some of us remember it better than others. I personally don’t remember much at all, except you and Lee-Lee and Kathy dragging me back inside and pouring coffee down my throat until I started to puke. What a lovely party that was!”

		

		“Yeah, well trust us, girlfriend,” Lee-Lee laughed. “You let at least ten of those dudes do you before we dragged you back inside. Oh, and by the way, Rory McRae was one of the lucky train riders for sure! So, choo-choo!”

		

		“Shit!” Marsha said with a big sigh, turning toward Cyn. “I need a seven and seven on that note. Make it double. I can’t believe I let that grinning shit-weasel fuck me!”

		

		“Yeah, well, you were drunk on that gin and all screwed up and flying on cocaine and you were obviously in the mood to fuck! Like I said, who hasn’t done something they regretted later when they got to partying too hearty?” Cyn asked, making a strong drink for all of them, using the bar gun with all the practiced skills of a professional bartender.

		

		“What about you, cutie?” she asked Inga as she pushed the fresh drink over to the stunning platinum blonde, who had managed to climb up onto one of the barstools, Marsha on one side of her and Lee-Lee on the other. “Haven’t you ever gotten out of control with a boy?”

		

		“No, not really,” Inga admitted, tasting the tall drink and deciding she liked it as she discovered it didn’t taste of alcohol at all. It was just sweet and refreshing!

		

		“Even aside from the problem of boys being too intimidated by my looks to ask me out, when I was younger my folks were really protective. I never got to go on any date-dates until I was nearly eighteen. Everything before that was just a bunch of us girls at the mall. Sometimes we’d hook up with some boys from our school and hang out together, sometimes not. It was all pretty innocent.”

		

		She smiled at her new friends then admitted, “There was this one guy, by the name of Mark Osgood, at the start of this school year, before we moved. He was new at our school and he asked me out a few times and we actually made out together twice. But then my dad got into negotiations for the bank out here to buy his bank and it looked like we were going to move away, so Mark just kind of gave up on me and started dating my friend Brigitte, the girl whose folks have the horse ranch?”

		

		“Wow! This Brigitte must be a real honey if he went for her over you!” Lee-Lee said in amazement.

		

		“Well, she is cute,” Inga said hesitantly. “But she doesn’t have my build or … the rest of it.”

		

		She gulped down a big slug of her seven and seven and reached for the baggie full of joints lying on the bar that Lee-Lee had brought in from the pool. “I think the biggest reason we stopped going out was just that she was going to be there for the rest of the year, and I wasn’t. Mark wanted a for-real girlfriend, not a long-distance relationship.”

		

		“Well, you can’t blame a guy for that, I suppose,” Lee-Lee said, sliding off her barstool and heading over to the end table by the couch where the wireless phone stood in its charger. “Especially since you weren’t exactly fucking his lights out for him either.”

		

		Inga smirked and shook her head, indicating she definitely hadn’t been. She sipped more of her drink. Lee-Lee grinned crookedly, “You know, you really ought to get with the program, pretty girl, now that you’re with the posse.”

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		“Well,” Lee-Lee said, her tone that of an older sister speaking to a younger one. “You ought to let me teach you to at least give a decent blowjob sometime, for one thing.”

		

		Inga felt her face coloring and giggled embarrassedly. “Oh, I don’t think I could ever … you know … do that! I mean, my girlfriends back home used to whisper together about it, and I know some of them must have tried it with their boyfriends but…”

		

		“Hon, you hear it said that a nice little cock-sucking these days is almost like a handshake used to be,” Cyn told Inga. “Now, granted, that is kind of an exaggeration, but still … in our crowd? It is kind of a nice … uh … how shall I say it – arrow to have in your quiver? Especially if you’re shy about actual fucking, like, ’cause you don’t want to get pregnant or something!”

		

		“Oh, that wouldn’t happen!” Inga blurted. “I’ve been on the pill for years.”

		

		When her new friends’ eyes went wide a that statement, she hastened to add, “My periods used to be all over the place, so the doctor put me on birth control pills when I was thirteen, so they’d be more regular.”

		

		The three girls took a second to process that bit of information then laughed heartily. At last, Cyn chortled. “You are the living end, Ing! The most gorgeous girl in southern California, who’s never been fucked, but isn’t a virgin ... who could fuck if she wanted to, because she’s safely on the pill ... but has never been asked!”

		

		“You are a trip and a half, baby girl!” Marsha giggled. “God, it’s going to be fun having you in the group!”

		

		There was a long silence as the three original posse members sat around contemplating the wonder of their newest inductee. Finally, Lee-Lee asked, as she reached down and plucked the telephone handset from its cradle, “Pizza cool with everyone? My mom said she’d leave a couple of c-notes in the drawer in the living room so we could order what we wanted.”

		

		“Get some of those cheesy breadsticks too!” Marsha said.

		

		“Coming up,” Lee-Lee said, hitting the speed dial for their favorite pizza joint.

		

		* * * *

		

		“How about a little dare, just to liven things up?” Cyn asked as she passed the girls another round of seven and sevens.

		

		“What are you thinkin’?” Lee-Lee asked, clearly interested.

		

		“You know that really sheer pool-wrap of yours, the print one?” Cyn asked.

		

		“Yeah, what about it?”

		

		“Well, I dare you to answer the door when the delivery guy gets here dressed only in that.”

		

		Lee-Lee thought about it for a moment then smiled. “Okay, but only if you guys are willing to sit out in the living room, behind me … dressed just the way you are now, okay?”

		

		“Hon, we’re not dressed at all,” Marsha pointed out. “We’re all naked.”

		

		“Exactly,” Lee-Lee toasted her with her drink.

		

		Cyn laughed and nodded her agreement. “That sounds like fun. I don’t mind teasing the pizza boy with a flash of T&A, Marsh?”

		

		Marsha laughed as well and shimmied her shoulders, sending her massive breasts into a frenzy of jellying, shaking gyrations. “You know me, Cyn. Always anxious to show off the girls!”

		

		The three of them looked at Inga. Cyn asked softly, “How about you, beautiful? I know you’re not as uh … outgoing as the rest of us. Are you going to be okay with this?”

		

		Inga finished her old seven and seven and reached for the new one, her heart pounding. She answered as coolly as she could manage, “Sure, why not? I’m part of the posse now, right?”

		

		“You sure are, cutie!” Cyn grinned broadly. “I knew you’d be fun to party with, once you loosened up a little.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		So, the very first boy ever to see my naked … boobies … is going to be some anonymous guy delivering pizza! Inga smiled to herself at the irony of that. If I told dear Adie about this, she’d either have a heart attack or she wouldn’t believe it at all ... shy little Inga, showing off her naked body in public!

		

		The three of them were seated on a couch situated in the middle of the massive living room. Lee-Lee was dressed, barely, in the sheerest excuse for a pool robe Inga had ever seen. The dark-haired girl’s nipples and smallish pussy slit, topped by her little brush of pubic fur, were all clearly visible through the garment as she calmly took a hundred dollar bill out of the top drawer of a table near the door and waited for the pizza delivery man’s knock. Cyn put both feet up on the long coffee table in front of the couch and eased her legs apart, so the boy coming to the door would have an unobstructed look straight into her pussy. Marsha grinned at her friend’s boldness and did the same. Inga sighed, knowing her face was red with embarrassment, but slowly put her feet up on the table and moved her legs apart as well, her heart pounding with nerves that she did her best not to let show.

		

		“Lucky, lucky delivery boy!” Marsha giggled, looking at the three of them.

		

		“You can say that again,” Cyn joined in, her breasts shaking atop her chest as she laughed.

		

		The doorbell rang and Lee-Lee smirked at them then strode over to answer it. She flung the big front door open, standing off to one side so the deliveryman could easily see past her into the living room.

		

		“Yes, Ma’am, that’s two family-size Kitchen-Sinks, and double order of cheesy … holy shit!” the delivery boy – who was probably nineteen and bored as could be and staring off into space when he started reciting the order – abruptly changed his whole posture and attitude when he finally had a closer look at Lee-Lee, his voice shooting up a whole octave. His eyes darted from Lee-Lee in the see-through robe over to the nude trio of girls sitting calmly on the couch behind her, their legs spread open for his inspection, their naked breasts proudly on display, and then back to Lee-Lee.

		

		“No, I’m pretty sure we ordered cheesy bread sticks … not cheesy holy shit,” Lee-Lee said with overstated, mock innocence, staring up at the pimply-face boy. “How much for all of that, by the way? We’re kind of hungry. We’ve been practicing all day long for the Nude Synchronized Swimming event in the next Olympics.”

		

		“Uh … that’s … that’s…” the excited boy’s voice trailed off as he fought to figure out where to focus his leering attention, at the naked girl right in front of him, or the spectacular trio on the couch.

		

		“How much?” Lee-Lee asked again, slightly impatient and totally amused by the boy’s obvious teenage horniness and confusion.

		

		“Uh … that’ll be,” the boy stammered, tearing his eyes away from the girl long enough to stare at the sales slip. “Fifty-two-fifty, plus four dollars for delivery.

		

		Lee-Lee handed him the hundred and he gave her the pizza boxes and the bag containing the bread sticks. He fumbled though his change, not being able to resist a final stare at the girls on the couch, then counted out Lee-Lee’s money. She handed him a ten-dollar bill as a tip and eased the door closed slowly with her foot.

		

		“Buh-bye, cutie!” she whispered. “Hope you enjoyed the show.”

		

		The door closed and she turned around and shrieked, jumping up and down like a little girl. “That was so cool! Did you see that poor geek? He sprung a boner, like, instantly that just about tore a hole in his jeans!”

		

		Cyn smiled and gestured toward her own body and the other two girls on the couch. “Well, of course he did. Any guy who didn’t sport some wood while looking at the three of us would have to be either a complete fag or dead!”

		

		The four girls laughed heartily at Cyn’s pronouncement. Marsha, Cyn, and Inga got up from the couch and followed Lee-Lee back into the family room.

		

		“Beers with the pizza?” Cyn asked, ducking behind the bar again as Lee-Lee opened the first pizza box and set it between the four of them on the bar, along with the bread sticks.

		

		“Oh, yeah, beers all around!” Lee-Lee said. “My dad’s got a wagonload of good German and Mexican brews in the box, Cyn.”

		

		In no time, Inga was gobbling down the multi-topping pizza – the “Kitchen Sink” specialty of the house at the girls’ favorite pizzeria, and sipping her first-ever German lager. She had tasted her daddy’s beer once in a while as a little girl, but had never cared for the slightly bitter tasting beverage. Now, when paired with the yummy pizza, she was fast revising her previous opinion.

		

		“This is SOOO good!” she sighed as she finished her first big piece of pizza and sampled a chewy, cheesy breadstick along with the beer.

		

		“Well, part of it’s the fact we’ve all got the super-munchies from the ton of weed we’ve been smoking,” Marsha commented, eating the last of her own pizza and reaching for a second slice. “But Salvatore’s pizza is really good too!”

		

		“You said it, Red,” Cyn agreed opening a second round of beers and setting them on the bar so she wouldn’t have to do it when the girls finished their first ones – which looked to be soon from the way they were all wolfing down pizza and guzzling the cold brew.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Oh, man!” Lee-Lee sighed, tossing the crust of her last slice of pizza into the now otherwise empty box. “If I ate like that every day, I’d be as fat as Chloe Walters in a month!”

		

		“Amen, sis,” Marsha agreed washing down her final breadstick with the last of her fourth beer. “I say nothing but healthy stuff to eat for us tomorrow and maybe twenty or thirty laps in the pool to help burn off all this booze and starch!”

		

		“Agreed,” Cyn sighed, drinking the last of her own beer. “Let’s switch back to hard liquor and dope now, okay?”

		

		“I’m fine with all that,” Inga said somewhat drunkenly, reaching into the baggie atop the bar and taking out a fat doobie. “Who’s got the lighter?”

		

		She was a little shocked to discover just how much she liked getting high. No wonder people like smoking this stuff and drinking booze … it’s fun as hell, she thought as she fired up the joint and took a huge hit before passing it across the bar to Cyn, who had just made her a big seven and seven.

		

		As a matter of fact, this whole scene is incredibly fun, she mused, sampling her delicious drink and slowly letting out what smoke was left, feeling her head spin slightly and reveling in the sensation. I just love hanging with my new friends, being naked and free and wild. I love getting all fucked up. I should have done this years ago, except that none of my friends from before, back home … did this kind of cool stuff!

		

		“So, what’s for laughs now?” Marsha asked no one in particular.

		

		“Oooooh, I know!” Lee-Lee said excitedly. “Let’s add some footage to our lezzbo epic film. It’ll be way cool, especially since we’ve got Ing for a co-star now!”

		

		“Damn, that’s a great idea!” Cyn laughed. “Go ahead, get the stuff and set it up!”

		

		Lezzbo epic film, Inga found herself wondering what that meant? She looked at the doobie in her hand and reluctantly put it back in the ashtray, thinking she might have had enough for a while since things were not making sense anymore.

		

		She sat back and sipped at her drink, watching as Lee-Lee and Marsha sprang into action. The pair of naked girls crossed the big room and disappeared down a hallway off to the left. Less than a minute later, they re-emerged carrying a big, heavy-duty tripod, complete with its own professional-looking video cam, which they set up near the bar. Lee-Lee dashed back out of the room and returned moments later toting a large tube of sex lubricant and a very kinky looking black spandex garter belt contraption which featured two huge, realistically molded rubber penises.

		

		“Okay, we’re just about ready,” Lee-Lee said with an enthusiastic grin, setting the strap-on dildo rig and the lube on the couch and going over to the complicated-looking control center for the room’s big screen television and sound system, where she immediately began punching buttons.

		

		“See, Ing, the really cool thing about our home sex tape, as opposed to those sorry-ass skanks you read about on the web and their stolen sex tapes is that our stuff gets shot and downloaded right into my pc then the DVD gets wiped clean, so it can’t fall into someone else’s hands and end up spread all over the net. My computer is, like, triple-encoded, quadruple-fire walled up the wazoo, so it can’t be hacked either!”

		

		Inga looked over at Cyn, who shrugged. “I know what you’re thinking. Granted, it took our little airhead Lee-Lee two tries to pass the written exam for her driver’s license, but she’s an absolute ace when it comes to computers for some reason.”

		

		“You bet I am,” Lee-Lee chortled, switching on the TV. “This is now on a direct wireless feed from my computer. Check it out!”

		

		The huge screen came to life and was instantly filled with a picture of Cyn and Kathy Hayes, the pretty blonde who had defected from the posse, lying back on a bunch of throw pillows and a soft looking carpet, a crackling fire dancing on the hearth just behind them. With a start, Inga realized those same pillows were right here in this room, strewn about on the two couches on either side of the massive fireplace – the same fireplace that was featured in the video, except the gas logs were turned on in the picture, while today they were off.

		

		The most shocking thing about the video wasn’t that it had been shot in this room, however. The thing that made Inga’s breath catch in her lungs was the fact both of the stunning teenage girls were as naked in the video as Cyn was right this minute … and they were snuggling together and kissing and eagerly rubbing together their big, bare breasts in front of the roaring fire while the video camera had recorded it all!

		

		Inga didn’t know what to think as she watched Cyn break off the kiss then lick and kiss her way down Kathy’s neck and upper chest until she reached the other girl’s swollen nipples. Cyn kissed the right one, then the camera zoomed in to show her clearly opening her lips and sucking the left one in and nursing hungrily at the tiny pink knob as Kathy sighed and ran her fingers through Cyn’s long, raven locks.

		

		“That’s one thing I will miss about Kath,” Cyn remarked idly. “Bitch had some nice titties! Her nipples are sweet as honey and she just loved having ’em sucked!”

		

		“Yeah, she’s got a pretty little pussy too,” Marsha agreed, her eyes never leaving the screen as Cyn lapped her way from Kathy’s erect nipple down her sleek, flat tummy.

		

		“Tell me about it!” Cyn laughed as the camera zoomed in again to catch every tiny lick and kiss as her image onscreen went to work on Kathy’s shaved-bare cunny with her lips and tongue.

		

		Inga had trouble taking in a breath as her drug and alcohol-fogged mind finally registered the fact she hadn’t breathed since the sexy, taboo images of the two girls loving each other had started. She forced the air into her lungs and glanced around the room out of the corner of her eye.

		

		Marsha had moved up behind Lee-Lee, who was standing by the camera setup, staring with rapt attention at the big screen mounted over the fireplace with its girl-on-girl show playing out. The tall redhead leaned down and kissed Lee-Lee’s slender neck, running both hands around the girl’s ribcage until she captured a small, perky breast in each one. She squeezed lightly and licked at Lee-Lee’s neck, rubbing her own large mounds into the girl’s naked back as she did so.

		

		“Ohhhh, that feels so nice, Marsh!” Lee-Lee sighed. “Squeeze ’em just the way I like it, you hot bitch!”

		

		“Mmmmm!” Marsha breathed, capturing a tiny nipple between her fingers with each hand and twisting them lightly as she stared up at the screen, where Kathy was shivering from head to toe and tugging Cyn’s mouth down tighter onto her exploding pussy.

		

		“Suck it, you cunt!” the statuesque blonde onscreen wailed, yanking her two fistfuls of Cyn’s long hair as if she were reining in a horse. “Oh, eat it, you pretty little pussy licker!”

		

		Cyn sidled up next to Inga’s barstool and took the empty drink glass from her unmoving hand and replaced it with a fresh seven and seven. She grinned slyly at the platinum blonde. “Enjoying the movie so far, gorgeous?”

		

		Startled into action, Inga whipped her head around to face Cyn, who was standing right next to her, their faces just inches apart. “I … I…”

		

		Inga didn’t know what to say. She just stared, terrified, at her new friend. She couldn’t have been more shocked by what was happening if the three girls had suddenly sprouted fangs and announced they were all vampires.

		

		“I know from what you said that you haven’t done much with boys so far,” Cyn whispered, her soft brown eyes crinkling with amusement at Inga’s obvious panic. “So, I’m guessing you’ve never tried girls either?”

		

		“N-No!” Inga managed to gasp, her eyes darting back up to the screen, where the fireplace scene was the same, but the two girls in it had changed. Marsha was now onscreen, wearing the double-dildo belt and Lee-Lee was down on her hands and knees in front of her, moaning and working her trim little ass around eagerly as Marsha fucked her pussy from behind with the long, artificial cock.

		

		Glancing downward, Inga saw that the two girls were doing something in real life that was just as obscene as what they were doing on the video. Lee-Lee was on her tummy, between Marsha’ spread-wide legs, licking and licking at the bigger girl’s juicy, shaved pussy slit!

		

		“I … I never … I mean … I’m not … that way!” Inga pleaded, tearing her eyes away from the girls and looking at Cyn again.

		

		“Given the right circumstances, cutie, we are all ‘that way’, you know?” Cyn smiled, cutting her eyes downward, toward Inga’s lush chest. “You can lie to me. You can even lie to yourself … but you can’t lie to your own body. Check out those nipples of yours, darling. They’re hard enough to cut glass!”

		

		Inga looked down and saw, to her shame, that Cyn was right! Her nipples were jutting out like a pair of tiny pink spires. She couldn’t ever remember seeing them so erect.

		

		“And I bet this little thing is just as wet as can be too,” Cyn whispered, stepping in closer and running her fingertips over Inga’s sleek thigh then slowly down onto her curly platinum pussy fur.

		

		The beautiful dark-haired girl ran her middle finger up and down Inga’s tiny slit and she moaned and closed her eyes, helpless to stop her new friend’s gentle probing. Cyn slipped her finger inside Inga and tickled her clit just lightly.

		

		“Ohhhh! Oh, dear God! Cyn, you shouldn’t touch me like that!” Inga sighed.

		

		Cyn reached over with her other hand and took the untasted drink from Inga and put it on the bar. Then she moved that hand upward and placed her palm behind Inga’s spectacular white-blonde curls and drew her face in slowly to her own, continuing to finger the girl’s tight little slit expertly with her other hand as she did so.

		

		“You mustn’t!” Inga just had time to sigh before Cyn’s pillow-soft lips were up against hers and the girl’s tongue was pushing gently into Inga’s mouth to find her own. The young blonde found herself utterly lost in a sea of intense new feelings.

		

		Oh, my goodness, but her mouth is sweet, Inga thought as their big breasts came together. An electric shock of delightful sensation pulsed through the sensitive nipples as they rubbed against each other.

		

		Inga couldn’t seem to help herself. After another few seconds of the forbidden, torrid kiss, she found herself caressing Cyn’s naked back and shoulders, working her fingers up into the other girl’s lush hair, drawing her in tighter as their breasts caressed each other and their tongues danced together.

		

		My … my pussy, Inga thought incredulously. Why does it feel so wonderful, the way she’s … touching me?

		

		It was true. The slow, sensual caress of Cyn’s gliding finger sliding in and out of Inga’s nearly virginal pussylips was absolutely setting her clitty afire! She had touched it in just the same way herself, of course, many times since discovering the joys of masturbation back when she was twelve … but it had never felt anything like this before!

		

		Inga’s eyes were closed tight, her hips rocking involuntarily against Cyn’s wonderful, stroking finger, her breasts rubbing the other girl’s as the kiss went on and on and Inga’s whole body tightened with pre-orgasmic tension. She moaned helplessly and toyed with Cyn’s hair, her excitement growing by the second.

		

		When I come, it’s going to be … Inga’s confused mind told her then she realized she didn’t know how it was going to be. She’d never been this turned on before in her entire life!

		

		Just as her pussy threatened to boil over completely, into a huge, shuddering orgasm, she felt Cyn’s finger ease slowly out of her. Inga’s blue eyes snapped open.

		

		She saw instantly that Marsha and Lee-Lee were no longer on the floor next to the bar. Glancing to her left as she somewhat reluctantly drew her lips from Cyn’s, she saw that the two girls were in front of the fireplace. They had moved the video set up over there and focused the camera on a spot right in front of the hearth, where all the couch pillows had been scattered about.

		

		“Come on, baby, let’s go over by the fire where we can love that sweet little body of yours properly,” Cyn whispered, taking Inga by the hand and lightly tugging her from the stool.

		

		In seconds, they were in front of the fireplace, feeling the warmth from the blazing gas logs, which had been switched on by Marsha as the two of them had crossed the room. Lee-Lee and the big redheaded girl gathered in close, Cyn right in front of her and Marsha and Lee-Lee on either side.

		

		Inga suddenly felt soft, feminine hands caressing her bare shoulders and her back. Cyn stepped in close and kissed her again, their breasts meeting once more, and Inga’s eyes closed and her mouth opened automatically for her lover’s hot, slippery, unbelievably exciting tongue!

		

		She felt the other girls’ hands move down onto her bare butt and moaned into Cyn’s kissing mouth as they began to knead her tender flesh, their touch on this forbidden new area of pleasure making her pussy contract without anyone even toying with it. The next thing she knew, all four of them were on their knees together in front of the fire, six hands stroking Inga’s bare flesh, Cyn’s loving tongue playing with hers, then she was on her back, pillows under her head as Cyn’s face came away from hers.

		

		“God, what a little beauty she is!” Marsha hissed eagerly, staring down at Inga’s reclining body from her right side.

		

		The statuesque redhead leaned down and kissed a surprised Inga’s lips just as passionately as Cyn had, her tongue tapping for entrance. Inga sighed and opened her mouth, Marsha’s tongue slithering inside to tease, play and excite, just as the other girl’s had.

		

		Suddenly, Inga felt a set of soft lips atop her left breast and gasped into Marsha’s mouth as a tongue began to caress her never-before-touched nipple. Two lips engulfed the tender, aroused bud and began to suck. A second set of lips soon covered her right nipple and the most exquisite feeling Inga had yet experienced pulsed through her as Marsha sucked at her tongue and the other two girls gobbled up her nipples!

		

		“Ummmmmmm! Ohhhh! Oh!” Inga moaned loudly, her ass coming involuntarily up off the soft carpet in a needy, hip-rolling rhythm, her pussy clenching wildly and hot lubricant running out of it down onto her ass crack.

		

		Chuckling softly, Marsha pulled her mouth from Inga’s hungry kiss and smiled down at her. “I know someone who needs her little pussy licked.”

		

		Inga shuddered. She’d heard about girls who licked other girls, of course, and she’d seen Marsha and Lee-Lee going at it before … but no one – male or female – had ever licked Inga’s pussy. Until a few minutes ago, no one other than herself had ever even touched Inga’s pussy.

		

		How it would feel, she wondered frantically, to have a mouth on you … down there. It sounded so nasty … so taboo and … if she would let herself admit it … so wonderful!

		

		She didn’t have long to wait to find out exactly how it would feel. As Cyn and Lee-Lee licked and sucked and nipped lightly at her sensitive little nipples, Marsha rapidly got into place on her tummy between Inga’s open legs.

		

		“This, without a doubt, is the prettiest, pinkest little pussy in BH High!” Marsha sighed, staring down into the tiny slit at the center of Inga’s wiry platinum fur.

		

		She took some of the curly bush in between the thumb and fingers of each hand and eased the smallish lips apart, her head coming down. Inga felt the other girl’s tongue touch the base of her pussy then wriggle slowly up the juicy little opening until it reached her distended clit.

		

		“Oh! Oh, dear God, how wonderful!” she couldn’t help moaning.

		

		Marsha’s lips closed around her super-aroused clitty just as the other two girls were closed around both of Inga’s swollen nipples. As the three experienced girl-lovers sucked and licked in unison, heavenly pulses of sensation began reverberating from Inga’s clit, up to her breasts then back again, building and building with each passing second.

		

		Inga’s head swirled. Her body drew up tight again and she could feel herself quivering on the brink of an orgasm of a size she hadn’t even known existed before.

		

		She closed her eyes and worked her hips up off the rug against Marsha’s mouth shamelessly, her whole body screaming for release. Her hands shot out and gripped Cyn and Lee-Lee’s hair, forcing their nursing mouths down tighter onto her ready-to-explode breasts.

		

		“Oh, do me!” she wailed, shivering from head to toe. “Oh, make me come! Suck me! Suck meeeeeeeeeee!”

		

		Inga came. None of the other comparatively tiny little orgasms she’d managed to coax from her clit over the years as she daydreamed about this boy or that one had been even vaguely like this. They had been nice … pleasant … fun.

		

		This one was like an explosion, and she was in the center of it. She moaned and whimpered and shook with ecstasy. She saw starbursts and felt her pussy jerk closed in perfect time with her breasts, the tiny pink nipples pulsing into orgasm just as her clit did.

		

		“Ohhhhh. It’s so good,” she gasped. “Oh, I never dreamed it could be so strong!”

		

		The girls stayed with her wildly hunching body, licking and sucking until the last tiny spasms of her climax drained away. Inga melted back onto the rug, limp and wrung out, a huge smile on her pretty face.

		

		“I … I had no idea sex felt like … that!” she managed to pant.

		

		“Oh, honey, we’re just getting started,” Cyn assured her with a naughty little grin as she looked up from Inga’s satisfied breast. “You ain’t seen nothin’ yet!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Do you like that, sweetie?” Lee-Lee cooed, bending over Inga’s back, licking teasingly at the girl’s shoulder, the huge dildo driven deep into the platinum blonde’s tight pussy.

		

		“Geez, yes,” Inga gasped. “I’m going to come again! Fuck me! Fuck me hard with that thing, Lee!”

		

		“Innnnnngggggg!” Cyn sighed pleadingly, wriggling her pussy around under Inga’s nose as the girl hovered over her on her hands and knees and Lee-Lee went back to hammering the fake cock into her. “Don’t neglect my cunny, sweetheart. Lick it for me, pretty girl! You know you want to…”

		

		“Mmmmmm! Yes, yes I do!” Inga agreed, eagerly pushing her face back into Cyn’s delicious, juicy slit. “I do want to!”

		

		Cyn groaned with pure pleasure as the posse’s newest member went back to gobbling pussy like a wild woman. Inga licked up and down Cyn’s slit then plunged her tongue deep inside, being careful to slide it across the dark-haired girl’s clit as she did so.

		

		So sweet! Inga marveled,; licking and tongue-fucking Cyn’s sex like crazy, swallowing the other girl’s thick, oily, luscious pussy juice as fast as she could suck it out of her. My God! Who knew pussy would taste so divine or that eating it would be so incredibly fun?

		

		Lee-Lee was very skillful with the double dildo, whipping her slender hips in and out in a hot, driving rhythm. She had made Inga come fiercely twice already – and herself orgasm once – and she seemed intent on getting both of them off again before she stopped.

		

		“This is the hottest fucking footage we’ve ever shot … by light years!” Marsha rasped happily, viewing the whole scene in front of the fireplace through the video camera’s lens and filming away while playing with her own wet pussy as she watched. “Fuck that pretty little pink thing, Lee-Lee. Get our gorgeous little Inga off again, you lazy bitch.”

		

		“Lazy?” Lee-Lee panted, fucking hard. “I’m ballin’ this little cutie’s pussy like crazy, you cow!”

		

		Cyn went stiff under Inga’s kissing, licking face at that moment and ground her cunny against the girl’s lips. “Oh, suck it out of me, Ing. I’m coming like mad, you sweet pussy licker!”

		

		A small squirt of clear, hot girl-jizz shot out of Cyn’s clasping pussy, right into Inga’s mouth. She swallowed it happily and licked for more, her lips fastening over Cyn’s clit and the top of her cunny as she sucked.

		

		“Oh! Oh, yeah!” Cyn babbled excitedly, coming hard. “That’s the way to do me. That’s the way to suck a pussy off, you hot bitch!”

		

		I am a hot bitch, Inga told herself! I’m a hot, pussy eating, eager-to-get-fucked bitch who just wants to come and come.

		

		That obscene but undeniably true thought seemed to spark Inga’s well-screwed cunny to another huge climax. She dug her fingers into the carpet and hunched back against the dildo, screaming into Cyn’s orgasming pussy as another killer release roared through her own body.

		

		“Yeah! Get it, Ing!” Lee-Lee gasped, her voice quavering in ecstasy as the big curved dildo mashing against her clit did its job on her as well. “Get that hot little pussy off… ’cause I’m coming again tooooooooooo!”

		

		Lee-Lee’s wail of delight merged with Inga and Cyn’s. Marsha was suddenly moaning along with them in her deep sultry voice as she sluiced two fingers in and out of her own soupy pussy while she filmed her three friends orgasming as one.

		

		* * * *

		

		“So, are you recovered enough to do this next part yet?” Cyn asked Inga ten minutes later as the two of them stood at the bar.

		

		Inga shrugged and took a big sip of a fresh seven and seven. Cyn was adjusting the strap-on, getting the U-curved cock seated up into her pussy just so, then oiling up the other one so it would slide right into Inga as she bent over to lick Lee-Lee’s cunny.

		

		“I think I’d like another hit or two of weed then I’m good,” Inga said with a little smile. She purposely dropped her voice down a little, trying to make it sound hot and sexy and more like Marsha’s raspy growl. “Are you gonna’ fuck me as good as Lee-Lee did, Cyn-darling?”

		

		“Better,” Cyn smiled back and patted Inga lightly on her pretty cheek. “I’m way better with this thing than Lee is.”

		

		“Bullshit!” Lee-Lee protested from where she sat at the bar, sipping her own drink, a joint in her other hand. “My build is closer to a boy’s than any of you curvy cunnies, so my fuck-stroke is way better too. I’m a hot fucker!”

		

		The three of them all laughed at the slender girl’s insistent statement. Inga took the smoking joint from Cyn and hit it extra hard, craving the rush it gave her and the loose, sexy feeling that went along with it – the feeling that she could try anything or do anything and be okay with it. She was totally getting into being an amateur porn star for her new friends’ skin flick, and she was eager to justify their faith that she could be the hottest girl in it.

		

		She almost giggled and lost some of the smoke as she considered that radical idea more closely. Her ... shy, untouched little Inga Norgaard from tiny St. Croix, Minnesota, out-hotting the Beverly Hills hotties. What a concept!

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		My God! I can’t believe this is really me … doing this. The incredulous thought flashed through Inga’s alcohol and marijuana-dulled mind!

		

		“Come on, I’m all set,” Marsha said impatiently from behind the professional-grade camera mounted on a tripod. Redheaded Marsha’s big, round, naked breasts rolled and jiggled across her lush body as she bent down once again and made sure her lens was sighted in on the spot where Inga’s mouth would encounter Lee-Lee’s juicy little pink furrow when the action began. “Let’s have some hot lezzbo action, you sluts!”

		

		The girls all giggled drunkenly at Marsha’s comment and got ready to “perform” for the camera’s all-seeing eye. Cyn casually finished oiling up the dildo she was going to use to penetrate Inga’s tight little pussy.

		

		This is sure a long way from what I’m used to, Inga thought, finishing her own cocktail and setting it on the bar behind Lee-Lee. Nothing like our parties back home in Minnesota … where it was always just a bunch of us girls giggling by the fire in the fireplace and drinking hot chocolate as we talked about boys and who was interested in who…

		

		Lee-Lee broke into her thoughts, shifting her small butt around impatiently on the stool. She flashed Inga a sexy pout and offered her another hit off the cigarette she was holding, working her wet pussy lips upward at the platinum blonde as she whispered, “See anything you like, baby?”

		

		Inga grinned and took the joint from her. She glanced over at Marsha who was standing a couple feet away, behind the repositioned video camera, focusing it on Lee-Lee’s crotch. The redheaded girl gave her a thumbs up.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Inga answered in a sexy growl, turning back to face Lee-Lee. “I see a cute little pussy I’m just dying to lick!”

		

		With that, Inga sucked in a big lungful of smoke and put the joint in an ashtray near the spot where Lee-Lee had set her empty glass on the bar. She winked at Cyn, who was standing just out of the shot, the strap-on with its glistening fake cock now pointing outward from her spectacular body.

		

		“Well, lick away, gorgeous!” Lee-Lee giggled, tilting her hips upward as she leaned back against the chair, her pussy winking at Inga.

		

		Her heart pounding with excitement at the thought of how slutty this was going to look on camera, Inga stepped forward and bent down. Lee-Lee sighed at the sight of Inga’s big knockers swinging freely and she immediately reached down and took one of the platinum blonde girl’s nipples in each hand as Inga lightly kissed her pussy slit for the first time.

		

		“Oh, yeah! That’s right! Just like that!” Lee-Lee whispered encouragingly, wriggling her hips as Inga planted light, butterfly kisses all over her slippery cunt lips.

		

		“Mmmmmm!” Inga murmured delightedly, running her tongue up and down the tiny coral-colored furrow. “So sweet. Your little pussy tastes so sweet, Lee.”

		

		Lee-Lee moaned and lay back further in the chair, squeezing Inga’s nipples a little harder, her cunny sliding more firmly up against the lapping girl’s hot mouth. “Lick it, hot girl! Stick that little tongue of yours all the way up my pussy!”

		

		More than happy to oblige, Inga knifed her tongue all the way down into Lee-Lee’s slick, snug sheath of muscle. She drove it in as far as she could reach and wiggled it all around as she slowly drew it back out, making sure to tease Lee-Lee’s swollen clit with it as she withdrew.

		

		“Oh! Ohhhhhh, yeahhhhhhhh!” Lee-Lee whined, twisting in the chair. “That’s the way to do it! That’s the way to lick my pussy, you beautiful little cunt lapper!”

		

		The girl’s lewd description of her made Inga even hotter to perform. She kissed Lee-Lee’s clit and opened her lips a little as she did so. Her limber tongue slid out and began to bathe the girl’s sensitive nub with hot saliva as she kissed it.

		

		“Ohhh! Eat it! Eat my hot pussy you gorgeous bitch!” Lee-Lee crooned happily, hunching her cunny eagerly against the newest posse member’s adoring mouth.

		

		Inga felt something big and round nudge up against her pussy lips. She didn’t have to stop eating Lee-Lee’s cunt and look back over her shoulder to know Cyn had moved up behind her with the strap-on.

		

		“How about a little fucking while you gobble that pretty little snatch, babygirl?” Cyn asked, shoving her hips forward, mashing the head of the thick cock up against Inga’s petite opening.

		

		“Mmmmmmm!” Inga sighed contentedly, pushing backward with her shapely ass, forcing the blunt tip of the big fake prick inside her juicy little hole.

		

		“That’s a good girl!” Cyn’s voice was raspy, excited. “Here it comes. Here comes all nine inches of this big fucker right down into that tiny slit of yours.”

		

		Inga moaned and closed her eyes, steadying herself by placing both hands on the sides of Lee-Lee’s barstool, as she caressed the girl’s pussy with her lips and supple tongue. Then she felt the whole length of rubber cock ram itself deep inside her cunny!

		

		“F-Fuck her, Cyn!” Lee-Lee babbled, furiously working her pussy against Inga’s tongue. “Oh, God, she’s suckin’ my clit like crazy! Her fuckin’ tongue’s all over me! Bang her! Bang the fuck out of her while she eats my hot cunt!”

		

		Inga was in heaven again. Lee-Lee’s pussy was sweet and succulent and so exciting. She swallowed some of the writhing, simpering girl’s cunt juice and hungrily lapped for more as Cyn fucked the hell out of her from behind with the fat length of pussy-stretching fake cock.

		

		“Um! Um! Um!” she grunted excitedly with each hard stroke. Getting fucked for the first time with the big dildo by Lee-Lee a little while ago had been terrific and getting fucked while she gobbled the girl’s hot, slick little slit was even better.

		

		“Oh, yeah!” Marsha murmured from behind her camera. “Great fuckin’ footage here, girls. Ing’s fantastic. You can’t believe how hot this little beauty looks with that incredible face of hers shoved in a pussy, lickin’ like crazy, and that big dick going in and out of her cunt at the same time.”

		

		Inga whimpered with lust and sucked Lee-Lee’s clit in between her lips once more, nipping lightly at it as she massaged it with her tongue tip. Lee-Lee gasped and clamped down hard on Inga’s swollen nipples.

		

		“Bite it!” Lee-Lee hissed. “Oh, God! Bite my little clitty while you suck it, you hot-mouthed little cunt!”

		

		Inga went wild on the girl’s pussy, spurred to new heights of passion by the other girl’s crude plea. She pounded Lee-Lee’s little pearl with her tongue as she continued to suck and nip at the tiny bead of flesh.

		

		Cyn moaned with lust and drove the thick fucker in and out of Inga’s gripping cunt a few more times as quickly as she could move her sensuous hips. “You bet I will, babygirl! Oh, man, I love fuckin’ that hot young cunny of yours!”

		

		For long seconds, there was no sound in the big room other than the slap, slap, slap, the accompanying squishing sound of the artificial cock being pounded deep into Inga’s pussy, and the various whimpers and moans of delight as the three girls began to orgasm simultaneously.

		

		Suddenly, an excited male voice rang out – coming from somewhere near the back of the huge room, the spot where the three carpeted stairs leading down into the family room from the front room were located – overpowering the sound of the girls’ voices. “Holy jumpin’ fuck, Riley! When you bragged we’d see some hot young pussy here tonight, doin’ each other, I thought you were jivin’ us, for sure!”

		

		“Yeah, but it looks like you were more than tellin’ the truth, dawg!” another boy’s voice chortled gleefully. “Goddamn! All of these young twists are primo … like you promised! But that little blonde … hot fuckin’ damn, man! She’s the finest lookin’ little bitch I’ve ever seen in my whole life!”

		

		Lee-Lee’s closed eyes shot open in shock. She reached down and stopped Inga’s mindless cunt gobbling and pulled the girl up toward her, wrapping her arms protectively around the naked blonde as the big cock slipped from Inga’s pussy when she stood.

		

		“Well, well!” an enigmatic little smile quickly stole across Lee-Lee’s face. “Hello, big brother! So, you did show up to babysit me for the weekend – I can’t fucking believe it! Who’s that with you?”

		

		Inga leaned in tighter against Lee-Lee and shivered with fear as the group of almost a dozen college-age boys crossed the huge family room toward them. She shyly crossed one arm over her bare breasts as the young men got closer, and turned her body sideways so her pussy was at least partially hidden from the boys’ appraising stares. She felt herself blushing like mad but couldn’t help noticing Cyn and Marsha and Lee-Lee didn’t seem particularly embarrassed by their nakedness in front of the college guys.

		

		“So, who’s your new little pal, Sis?” the leader of the group – a tall, trim, incredibly nice looking fellow with sandy blond hair that was just a shade or two lighter than his sister, Lee-Lee’s – asked as he swaggered up to them, followed closely by his friends. He flashed a long, predatory smile Inga’s way.

		

		Lee-Lee smirked. “This is Inga, Riley. She’s new in town ... lives right down the street from Cyn. She’s kinda’ shy, so I doubt she’s gonna’ shake hands with you. And you can just stay the fuck away from her – you and all of your horny college buddies.”

		

		This led to an immediate round of hooting and protests from the assembled males. They were all grinning appreciatively, their eyes roving from one naked teenage girl to the next as they loudly professed their innocent intentions toward the group of girls.

		

		Inga was still very naïve compared to her new girlfriends but even she knew instinctively the college boys were lying about their being harmless. Their stares were so intense as they trained their eyes on the arm she was using to cover her pink nipples that it felt as if their eyes were trying to bore right through it! She could also feel some of them positively straining for a closer look at her turned-away pelvic region.

		

		“What the fuck are you doin’ here, big bro?” Lee-Lee demanded over the chorus of catcalls from the eager boys.

		

		Riley smiled confidently and moved around behind the bar, everyone’s eyes following him. The college guys quickly bellied up to the bar, all of them pressing in as close to Inga and the other girls as they could get.

		

		“Didn’t you get the memo?” Riley shrugged and proceeded to make a round of drinks for all of his friends, his movements practiced and swift. “Mom asked me to drop everything and come home tonight to chaperone your little party, since she and the old man had to go to Vegas on that movie deal.”

		

		“Yeah, she told me she asked you, but I never dreamed you’d actually show up, not with some big party goin’ on at your frat tonight!” Lee-Lee fumed. “What’s up with that?”

		

		Riley shrugged and kept on mixing. “A bunch of fuckin’ jocks who belong to another house threw a last-minute party tonight too, just to screw with us. When we found out about it, we cancelled our gig ’cause we knew most of the prime pussy would gravitate over to their frat. We weren’t gonna’ embarrass ourselves by throwin’ a blast that attracted mostly the “B list” girls and dudes. Why waste our money doin’ that?”

		

		“So why didn’t you guys just show up at the jocks’ party instead?” Lee-Lee persisted. “Why come here and ruin ours?”

		

		Riley grinned, shoving the finished drinks across the bar to his pals like a Las Vegas blackjack dealer dishing out cards. “Because I told my boys, here, that I knew where there was a rockin’ party with a bunch of absolutely-knockout, naked high school girls all suckin’ each other’s tits and eatin’ pussy and gettin’ all fucked up together! Why would we want to party with a bunch of muscle-bound turds when we can hang with a posse full of switch-hittin’ teenaged cuties like you, Sis?”

		

		Lee-Lee suddenly looked shocked to the core. “H-How did you know that we’d be … I mean … where do you get all that lezzbo shit you’re spouting off about?”

		

		“What? You want to know how I knew you little cunts were gonna’ be suckin’ gash on each other tonight before I even walked in the door?” Riley asked with a laugh. “Because I monitor your fuckin’ hard-drive all the time, dummy. Whenever I’m feelin’ horny and want something inspiring to yank my bone off to, I just hack in and pull up all that homemade lezzbo porn you’ve got squirreled away in there and put it up on the bigscreen in my room at the frat house and jerk off a load, you know?”

		

		A collective gasp came from the four girls, followed by a surge of raucous laughter from the fraternity boys. Lee-Lee glared at her brother.

		

		“How … how did you get into my computer?” she stammered. “I’ve got firewalls! I’ve got encryption the fucking Pentagon couldn’t crack!”

		

		Riley shook his head, grinning. “My little sis! So cute … so fuckin’ dumb! Who was it that showed you how to cut all those hot computer licks in the first place, Lee? Did you think I taught you everything I knew?”

		

		There was another roar of laughter from the guys as Lee-Lee turned even redder and angrily crossed her arms over her bare breasts. “You fucker! You miserable fucker! Who gave you the right to watch what we do in private? You … you…”

		

		Cyn unbuckled the strap-on belt from around her waist and eased the fat dildo out of her pussy. She tossed the twin-cocked pleasure device over onto a nearby couch and leaned against the bar in front of Riley, her big tits pushed fetchingly up against the padded rail.

		

		“So, handsome, did you enjoy the footage on the computer? Did we put on a hot enough show for you?” she smiled at him, taunting him with her exposed nipples. “Tall seven and sevens all around, by the way, for my girls and me.”

		

		“You’re barely eighteen,” Riley answered, teasing. His grin deepened as he stared unashamedly at her spectacular bare boobs. “I did enjoy the shit out of watching you and these other hotties lickin’ each other’s cunts on my big screen, Cyn, but I’m pretty sure the legal drinking age here in the Golden State is still twenty-one and I surely don’t want to contribute to your … delinquency!”

		

		“Blow it out your cute ass, Riley!” Cyn laughed easily, totally at ease with both her nakedness and with teasing the older boy right back, having grown up around Lee-Lee and her brother. “Now, how about that drink?”

		

		“Okay,” Riley relented with a chuckle, filling four tall highball glasses with ice and splashing in the Canadian whiskey halfway up the glass before adding the mixer. “No comment from you on that pussy licking crack I made?”

		

		Cyn took the glass from him as he finished spritzing in the mixer, shrugged, and took a big sip. “I like pussy … I admit it. I’ve never had a hang-up about girl-on-girl action, have you? God knows you’ve watched me fuck enough boys over the years at parties to know I love cock too! So, what’s the big deal about our little movie?”

		

		“No big deal,” Riley smiled. “I grew up in BH too, remember? Drop-dead-gorgeous girls like you and Sis who like to swing both ways ’ain’t no thang’ to me,” he said, slipping into his best impression of a black street dude’s accent.

		

		He went on, his accent shifting back to normal, “But some of my less sophisticated frat bros didn’t believe me when I told ’em I could take ’em to a party where the girls were young, smokin’ hot and all switch-hitters, you know? I was too much of a gentleman to show ’em your stuff on the computer, but I didn’t see any harm in bringing ’em by for an in-person look and a few drinks, you know what I mean?”

		

		Cyn took another drink and stepped back from the bar, her big, round breasts rolling around as she moved. She cut her eyes to the left and confirmed that all the boys were still ogling her as well.

		

		“So, have they seen enough yet, do you think?” she teased Riley some more, looking at him over the top of her drink with a little smirk. “You boys going to do us a favor and take a hike after this drink?”

		

		“Oh, I don’t know, Cyn. I thought maybe we’d stay a while and party with you youngsters for a little while, if you don’t mind?” Riley grinned back, taking the baggie of dope from the bar and fishing out a joint. “Like I said, some of my boys grew up in the wilds of fucking Montana and places like that – they’re products of a deprived youth. They never had the chance to smoke some primo weed and get shit-faced with a bunch of dynamite-lookin’ teenie ho’s like you and your posse, here!”

		

		He turned and looked across the bar at Inga, who was sipping desperately at the seven and seven he’d made her, seeking greater liquid courage. She kept her other arm pressed against her nipples as she gulped down whiskey. Riley gave her his biggest, most charming smile.

		

		“And what about you, new girl? How are you adjusting to the BH lifestyle? Or did you spend a lot of time wherever it was you moved here from smoking dope and guzzling booze while standing around nude, showing off that unbelievable little body of yours?”

		

		The amount of booze and dope coursing through her system allowed her to rise to the older boy’s challenge. Inga sat her glass down and reached out, plucking the unlit joint from Riley’s fingertips. She picked up the lighter from the bar, stuck the roach in her mouth and shook her white-blonde mane.

		

		“Nope, but I’m learning to make … adjustments!” she told him defiantly as she fired up the joint and took a big hit.

		

		Cyn smiled and patted her approvingly on her bare shoulder then took the joint from her. “Way to go, cutie! Don’t let Riley and his Freddie Frat pals rattle you. They’re basically still just high school boys who graduated a couple years ago. I’ve known him my whole life. He’s kind of a dick, but no more so than most guys!”

		

		Inga laughed, letting out what was left of the smoke in her lungs and picked up her drink again. She felt the fresh dope pulsing through her bloodstream. After a big swallow of the strong cocktail, she thought to herself “what the fuck?” and slowly lowered her arm away from her breasts.

		

		“Whoooo! Baby, what a set you’ve got!” the boy standing next to her sighed as her tiny pink nipples came fully into view. “Those are about the prettiest tits I’ve ever seen … and you’re about the prettiest girl too, come to think of it?”

		

		Marsha’s green eyes flashed angrily. She jiggled her enormous breasts at Riley and gave an impatient snort.

		

		“Okay, I agree that Inga is fuckin’ spectacular,” Marsha growled in her distinctive cigarette and whiskey rasp, placing a hand under each of her own impressive tits and jellying them for the onlooking crowd of boys. “But I’m gonna’ be this year’s Winter Fantasy Prom Queen at Beverly Hills High, so I’m not exactly ugly either! How about a little respect for redheads from you clowns?”

		

		A wave of laughter spread through the crowd of boys and several of them picked up their drinks and wandered down to encircle Marsha. One of them stole a joint from the baggie on the bar and fired it up with a lighter he was carrying in his shirt pocket.

		

		Three of the other frat brothers got their drinks and moved over to surround Cyn who was still nursing her seven and seven. One of them took the roach from her hand and hit it before passing it on to one of his pals. His eyes never left Cyn’s perfect olive complexion and her sumptuous tits.

		

		“So, babe, you serious about liking guys as well as girls?” one of the boys asked, running his fingers lightly through Cyn’s long, raven-dark hair.

		

		“Only hot-looking ones … like you, cutie!” Cyn shot back, gliding her own fingertips over the guy’s shirtfront as he caressed her tresses, their eyes flirting shamelessly as they touched one another.

		

		Riley picked up the baggie and shook out another joint. He lit it, took a big hit then handed it across the bar to Inga. She took it and sucked in another big lungful, then put the smoking “jay” in an ashtray next to her drink.

		

		“That’s pretty good shit,” Riley commented, letting out his breath. “Yours?”

		

		“I think Lee-Lee said she pinched it from your father’s stash,” Inga smiled at him, becoming less uncomfortable about being naked in front of a bunch of guys for the first time in her young life.

		

		“Cool!” Riley nodded approvingly. “My old man does have some awesome dope connections. Nice of him to contribute – even if he doesn’t know he’s contributing.”

		

		The two of them shared a laugh over that. Riley leaned across the bar. “By the way, my frat bro wasn’t wrong about one thing, Inga. You are about the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen in my whole life! All that long white-blonde hair and those killer blue eye … those perfect teeth and that flawless white skin of yours.”

		

		Inga felt herself blushing. She shrugged modestly. “I never think about it. I look the way I look ’cause I’m Swedish on both sides and I got lucky. It’s just a matter of genes, really, and I had nothing to do with that.”

		

		The older boy grinned. “That’s a rare attitude, here in BH, where every other person you meet has a new nose or pumped up tits or a reshaped ass! Check out Lee-Lee. She looks pretty hot but she’s only eighteen and she’s already had a boob job and her nose planed down and…”

		

		“Would you just shut the fuck up, Riley?” Lee-Lee turned abruptly from the flirty conversation she’d been having with a pair of Riley’s fraternity brothers to glare across the bar at her brother. “Nobody wants to hear about all that crap! Why don’t you do something useful, like make us all another drink and hand me that fuckin’ joint while you’re at it?”

		

		Riley smirked at his little sister’s embarrassment. He pushed the ashtray containing the smoking cigarette toward her and began refilling her empty drink glass. One of the guys who had been talking to Cyn ambled over to the big entertainment center and switched on the stereo. He came back and whispered something in her ear but the spectacular young brunette shook her head negatively.

		

		“No way!” she said in a voice loud enough for everyone in the room to hear over the various conversations and the music. “I’d love to dance a little but there’s something fucked up about all of us being naked and all of you guys being fully dressed. You dudes are going to have to lose some clothes if you want to dance with me or my girls!”

		

		Marsha looked up from the guys she was talking with and grinned at Cyn. “You tell ’em, girlfriend! Let’s see some dicks, boys! You’ve been standin’ around oglin’ our bare goodies ever since you got here … now let’s see some male meat!”

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		No one moved for what seemed like forever. Finally, the tall, extremely handsome, dark-haired guy who had been talking to Marsha began unbuttoning his shirt.

		

		“I’m not shy,” he told the sumptuous redhead, flashing her a big smile.

		

		Not to be outdone, his blond-haired friend on the other side of Marsha started taking off his clothes as well. In moments, the two boys were down to their shorts and were bending at the waist to shuck out of their shoes and socks.

		

		All over the bar area, the frat members were suddenly pulling off shirts and slacks. Inga sucked in her breath as the really yummy-looking brunette guy with Marsha got his shoes off, straightened back up and casually doffed his boxer shorts.

		

		Wow! So that’s what a naked cock looks like, Inga told herself incredulously as the guy’s long, thick cylinder of male muscle came into view. I think he’s got a really big one, too.

		

		The wide-eyed blonde was quickly able to confirm her assessment was correct. Prick after bare prick came into view. None of the guys were fully hard yet but most of them were aroused enough at being so close to the quartet of lovely, naked teen-aged girls as to be just on the edge of stiffness. Inga found herself being treated to a view of nearly a dozen male sex organs of varying sizes and shapes. Her eyes flitted curiously from one to the other as she tried her best not to stare.

		

		God, that guy’s is twice as big around as that one’s, she found herself thinking! And that one is all rippled with veins and knurly-looking, while the one next to it is all pink and smooth and sleek – like a flesh-covered missile or something.

		

		“Fascinating, isn’t it, Ing?” Lee-Lee whispered, a little grin showing as she caught her new friend glancing eagerly from cock to cock. “I bet you’ve never seen so many naked dicks all at once in your whole life, huh?”

		

		Inga felt her cheeks coloring. “I’d never seen even one before at all until a minute ago – let alone more than one!”

		

		Lee-Lee laughed and finished her drink. “God! I keep forgetting who I’m dealing with here. It’s so weird having a girl in our gang who’s as innocent as you. I saw my first naked cock when I was about nine or ten.”

		

		“But then you always were a precocious little slut,” Riley said, stepping around the bar, shedding clothes as he approached them. “I remember catching you several times, peeking in my room when I was jacking off, back when I was thirteen and you were only ten.”

		

		With that, Riley shoved his own boxer shorts down and stepped out of them. Inga gasped – Lee-Lee’s handsome older brother had a cock that put most of his friends to shame!

		

		“Yeah, Riley’s hung like a fuckin’ bull, Ing,” Lee-Lee smiled at Inga’s reaction. “That’s one reason why I was always trying to catch him beatin’ his meat when we were younger. It was just too unbelievably hot, watchin’ him stroke that huge cock of his until it shot off!”

		

		“One reason?” Riley inquired, arching his brow questioningly as he reached for the unattended joint still smoking in the ashtray, not looking at all concerned about being naked in front of his sister and Inga. “What, pray tell, was the other reason, hot-pants?”

		

		“Because I was a skinny, ten-year-old kid with a big nose and a chest that was still completely flat, dummy!” Lee-Lee giggled. “Where else was I gonna’ see any cock back then?”

		

		“Good point!” Riley agreed with an answering smile, bringing the joint up to his lips and inhaling for all he was worth. He offered it to Inga after his lungs were full.

		

		Inga took the reefer and toked up hard. She still couldn’t quite believe she was standing here naked with a bunch of cute, equally nude college guys smoking dope, hot music playing in the background, listening to a brother and sister casually discussing him jacking off his huge cock – and all of it taking place in the middle of a Beverly Hills mansion!

		

		If I told Adie about all this, she’d die of a heart attack on the spot for sure – if she even believed me!

		

		“How about a dance, Inga?” Riley asked, finally letting out his breath as she did the same.

		

		Out of the corner of her eye, Inga could see Cyn was already dancing with a nice-looking blond stud in the center of the room, right in front of the gas-log fireplace. Marsha glided up next to the pair in the arms of the strikingly handsome guy with the dark hair who had been the first male to begin stripping. As the two couples clung together and moved in time to the slow song pulsing over the speakers, the crackling fire behind them sent their shadows playing across the wall on the far side of the room.

		

		“Okay, I guess,” Inga shrugged her shoulders and let Riley lead her over to a spot near the others. “I have to tell you, though, I’ve never danced with a naked guy before!”

		

		“Thanks for the warning,” he smiled at her, moving in close and pressing her big, bare breasts up against his muscular chest as he gathered her into his arms. “I’ve gotta’ warn you in return that my cock’s gonna’ get hard dancing with you, Inga. I can’t help it. I’m just a normal guy with normal reactions and it’s impossible to dance up close with someone who looks the way you do and not get a boner, you know?”

		

		Inga giggled, amazed at how naughty but incredibly exciting it felt to have a boy’s – well, a man’s, really – hard chest up against her naked nipples. She smiled shyly up at him as they moved together to the beat.

		

		“It’s okay,” she assured him. “Boy’s used to get hard all the time when I danced with them back home, but I always pretended not to notice. They’d get embarrassed and try their best to act as if nothing unusual was going on, but I could feel how hard they’d get under their jeans when they’d brush up against me as we danced.

		

		Riley nodded then stepped back a little, looking down ruefully. “Well, it would be difficult for me to pretend nothing’s happening, gorgeous. Just look what you’re doing to me already … and we’ve barely started to dance.”

		

		Inga followed the older boy’s eyes downward and her breath caught in her throat. Riley’s massive cock had risen up like a cobra coming out of a basket in an old movie. It was as big around as her forearm, with a huge red helmet, and it had to be a good two inches longer than the impressive fake cock Cyn had been busily fucking Inga with when the boys first crashed the party. It was so stiff by now it stuck nearly straight up, hugging Riley’s flat, washboard abs.

		

		“God, you’re big,” she whispered softly. She immediately looked up apologetically. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to embarrass you. I know I get kind of flustered when people go on and on about how pretty I am … I guess you must get tired of hearing comments about your size too?”

		

		Riley threw back his head and laughed. “You do have a lot to learn about guys, Inga. I hate to admit it, but I never get tired of girls making a big deal out of my dick. It’s a guy thing. Every dude is flattered to hear a girl say he’s got a nice prick, even if he doesn’t … maybe especially if he doesn’t, who knows?”

		

		Inga smiled back. “Yeah, I guess I can see how that would be true. A girl who doesn’t have much of a build loves to hear her guy say she’s sexy, I bet.”

		

		“Yeah … like you would have any experience with guys not thinking you had a great body.” Riley rolled his eyes at her.

		

		“I’m projecting,” Inga chided him right back. “I’m imagining what it would be like, just like you would have to use your imagination to identify with someone who had a tiny … thing … you know?”

		

		“Cock, Inga!” Riley offered helpfully, clearly enjoying bantering back and forth with the lovely young blonde. “They’re called cocks or pricks, or dicks or dongs. Hell, there must be twenty different names for a man’s hard on!”

		

		“Dongs?” Inga repeated incredulously, on the edge of breaking into a giggling fit again. “Not dongs! Not really?”

		

		“Swear to God.” Riley rolled his eyes again.

		

		“You mean like, King Kong or ding dong?” Inga snickered. “My God, Riley … you must be known on campus as King Dong!”

		

		The two of them burst out laughing, clinging together once more as the song ended. A huge thrill shot through Inga’s near-virgin body as she felt his spectacular hard on pressed up against her belly. Riley seemed to enjoy it too. He kept her in his arms and up against him for as long as he could then reluctantly released her, walking her slowly back to the bar, his arm around her shoulders, the two of them still smiling over Inga’s corny comment.

		

		“Well, you two seem to be getting along,” Lee-Lee eyed the pair suspiciously as they came up to her. She turned her head toward Inga. “I know he can be charming as all get out when he puts his mind to it, Ing, but watch him! My big bro is – I hate to say this but it is sooooooo true – one of the biggest cunthounds in BH. He’ll have that mammoth prick buried in that innocent little pussy of yours in nothing flat if you’re not careful, cutie.”

		

		“Oh, that sounds just awful!” Inga smiled teasingly up at Riley, reaching for her drink. “We wouldn’t want that to happen, now would we?”

		

		God, I can’t believe I said that, Inga marveled at her own boldness. It must be the booze and dope. Of course, the fact that Riley is so good looking he’s almost beautiful doesn’t hurt either.

		

		And what about that enormous cock of his? It can’t be that an ex-goody-goody girl like you is actually curious about a taboo subject like what a real, grown up man’s cock might feel like inside your little pussy, now can it?

		

		“Mmmmm, how about a refill, handsome?” she snapped herself out of such lewd thoughts by finishing her drink and clinking the ice cubes against the sides of the empty glass in Riley’s direction.

		

		Dutifully, the older boy took it from her and ducked behind the bar once again. He made fresh drinks for Inga, Lee-Lee and one for himself while he was at it, his movements again as quick and precise as a professional bartender’s.

		

		“Whoa! Party’s heatin’ up, girls!” Riley grinned at the pair as he slid their refilled drinks across the bar to them, glancing behind them as he spoke.

		

		Inga turned and gazed out into the room where he was looking, drink in hand. She gasped then gulped down some of the whiskey as she saw what Riley had been commenting on.

		

		Cyn was all over the blond muscleman she’d been dancing with earlier. They were still in front of the fireplace, her hands moving downward from his broad shoulders, touching his nipples. She let them slide still lower, down his six-pack abs, her head dipping to kiss one of the guy’s nipples as her fingertips reached the head of his upraised, fully-erect cock. She used her left hand to toy with his prickhead as her right one slid lower to lightly stroke his wrinkly nut sac. Her tongue slid out of her mouth to caress the college guy’s nipple at the same time.

		

		Marsha was a little ahead of Cyn. She was finished teasing the gorgeous dark-haired guy’s cock with her fingers ... it stood out from the man’s groin as hard as an axe handle. The voluptuous redhead had then kissed her way down his flat stomach, slowly going down onto her knees in front of him as she kissed her way lower. When she was in place, she stuck out her tongue and licked all around the knobby tip of the guy’s cock then slowly let it penetrate her lips.

		

		“Oh, God! She’s … they’re…” Inga’s shocked voice trailed off as she watched Cyn also work her way onto her knees in front of her guy. She was soon licking the blond boy’s thick cockhead every bit as enthusiastically as Marsha was lapping at her partner’s.

		

		“Ummmm, a little blowjob action!” Lee-Lee whispered approvingly, taking a big drink of her seven and seven. “I like it!”

		

		After a few seconds of watching her old friends suck cock, Lee-Lee turned toward Inga. “Hey! I promised you earlier I’d teach you how to suck a guy off, remember?”

		

		A sharp thrill shot through Inga’s hot young body – she vividly remembered Lee-Lee’s suggestion made earlier in the evening. The whole idea had seemed hilarious to her back then. She remembered considering it a huge joke at the time that she would ever want to learn how to commit such a debauched act. Now, as she watched Cyn and Marsha pleasing the groaning college boys so skillfully with their hot mouths, Inga was no longer quite so sure that she didn’t want to learn how to perform this obscenely naughty act herself.

		

		“Well, there’s no time like the present,” Lee-Lee smiled at her new friend. “I mean, the room’s full of hot looking guys with hard dicks. What are we waiting for?”

		

		Lee-Lee gulped down most of her remaining drink and set it on the bar. She stood – a bit shaky on her feet from all the booze and pot – and grabbed Inga by the wrist, leading her over to one of the couches near the fireplace.

		

		“Sit here, right next to me, and I’ll show you how to give a guy a BJ he’ll be bragging about for the rest of his life, okay?” the brown-haired girl told Inga brightly, pulling both of them down onto the soft couch.

		

		Unbeknownst to them, Riley had come out from behind the bar and followed them across the room. He stepped around in front of the couch as soon as they sat down.

		

		“What the fuck do you want now?” Lee-Lee asked her big brother with an exasperated sigh.

		

		“I’m offering my services!” Riley grinned, wrapping his fingers around the base of his huge cock and pointing it at the seated girls.

		

		“Ewwwwwww! Like I’d want to suck my own brother’s prick when I’ve got, like, a dozen other ones to choose from!” Lee-Lee said, making a disgusted face.

		

		Riley’s smile grew sly. “This is not about you, sister dear. It’s about Inga. I know you don’t want to suck my dick, but what about her? She and I have kinda’ been hitting it off so far tonight, you know? I like her and she likes me … I think. Maybe she’d like my cock to be the first one she sucks; did you ever think of that?”

		

		He waited for his sister to chew on that idea for a moment then moved a step closer, his eleven-inch monster now right in front of Lee-Lee’s face. “Besides … I think you’ve been secretly lusting after my big old meat stick ever since you were that skinny ten-year-old, now haven’t you … sister of mine?”

		

		“N-No! You wish, you fuckin’ perv!” Lee-Lee sputtered guiltily, turning slightly red. “Now get that fucking giant trouser-snake out of my face!”

		

		But Riley didn’t budge. Instead, he moved his hips forward a little, a sly grin on his handsome face. His mammoth cockhead was a quarter of an inch from his cute little sister’s mouth.

		

		“Just a little lick, Lee!” he urged her softly. “Come on. Show Inga how to give it a little spit bath!”

		

		“N … No!” Lee-Lee sighed, her voice sounding even less convincing now than it had a moment earlier.

		

		Inga was leaning in next to Lee-Lee, her ice blue eyes wide as she stared at the huge knob of cock flesh that made up the head of Riley’s prick. She could smell his hard organ now. It had a sort of musky, virile, all-male odor. She would have never believed it if someone had told her this earlier in the evening, but just being so close to the towering hunk of man-flesh was making her nipples hard and her little pussy leak hot lubricant like crazy. She found – to her everlasting shame – that her mouth was already watering at the forbidden idea of just touching the big knot of throbbing masculinity with her tongue!

		

		“Come on Lee, just a little taste!” Riley whispered. “You know you want to, you little slut!”

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh!” Lee-Lee whined helplessly, leaning forward just slightly, her wet tongue suddenly darting out to smear her brother’s hard meat all over with her girlish spittle.

		

		“That’s the girl!” Riley sighed contentedly. “Lick it, you little whore! Get yourself a big taste of that cock you’ve been craving since you were a little girl!”

		

		Lee-Lee moaned, giving in completely, her tongue flicking all around the tip of her brother’s dick. She opened her mouth and sucked in the huge head, her tongue now dipping lower to caress the thick shaft as she nursed at the big helmet!

		

		“Ooooh, God, that looks so hot!” Inga sighed; her face right up next to Lee-Lee’s. “Suck it! Suck your big brother’s cock! Show me how to suck it, Lee!”

		

		With a little whimper of lust, Lee-Lee took another six inches of the wide staff deep in her sucking lips, her tongue continuing to circle the fat cylinder as she bobbed her head up and down. Riley moaned and spread his feet a little to keep his balance. The illicit thrill of having his little sister gobble his bone was clearly causing him to lose control.

		

		“Suck it!” he gasped, driving another couple of inches into his sister’s well-practiced mouth and throat. “Oh, God, but you’re good, Sis! Eat it! Eat every inch of my big dick you hot little cocksucker!”

		

		Lee-Lee abandoned all pretense of reluctance. She sat further forward on the couch and forced her mouth onto her brother’s lip-stretcher of a prick as far as it would go. In just a few passes, her head was tilted back, her mouth pressing eagerly forward, her lips stopping only when they touched Riley’s cock fur at the base of his lengthy prong.

		

		“She’s got every inch of it!” a boy’s enraptured voice commented.

		

		Inga looked up to see a half dozen of Riley’s pals had hastily gathered around the couch, watching in awe as cute little Lee-Lee sucked her brother’s cock. The other guys’ pricks were all throbbing with excitement and standing out from the men’s groins as they anxiously followed every hot lick and suck.

		

		“I’ve never seen a chick who could deep-throat Riley’s big hog before!” a guy whispered. “Not all of it anyway!”

		

		“No shit, man! That little brunette from Delta house who sucked cock so good at that one party we threw ... she got almost all of it, but not every fucking inch like this little cutie!”

		

		“I can’t believe she’s his fuckin’ sister, dude!” another boy said, shaking his head. “I mean, that is definitely some weird shit, man … but on the other hand … it’s kinda’ fuckin’ kinky-cool, you know?”

		

		“You know what they say … incest is best!” another guy laughed.

		

		The circle of boys laughed nervously in obvious agreement. One tall, very nice-looking boy grinned slyly. “It doesn’t hurt that she’s a fuckin’ knockout either, guys!”

		

		This immediately brought another round of guilty laughter. Lee-Lee seemed oblivious to it. Every ounce of her being was concentrated on sucking her brother’s huge, beautiful cock!

		

		“G-Goddamn, Sis!” Riley gasped at that moment. “Take it easy! I … I’m going to’ pop my load right in your mouth if you keep that up much longer. Fuck, I’ve never had my dick sucked this good before, not ever!”

		

		He turned his head slightly, looking at Inga who was staring wide-eyed at the massive shaft still buried in Lee-Lee’s mouth and throat. “How about you, sugarlips? I thought you wanted a turn? Didn’t you want to learn how to do this too?”

		

		Inga felt herself blushing. She still couldn’t quite believe she was sitting naked in front of a bunch of horny, nude college guys watching her friend suck a cock belonging to her own brother.

		

		“Oh, that’s okay,” she murmured to Riley bashfully. “I don’t know how to do it. I could never learn to do it as good as Lee-Lee does anyway.”

		

		Riley leaned back, pulling his embedded prick slowly out of his sister’s loving lips. It waggled out in front of his loins like a thick spear, gleaming with Lee-Lee’s saliva.

		

		“Here, baby! Have a little taste, just like Lee did!” Riley whispered, holding out the glistening tip.

		

		Lee-Lee turned and faced Inga; her brown eyes alive with excitement. “Yeah! It’s your turn now, babe. Just start out by licking all over the head, like I did.”

		

		“But it … it’s got your spit all over it!” Inga protested weakly.

		

		“What the fuck do you care? You spent half the night with your tongue down my throat, honey!” Lee-Lee answered with a big smile.

		

		She suddenly leaned forward and kissed Inga hard, shoving her tongue triumphantly into the blonde girl’s mouth. Inga heard a collective gasp of male breath as the college guys watched the two high school beauties tongue-kissing each other.

		

		A flash of sensual need flickered through Inga, her nipples spiking and her pussy juice flowing even harder. This is so hot, she thought, her mind spinning! Making out with Lee-Lee in front of all these naked studs is just so fucking hot!

		

		“Have a little of this, baby!” Lee-Lee panted, breaking off the torrid kiss and reaching for her brother’s cock shaft. She held the fat prick right in front of Inga’s lips then slowly licked up one side of the thick head. “Like this, hon, lick it soft and easy, just like I’m doing it.”

		

		Tentatively, her breasts throbbing with arousal, Inga stuck out her tongue and let it swab the other side of Riley’s whopper of a cock. The firm flesh felt so hot and slick against her tongue. It sent an even stronger flash of excitement through her, licking the big cock in front of all the onlooking college boys, with Lee-Lee lapping at the other side!

		

		“Goddamn!” a boy’s voice moaned. “I’d give anything to feel that little honey’s tongue on my prick!”

		

		“Oh, yeahhhhhh!” another guy sighed longingly. “Look how fuckin’ cute those two are together, lickin’ Riley’s big dick!”

		

		Inga shivered, a little spasm of pre-come joy lancing through her. She lapped harder at Riley’s manhood, loving the way it felt against her exploring tongue, and the way his hot, slippery flesh tasted.

		

		“Put it in your mouth,” Lee-Lee hissed instructions. “Here, just like this!”

		

		Turning abruptly, Lee-Lee captured a nearby boy’s erection in her fist and guided it to her lips. The guy had a nice sized cock but it was nowhere near the girth of her brother’s, so Lee-Lee had no trouble popping the whole, mushroom-shaped tip between her lips with one suck.

		

		“Ohhhh, fuuuuuuuuuuuck!” the lucky recipient of her oral attention groaned in ecstasy. “That feels so great! Suck it, you hot little bitch! Suck my cock!”

		

		Inga watched carefully as Lee-Lee worked the prickhead up and back between her lips, her tongue circling the big knob. Resolved to give it her best effort, Inga opened her own lips wider and, still watching Lee-Lee out of the corner of her eye, mashed Riley’s fat cockhead deep into her mouth.

		

		“Oh, yeah! That’s it!” Riley said. “Suck it, Inga! Take just a little more. Here, tilt your head back a little so it can go down into your throat!”

		

		Riley adjusted Inga’s head backward just a bit and forced another four inches or so of burning male meat in between her stretched open lips. She took just a second to get used to the feel of so much throbbing, incredibly warm cock meat in her mouth then began to lave it with her tongue as she slowly worked it in and out of her pursed lips.

		

		“Oh, yeah, suck it!” Riley moaned. “Oh, you’re really getting the hang of it now, baby. Goddamn but you look hot with my big dick movin’ in and out of that cute little mouth of yours, sweet girl!”

		

		Inga murmured softly and sucked harder. She couldn’t believe she had a man’s hot, hard cock in her mouth and that she was pleasing him so much.

		

		I’m doing it, she congratulated herself. I’m actually sucking a guy’s cock!

		

		Lee-Lee let the prick she was “demonstrating” on slip from her mouth for a second. She watched Inga sucking Riley’s cock approvingly for a moment and then grinned, saying, “Here, baby, just like this! Let your throat go all loose then just try to control your gag reflex. Watch!”

		

		Inga continued to watch out of the corner of her eye as Lee-Lee sucked the other guy’s cock back into her mouth and pushed forward until Inga could see the bulge of the prick’s rounded head deep in Lee-Lee’s throat. She eased her head forward, burying all eight inches of the guy’s dick in her mouth and throat.

		

		Gingerly, Inga attempted to do as her friend had showed her. She forced Riley’s much larger, longer cock a little deeper on her next pass. She felt her throat rebel, threatening to bring a load of puke up from her stomach as the huge head punched deeply into her throat, triggering her gag reflex.

		

		Willing herself to hold it down, she waited until her throat quit trying to constrict, then slowly forced another two inches of Riley’s mammoth prick into her lips and down her throat. She looked down the wide shaft and was amazed to see only about an inch and a half of cock remained outside her lips.

		

		“Fuckin’ A!” a guy whispered in an awe-struck tone. “This little bitch is almost as good as Riley’s sis. What a cocksucker she is!”

		

		Inga moaned, a flutter of orgasm clenching through her untouched pussy as she heard the college boy commenting about her lewd behavior. She had never dreamed that just having a boy talking dirty about her could be so exciting! Never had she suspected that showing off in this debauched way in front of a crowd of boys could make her nipples so hard, her clit so erect!

		

		“Mmmllmm!” she murmured, backing off Riley’s prick then forcing it in again, nearly every last bit of it inside her sucking mouth this time.

		

		So good, she marveled. Sucking cock feels so fucking good!

		

		“Look at that bitch eat it,” a guy sighed, watching Inga’s mouth work up and down Riley’s prick, her silvery-blonde tresses flying around her head as she moved it faster and faster.

		

		“Man, she’s swallowing every last inch of it now,” another guy whispered. “Look at that hot little bitch suck!”

		

		Inga moaned and licked and sucked, her big tits jiggling wildly as she nursed on Riley’s thrilling cock meat. She couldn’t seem get enough of its sensuous, slippery presence between her eagerly gliding lips. Suddenly, all she wanted to do was suck and suck and suck.

		

		The sight of her wantonly gobbling Riley’s obscenely huge prick and the feel of Lee-Lee’s well-trained lips on his own cock proved too much for the guy Lee-Lee was blowing. All at once, he gave a gasp then a long, low moan.

		

		Out of the corner of her eye, never missing a lunge up and down Riley’s cock, Inga saw a thin film of pearl-colored goo beginning to appear on Lee-Lee’s lips as they moved up and down the guy’s prick. She heard Lee-Lee gulp and watched as the other girl’s throat worked frantically, swallowing hard.

		

		He’s … he’s coming in her mouth! Inga nearly swooned as she realized what was happening just inches away from her. The guy Lee-Lee was sucking was shooting his semen right into her mouth and she was swallowing it for him.

		

		Oh, that’s so fucking nasty! So fucking hot! Inga’s mind reeled at the very thought. I wonder if … Omigod! I wonder if Riley expects me to…

		

		The inexperienced blonde didn’t have time to ponder that question for long. Riley gave his own low, helpless moan at that moment and Inga felt his massive prick buck sharply in her mouth as it glided deep inside.

		

		“Oh, baby! Here it fuckin’ commmesssss!” Riley screamed.

		

		A torrent of something incredibly hot and thick spattered into Inga’s mouth and throat. She swallowed instinctively, only to have the boy’s cock spew out a fresh load of the pungent, heavy cream as it continued to fuck in and out of her sucking lips.

		

		“Ohhhhhhh! Swallow it for me, you fuckin’ little angel!” Riley crooned in ecstasy. “I’ve never seen anything so hot as you gulpin’ down my spunk, you gorgeous little bitch.”

		

		Inga shivered from head to toe and ate another big mouthful of Riley’s sperm-filled cream. Tiny tremors of orgasm reverberated through her as she imagined what she must look like to the assembled college boys. Her head was tipped back, the huge cock splitting her pretty face again and again, dumping its gooey load into her swallowing throat, her big breasts bouncing wildly as she moved in and out!

		

		“Oh, fuck, it feels so good,” Riley babbled, his knees getting rubbery as he worked his softening cock into Inga’s mouth. “I’ve never had such a sweet come, Inga! You are a hot little cunt!”

		

		Inga was on fire. She held the last of Riley’s glue-thick, fiery load in her mouth as his now soft prick slipped from her lips. She savored her first ever mouthful of spunk, her breasts so swollen with lust she knew she would come again at the first hint of a caress, the first brush of a set of lips on her aroused nipples. Her clit too was pounding madly, ready to throb to a new wave of orgasmic pleasure at the first touch of a finger, or a kiss … or a man’s hard cock, Inga realized with a tiny shiver of excitement, eying all the rampant manhood surrounding her.

		

		“Ooooh, baby! You look so turned on!” Lee-Lee whispered at that moment, assessing Inga’s condition with a quick glance.

		

		The brown-haired girl gathered Inga into her embrace, crushing her small, beautifully shaped breasts against Inga’s softer, bigger set and pressing her mouth onto the aroused blonde’s. Lee-Lee’s tongue shot inside her lover’s mouth, instantly submerging it in the small lake of jism Inga had been absently sloshing around.

		

		“Mmmmmm!” Lee-Lee moaned, tasting her brother’s forbidden semen, lapping a big splash of it back into her own mouth and swallowing it greedily.

		

		“Oh, Ing! Riley’s come tastes so good!” Lee-Lee panted breathlessly as she eased her mouth away from Inga’s for a moment. “More! Feed me a little more, you greedy-puss. Don’t keep all that nasty ball juice for yourself, you little slut.”

		

		Inga’s mind whirled as Lee-Lee’s lips came back down on hers. I am a slut! I am a nasty little slut. Sitting here making out with Lee-Lee in front of all these guys with their hard pricks all around us. My … my pussy’s on fire. And Lee-Lee’s eatin’ her own brother’s come right out of my mouth!

		

		“Holy jumpin’ fuck. Would you look at those cute little cunts goin’ at it?” a boy’s amazed voice shouted.

		

		“Goddamn, I guess!” another guy sighed. “She’s swallowin’ her brother’s jizz! She’s suckin’ it right out of that other gorgeous little pussy’s mouth!”

		

		Inga moaned and pulled her mouth away from Lee-Lee’s, a big saliva and spunk streamer stretching out from her lips to the other girl’s, then slowly breaking off. One strand fell between Inga’s big, perfect white orbs, and the other plopped down between Lee-Lee’s pert set.

		

		“Oh, God, Lee! I’m hot! I’m so fucking hot!” Inga whispered desperately to her friend.

		

		Lee-Lee smiled and nodded her head. “I know what you mean, baby. I need a big, hard dick in me sooooooo bad!”

		

		She turned her head and stared impishly at the better than half dozen stiff pricks throbbing inches from the side of her head. She flashed an evil little grin and turned back to Inga.

		

		“Do you have any idea where two horny young girls like us might find a guy who wanted to fuck us?” she asked in a voice dripping with feigned innocence.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Before Inga could even start to answer, there was an explosion of male lust all around the two girls. Numerous big, strong hands gripped her shoulders, pulling her off the couch and lowering her gently onto the soft carpet near the fireplace as she watched another group of boys hustle Lee-Lee from the couch and set her on the rug a few feet away.

		In an instant, a curly-headed boy with a huge set of balls and a thick, but not very long cock was kneeling between Lee-Lee’s open legs. Before Inga’s hammering heart could beat twice, the boy’s prick was all the way inside the brown-haired girl’s juicy cunny and she was watching the guy’s ass pump up and down as Lee-Lee moaned and rolled her trim hips up off the floor to meet his thrusts.

		

		“Baby! I just gotta’ have a little of this cute thing!” a guy whispered to Inga as she watched, wide-eyed, Lee-Lee getting the daylights fucked out of her a few feet away.

		

		Turning her head toward him, Inga saw it was the guy with the really pretty, smooth pink cock she’d admired before, when all the guys were first stripping off their clothes. Its owner turned out to be a nicely muscled, handsome boy who didn’t look much older than her. He had made his way between her open legs and had his beautiful, very hard looking flesh-colored missile hovering just above her wet little opening.

		

		“Please! Please let me fuck you, honey!” he begged, rubbing the helmet of his rigid dick around her entrance, getting it shiny with her girl lube.

		

		“I … I don’t know!” Inga whispered. “I’ve never … I’ve never really fucked a boy before, but Lee-Lee and Cyn both did it to me earlier … with that big strap-on thing!”

		

		She felt herself blushing. “I guess it would be okay … I did like it when they … you know, when the girls … fucked me!”

		

		The guy gasped at the memory of the spectacular beauty now spread out so invitingly beneath him getting balled by one of the other sexy teen girls as he’d first entered the room. He made a little growling sound deep in his throat and pushed his engorged prickhead down between the stunning girl’s tiny pink lips.

		

		“Oh, man, are you ever tight!” the boy sighed, his cock tip popping through, into the elastic little slit.

		

		“Ohhhhhhh!” Inga groaned as the boy kept pushing, his rock-hard shaft splitting her open as easily as the dildo had earlier.

		

		She gave an automatic little hunch upward with her hips and felt the boy’s ball sac slap against her bottom as his cock nudged all the way down into her. “Oh! Oh, it feels so big in my … in my little … pussy!”

		

		The boy shuddered, closed his eyes and pressed his muscular chest down onto Inga’s unbelievable tits, his hips beginning to piston his embedded prick in and out of her snug, juicy little slit. He moaned and balled her even harder.

		

		He’s … he’s … fucking me! Inga’s head spun at the very thought! Omigod! He’s really doing it to me! He’s fucking his big cock in and out of my little pussy so fast, so deep. And… does it ever feel good!

		

		“Man, would you look at that little bitch fuck?” A guy sighed at that moment.

		

		Inga opened her eyes which she was surprised to discover had drifted closed with the exquisite sensation of having her sensitive little clit pounded again and again by the college boy’s eagerly-drilling cock – and looked around to see if the guy had been talking about her. She quickly realized it was impossible to tell if he had or not!

		

		Cyn was spread out on the floor a few feet away, a boy – not the one she’d been sucking a while ago, but a completely different guy – was pumping his thick penis in and out of her willing pussy. Lee-Lee was still tossing her hips up to meet her partner’s frantic thrusts, and Marsha was on her hands and knees a few feet away from them, a cock sawing in and out of her sucking mouth from a boy kneeling in front of her as another guy rammed his big prick into her doggie-style from behind.

		

		We’re all getting it. Inga realized the idea of getting fucked in front of her new friends while they were all fucking too, making what was happening to her for the very first time seem even hotter and more illicit, somehow. We’re all getting big hard cocks banged into us at the same time!

		

		“I … I’m coming!” Inga gasped in the ear of the boy doing her. “Oh, God! I can’t help it! It’s so fucking hot … getting fucked in front of so many people is just so fucking hot.”

		

		The boy on top of her nodded, his own breath becoming uneven as he powered his big cock in and out of her in choppy, frantic strokes. “Oh, baby, I know what you mean. Your little cunt is so good … so fuckin’ tight and sweet and you’re so damned pretty that I … I can’t … Oh, fuuuuuuuuuuuck! Here it comes!”

		

		Inga wailed along with him, her ass coming up off the rug, spearing his prick deep as her insides turned to jelly and huge waves of ecstasy rolled through her. She felt the boy’s cock pulse inside her then felt her first-ever load of come shooting deep inside her clasping pussy tunnel.

		

		“Oh, fuck! Give it to me!” she whimpered in his ear. “Oh, come in my little pussy, you hot stud!”

		

		The guy gave an almost inaudible moan and quivered as if someone had shoved a hunk of burning firewood up his ass. The veins stood out in his neck as his cock deposited wad after wad of searing, slippery jism deep inside Inga’s cunt!

		

		“Ohhhhhhh!” Inga sighed happily. “It’s good! It feels so good when you come inside me!”

		

		The boy fell back down onto Inga’s small body like a pool toy someone had let all the air out of. He groaned contentedly, his dick starting to shrivel inside her clenching sheath.

		

		“Goddamn, baby, but you’re a good fuck!” the guy sighed when he eventually tugged his spent cock free of her gripping pussy a few moments later and got up onto his knees.

		

		“Yeah, well how about gettin’ the hell out of the way and givin’ another brother a turn, Bill?” another boy said impatiently, shouldering Bill out from between Inga’s legs and knee-walking into position.

		

		“Hi, honey,” the new boy smiled down at Inga. “I’m Sean. How about a nice little pussy-ride for me too, huh?”

		

		Before the bewildered blonde could utter a word, Sean – who turned out to be the boy with the thick, veiny cock she’d noticed before – was busily working his fat prick in between her spunk-smeared pussy lips. He got the wide head of his knurled dick inside her then let his weight down slowly, driving all eight inches of himself deep into her.

		

		“Ooooh! Oh, my!” Inga gasped, fucked again!

		

		The boy grinned at her and worked his pussy-stretching cock back out of her then plunged it slowly back in. “Bill was right! You are a hell of a fuck, Inga!”

		

		Inga didn’t know what to say to that. She had to admit to herself that his big cock did feel nice inside her pussy. Even though the other guy, Bill, had just made her come, this Sean boy’s prick felt really good too, squishing its way in and out of her gooey slit.

		

		“You like it, baby? You like my big dick in your pretty little pussy?” Sean asked at that moment, as if he were reading her naughty thoughts.

		

		Inga moaned and put a hand on his neck, pulling him down tighter against her tits as she worked her ass up off the carpet, fucking him back. “I think I do! I think I just love getting fucked!”

		

		The boy gave a little snort of pleasure at that bit of news and began moving his ass faster. His jizz-slickened dick flew in and out of Inga’s cunt, starting a fire smoldering once again in her clit, a fire that got hotter and hotter with each frenzied thrust.

		

		“Oh! Oh! It’s really startin’ to feel good now!” Inga panted in his ear, her sumptuous little ass moving in perfect time with his reaming cock. “Oh, give it to me! Fuck me with that big, hot, hard cock, baby!”

		

		Sean’s ass was flying by now. He gritted his teeth and fucked her as hard and fast as he could.

		

		Inga sighed and rolled her head from side to side. Her pussy was tightening like crazy again and her nipples felt as hot as tiny coals against his chest. She noticed Cyn had a new boy fucking her pussy as well, a guy who was kneeling nearly straight up and down between her legs, holding her ass up off the rug in his upturned palms so he could bang his big prick directly in and out of her in a straight line. Another boy was on his hands and knees over her mouth, doing what amounted to push ups, fucking down into Cyn’s lips while the other boy drilled her cunt!

		

		Oh, God! This is so wild! Inga told herself, her next orgasm hovering close. She watched the boy in Cyn’s mouth moan and begin to pump his sperm into her sucking lips as the other boy fucking her pussy threw back his head and roared with pleasure while he drained his nuts into that tiny hole.

		

		“Oh, fuck, come in me!” Inga wailed, looking back up at Sean. “Fuck your come into me, baby. I want to feel that hot stuff filling my pussy again.”

		

		Sean looked stricken for a moment, his dick sliding all the way into Inga’s cunt then jerking hard deep inside her. “I’m creaming you, just like you wanted, bitch! Oh, fuck, take my load you pretty little whore!”

		

		Inga screamed as she felt the boy’s cock go off inside her. Her tits spasmed against his chest as another torrent of cock juice spattered deep into her quivering pussy.

		

		“Ohhhhh! Baby, have I ever got a wad for you!” Sean bellowed helplessly, his cock dumping another huge jet of come inside the twisting, moaning girl.

		

		“Ugh! Ugh! Oh! Aghhh!” he gasped, fucking the rest of his outpouring into her tight, hot confines. “Oh, you cute little bitch! You look so damned hot taking a guy’s load!”

		

		The babbling college boy finished spraying his come into her and eased his cock out of her clasping slit. Inga sighed contentedly, feeling a small waterfall of jism push out of her pussy behind the retreating prick. The pudding-thick, hot come slid down her ass crack and dripped onto the rug beneath her.

		

		Ooooh! I bet I’m a mess down there … all that come! Inga thought worriedly. I bet my little pussy opening looks all gross now, with that gooey white stuff draining out of it.

		

		The college boys didn’t seem to agree. A second later, she looked up to see a new guy, the really handsome dark-haired boy who had been the first one to shed his clothes, kneeling above her.

		

		“You … you were with Marsha!” Inga said shyly, still embarrassed by all the cock cream oozing out of her pussy.

		

		“Yeah, she blew me!” the handsome guy grinned happily. “She gives a hell of a blowjob, but then so do you, from what I saw with Riley!”

		

		The guy set the head of his obviously fully recovered cock up against Inga’s super-slick pussy mouth. His grin grew even bigger as he penetrated her easily. “But right now, I want a little of the prettiest pussy, belonging to the prettiest girl, in this fucking room, babydoll!”

		

		With that, the boy shoved his long, hard prick all the way down into Inga’s cunny. She sighed, feeling how hot and smooth and nice it was buried hilt-deep inside her.

		

		“How about it, honey?” the man teased her, stirring his buried cock around inside her, still grinning happily. “How about a nice slow, sweet fuck?”

		

		Inga smiled back and eased a palm up onto his ass, squeezing his muscular cheek playfully as he began to fuck her. She tossed her pussy effortlessly up to meet his stroke, spearing him all the way into her juicy quim with each penetration.

		

		“Mmmmmm! I don’t mind if I do, handsome!” she whispered. “As it turns out, I just love to fuck!”

		

		The dark-haired Adonis smiled and began to ball her harder. He ground his thick cock into her and corkscrewed it slowly back out, mashing her clit against the hot, greasy flesh of his prick shaft.

		

		“Oh! Oh, that feels good!” Inga shuddered, her slit heating up to near boiling as he stroked in and out of it. “Give it to me! Fuck me good with that big dick of yours, handsome.”

		

		I’m turning into such a shameless, horny, fucking little slut! Inga thought as she screwed her handsome lover faster and faster. I don’t even know this one’s name, but his cock sure feels nice in my pussy.

		

		“Do it! Do it! Do it to me!” Inga chanted softly as the man rode her gently rolling cunt. “Your dick feels so good inside me, baby! Fuck me! Don’t ever stop fucking me!”

		

		Her handsome lover groaned and pumped her pussy harder. Sweat broke out on his forehead and he gasped with pleasure each time he breeched her tight, sopping little hole.

		

		“Goddamn, but you’re a sweet fuck,” he panted. “Oh, honey! You’ve got the tightest, wettest, hottest little cunt I’ve ever been in!”

		

		Inga bit her lower lip and threw her tiny pussy into overdrive. She could feel her tummy muscles tightening up again. She was going to come soon. This gorgeous, big-dicked stranger was fucking her lights out. Her little cunny was boiling over with excitement at fucking this grown man with the movie star good looks and the wonderful cock.

		

		“Shoot it!” Inga hissed into his ear, her hips bucking wildly under him. “Oh, fuck, mister, I’m gonna’ come! Your hot fuckin’ is gettin’ my little pussy off so good. Blow your hot load in me as I come, baby!”

		

		Her gorgeous lover moaned and closed his eyes, his drilling cock making obscene squishing noises as it pummeled her jizz-filled depths. He shuddered and Inga felt another big blast of fresh ball juice pumping into her womb.

		

		“That’s it!” she sighed, her pussy gripping furiously at the handsome college boy’s dick as her own orgasm swept over her. “Give it to me! Oh, fuck. Your come is so hot, so good in my tight little cunt!”

		

		Inga clung to her lover and worked her spasming sheath over his plunging prick until it began to soften inside her. She let out a long sigh as it gradually stopped spurting and lost its steely hardness.

		

		“Damn! That was the best fuck I’ve ever had in my whole life!” the boy smiled happily down at her as his limp dick slid from her cunt.

		

		“It was wonderful!” Inga whispered, hating to lose the feel of a hard, hot cock inside her seemingly insatiable pussy. “Maybe later I can … you know … suck it off for you?”

		

		“That’s a huge fucking yes, cutie!” the dark-haired man grinned. “You can count on that!”

		

		“In the meantime, how about giving another brother a shot?” a boy’s impatient voice said from behind Inga’s most recent lover.

		

		The handsome man looked back over his shoulder. A nice-looking guy with long, black, curly hair stood behind him, his impressive dick hard as a fencepost.

		

		“Sure, Bob! You give our little Inga a good fuck, you hear?” the dark-haired man told his horny fraternity brother. “She’s a sweetie!”

		

		The new boy, Bob, grinned and said, “You know it!’

		

		As the other guy got out of the way, Bob knelt between Inga’s spread legs. He grinned at her and guided his fat cock toward her opening.

		

		“I … I think I’m kind of … full of … you know!” Inga said shyly, still slightly embarrassed by how many guys had already shot their big loads inside her.

		

		“Baby, you’re the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen in my whole fucking life!” Bob said enthusiastically, his smile growing even bigger as he notched his prickhead into Inga’s sloppy twat. “I’d still wanta’ fuck you if I was fiftieth in line, you fuckin’ sexy little thing.”

		

		Inga smiled and pushed her hips upward, sinking over half of Bob’s hardon into her sloshy hole. She could feel his substantial dick forcing a huge glob of semen back out of her slit as it penetrated her, but he didn’t seem to mind a bit.

		

		“Oh, man! What a sweet pussy you’ve got Inga!” he sighed contentedly, forcing the rest of his cock into her.

		

		Mmmmmmm, Inga thought. This guy’s prick is as big as the dildo was. It feels so good, so nasty, stretching my little puss out and sliding up and down in all that spunk that’s already inside me.

		

		“Oh, Bob!” she whispered as she drew him down on top of her swollen tits. “Your cock feels so good in me. I just love a hot, thick, hard one like yours. It’s so big!”

		

		“Goddamn!” he grunted in her ear, fucking her slow and hard and deep. “Goddamn but you’re a sexy little girl.”

		

		Inga purred happily and humped her pussy up to meet his thrusts. She rubbed her sensitive nipples against his hairy chest and ran her fingers through his long, beautiful raven locks as she fucked him.

		

		God, this was so easy, she marveled, loving the way Bob’s big dick sluiced juicily in and out of her tight hole. Fucking was just about the most natural, easiest thing a girl could do.

		

		“Fuck me, Bob!” she moaned softly. “My little body was just made to fuck. I just love it! I just love your hot, hard cock inside me.”

		

		Bob groaned with pure lust and humped her even faster. He pulled his head back a little so he could stare down in awe at the sensuous, effortless ease with which the small blonde goddess beneath him was rolling her lush hips and sighing with joy.

		

		He gasped, “You’re pure sex, Inga. You’re the sweetest little piece I ever hope to get my dick into!”

		

		Inga moaned and pushed her cunt up even harder. “Then get it in me, stud. Get that big dick so deep in me I can’t stand it! Fuck your hot stuff up into me! I want to feel it deep inside my hot little pussy!”

		

		A stricken look flickered across Bob’s handsome face. He held Inga even tighter and rammed his dick into her as fast as he could move his hips.

		

		“You’re so fuckin’ cute, baby! Can’t last! I can’t believe I’m fuckin’ a girl as beautiful as you.”

		

		Inga felt his prick explode inside her. She smiled and caressed his head, her orgasm soft and gentle this time. It flowed slowly through her as his steamy spunk filled her cunt.

		

		“Ohhhhh, Bob, it’s so good! Your hot sperm feels so good in my pussy. You’re making me come, you naughty man! Oh, your big cock is making me come so nice!”

		

		Bob shivered and deposited a few more jets of cream in the sighing girl. He gasped for breath and slowly slid his deflated prick from her clasping slit.

		

		“Best!” he panted. “Best fuck I ever had, Inga, you fuckin’ little jewel you!”

		

		Inga smiled at him as he slowly got to his feet. By now, she wasn’t surprised to see another boy standing right behind him, a hard dick gripped in his fist as he stared down at her with open longing.

		

		She held out her arms, still smiling, and the new guy knelt quickly between her thighs and wasted no time in shoving his thick, seven-inch boner deep into her overflowing cunt. Inga let her breath out and wrapped her arms and legs around the rutting boy.

		

		Feels so nice! She thought to herself, rocking back and forth in time with the dick splitting her open again and again. It feels so nice to just fuck and fuck!

		

		* * * *

		

		Inga looked up lazily at the clock over the fireplace. It was just after eleven.

		

		She felt so … relaxed. She was a little tired – she quickly added them up in her head and realized with somewhat of a start that at least nine different boys had fucked her so far. And, in addition to them, she had sucked off Riley to get the evening started.

		

		The line of boys waiting to slip their hard cocks into her had temporarily abated. She got up on one elbow and looked around the room, wondering idly where all those guys with their wonderful, exciting pricks had gone?

		

		A big knot of them was back at the bar, she noticed, slugging down fresh drinks, their cocks hanging loose and limp across their ball sacs. She glanced further to her left and saw Lee-Lee staggering to her feet between two boys who had obviously, from their sprawled-out positions on the rug, just finished dumping their loads down into her tight little pussy and into her mouth.

		

		The slightly built, pretty brown-haired girl shuffled over to Inga, licking a dollop of come from her cheek as she came, her cupcake tits jiggling as she walked. She grinned down at her friend.

		

		“God, Ing! I wish I had a fucking camera. You must have gone rabbit-assed crazy!” she shook her head and smiled. “How many boys did you fuck, you little slut?”

		

		“I don’t know,” Inga lied, giggling. “A lot! How did you know?”

		

		Lee-Lee sank to her knees next to Inga. “Well, my first clue was the absolute river of come you’ve got flowing out of the cute little twat of yours, dripping down into that small ocean of jizz on the rug directly under your stretched-out cuntlips, sweetie!”

		

		“Oh, my!” Inga said with a start, rolling onto her side for a moment and looking under her at what turned out to me a really big puddle of pearlescent cock juice shimmering on the expensive carpet. “I’m sorry, Lee-Lee! I never imagined… I…”

		

		Lee-Lee gave her a dismissive wave. “It’s okay. I’ll get a carpet guy over here tomorrow before my folks get back from Vegas. They’ll never know the fucking difference, trust me!”

		

		An even bigger smile crept across Lee-Lee’s face as she contemplated the scene in front of her. She turned and threw one slender leg over Inga’s head, centering her pussy over the blonde girl’s face and lowering her own mouth down to Inga’s overflowing cunt.

		

		“Time for a little mutual clean up, babe!” she whispered. “I’m not gonna’ worry about the stuff on the carpet but I am gonna’ lick all that tasty-looking guy-pudding out of that sweet little hole of yours, and that’s a promise!”

		

		Inga’s breath caught in her throat as she felt Lee-Lee’s hot breath on her juicy pussy lips. She trembled as she felt the other girl’s lips kiss her cunt mouth then heard a long, slurping sound as she felt Lee-Lee suck a huge mouthful of come from deep inside her.

		

		“Ohhhhhh! Oh, Jeez! That’s so … so nasty!” Inga shivered with excitement as she heard Lee-Lee swallowing the steamy spunk and felt her begin licking her clit as she sucked out still another big load.

		

		At the same time, Lee-Lee brought her own cunt down on Inga’s mouth, cutting off her moan. Inga automatically drilled her tongue up into her girlfriend’s pouty snatch and was instantly rewarded with a waterfall of hot male come that oozed down her tongue and into her throat.

		

		“Ullllpppp! Ummmm! Ummmm!” Inga gulped, swallowing the warm, salty jism and licking eagerly for more.

		

		This is so fucking hot and nasty and … and … great! Inga thought to herself as she swallowed another big wad of cock cream and lapped at Lee-Lee’s clit.

		

		“Check this out!” a boy’s excited voice urged at that moment.

		

		Glancing to her left, Inga saw a pair of naked male feet standing right next to the cunt-lapping, sucking girls. In moments, seven or eight more pairs of guy-feet were crowding in close, watching the two beautiful high school girls eagerly licking each other’s cunts clean and swallowing jizz!

		

		“Fuckin’ A!” a guy sighed. “Did you ever see a pair of prettier, hotter little bitches than these two?”

		

		“No way, man!” another boy agreed. “I can’t believe these little hotties are so young! I thought you had to be a college slut to be this fuckin’ depraved.”

		

		Inga quivered beneath Lee-Lee’s expert licking. She was rapidly finding that she just loved being depraved. She adored sucking Lee-Lee’s hot little cunny in front of all these horny college studs. It excited her beyond all reason that these older, more sophisticated boys thought she and her friends were hotter than the sorority sluts they usually made it with.

		

		“Ummmmmm!” Inga murmured, running her pretty face all over Lee-Lee’s jizz-smeared cunt lips, mashing male come all over her chin and cheeks, messily lapping up the pungent semen as the boys watched her do it.

		

		Lee-Lee squealed with delight and sucked Inga’s clit into her lips, beating on it with her lively little tongue. She ground her erect nipples down onto her blonde friend’s sleek tummy and dug her fingernails into her perfect ass cheeks as she hungrily ate her cunt.

		

		“Goddamn! Watchin’ these two has my dick hard as a fuckin’ brick again!” a guy muttered.

		

		“No shit! I think I’d like a helping of that sweet pussy too, dude!” still another familiar male voice agreed.

		

		Lee-Lee stopped sucking cunt for long enough to look back over her shoulder. “How about trying a little of mine, Riley, you fucking perv!”

		

		There was a long silence then Lee-Lee whispered urgently. “Come on! You know you’ve always secretly wanted to do me … that big dick of yours is so hard you could split logs with it!”

		

		Inga looked up and saw Riley’s huge cock directly above her. She eased her mouth away from Lee-Lee’s pussy as her brother knelt down right over her face. He was going to fuck her! He was actually going to sink that huge prick into his little sister’s eager pussy!

		

		“Here! I’ll help!” Inga breathed hotly, working her hands up to Lee-Lee’s cute little ass and placing a palm on each firm cheek. She spread the tiny coral-colored slit she’d been eating as wide as she could with her fingers as Riley rubbed the head of his massive prick in his sister’s gleaming cunt oil and Inga’s spittle.

		

		“Push it in!” Inga hissed encouragement.

		

		The monstrously thick hunk of manhood came up against the small opening and Inga held her breath as the fat helmet slowly sunk its way into Lee-Lee’s stretchy little lips. Riley shoved harder and Inga trembled as she saw two, then four, then eight inches of the mighty prick lance its way into the snug entrance.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhh!” Lee-Lee moaned down into Inga’s pussy “It feels so fucking biiiiiiiiig!”

		

		Riley gave a grunt and forced every last inch of his dick into his little sister’s cunt. She screamed down into the well of Inga’s pussy, her tiny opening stretched to the limit by her brother’s massive shaft.

		

		Inga peeked down under Lee-Lee’s tummy and saw the head of Riley’s cock burrowing its way down under the skin of his sister’s taut stomach until it came to rest just beneath her bellybutton! A huge rush of excitement flickered through Inga’s body as she saw how deeply the boy’s monster prick had wedged its way into Lee-Lee’s impaled cunny. She realized with a start how much it was turning her on, seeing her friend’s pussy getting reamed by the thick wedge of cock meat.

		

		“Fuck her!” Inga implored the boy, twisting her own hips up off the carpet and mashing her sopping cuntlips against Lee-Lee’s wailing mouth. “Fuck her hard with that giant cock of yours, Riley! Really give it to her while she sucks off my pussy.”

		

		Riley grinned down as Inga did just as she wanted. His prick drilling in and out of his sister’s clingy sheath. His big nut sac dragged across Inga’s pretty face as he fucked, and he drew in his breath sharply as he felt her tongue begin to reach up to tickle his balls with each stroke.

		

		“Oh, yeah! That’s it!” Riley sighed. “Lick my nuts while I fuck her, you hot little bitch, Inga! Lap at my balls as I fuck Lee-Lee’s tight little snatch!”

		

		Inga moaned with lust and rubbed her slippery cunt lips hard against Lee-Lee’s tongue as she ran her own tongue frantically over Riley’s heavy nut sac. She fantasized about what it would feel like to have her own little cunny reamed open by the handsome boy’s whopper of a cock. A flurry of come spasms radiated from her well-licked clit up into her throbbing nipples as she dragged them across Lee-Lee’s sweaty skin as she fantasized about that. She continued to lick Riley’s hairy sac and press her juicy pussy mouth against his moaning little sister’s tongue.

		

		Wanting to turn Lee-Lee on as much as the girl’s expert cunt-lapping was doing for her, Inga moved her tongue swipes downward, still licking at Riley’s balls as his cock went in and out of his sister’s cunny but now tickling Lee-Lee’s swollen little bead of clit-meat too. The result was instantaneous. Lee-Lee whimpered down into Inga’s pussy.

		

		“She’s gonna’ come!” Riley panted down at Inga. “I can feel her little pussy getting even tighter around my dick. I can barely work it in and out of the slick little hole of hers.”

		

		Inga licked even more enthusiastically as Riley wedged his mammoth cock into the girl as deep as it would go. Lee-Lee’s lithe body went stiff then trembled uncontrollably atop Inga.

		

		“Cuummmiinnnngggg!” the girl yowled down into Inga’s snatch, her voice muted by the well of cunt-flesh she was yelling into, her body quivering in ecstasy as she came on her brother’s huge shaft.

		

		Riley grunted and fucked his cock in and out of his climaxing little sis a few more times, coaxing every last twinge of come-fury out of her pussy. When she at last stopped moaning and shaking, he drew out his still-hard cock, gleaming with a thick coating of Lee-Lee’s girl-come and lube.

		

		“This is for you, baby!” he whispered down at Inga. “I’m going to blow my load up your little cunt, beautiful!”

		

		Lee-Lee slid off to one side, spent for the moment by her all-encompassing orgasm. Before Inga could even think about it, Riley had moved around to face her and lined his slippery fuck-stick up with her small slot. She bit her lower lip as he stretched her wide and kept on shoving until every last inch of him was buried deep in her pried open cunny.

		

		“Oooooh! It’s so incredibly big!” she gasped, not sure whether she liked that much cock in her all at once.

		

		“You can take it, baby,” Riley smiled down at her. “If a girl was ever built to fuck, it’s you.”

		

		He began to do her, slow and easy. She sighed and rocked her hips, accommodating his rhythm, accustoming her cunny to his massive size. In nine or ten more strokes, he was beginning to feel just perfect inside her.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” she murmured. “Fuck me! Fuck me good with that huge thing!”

		

		“Wow! Look at the newest member of the pussy posse getting it from Riley’s big bone!” Marsha’s voice said, sounding both prideful and slightly amazed.

		

		Inga opened her eyes and looked up and saw Cyn and Marsha, arms around one another’s waists staring down at her in a bemused fashion. They slowly broke into huge grins of approval.

		

		“Anyone who wants seconds on Inga’s little pussy had better get over here and get in line,” Cyn said back over her shoulder at the gathering boys. “It looks to me like our girl is ready for some serious train-pulling duty, just as soon as Riley finishes up here!”

		

		Inga grinned up at her new friends and worked her lush hips up off the carpet a little faster, giving Riley the fuck of a lifetime as the other boys got in line…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		“So, explain to me again how it is we’re not thought of as the biggest bunch of slut girls in BH High?” Inga asked the next day as the four of them sat in bathrobes at the big table in Lee-Lee’s kitchen, picking at a breakfast of sliced melon, toast and jam and sipping some strong, black coffee Lee-Lee had brewed up.

		

		“Don’t talk so loud, babe,” Marsha sighed, rubbing her temples. “My head feels like it’s about to explode.

		

		“No shit,” Lee-Lee agreed. “We’d better finish breakfast and change into our swim suits before that fucking carpet cleaner dude I called shows up. Those machines are so loud and I’m so hung over there’s no way in hell I’m still going to be anywhere in the house when he fires that thing up!”

		

		Inga looked over at Cyn, who was just finishing her third cup of coffee, and raised her platinum-blonde eyebrows, still waiting for someone to address her question about their gang being thought of as sluts. The dark-haired girl just shrugged. “That’s just the way it works, Ing. Riley and his boys were all college dudes, not guys from our high school, so what’s the big? No one’s going to hear about this weekend and what we did or didn’t do unless one of us spreads it around – and that’s not gonna’ fucking happen!”

		

		“Yeah, but how about all of those other times you guys mentioned last night before the boys showed up?” Inga insisted. “Like that party where Marsha got smashed on gin and pulled the train for half the football team?”

		

		She blushed and looked away then added, “Just the way I did last night, for all Riley’s friends, for that matter!”

		

		The other three all smirked. Cyn shrugged again. “It’s BH, babe. Excess is a way of life. As long as you don’t make a habit of doing that kind of stuff every weekend, no one’s going to begrudge you an occasional out-of-control binge-night now and then.”

		

		Inga shook her head, still not quite understanding the mores of this beautiful, upside-down, crazy place. Last night, she had behaved like the most depraved, degenerate, horrible…

		

		She broke off that line of thought abruptly, realizing that while it was true, she suddenly found she no longer saw her recent behavior in quite the same light she would have before this weekend. While it was undeniably true the old Inga and all her goody-goody friends back “home” would have classified her steamy night at Lee-Lee’s as all of those things – depraved … degenerate … horrible – she now had to admit that, looking back on it, it had also been easily the most exciting, fun, unbelievably cool night of her life.

		

		Cyn and the gang aren’t upset about it in the least, she told herself, finishing her coffee and accepting another cup from Lee-Lee. Why should I be? We were drunk and flying on marijuana and all turned on from playing around together in front of the camera … the boys showed up … one thing led to another … and this morning no one seems to be giving what happened last night a second thought. So why should I?

		

		“How about a swim and some sun while the carpet dude is doing his thing?” Lee-Lee suggested, looking over at a big clock on the kitchen’s far wall. “He should be here in, like, ten minutes or so.”

		

		“Yeah, let’s go through your stuff and find a nice suit for Ing to wear,” Marsha said to Lee-Lee. “So she doesn’t have to put on that Grandma-Gertie number she was wearing yesterday, okay?”

		

		“Yeah, like anything I own is going to fit over those super-knockers of hers!” Lee-Lee smirked. She thought about it for a second then offered, “Come to think of it though, one of my mom’s tops might work for Ing, though. She’s got pretty nice tits, way bigger than mine.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Inga was surprised and relieved at how well the professional cleaning had worked on soiled spots in the recreation room’s plush carpet. When Lonnie and June Ellen Ridge walked through the door at five o’clock that afternoon, the carpet in the fateful spot looked just like the carpet in the rest of the room – and it wasn’t even damp any more.

		

		After being introduced to Lee-Lee’s handsome father, Inga could definitely see where Riley got his looks. His daddy was just as gorgeous, in an older man, distinguished sort of way.

		

		June Ellen beamed at the girls. “I got the part … almost! There’s still a couple of points to work out in the deal then we sign the contracts later this week.”

		

		She looked at each of them more closely, giving them that “mom” look. “How about you girls? Were you good this weekend? Did you give Riley any trouble?”

		

		Lee-Lee shook her head immediately. Inga fought to keep from smirking. She couldn’t seem to stop herself from remembering the look on Lee’s pretty face when her big brother’s dick had first slid into her mouth.

		

		Nah, Mom, we didn’t do anything out of line at all, just watched as Riley fucked his own sister, that’s all! Inga thought wryly.

		

		“Uh, hey! We were cool,” Lee-Lee was saying, a phony little smile in place as she faced her mom. “If you check with Ri, I’m sure he’ll tell you we just sort of kicked back and talked and had fun.”

		

		“We were no trouble at all, June Ellen,” Cyn stepped in and assured the older woman. “In fact, I think Riley actually had fun watching us … don’t you, girls?”

		

		It was all Inga could do to keep from bursting out laughing, remembering the exhausted but happy look on Riley’s face earlier that afternoon when he’d finally emerged from his bedroom after passing out on his bed earlier that morning. He’d kissed each of them good-bye and piled into his Corvette and headed back to college as blissfully as if he’d spent the weekend studying in his room, instead of fucking each of them as often as he could get his huge dick hard.

		

		I bet he’ll say we were all little angels, all right! Inga laughed to herself, being careful not to let her mirth show on her face as Lee-Lee’s parents stood smiling at them.

		

		“We might have drunk a few of your beers with our pizza, Daddy,” Lee-Lee told her father in the little girl voice she had been using to get her way with him since she could first talk. “And we may have had one or two drinks from the bar … but we stayed in and didn’t drive anywhere, I swear! We had the pizza delivered.”

		

		“Well, as long as you didn’t drive, I don’t see what harm having a little drink or two at a slumber party would cause,” Lonnie Ridge grinned at his daughter forgivingly. “After all, you kids will be twenty-one before we know it, and a person should learn to handle their booze so they don’t get into trouble with it once they suddenly reach that magic age, you know?”

		

		Inga couldn’t help but notice how the smiling, jovial man’s eyes kept drifting back to her chest then up to her face as he spoke to them. He was playing the generous, loving father but, if you watched him closely, you could see most of his attention seemed to be split between Cyn’s long, pretty legs in the short-shorts she was wearing and Inga’s breasts as they pressed out against the sweater-blouse she had on.

		

		What was it Lee-Lee called her brother when I finished dancing with him? Inga tried to remember. Cunthound. That was it. She said he was one of the biggest cunthounds in town.

		

		She smiled at Mr. Ridge and he beamed back at her, his eyes drifting down to admire her tits once again. Well, if Riley is a cunthound, she thought knowingly to herself, he is simply following in his daddy’s footsteps!

		

		“I wonder if I might run you home, Inga?” the older man surprised her by offering at that moment.

		

		“Oh, that’s okay, Lonnie,” Cyn spoke up. “She lives, like, six houses up the block from me. I can drop her.”

		

		He turned and smiled at the dark-haired leader of the posse. “I insist, Cyn. As it turns out, I’ve got some business to talk over with our new young friend, all right?”

		

		Cyn flashed him a confused look, but then shrugged and muttered under her breath, “Sure, whatever.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Inga wondered what possible business Mr. Ridge could have with her as he loaded her overnight case into the trunk of the two-seater Mercedes convertible and got in next to her. He smiled over at her as he buckled his seatbelt and started the engine on the sporty little hundred-thousand-dollar car.

		

		The top was down and, even though it had been seventy-five degrees earlier that day, it was still January and dusk was rapidly engulfing them. He started the heater as they pulled down the long driveway.

		

		“I hope you don’t mind if I take a roundabout way to your house?” he asked her as he turned right, instead of taking the left that would have made it a two-minute trip. “We have some interesting things to discuss, Inga.”

		

		“We do?” she asked, somewhat mystified.

		

		“When we were in Vegas this weekend, Amos Stallings happened to ask after Riley and Lee-Lee. We’ve known Amos and his wife, Claudia, for years and years, and they watched the kids growing up,” Lonnie Ridge explained. “Anyway, proud mama that she is, June Ellen pulled out her cell phone and showed them some shots she’d taken of Lee-Lee out by the pool that morning.”

		

		He smiled at her, making a right onto West Sunset Boulevard. “As it happens, he saw a couple of shots of you that she’d taken as well and … well, Inga, I guess I don’t have to tell you what a knockout you are, now do I?”

		

		Inga fidgeted in the seat. She’d always thought people back home in Minnesota had made a big deal out of her looks – people out here were positively obsessive about them.

		

		“I … know what I look like,” she finally said quietly.

		

		“Amos went nuts over you, kid! See, there’s this part in Windsong he still hasn’t cast. It’s the last major role he has to fill before he really gets rolling on production preparations for the picture. That’s what June Ellen meant earlier, when she said there were some last-minute details to be worked out before everything could be signed.”

		

		Inga looked over at him, her eyebrows arching, not understanding at all. He turned left onto Laurel Canyon Boulevard and the sleek roadster accelerated up the grade on the twisting road, sailing past the scattered businesses and homes that quickly thinned out as the road became surrounded by thicker and heavier brush and foliage. They passed modest old houses that dated from the fifties and sixties as well as huge estates that were hidden down long access roads cut into the thick covering of trees and brush.

		

		“June Ellen and I are seeing our attorney in the morning, Inga. We’re starting a talent-reping arm of our production company, and we want you to be our first and only client,” the charming older man smiled, guiding the sure-footed car around a corner and whisking them up the picturesque boulevard. “Because Amos is chomping at the bit to screen test you for that role, kid, and we want you to get the best deal possible from him … that’s why Mrs. Ridge and I have decided to get involved and act as your agents, to protect your interests.”

		

		He flashed her a devastating grin and turned onto Mulholland Drive. “You’re brand new in town and, since you’re also a friend of Lee-Lee’s, we felt downright obligated to step in and make sure you get the best deal possible on your first major movie contract, my dear.”

		

		* * * *

		

		That wasn’t exactly how the whole thing had come about, of course, Lonnie Ridge admitted to himself. But he didn’t intend to let the kid know that.

		

		I’m never going to let anyone know what really happened, he thought to himself bitterly as he piloted the car up the twisty canyon road. What really happened was so fucking embarrassing, I hate to think about it at all!

		

		Unable to help himself, his mind flashed back to the shameful ordeal he and poor June Ellen had endured at Amos Stallings’ posh suite at the Bellagio in Vegas last night. After a few rounds of drinks and a nice room service dinner – followed by a few more rounds of drinks, just to get everyone really loose and in the mood – Amos had ordered June Ellen to strip naked for him.

		

		Lonnie sighed, remembering how impotent he’d felt as the powerful old producer had forced his wife to suck his big dick while he’d been made to watch. Then Amos had given June Ellen’s pussy a long, leisurely reaming while Lonnie Ridge had been forced to let Amos’ ugly harpy of a wife, Claudia, suck his own long, thick dong while June Ellen knelt on her hands and knees in front of the seated, nude older woman, taking it up the pussy from Amos while Claudia held the younger woman’s face against her cunt and made her lick clit until she came.

		

		That had been awful enough, but June Ellen and Lonnie had pretty much expected something like that would be in store for them when they’d agreed to fly over to Vegas and “negotiate” the details of June Ellen’s million-dollar contract with the Stallings. They hadn’t liked it, but they’d socially known the degenerate older couple for years and had, in that time, heard many whispered tales about their kinky … “interview” techniques with actresses who were too desperate for roles to protest having to suck Amos off or let him fuck them to get the part.

		

		Angelina Jolie or Julia Roberts or Nicole Kidman would have told Amos to pound sand till it came out his ears if he’d tried that shit with any of them, but June Ellen Jennings wasn’t exactly a household name anymore, the way those major stars were. So when Amos had pulled his big, fat cock out his poor wife’s pussy last night – and Lonnie had to admit, Amos’ dick was one of the few he’d seen that was even bigger than his own – and insisted on stuffing it into her ass to finish up, June Ellen had had little choice, other than to smile and let him, even though she had always disliked anal sex, as her husband well knew.

		

		That’s what happens when you live in a thirty-million-dollar mansion and your fucking mortgage payments are over thirty grand a month. Your fucking car payments total three grand a month and everywhere you turn, someone’s got their hand out, wanting still another big payment for this or that, and your studio is slowly going tits up, Lonnie-boy, he told himself bitterly, ruing every nickel he’d had invested in southern California real estate and the stock market over the last few years.

		

		When you find yourself just about to lose everything then your wife gets a chance at a million dollar contract for a movie ... that’s when you find yourself staring straight ahead, like everything is just fine, as some old prick like Amos Stallings yanks his shitty cock out of your wife’s butt and makes her suck it off and swallow both his nut juice and the flecks of her shit clinging to it while you’re forced to watch with a goofy, embarrassed smile pasted on your face, like some sort of limp-dicked moron.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Mr. Ridge?” Inga was saying, breaking into his self-loathing reverie and jerking him right back to the present. “Why are we stopping here?”

		

		On automatic pilot, Lonnie Ridge had driven into an overlook that had been favored by local high school make-out artists for better than fifty years. He shut off the Mercedes and turned to face the gorgeous young girl in the other seat.

		

		“I feel confident we can get you at least a half a million dollars for your debut role in Windsong, Inga,” he grinned at her hopefully. “How does that sound?”

		

		Inga’s head spun like a top! She was still half hung-over from last night – the first hangover she’d ever experienced in her young life – and the number Mr. Ridge had just mentioned seemed too surreal to even contemplate. Not to mention that the idea of her being in a for-real Hollywood movie was so foreign to her she couldn’t even think seriously about it.

		

		A half million dollars, just for having perfect skin that fits over your cheekbones just so, a pair of nice tits, and natural, platinum blonde hair, she told herself in shock. How was that even possible?

		

		“I don’t even know if I can act, Mr. Ridge, honestly,” she stammered. “I’ve had no experience ... I haven’t even been in a school play since kindergarten. Why would anyone pay me that much money when I can’t do anything?”

		

		Lonnie Ridge laughed. “This role calls for someone young, someone really, really pretty – the way Raquel Welch was pretty when she was twenty – who turns out to be a fatal distraction for the older man in the piece, the husband of the character June Ellen is going to play. The girl is the teenaged son’s girlfriend, but the dad just can’t keep his eyes … or his hands off her, see?”

		

		He winked at Inga. “All you have to do is wear lots of sexy outfits, show off those great jugs of yours in a nude scene or two, along with that incredible ass, and smile for the camera. You won’t even have that many lines of dialogue, kid!”

		

		Inga thought about it, her heart beating faster and faster. Her a movie star! She could be an actual movie star, from what Mr. Ridge was saying. How could that possibly be true?

		

		I’d have to be nude in front of the camera, she thought uneasily to herself.

		

		Well, what was the difference, really, in appearing that way so readily for this weekend’s little lezzbo extravaganza no one would see except for her new girlfriends – or at least that’s what she’d thought before Riley had showed up and bragged about breaking into Lee-Lee’s computer memory – and doing much tamer things on camera in this major movie for the whole world to see? Was she that ashamed of the incredible body she’d been gifted with?

		

		When she’d lived in Minnesota, the answer wouldn’t have been that she was ashamed … it would have been that she was too shy to ever consider doing such a thing in the first place. But now, here in California, with a weekend like this last one behind her … the idea of stripping off her clothes and acting sexy in front of strangers, and for a camera, didn’t seem nearly so outrageous, nearly so out-of bounds as it might have last week.

		

		“Do you really think I could be a star?” she asked Mr. Ridge, her ice-blue orbs boring into his hazel ones.

		

		“Yes,” he answered truthfully, but with just a shade of hesitation to his voice that she immediately picked up on.

		

		“Yes … but … I heard it in your voice,” she said as she continued to stare at him.

		

		“If you can get past the audition with Amos Stallings,” he said after a long hesitation, seeming embarrassed to bring up his real concern.

		

		“You mean when I have to have sex with him to get the role?” she asked in a whisper, suddenly as embarrassed as Mr. Ridge was to have to bring into the open what was bothering both of them.

		

		* * * *

		

		Fuck, she knows, Lonnie realized, furious with himself at the thought. She must have heard about Amos’s ‘auditions’ from the girls, and that means Lee-Lee and Cyn and Marsha and everybody else knows about what happened to June Ellen and me this weekend over in Vegas … or they can guess! Goddamnit!

		

		He thought that over for long moments, appalled by the notion that everyone knew of his shame.

		

		Well, that sucks – but it isn’t the end of the world, he decided at last, still feeling very glum. It suddenly came home to him that this gorgeous kid and everyone else in Hollywood was going to imagine Amos Stallings’s pecker tracks all over June Ellen’s face from now on every time they looked at her; not to mention a nice, shiny, extremely long pair of cuckold horns sprouting out his forehead every time they saw him.

		

		Screw it! Lonnie Ridge said defiantly to himself. You do what you gotta’ do to get by. I’m not the first guy Amos has fucked over, and I won’t be the last, either. Hell, this poor kid is going to be riding old Amos’s long pole herself within the week, if she wants this job.

		

		One day I am going to get even with that old prick, somehow, he promised himself angrily. Especially after what poor June Ellen had to go through to get this fucking gig.

		

		Lonnie winced, remembering how Stallings had hemmed and hawed about signing the final contract after he’d finally had his fill of banging June Ellen in every hole she had. Then the old bastard had actually had the balls to say something to the effect that Lonnie’s wife had proven to be a slight disappointment. She was still a knockout with her clothes on, Amos had conceded, but he’d had the effrontery to add that her tits were kind of starting to sag and her ass wasn’t what it had been just a few years ago.

		

		That was really how Inga had come to be such an integral part of this whole deal, Lonnie remembered. It had had nothing to do with proudly showing off kiddy pictures to a self-involved prick like Amos who could have cared less how Lee-Lee and Riley were doing. The kids could have experienced spontaneous combustion and both burned to death in the middle of Sunset Boulevard for all Amos cared ... the hateful, selfish old bastard!

		

		No, it had been June Ellen’s panic that had brought Inga into the deal. She had been so worried Amos wasn’t going to honor his part of the bargain even after she’d thoroughly debased herself in front of him and that skag of a wife of his for hours on end – that she had pulled out her cell phone in desperation and showed Inga’s pool pictures to Amos and Claudia, knowing the old cunthound and his switch-hitting wife would go nuts over the teenage girl’s untouched, nubile beauty.

		

		And they had! After staring at Inga’s picture for long moments and hearing June Ellen praise her looks and her charming personality to the heavens, Amos had eagerly agreed he’d be happy to sign June Ellen for the role after all – just as soon as the two of them brought Inga to him as part of the deal, to “audition” for the ingénue part. Then and only then, would he agree to sign June Ellen’s million-dollar contract to play the second lead.

		

		* * * *

		

		“That is part of the process for getting a job with this Mr. Stallings, isn’t it, Mr. Ridge?” Inga’s quiet young voice asked him again, jarring Lonnie once more out of his shameful memories of this past weekend.

		

		She was staring intently at him. “You, uh … I mean … I … will have to have sex with Mr. Stallings to get the part, right?”

		

		Lonnie looked out at the lights of LA. He sighed then looked back at the dazzling young blonde in the other seat, who was still gazing at him expectantly.

		

		“Well … I…” his voice trailed off.

		

		How do you tell a cute young kid like Inga that she really does have to start out by letting a fucking troll like Amos Stallings ball her if she wants a career in this town, he asked himself, chagrined at the very thought?

		

		But we – June Ellen and me – we’ve got to have this fucking deal or we’re going to lose every fucking nickel we’ve got! That million will see us through until I can get another series pilot sold … until I can get some other cash coming our way!

		

		He took a deep breath and told himself again, You do what you’ve got to do to survive.

		

		“So – I’m going to tell you the truth, Inga,” He answered her at last, with a big sigh. “Amos Stallings is going to want to get to know you … very well … before he signs you.”

		

		“How well?” Inga demanded quietly.

		

		Lonnie Ridge looked out at the lights of the city again. “How much do you know about sex, Inga? Are you a virgin?”

		

		Inga felt the red creeping up into her cheeks. She giggled, embarrassedly recalling all she’d done this last weekend and whispered, “No, not hardly!”

		

		When she smiles it’s like fucking goddamned magic! The camera is going to just eat this girl up – it’s going to fall so in love with her. Lonnie Ridge was mesmerized by how beautiful Inga really was when she laughed.

		

		“Do you like sex?” he finally managed to stammer, suddenly feeling ill at ease and tentative around a female for the first time in ages. “Are you … are you good at it, hon?”

		

		Lonnie Ridge was leaning closer to her, staring at her perfect face. Inga looked up at him, seeing a lot of Riley in his handsome features, the way he held his head, his winning smile. The fact that he actually seemed sort of shy with her right now, and that he was the father of a boy she had so recently made love to, made Inga curious. She leaned a bit closer to him, their faces within inches of each other.

		

		“I think I’m very good at it, Mr. Ridge,” she answered, her voice soft and tantalizing in the gathering dark of the small, open car’s cabin. “I don’t have a huge amount of experience … but I’ve certainly never had any complaints.”

		

		Lonnie laughed softly. “No, I bet not, a girl who looks like you. Any man would feel privileged to … to … you know…”

		

		“To what, Mr. Ridge?” she whispered coyly, her lips just inches from his.

		

		“Call me Lonnie, beautiful,” he murmured back, taking her in his arms and crushing her to his chest as they kissed for the first time.

		

		* * * *

		

		It’s amazing how closely Riley’s cock resembles his father’s, Inga thought as she licked at the head of Lonnie Ridge’s prick a few minutes later.

		

		Her sweater top was pulled up under her chin and her bra was unsnapped, her big round breasts hanging down for Lonnie to play with while she leaned over the seat and kissed his huge, engorged cock all up and down as it jutted upward from his unzipped slacks. After they’d made out for several minutes, he had pulled her sweater-blouse up, baring her spectacular breasts, licking and sucking her cute pink nipples, going on and on about how utterly gorgeous her tits were as he mouthed them hungrily.

		

		Inga had seen that kissing her and playing with her heaving breasts had made his large cock hard as a brick beneath the loose slacks he wore, so she’d bent over and unzipped it for him, her tongue going right to work. After all the boys she’d done last night, she wasn’t even a little bit nervous about using her mouth on him … and Mr. Ridge’s cock was sooooooo beautiful, just like Riley’s had been.

		

		“No complaints, eh?” he gasped as she sucked his thick, helmet-like head into her mouth and began to slowly bob her head up and down, licking wildly at the tender flesh as she went. “Jeeeezus! I guess not. Not with a girl who looks the way you do, Inga, and knows how to use her mouth like … that!”

		

		“Mmmmmm!” she murmured, tilting her head back so she could take in all of him, thinking how ironic it was that it was his own daughter, Lee-Lee, who’d taught her how to perform this naughty act so skillfully just last night.

		

		Sucking cock is fun, she thought happily, slurping up and down on Mr. Ridge’s thick monster. I wonder if his stuff will taste like Riley’s.

		

		She knew she was going to get to find out pretty soon, from the way he was squirming and moaning beneath her sucking lips. His hand rested firmly on the back of her platinum-blonde locks, guiding her up and down, not letting her lips move off his swollen manhood for even a second. Inga didn’t care. She liked swallowing come. After all the huge gouts of cock cream she’d gulped down last night, what did one more nut-load matter?

		

		“Ohhh baby, are you ever good at that,” Lonnie Ridge moaned helplessly, his hips coming up off the rich leather seat as she sucked him off expertly. “You’re so beautiful, kid! So sweet and innocent looking and young and … oh! Oh, holy fuck! Here it comes!”

		

		Here it came indeed. A mammoth jet of hot spunk splashed up onto the roof of her mouth across her swirling tongue.

		

		Oooooh! It does taste like Riley’s! She swallowed it hungrily, just in time to receive another big blast of jizz. Those big balls of his made a ton of it, just like his son’s did.

		

		“Oh! Oh, Goddamn, what a blowjob!” Lonnie Ridge whispered, his dick going off again and again in the spectacular high school girl’s mouth. “Jeeeez, honey, you’re fantastic!”

		

		Inga licked and sucked and swallowed until he was soft in her mouth. She cleaned every last drip of cream from him and let him slip out, straightening up in the seat and swallowing the last big mouthful for him as he watched.

		

		“Hot damn! Sex ought to be your middle name, Inga!” he panted, staring at her as she swallowed his semen and licked her lush lips clean, a slightly smug little smile on her heart-stoppingly gorgeous face.

		

		He looked down at her bare breasts and sighed. “If I was fifteen years younger, I’d be getting hard again already, just looking at those fantastic tits of yours sweetheart, even after a come like that! This town is wall-to-wall with pretty women Inga, and it’s been that way for, like, forever.”

		

		He shook his head. “But you’re the prettiest one I’ve ever seen, and that’s no kidding. If you fuck anywhere near as good as you suck cock, you’re going to have the biggest career since Marilyn Monroe sweetie.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Thanks for the ride home, Mr. Ridge,” Inga said twenty minutes later, as she got out of the car and lifted her overnight bag out of the trunk.

		

		“Lonnie, from now on, cutie,” he grinned at her. “Me and June Ellen are your new managers, remember? So, it’s okay to call us by our first names … we work for you now, okay?”

		

		“Okay … Lonnie,” she grinned at him, still tasting a slight hint of his jizz on her tongue. “When will I hear from you?”

		

		“One of us will be in touch with you tomorrow hon,” he promised. “I’ve got your cell number and I’ll give it to June Ellen when I get home. Oh, and Lee-Lee said to tell you she’d be by to pick you up for school in the morning at seven-thirty, okay?”

		

		“Sure,” Inga smiled at him and started up the drive for her house.

		

		Talk about a full-service family Inga thought wryly. I’ve now made it with papa-bear and both baby bears! What a town this is! What a life!

		

		She shook her head in disbelief at the unreality of it all. What am I getting myself into here, I wonder?

		

		* * * *

		

		“Did you have a nice time this weekend with your friends?” Inga’s father asked her once she was inside the house and had given him a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.

		

		“Yes, Daddy!” she told him, smiling happily. “It was terrific fun!”

		

		“Were you on your best behavior with those nice girls and Mr. and Mrs. Ridge?” her mother asked, accepting a hug and a kiss too.

		

		Well, if you call sucking all the nice girls’ pussies and tits for them and swallowing Mr. Ridge’s huge load for him … I sure was, Mama! “Yes, everything went great, Mom,” she said aloud. “I’m going up to my room now and call Adie. She’ll be dying to hear all about what happened. You know how she is.”

		

		“Dinner will be at seven, honey, okay?” her father asked as she trudged up the sweeping staircase, lugging her overnight bag.

		

		“Sure, Daddy, I can fill Adie in on all the good stuff by then!”

		

		It’ll be really easy to do that, ’cause I don’t dare tell her much about anything that really happened this weekend, Inga thought to herself, or the poor girl will have a seizure!

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		“So, are the girls nice to hang with, now that you got to know them better?” Adie asked breathlessly a few minutes later, after Inga had closed her bedroom door securely and put her stuff from the overnight bag away in her bathroom or into the laundry.

		

		“Well, they are a lot wilder than the kids you and I ran around with back home,” Inga started out diplomatically. “And Mrs. Ridge turned out to be this famous ex-television star and movie actress. Do you remember an old series called Undercover Girl? Well, she was the lead in it, June Ellen Jennings. She played the undercover girl.”

		

		She waited for a moment while Adie shrieked about her having met an honest-to-god movie star already and about how insanely cool it was that one of her new friend’s moms was that movie star. When the excitable Adie had finally run out of exclamations about how incredible it all was, Inga went on and explained about how Mr. Ridge was a big-shot producer and director in the TV world as well, and about them having to fly over to Las Vegas and meet with another producer about a movie Mrs. Ridge was going to play a lead part in.

		

		“That kind of left us girls with the run of the house … the mansion, I guess I should say, for the rest of the weekend,” Inga smiled into the phone. “You remember how I told you that our new place here is, like, at least four times bigger than our little three-bedroom house in St. Croix, Ad? Well, the Ridge place is a good six times bigger than this house, and it’s got this really elaborate backyard and pool/cabana/patio with a big bar and changing rooms for the pool and … all that kind of neat stuff.”

		

		“And you girls got to stay there, in this palace, all by yourselves?” Adie shouted, sounding as if she was about to split a seam, she was so excited.

		

		Inga knew she couldn’t explain about Riley and all the college studs or any of that so she decided not to mention them. “Yeah. It was really cool, having that whole enormous place to ourselves.”

		

		“God! I guess!” Adie sighed enviously. “You’re out there whooping it up, swimming in a gorgeous pool that’s all decked out like some kind of fancy resort, from the sound of it, and here I am with a thirty mile an hour wind howling down out of the arctic and snow up the ying-yang. It’s not fair, Ing! It’s just not frigging fair, I tell you!”

		

		Inga giggled. She agonized over whether to say anything to her oldest friend about Windsong and her maybe being in it.

		

		She had already resolved not to mention anything to her folks for a while, until she saw how it all went. There was no point going through all the uproar such news would inevitably produce in a close-knit little family like hers if nothing was going to come of it. So, she had decided to wait and see how her “audition” with Amos Stallings went before mentioning a thing to her folks.

		

		Maybe the old letch wouldn’t like the way she … fucked or something and would decide not to give her the role after all. It was too iffy at the moment to tell anyone about.

		

		But, on the other hand, it was so wild, so unexpected … so incredible that she felt she had to tell someone about it, or she’d just explode. And Adie knew how to keep her mouth shut – if you asked her to – that was for sure.

		

		“Ad … something else happened this weekend I’ve just got to tell you about,” she began softly. “But you’ve got to promise me not to tell another soul, okay? I’m serious! I’m not even telling Mama and Papa until I’m sure it’s for real, all right?”

		

		“Omigod!” Adie shrieked. “Is this about a boy? Did you meet a guy, Ing? You know you can tell me anything, hon. I won’t say a word, I promise!”

		

		“Okay … here goes, then,” Inga sighed. “Mrs. Ridge, the lady who used to star in Undercover Girl? Well, like I said, she’s up for this big role in this new movie called Windsong and she … she sort of recommended me to the producer of the film for a small part in it too, Ad!”

		

		“A movie?” Adie squealed at the top of her lungs after a long moment of shocked silence. “Are you fucking kidding me? A for-real Hollywood movie, Ing?”

		

		Inga heard Adie’s mother scream something about not having that sort of language in her house then Adie was mumbling apologies and telling her “no, mama, it won’t happen again” for a while before she came back on the phone.

		

		“You’re going to be in a for real, frigging movie, Inga?” the girl whispered breathlessly. “No fooling?”

		

		“Well, maybe,” Inga said. “I meet with this guy, Amos Stallings, the producer, sometime this week if everything goes as planned, and he’ll give me some kind of screen test, to see if I can handle the lines and everything … then we’ll see.”

		

		“My best friend is going to be movie star!” Adie whispered ecstatically. “I can’t believe it!”

		

		“Maybe I’m going to be … what you said,” Inga said quietly, not quite able to bring herself to say the words “movie star” out loud – it just sounded too weird! “But remember to keep your mouth shut about it, Ad, I’m serious. It may all come to nothing, so I don’t want anyone to hear about it unless it turns out to be true, okay?”

		

		* * * *

		

		“I can’t fucking believe my mom got you a role in fucking Windsong,” Lee-Lee greeted Inga icily the next morning out in front of her house as the voluptuous blonde slipped into the seat of the youngest Ridge’s four-year-old Mercedes convertible.

		

		Inga gave Lee-Lee a sorry-about-that little smile, feeling awful that Lee-Lee felt awful. “I don’t have the job yet … and I still have to fuck that terrible-sounding old Mr. Stallings to get it too, so maybe I’m not so lucky after all. I mean, you wouldn’t want to have to do that, would you, Lee?”

		

		“Are you kidding?” her brunette friend said testily. “I’d fuck the entire Chinese army for a starring role in a movie, Ing!”

		

		Inga turned the whole problem over in her mind as Lee-Lee whipped the small black convertible, its top up against the chill of the early January morning, through traffic. At last, she turned and smiled hopefully at her friend. “Hey, if I get this job and do okay with it, maybe I can put in a good word for you with another producer somewhere down the line, like your mom did for me, okay?”

		

		Lee-Lee braked for the line waiting to turn into the parking lot at the high school. She looked over at Inga. “You’d do that for me, really?”

		

		“Oh, you betcha, Lee!” Inga blurted happily, sounding for a moment just like she was back in Minnesota. “You know I will … that’s if I get this role and do a decent enough job with it to ever get offered a second one!”

		

		She shrugged and went on. “And I may not even get this one, you know? I mean – I haven’t actually … been with that many guys, Lee. Mr. Stallings may not like the way I … fuck him or something!”

		

		Lee-Lee threw back her head and roared with laughter as the line of cars started to move again and she eased the black two-seater into the lot. “If that’s all we’ve got to worry about, we’re both as good as in the movies, Ing! I saw you ball all those dudes the other night, kid. You’re fucking dynamite in the sack, don’t worry about that part!”

		

		The two friends were still giggling, now arm in arm, as they exited the car moments later and headed into the school from the lot. Inga noticed, with a start, how easily she had fallen into this new pattern that had suddenly emerged around her in school. Every one of the kids she passed now had a shy “hello” and smile for her or a “Hi, how are you, Inga?”

		

		In the space of a few days, she had gone from new-girl pariah to campus royalty. She shook her head at the vagaries of life in BH and headed for her first class.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Am I catching a ride home with you tonight or with Cyn?” Inga asked Lee-Lee as they met up for their last class of the day, College Prep English.

		

		“Change in plans, girlfriend,” Lee-Lee smirked. “You aren’t riding with either one of us. My mom called me right after lunch and said to tell you to hook up with her out in front of the school at three today. She’ll be picking you up, okay?”

		

		“Why?” Inga asked, baffled by that radical change in plans.

		

		“I dunno,” Lee-Lee said with a shrug. “Maybe she’s got some news about old Stallings or something.”

		

		Inga’s stomach did a flip. She wondered just what that news might be.

		

		She didn’t have to wait long to find out. The last class seemed to sail by and in no time at all, Inga found herself standing out in front of Beverly Hills High.

		

		Mrs. Ridge pulled up in a big new Mercedes sedan, black and shiny from numerous coats of wax, and came to a stop right in front of Inga. She opened the back door and tossed her backpack full of books into the rear seat then closed it and hopped in next to Lee-Lee’s gorgeous mom up front.

		

		“Hey, Mrs. Ridge, what’s up?” she asked brightly, hoping it was good news.

		

		“June Ellen, remember?” The beautiful older woman beamed at her, checked the traffic, and put the big car into gear.

		

		“Where are we headed?” Inga asked, noticing they weren’t going in the direction of either the Ridge house or her own home as they pulled out into traffic.

		

		“It’s a surprise ... you’ll see shortly, my dear,” June Ellen Ridge said. “Why don’t you be a sweetie, get out your cell and dial up your mom for me, okay?”

		

		“Uh, sure,” Inga said, pulling the phone out of her jeans pocket and hitting “one” on the speed dialer.

		

		“Isn’t it illegal in California to talk on a cell phone when you’re driving?” Inga asked, handing the phone to Mrs. Ridge.

		

		“Fuck that,” June Ellen replied cheerfully, grinning like a naughty little girl as she held the phone up to her ear. “I do what I want.”

		

		Moments later, she was saying into the phone, “Hey! Anna, this is June Ellen, I’ve got your daughter and Lee-Lee with me and I’m taking them out to an early dinner, if that’s okay then Inga wants to do some studying with Lee over at our place. I’ll get her home by nine, or ten at the latest, if that’s all right with you?”

		

		June Ellen laughed gaily. “I know, I can barely keep up with these young rascals’ plans myself, Anna, but don’t you worry. I’ll keep a close eye on them and make sure your little girl gets home by ten, okay? Yes, and you can bet I’ll have a word with them about giving us more warning the next time they pull something like this. All right, see you soon, bye-bye, darling!”

		

		Closing the phone, June Ellen handed it back to its mystified owner. She smiled at the confused girl, turning her blinker on at the same time.

		

		Inga looked up and saw the Beverly Hills Hotel ahead. June Ellen braked and turned into the main driveway of the posh old establishment. The architecture reminded Inga of a pink-hued Spanish mission. They stopped in front of a uniformed valet in front of the hotel’s lobby entrance.

		

		“What are we doing here?” Inga asked, looking all around, gawking like a typical tourist at the ultra-plush surroundings as the two of them got out, left the car to the valet, and went inside the lobby.

		

		“We’ve got lots of things to discuss, dear, without Lee-Lee underfoot, so going to my house was out,” June Ellen smiled at Inga, leading her into the five-star hotel that had served as a backdrop in so many movies over the years.

		

		“I stopped by and rented one of the bungalow suites this morning for us to talk in. It’s very private, so we should be able to get a lot of preparation work done for your interview with Amos without being disturbed.”

		

		They crossed the lobby and June Ellen led Inga back outside, past the lavish pool and spa area and over to the sumptuously landscaped and maintained walkway leading to the bungalows. Taking a magnetic card-key from her purse, June Ellen opened the door of the third one they came to.

		

		“Wow!” Inga sighed in awe as she stepped into the suite and took in its breathtaking furniture and spare-no-expense decorating scheme.

		

		“I’ve ordered us a nice room-service dinner for six o’clock.” June Ellen tossed her purse on the big dining room table. “It’s barely past three now, so we have all afternoon.”

		

		“What, exactly, do we have to go over, Mrs. Ri … uh … June Ellen,” Inga corrected herself when she saw the older woman start to prompt her once more about using her first name.

		

		June Ellen Ridge had on a beautiful chocolate-brown pants suit, a pair of Jimmy Choo heels, and was carrying a pair of designer sunglasses in her hand. She headed across the large suite, past the grand piano, and into the double-doored bedroom area, which looked out on a small, secluded private swimming pool. The beautiful little pool was walled off from the rest of the hotel complex by a windowless Spanish-style courtyard complete with red tile roof. Through the glass-paned French doors, Inga could see both the sparkling pool and a big, wrought iron baker’s rack stocked with fluffy white monogrammed towels, standing among the riot of brightly-colored flowering plants surrounding the patio.

		

		Pulling off her jacket, June Ellen tossed it on a settee upholstered in a white satin-like fabric that sat at the foot of the four-poster, canopied king bed. Inga admired the gossamer gold-colored blouse and the frilly taupe bra June Ellen had been wearing under the jacket as the older woman sat on the edge of the bed, looked out at the pool, and patted the mattress next to her, indicating Inga should have a seat.

		

		“So, how much did the girls tell you about Amos Stallings and his casting couch audition process?” she asked, after Inga had perched next to her. “I know they told you at least some of it … Lonnie mentioned that they had after he got back from taking you home last night … and about parking with you up on Mulholland and about your … uh … giving him a really excellent … blowjob.”

		

		Inga felt herself immediately going red. She had never, in her wildest dreams, imagined Mr. Ridge would tell his wife about what had happened in the car last night!

		

		“It’s okay,” June Ellen told Inga with a patient little smile, seeing her obvious discomfort. “He said you were very, very good with your mouth, dear. And you should take that as quite a complement, because Lonnie and I have been married over twenty-two years now, and I’m very good with my mouth; I’ve sucked him off hundreds of times over the years.”

		

		Her smile turned wry as she finished her thought, “And that’s not to mention all the other girls, both before and after we were married, who’ve given him blowjobs during that period as well!”

		

		Inga didn’t know what to say to that. This whole situation was totally foreign to her … as foreign as the idea of even giving a man a blowjob had been before last weekend, and she was still a little ashamed she’d gotten carried away and done what she had with Mr. Ridge, not to mention that Mrs. Ridge, though she didn’t seem all that angry or even upset by it, now seemed to know all about it

		

		“Come, come, darling,” June Ellen chided her. “This is Hollywood … Beverly Hills. I knew Lonnie was getting a little stray pussy on the side from time to time even back when we were dating. I was only sixteen when we started seeing each other off the set, and we had to keep the whole thing about us dating quiet at first, of course, since he was in his mid-twenties and my producer. It would have created quite the scandal back then.”

		

		Inga stared at her, stunned by her casual acceptance of her husband’s chronic philandering, but June Ellen just shrugged. “He was still making it with other girls once in a while after we were first married too, and ever since then as well. It’s simply the way the world works here, in the circles we move in, you see?”

		

		She gave Inga a saucy little grin. “Besides, it’s not like I haven’t indulged myself along the way too, whenever I met a handsome young stud I fancied. We’re like many successful couples in Hollywood. As long as the other person keeps his or her little … trysts out of the scandal sheets and off the radar of the celebrity TV gossip shows, we don’t make a big deal out of it.”

		

		There was a long silence, while Inga tried to get her mind around the idea of a marriage like that. She thought of her mom and dad, married twenty-one years and totally in love, as faithful to one another as the day was long – or at least as far as Inga knew, they had been.

		

		“Lonnie and I are partners,” June Ellen said simply, seeing the girl’s continuing confusion. “We’re marriage partners, business partners, and life partners. We both like bedding beautiful, sexy people, so we do. We just choose not to chastise each other about our little … dalliances, that’s all.”

		

		She winked at Inga. “Actually, I was kind of glad that Lonnie … got to know you a little better the other night, then told me about it. We were both sort of worried that even though you’re obviously a goddess, when it comes to looks, that you were too much of an inexperienced baby to make it through Amos’s interview process.”

		

		June Ellen laughed lightly. “At least after last night, we were sure you know what a man’s dick is for and that you do an excellent job of sucking one!”

		

		Inga giggled. She couldn’t help it. Sitting here, in this ultra-expensive hotel suite, with the mother of one of her best girlfriends, for God’s sake, discussing her ability to suck cock … it was all a bit too surreal. Back in Minnesota, the two of them might have been talking about good recipes for oatmeal raisin cookies. Here, they were chatting casually about blowjobs.

		

		Joining in with Inga’s embarrassed laughter, June Ellen put a hand lightly on the girl’s shoulder. “But I didn’t go to all of this expense and trouble of renting this suite to talk solely about your ability to please Amos, dear.”

		

		Inga stopped chuckling and looked inquiringly at June Ellen. Just what had she brought her here for, then, she wondered?

		

		“I … uh … don’t know how much the girls told you about Amos and his … wife, Claudia,” June Ellen started haltingly, seeming slightly embarrassed for the first time since Inga had met her. “I don’t really even know how much the girls have heard. But the rumors about Claudia and her little … kinks are prevalent enough around Hollywood that I suspect they might have heard at least … something.”

		

		Inga became aware that Lee-Lee’s mom wasn’t just casually resting her hand on her shoulder anymore. The woman’s hand was now moving slightly, caressing Inga’s flesh through the blouse and sweater she wore, stroking, teasing gently as she spoke.

		

		“Lonnie and I don’t know if Claudia will be there this Friday afternoon or not, when you’re supposed to … meet with Amos for the first time,” June Ellen said awkwardly. “But I do know she was quite taken with those photos I snapped of you beside our pool, just as her husband was. So, she very well might want to … get acquainted with you too.”

		

		June Ellen took a deep breath and went on, looking Inga in the eyes with big brown orbs that reminded the girl so much of Lee-Lee and Riley’s. “So, Lonnie and I talked it over and decided I should spend some time with you this afternoon, and tonight, to teach you … how to … do things with another woman, since we doubted you had much, if any, experience in that area.”

		

		Inga started beneath the other woman’s silky-smooth touch. June Ellen shrugged, still obviously not at ease with what she was doing or saying, but determined to go forward with it.

		

		“If Claudia is there and demands that you … satisfy her as well as Amos,” the older woman whispered. “We just wanted to make sure you’d be okay with that and not run screaming from the room in shock, that’s all.”

		

		Inga felt her eyes widen and June Ellen misread her reaction and said quickly, “Just try to think of it as an acting challenge, darling. I mean, nowadays, there are so many scripts coming out that have lesbian scenes in them … it’s the wave of the future, gay rights and all that sort of thing.”

		

		A sly smile crept over Inga’s face as she saw how uneasy Lee-Lee’s mom was with what she was attempting to do. She raised her own right hand and put it on June Ellen’s shoulder, stroking her lightly through the sheer designer blouse.

		

		“So, Mrs. Ridge … June Ellen,” Inga whispered, leaning closer, just as she had last night in Lonnie Ridge’s Mercedes up on Mulholland. “Are you comfortable playing a role like that yourself? Do you like other women?”

		

		June Ellen smiled almost bashfully, but nodded her head. “Oh, yes, Inga! I’ve been into other girls since I was very young. Luckily, my husband doesn’t mind at all, as long as I’m discreet, or I’m willing to share them with him – he especially doesn’t mind then!”

		

		“How delightful,” Inga murmured, her lips inches from the beautiful middle-aged woman’s. “Maybe the three of us can get together some night soon!”

		

		Her lips found June Ellen’s seconds later, and Lee-Lee’s mom moaned with arousal as her tongue shot into Inga’s mouth just as eagerly as her daughter’s had last weekend!

		

		* * * *

		

		The Ridges. Inga thought wryly to herself minutes later as she and June Ellen kissed and cuddled in the middle of the big bed, slowly working each other’s clothes off. What a delightful family! Inga had the thought. Be the first on your block to sleep with all four of them – collect the whole set!

		

		“Oh, Inga, you are perfection!” June Ellen sighed a moment later, as she eased the girl’s bra off and beheld her naked breasts for the first time. “My God, what an exquisite pair of tits!”

		

		Inga grinned and reached behind the older woman and unsnapped her bra, letting it slide down her arms, staring at June Ellen’s own proud pair of breasts. They weren’t quite as big as Inga’s but they were wonderfully tanned and round and Inga just loved the other woman’s cute, coral-shaded nipples. They reminded her so much of her daughter’s!

		

		“Mmmmm! How beautiful,” she whispered appreciatively, sliding down on the bed so that she was even with June Ellen’s impressive set. “They look positively delicious!”

		

		“Why don’t you find out? Why don’t you…” June Ellen’s voice trailed off into a sharp intake of breath as Inga took her left nipple between her fingers and teased it lovingly as she sucked the right one into her lips and began to nurse lightly at the tender nub of flesh. “Ohhhhh! Oh, that’s perfect, darling! You really have done this before, haven’t you?”

		

		Inga didn’t bother to reply. She sucked and licked and kissed and nibbled with her sharp little front teeth as June Ellen sighed and wriggled and pressed her firming tit mounds against her mouth and fingertips. Never missing a suck or a lick, Inga undid the older woman’s slacks and eased them off. In no time, Lee-Lee’s gorgeous mom was down to just a pair of wispy panties, some sheer half-socks, her Jimmy Choos long-vanished!

		

		“Let’s get these off, shall we, June Ellen, darling?” Inga whispered, attempting to make her voice sound as close to Marsha’s gruff, sexy growl as she could manage. She stopped working the older woman’s heaving breasts for a moment and concentrated on her remaining clothes.

		

		“Oh, yes!” June Ellen panted, her brown eyes aglow with excitement. “I want to be naked with you, Inga! You’re the prettiest little thing I’ve ever seen in my life. I can’t wait to … love you!”

		

		Inga pulled off the other woman’s’ last stitch of clothing and tossed it on the floor and then shimmied out of her own skirt, panties, and pantyhose, her shoes having been kicked off long ago. June Ellen’s reaction to her first sight of Inga’s platinum muff was the same as her daughter’s had been beside the pool on Saturday.

		

		“My God! I just knew your hair was naturally that gorgeous shade, my dear, but really … that little pussy is so cute, surrounded by that incredible white-blonde fur!”

		

		“Do you really like it?” Inga asked coyly, knowing from the way the older woman’s eyes were shining she didn’t just like it – she loved it. “Everyone out here in California seems to shave off everything, or almost everything. I see dozens of other girls every day in gym class, in the showers, and almost all of them are bare.”

		

		“Well, it will be sort of a shame to do it,” Lee-Lee’s moms sighed, staring raptly at Inga’s lush pelt. “But we really should trim it way back and shave the sides later tonight, before I take you home. Mine is waxed completely, as you can see, and I’m afraid Amos went on and on about how he prefers a bare cunny … you know … while he was … fucking me last weekend!”

		

		“Is he good?” Inga couldn’t help but ask, now that the opportunity presented itself. “I mean, I’ve heard he’s way old. Not just older, like Mr. Ridge but, like, way, way old!”

		

		June Ellen laughed somewhat bitterly. “Well, it’s true he’s well into his sixties, but he’s got a ton of Viagra, or Cialis, or something, so he has no trouble getting his dick hard, let me tell you!” She sighed. “And it’s big, hon! I mean, as you know, Lonnie’s is a monster, but Amos’s is even bigger and longer, if you can believe it?”

		

		“Wow!” Inga whispered, remembering just how big Lonnie Ridge’s dick had been when she’d sucked it off.

		

		“Do you think I’ll be able to handle something that huge, June Ellen?” she whispered seductively, as she lay back and opened her legs, her little slit gleaming with the slippery lube that signified her growing arousal.

		

		The other woman’s eyes lit up like a child’s on Christmas morning. “Oh, dear, but your pussy is gorgeous!”

		

		“Why don’t you have a little taste, darling, and see if you like it?” Inga asked seductively in her new husky sex-voice, trying to act as if she were still a very shy girl but secretly dying to feel pretty June Ellen’s tongue right where Lee-Lee’s had been this weekend.

		

		The statuesque actress sighed and moved over between Inga’s spread thighs in an instant, her big breasts caressing the girl’s skin and she leaned over to kiss her pussy. Inga moaned then reached down and took a bit of cunny fur in each hand and pulled her tiny pink lips apart for her new lover.

		

		June Ellen sighed staring down at the small opening, entranced by the sight. “How utterly beautiful!”

		

		“Kiss it for me,” Inga urged her. “Kiss my pussy, June Ellen, darling!’

		

		“Yesssssss!” June Ellen hissed eagerly, her lips coming down on the tender little slit, kissing then slowly opening, her tongue going wild on the girl’s lewdly exposed flesh.

		

		“Mmmmmm! That feels wonderful!” Inga sighed, working her hips upward, smearing her cunt oil all over the actress’s beautiful lips and chin. “Suck it! Suck my hot cunny, Mrs. Ridge!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“You’re such a sweet girl, Inga,” June Ellen said later that night, as the two of them cuddled in the big bed, watching the moonlight playing off the placid water of the pool through the French doors. “I hate to think of that horrid old Amos even touching you.”

		

		“He’s going to do a lot more than just touch me, from what you’ve told me so far about him,” Inga giggled, snuggling back against June Ellen’s lush breasts as the older woman hugged her tight and reached around to cup Inga’s big tits in her hands.

		

		June Ellen kissed her neck then licked the warm, flawless surface. Inga loved lying back against her as they nestled together against the pillows, and she could feel her nipples firming once more as her lover expertly caressed them.

		

		“Do … do you want to do it again?” she whispered impishly, turning her head slightly, so she could see June Ellen’s pretty face in the moonlight in the otherwise darkened bedroom.

		

		June Ellen grinned and moved her head a little so her lips were near the voluptuous platinum blonde youngster’s. “Are you kidding? I’ve dreamed of nothing else but doing it with you, ever since I first saw you get out of that car in our driveway the other morning!”

		

		With that, the older woman’s lips were on hers again, tasting slightly of pussy juice, and Inga’ tongue was in her mouth. She turned in June Ellen’s arms so they could kiss properly, their big breasts mashed up against one another, their naked cunnies rubbing wetly as their hands moved lovingly through each other’s hair. Inga moaned, adoring the way June Ellen felt against her, the way she smelled, the way her skin caressed Inga’s skin and set her little pussy on fire with lust!

		

		“Oh, darling, I just have to eat you again!” Inga gasped, panting for breath as the two finally broke apart.

		

		June Ellen beamed at her as the girl slid slowly, teasingly, down her body, stopping to kiss and lick each nipple on her way, until she arrived at the older woman’s waxed-smooth lower lips. Inga kissed June Ellen’s clit then let it slip into her mouth as she licked at the tiny finger of feminine sensuality.

		

		“Ohhhhh! That’s it, baby girl!” June Ellen sighed with pleasure, a shudder of ecstasy rippling through her body. “You’re so incredibly beautiful, Inga! I can’t believe a little goddess like you is eating my pussy!”

		

		“Well, you’d better believe it!” Inga stopped kissing, sucking and licking just long enough to grin up at June Ellen. “Because I’m going to eat it right up until you come like crazy in my mouth again, you gorgeous thing, you!”

		

		June Ellen moaned and opened her long, sleek legs wider for the girl, her eyes closing in pure bliss. She took a jutting nipple in each hand and squeezed lightly, rocking her hips against Inga’s hot mouth as the girl licked her right up to Heaven!

		

		* * * *

		

		“Are you sure we need to do this?” Inga asked doubtfully.

		

		It was eight o’clock in the evening. The lights were back on in the bedroom suite, but they were low and indirect. Dinner had been wonderful, as had the whole afternoon of loving making and cuddling and kissing.

		

		But now Inga was on her hands and knees on the big bed and June Ellen was kneeling behind her, wearing a strap-on that was eerily similar to the one her daughter had used to fuck Inga last weekend. It was a different one – Inga had quickly inspected it, pretending she’d never seen such a kinky device before, and discovered the two fake cocks on this one were slightly smaller than the ones featured on Lee-Lee’s strap-on – but the stiff faux prick pointing outward from the device looked just as daunting to Inga, all greased up and poised as it was at the moment, just behind her still virgin asshole.

		

		“Darling, Amos enjoys anal, let me assure you,” June Ellen said in a low, reassuring voice. “He’s sure to want to fuck this cute little bottom of yours come Friday, so we’d better get you used to taking a dick back here or he’s really going to hurt you with that monster of his!”

		

		“Okay,” Inga sighed with resignation. “But go slow. I’ve never let anyone touch me … back there before.”

		

		“I know, sweetie, it’s a very naughty place for a guy to put his cock, but they all seem to want to do it, so you’d best get accustomed to it,” June Ellen said, pressing the tip of the fat rubber penis up against the girl’s pink rosebud of an anus.

		

		Inga gripped the bedclothes in each fist and squeezed hard as the thick knob of simulated flesh parted her tiny opening and began to force its way slowly inside her. She moaned and tried to open her bottom, but it seemed to be rebelling against the notion of being fucked.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh!” she moaned louder as her tight, rubbery ring popped open at last and the greased head slipped inside her.

		

		“That’s my good girl,” June Ellen whispered, pushing an inch of stiff “cock” into the girl’s nether hole. “Take it right up that cute little bunghole, sweetie, like the little darling you are.”

		

		I doubt little darlings take it up the bottom, Inga told herself, the wide shaft boring deeper and deeper into her butt tunnel. How can something that feels so nice up a girl’s pussy feel so awful back there?

		

		“Very good, Inga,” June Ellen whispered encouragingly. “Now do as I showed you and it will be much better, okay?”

		

		Inga nodded and dropped down onto her elbows on the mattress instead of staying up on her hands. She eased her right finger up onto her clit and began to rub it, her breasts dragging across the sheets and bedspread, her nipples feeling more aroused by the second as she worked them against the bed while touching her cunny.

		

		“Uhhhhhh! Oh, oh, that does feel better,” Inga gasped as a tiny flutter of pleasure rippled through her, slightly offsetting the pulses of pain the big fake cock sent through her tight anal sleeve as June Ellen began to fuck her with it.

		

		June Ellen grunted with the effort it took to drive the slippery prick in and out of Inga’s snug back passage and the girl couldn’t help but smile as she thought how the older woman’s panting groans sounded almost identical to Lee-Lee’s on Saturday night, when the youngest Ridge had been pounding her own strap-on into Inga’s pussy at the sleepover party!

		

		The sweet memory of how wonderful Lee-Lee had felt fucking her cunny that night sent a wave of joy through Inga. She shivered and flicked her clitty harder with her fingertip, digging her tits into the sheets.

		

		“Is it better, baby?” June Ellen hissed excitedly. “Do you like it up the ass?”

		

		Inga sighed, a big rush of pre-come sensation washing over her as she heard the rising passion in her lover’s voice. She realized June Ellen was getting turned on by the pressure of the curved fake dick up inside her own pussy and by the forbidden thrill of fucking Inga’s virgin asshole with the other big dildo.

		

		“I … I seem to like it everywhere!” Inga confessed in a low, moaning sigh, her pussy suddenly boiling over as she stroked it shamelessly while June Ellen watched her and pounded the fat prick into her. “Oh! I just love getting fucked, June – even up the butt!”

		

		“Oh, you hot baby!” June Ellen murmured with delight. “Then take it! Take it right up that gorgeous ass of yours, you fucking hot little bitch!”

		

		Inga groaned and worked her tits down into the bedding and her butt back against the rutting woman’s hungry thrusts, pummeling her own clitty like mad. She was going to come and come hard any second now!

		

		Oh, sweet God! Is there any kind of sex that doesn’t turn me on Inga thought?

		

		“Oh, honey!” June Ellen gasped at that moment. “I … I’m coming! Fucking your little bottom is making my pussy go off.”

		

		Inga shuddered as her own orgasm roared through her. She screamed down into the bedding and a gush of hot girl-oil shot out of her pussy, drenching her diddling fingers in girl-come.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Did you learn a lot tonight?” Inga’s handsome father, Erik, asked her shortly after she’d breezed through the front door at ten o’clock.

		

		Inga stared at him, momentarily shocked speechless by that unexpected question.

		

		“At your friend, Lee-Lee’s?” her father went on, seeing her quizzical look. “When you were studying with her?”

		

		She grinned at him, relief flooding her as she suddenly realized what he meant. She kissed him on the cheek before heading for the stairs and her room, whispering to him, “You wouldn’t believe how much I learned tonight, Daddy!”

		

		She gingerly moved up the stairs, her ass still a little sore…

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		My life is really getting complicated, Inga thought the next morning, waiting for Marsha out in the driveway. I can’t tell Marsh or Cyn – and most definitely not Lee-Lee – about sucking off Lee-Lee’s dad or making it with June Ellen last night. But they all know about me fucking Riley, ’cause they were all there and watched me do it. I’ve got to be careful not to mention that I made it with him or with Lee to either Lonnie or June Ellen, because they might completely wig out if they discover I’ve slept with either one of their kids!

		

		She paced back and forth, wondering what was keeping Marsha. I can’t tell Adie about any of it, of course, because she’d faint.

		

		Finally, Marsha’s pink Barracuda came around the corner down the block. Inga grinned as she saw the car. Trust the redheaded wild-child to drive something different. It was a 1970 convertible, painted a Mary Kay shade of pink, with a white top that was down this morning. Marsha could rattle off fact after fact about the perfectly restored “muscle car’s” pedigree and features, including the bucket seats, Hemi engine and all sorts of other stuff Inga didn’t understand or really care about.

		

		What she did know was that, like the other girls in the posse’s cars, the thing was worth a small fortune. It sounded, to Inga, like a cement mixer as it rumbled down the street, but it ran like a top. When Marsha put her foot down, the thing laid rubber for a whole block and pinned your head right back against the seat.

		

		“Hey, chica!” Marsha grinned as she pulled up in front of Inga, music blaring out of the custom-installed stereo that was loud enough to be heard over the throbbing V-eight. “You ready to rock?”

		

		“Born ready, girlfriend!” Inga said confidently as she grinned back at her, tossed her backpack in the rear seat and hopping into the front. “Let her rip!”

		

		Marsha dropped the sunglasses she had pushed back up onto her red hair where they belonged, on her nose, like a knight lowering his visor before charging into battle, popped the floor shifter controlling the heavy-duty automatic transmission into drive and stomped on the gas. The car shot forward like a pink rocket, the two friends squealing with laughter amid the roar of the big V-eight and smoking tires.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Hey, Ing, you got a minute?” Inga heard a female voice call from behind her in the crowded hallway.

		

		Turning, Inga saw Kathy Hayes, the blonde, blue-eyed beauty queen who used to have been a member of Cyn’s posse but who was now suddenly fronting a rival group of girls that included Caren, with a “c”, Bonnie and several other gals whose popularity in the cliquey school seemed to fall well short of Cyn, Lee-Lee, Marsha, and Inga’s. Ever since the split, that group had scrupulously avoided Cyn’s and vice-versa. When they saw each other in the cafeteria, in class, or passed in the hall, both acted as if the other group didn’t exist. This morning, though, Kathy was hurrying to catch up to Inga, who was on the way to gym class.

		

		“I’ve … uh … got a class in just a little while, Kathy,” Inga said haltingly as the other girl came up next to her.

		

		It went against Inga’s naturally friendly disposition to give anyone the cold shoulder. She vividly remembered just how much she’d hated it when she’d gotten that treatment for most of her first week at Beverly Hills High, but Cyn and the others had made it pretty clear Kathy and her little group of rebel hot girls were to be ignored whenever possible. She tried to increase her pace, but Kathy kept up.

		

		“Listen, Inga the ice-queen,” Kathy whispered heatedly under her breath, clearly exasperated with Inga’s attempt to ignore her as she practically ran to keep up. “Cyn and the rest of her bitches are going down … but you don’t have to go with them, if you play it smart.”

		

		She grabbed Inga by the arm and stopped her abruptly, swinging her around to face her. “Get a clue, Nordic-knockout girl!”

		

		Inga shifted her weight from foot to foot, intently aware of the kids streaming past, staring at the two of them as they faced off, straining to hear what was being said.

		

		“Okay, what do you want?” Inga murmured, hoping not to be overheard by anyone in the passing crowd. “What do you mean they’re … going down?”

		

		“Come outside with me for minute, where there aren’t so many snoopy eyes and ears.” Kathy pulled her by the arm toward an exit.

		

		Inga rolled her eyes but went along, not wanting to be the center of everyone’s attention in the hallway any more than Kathy apparently did. In moments, they were outside, in the courtyard, the nearest group of other kids at least a dozen yards away.

		

		Kathy had a smug, triumphant look on her face as she eyed Inga. She folded her arms under her lush breasts and said snarkily, “First of all, that cunt, Marsha Terry, is not going to be Prom Queen this winter … I am. My girls and I are filing the paperwork today. I checked and it’s not too late for me to run, according to the rules. Cyn used to call the shots about who got what; she ran herself for Homecoming Queen this year and won, of course. I wanted Prom Queen but she said ‘No, it’s Marsh’s turn,’ so I had to bite my tongue and not file.”

		

		She tossed her blonde hair defiantly. “Well, fuck that! I’m not Cyn’s bitch anymore, so I’ll do what I want … and I want to be Prom Queen!”

		

		Inga shrugged. “What’s that got to do with me? I don’t care if you’re Prom Queen or not, except that Marsh is my friend and she really wants to be, so I’m kind of pulling for her, when you get right down to it.”

		

		“The reason that Skank Marsha isn’t going to be queen is the same reason you’re going to come over to our team and be in my posse, blondie!” Kathy said in a nasty whisper. “See, I know all about what went on at Lee-Lee’s little fuck and suck party last Saturday night. And later this week, after my campaign is up and rolling real sweet, I’m gonna’ spread the rumor all over school about what a bunch of low-rent ho’s Marsha and her gal pals really are.”

		

		Her eyes grew absolutely malevolent as she stared pointedly at a suddenly very shocked Inga. “And if you don’t start hanging with us, instead of those loser cunts, and start talking me up to everyone on campus as the right choice for queen this year, I’m going to include a little dissertation on all the guys you let fuck you that night too, cutie, and all the jizz loads you swallowed last Saturday in the Ridge’s rec room!”

		

		Inga stood stunned, just staring into space. She tried desperately not to let Kathy know how accurate her thumbnail description of the party at Lee-Lee’s had been, just in case the girl was only guessing about what had happened.

		

		But then Kathy said, “See, my cousin came over to our place Sunday night for a little family barbeque, along with my aunt and uncle … he’s two years older than me and goes to the U, with Riley? And he just happens to be in Riley’s frat.”

		

		Kathy smirked as Inga went stiff right in front of her eyes. “Oh, yeah! He wanted to know all about you, honeypuss! He and I have been good buds for years and he just couldn’t ask enough questions about whether I knew you or not, and about who you were dating, and didn’t I think you were just the hottest girl ever, and on and on and blah … blah … blah! I finally asked him why all the sudden interest in you on his part, then he filled me in on what went down Saturday – a blow by blow description, you might say.”

		

		The pretty blonde looked Inga up and down. “Apparently, you’re one fucking hot mama when you get going. My cousin said you’re the best fuck he’s ever had and that’s saying something, ’cause I let him fuck me for the first time back when I was thirteen and about twenty times since then … and I’m no slouch when it comes to doing the horizontal mambo myself, believe me!”

		

		Inga felt herself turning bright red. She couldn’t seem to speak or move. Kathy patted her lightly on the cheek. “So think it over, babe. You’ve got until this weekend to make up your mind whose side you’re on. After that, your reputation is going to be so shot even the nerd girls won’t let you eat lunch at their table, see?”

		

		Kathy turned on her heel and walked away, swinging her nice ass. Inga shook herself to clear her stunned head and took off toward the gym at almost a run. She really wanted to get to gym class – Cyn was in her gym class, and she was suddenly dying to talk to Cyn!

		

		* * * *

		

		“Damage control meeting at my place tonight, right after school,” Cyn said when Inga had breathlessly finished filling her in on Kathy’s plans.

		

		Cyn whipped out her cell phone, composed a quick text message and sent it to Marsha and Lee-Lee, telling them to be at her house at four o’clock ... no excuses, no lateness allowed, for a code fucking red meeting! She then threw the phone back in her purse inside her gym locker and pulled her sports bra over her naked breasts. She had been half dressed for gym class when Inga had found her.

		

		“What are we going to do?” Inga asked nervously.

		

		“I’m going to rip that bitch’s tits off,” Cyn said grimly, pulling her jersey over her head and shrugging into it. “You just wait and see if I don’t! I didn’t get to be the queen-bee puss in this whole fucking shark tank full of pusses by being timid or stupid, let me tell you!”

		

		Inga nodded and went over to her own locker and started taking off her clothes. She hoped Cyn proved to be as formidable as she said she was, because she had sort of grown to like being in the posse and being one of the elite girls in school and … and all of it, truthfully.

		

		God, I’m so shallow, she admonished herself as she hurried into her gym clothes. Prestige, being popular, political games, designer clothes, Prom Queen … none of that stuff meant a thing to me before, and now ... suddenly it’s my whole life. Welcome to Beverly Hills, I guess.

		

		* * * *

		

		“W-Well I’m just not gonna’ go to school anymore!” Lee-Lee said, her eyes staring to leak tears. “I’ll just drop out and take the GED test or something!”

		

		She looked up at Cyn and Inga fearfully. “I’m not gonna’ walk around school and have everyone whispering about what a slut I am and snickering behind my back. I’m just not!”

		

		Lee-Lee had collapsed onto Cyn’s bed when she and Inga had filled Marsha and Lee-Lee in on what Kathy had threatened to do. Now the youngest Ridge sat disconsolately on the edge of the bed, petrified by what was going to happen to her lofty status at school by the end of the week, tears running down both cheeks.

		

		“Stop that whining!” Cyn told the girl sharply, a cruel smile playing across her pretty face. “I’m not going to let anything like that happen, not on your fucking life!”

		

		She glared impatiently at Lee-Lee, who was doing her best to quit crying. “Give me your cell.”

		

		Obediently, the scared girl dug into the purse next to her on the bed and handed her I-phone over to Cyn, who took it and scrolled through the list of names on the speed dialer until she found the one she wanted. She pushed the buttons and put the phone to her ear.

		

		“Watch and learn, chicas,” she said, the smile coming back to her face as it rang. “This is why it does not pay to fuck with Cyn Soames and her pussy posse unless you have a frigging death wish!”

		

		A male voice came on the line loud enough for the other three to hear it. Cyn smiled. “Riley? This is Cyn. Lee and my other girls are here, and we need a favor from you.”

		

		Cyn listened for a moment then told Riley, “Well, we need your unparalleled computer skills, tomorrow night. I want you to lift some images off Lee-Lee’s hard drive and put them on a disc for me.”

		

		He spoke again and Cyn shook her head ‘no’. “Listen, babe, this weekend will be a day too late and many dollars too short! I need this done and everything in place by Friday or your sis and the rest of us are fucked up the ass with a splintery broom handle!”

		

		Cyn smiled grimly and nodded her head. “Yes, indeed, that would be a very unpleasant way to get fucked, now wouldn’t it?”

		

		She listened for another moment then said, somewhat sharply. “I don’t give a rusty fuck about your seminar, Ri, cut the motherfucker and be home that night and on your sis’s computer, dig? Get someone to tape the damned seminar for you.”

		

		After Riley’s voice rose, Cyn cut him off. “I don’t fucking care. This is important, Ri. One of your boys from last Saturday’s little soiree in the rec room is related to that cunt, Kathy Hayes, who used to be my right-hand girl but is now trying to front her own posse. She’s planning on blabbing all over the school about what happened at that particular hoedown, unless we can … discourage her. I need you to help me do that.”

		

		Riley said something and Cyn’s smile hardened. “I don’t pimp out my girls, Ri, but you can ask her yourself.”

		

		Cyn put her hand over the phone and looked at Inga. “He says he’ll do it … if you’ll agree to spend Saturday with him, at his frat house. It seems our boy is quite infatuated with you and your unbelievable … bedroom skills, hon!”

		

		Inga laughed, embarrassed but happy that Riley was willing to help them because of her. She reached for the phone.

		

		“Hey, so just what do you have in mind for Saturday, cutie?” she asked when she had the phone up to her ear.

		

		Her face gradually turned even redder and she made a fanning motion with her free hand as she grinned at the other three girls and listened to what Riley envisioned doing to her. “Oh, my, you are an ambitious boy, aren’t you, darling? Oh … back there too? My goodness, Riley do you think that big thing of yours will actually fit in that tiny hole?”

		

		Inga laughed. “Well, I guess we can try, now can’t we? Of course, I’m serious – you goof! You help us get out of this mess and I’m totally yours for the day, darling. You can do me in any hole you want, as often as you can get it hard.”

		

		She smiled. “All right, we’ll see you right after school tomorrow night at your folks’ house, sweetie.”

		

		Clicking the phone off, Inga handed it back to Lee-Lee. The other girls were beaming at her.

		

		“Talk about taking one for the team!” Cyn giggled, high-fiving Inga.

		

		“Taking several for the team would be more like it,” Inga giggled along with her. “Riley’s not going to be alone at the frat house Saturday, apparently.”

		

		“Gangbang-orama for poor Inga!” Lee-Lee chuckled evilly, holding up her own hand for a slap.

		

		Marsha laughed along with her three friends and shook her long red tresses. “Old Amos Stallings on Friday afternoon then Riley and friends on Saturday ... you’d better get some rest this week, Ing. That hot bod of yours will be working overtime this weekend, from the sound of it!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“That one … definite keeper!” Cyn said, sitting next to Riley at the computer in Lee-Lee’s bedroom. “The resolution on that one is so tight that you could count the hairs in Kathy’s mustache ... if the little bitch had a mustache!”

		

		The four girls had dragged an extra chair into the bedroom so Cyn could sit next to Riley as they reviewed the hot lezzbo film footage on the forty-inch flat screen monitor on Lee’s computer. They weren’t interested in the newest film, with Inga, they were looking instead at the older footage, specifically the scenes between Kathy and Caren, with a “c” and between her and Bonnie, the other bleached blonde girl who had left Cyn’s group to cast her lot with Kathy.

		

		Over the last hour, they had gathered seven or eight shots from the film, freezing the footage with Kathy’s tongue up Bonnie’s snatch and with Caren’s up hers, and every variation on that theme anyone could think of. Riley had them all neatly loaded onto a disc for the girls.

		

		“Okay, I think that should be sufficient to sink our little turncoats right to the bottom of the Skank Ocean, don’t you?” Cyn asked when the last image had been loaded.

		

		“Oh, yeah!” Marsha chortled, patting Cyn on the back. “I don’t think she’ll be saying a word to anyone about us, or putting up many posters for Winter Fantasy Prom Queen, once you e-mail her a few of these and threaten to go public with them if she does!”

		

		Cyn looked back over her shoulder and up at Marsha questioningly. “E-mail? Who said anything about e-mailing anyone anything?”

		

		Marsha and the other girls’ smiles faded and confused looks took their place on the three lovely faces. Lee-Lee asked petulantly, “But if we don’t use these to threaten those snatches into keeping their mouths shut, what good are they?”

		

		Cyn’s answering smile was so evil Inga actually found herself involuntarily backing away one step as the group leader whispered malevolently. “I told you before. If someone fucks with us, they don’t just get whacked across the nose and told to cease and desist. They get dead!”

		

		“Y-You’re even scaring me a little now, girlfriend,” Marsha said. “Just what are you going to do with these?”

		

		Cyn grinned at Lee-Lee. “Do you still have the key to your dad’s office, from when you worked there part time last summer?”

		

		“Uh, yeah,” Lee-Lee said doubtfully.

		

		“Good,” Cyn replied, her smile growing even bigger. “Then that’s where we’re going later tonight, after it gets dark and everyone’s gone home.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Oh, yeah! That’s what I’m talkin’ about!” Cyn chortled, holding up the first glossy, poster-sized copy, fresh from Lonnie Ridge’s expensive copier.

		

		Under the caption that said, in fancy scrolled letters – Vote for Kathy Hayes For Winter Fantasy Prom Queen. There was a large, full-color picture of Kathy, stark naked, with her tongue pressed into Bonnie’s waxed-bare cunny, a look of leering hunger on Kathy’s face as she licked and sucked, a look of ecstasy on small-breasted Bonnie’s, her model’s face glowing with joy, her eyes half closed, her head thrown back in pure bliss as Kathy made her pussy orgasm with her hot little tongue.

		

		Under the picture, in smaller black type, was the campaign slogan Kathy had chosen for her own posters, which had showed up all over campus as of late this afternoon. She knows how to bring the fantasy alive!

		

		“Oh, yeah, baby,” Cyn giggled, staring proudly at the fake poster she held in her latex-gloved hand. “I’m all about the fantasy myself, you treacherous little cunt!”

		

		She held up another poster, with the same lettering, but this one featuring a picture of Caren beaming with pleasure as she got her huge naked tits sucked by Kathy, who was nude as well. Cyn looked over at Lee-Lee, who was running the machine. “I think a hundred of each, posted strategically around campus, ought to put little Kathy and her buddies solidly into private school somewhere to finish out the semester, don’t you?”

		

		Lee giggled and nodded, setting the machine for a hundred copies with her own latex-clad finger. “Oh, yes! Cyn, you’re bad! You’re so fuckin’ bad it hurts!”

		

		“I don’t think anyone’s going to much care what the three pussy lickers have to say about us after the sun rises on these little jewels around campus tomorrow morning, do you, Marsh?” Cyn turned and observed to her redheaded friend, a catty smile on her face.

		

		“Remind me never to piss you off, Cyn,” Marsha said, shaking her head in admiration at the sheer, take-no-prisoners nastiness of Cynthia Soames in action.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Where are you off to so early, young lady?” Anna Norgaard asked her daughter suspiciously the next morning as Inga slurped down the last of a cup of coffee at just after six.

		

		“Cyn and the girls are picking me up,” Inga replied guilelessly. “They wanted me to see the sun coming up at the beach, so we’re going out there now then back to school, so we won’t miss any class time.”

		

		Anna shook her head. “Those girls are nice, but they’re so… busy … and so are you, since you became friends with them. Out till ten on a school night on Monday then shopping after school with them and eating dinner out last night, on Wednesday then Lee-Lee and her mom wanting you for dinner at their house and a sleep over on Friday … I swear, young lady, we have to sit down soon and discuss your schedule.”

		

		Inga smiled and grabbed her book bag, anxious to avoid any more questions or being forced into telling her mother any more fibs. She had lied to her mom more in the last two weeks than she had previously in her whole life, but her current “activities” with the posse and with the Ridges pretty much precluded telling her mom anything even vaguely resembling the truth.

		

		“We’ll talk this weekend, Mama, I promise!” she said, hurrying for the door, knowing she was lying again even as she said it, remembering that she was already booked to fuck Riley and his friends all day Saturday.

		

		Maybe she could sit down with Mama and Papa on Sunday. After all, she should know about the Windsong audition by then, since she was due to fuck Mr. Stallings, and maybe his wife too, on Friday.

		

		God, I’m scheduled to do more fucking than a ten-dollar hooker, she thought as she ran down the driveway, toward a sleek BMW coupe that belonged to Cyn’s dad. It was the only car the girls had access to that had a backseat – besides Marsha’s noisy pink ’Cuda – so that all of them could ride together in one vehicle this morning.

		

		“Have you got the posters all ready to put up?” Inga asked as she got into the back seat next to Lee-Lee.

		

		“In the trunk and ready to hang!” Cyn chortled, handing Inga a pair of latex gloves just like the ones the rest of them were wearing – so as not to leave any incriminating fingerprints on the naughty posters that could tie any of them to the smear campaign – and pulling out onto the street. “Bend over and kiss your pretty little ass good-bye, Kathy, you bitch!”

		

		The four of them were soon laughing hysterically as they barreled down North Rodeo Drive toward the campus. When they got there and parked in the completely deserted lot, the girls gathered up equal numbers of the posters Cyn had carefully counted out and took off toward their pre-assigned quadrants, methodically tearing down Kathy’s real posters and putting up the … “new and improved” versions, as Cyn liked to call them.

		

		By seven o’clock, there wasn’t an original Kathy Hayes poster to be seen anywhere on campus, but there was, in Marsha’s words, “a shitload” of naked Kathy Hayes posters. Cyn and her girls drifted into the cafeteria when it opened, bought some coffee then strolled around the halls sipping it, waiting for the fun to begin.

		

		They didn’t have to wait long. At seven-thirty, Kathy and her posse came trooping regally down the hall toward Cyn and her girls, nodding and smiling to kids they passed, “working” the crowd like three politicians.

		

		But the “new” posse quickly began to sense something was very wrong today. Instead of kowtowing and nervously greeting Kathy and her crew of would be usurpers of Cyn’s throne, kids were openly sniggering at them now – even lowly freshmen were smirking and pointing as Kathy walked by.

		

		Cyn elbowed Inga in the ribs and giggled as Kathy finally focused on one of her posters taped to a locker in the hallway. The girl’s eyes went wide then her book bag hit the floor with a thud. Both hands came up to her horrified face as she realized the caption and lettering on the poster were right but that the picture was completely, radically … wrong!

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!” Kathy screamed, her shrill voice echoing down the corridor, cutting through the chatter of a hundred kids heading for class.

		

		Bonnie looked over at the poster Kathy was staring at in petrified disbelief and, suddenly, the thin blonde’s shriek was added to that of her leader.

		

		Caren glanced over, saw the offending poster and simply fainted dead away onto the concrete walkway.

		

		“Now that’s what I’m talkin’ about!” Cyn snickered happily, pumping her fist in victory.

		

		* * * *

		

		“I tried to tell you it was just a tad excessive!” Marsha whispered later that day.

		

		Cyn made a dismissive hand motion then took a bite of her salad. The four of them were sitting at their table near the window at the rear of the cafeteria, eating lunch.

		

		“Fuck that bitch up the ass with a splintery broom handle!” Cyn muttered, once again using her favorite put down of late.

		

		Inga moved around uncomfortably on her chair at the mention of asses and broom handles, her own butt just barely recovered from Monday night’s introduction to anal sex at the hands of Lee-Lee’s mom. She looked over at Cyn. “Are you sure she’s going to be okay?”

		

		“Oh, honestly, Ing!” Cyn replied, her voice completely unconcerned. “This is, like, the fourth time Kathy has ‘tried to kill herself’ since I’ve known her. All I can say is the fucking drama queen isn’t trying very hard ’cause the miserable little cunt never seems to succeed, now does she?”

		

		“Cyn’s right,” Lee-Lee said, taking a bite of her blueberry muffin. “The dumb bitch took, like, six diet pills and drank some fucking brandy! That’s supposed to kill you? Shit, I’ve taken worse stuff than that just to get high at a party.”

		

		Marsha nodded. “I’m not saying she’s in any danger of killing herself, not really. It’s just her lame try for sympathy … but her ‘suicide attempt’ is going to get the school administration fired up to try and find out who rat-fucked the bitch right into the mental ward by posting those pictures around campus!”

		

		Cyn laughed. “That’s why I had you guys be sure to wear those latex gloves whenever we handled them. There’s no way they can pin it on us.”

		

		Rory McRae came sauntering up to the table moments later, a huge grin on his handsome face. “I gotta’ hand it to you, Soames. That was a fucking classic! Where in the hell did you get those pictures? I got one of each squirreled away in my locker to take home and put up in my room as a souvenir. They’re real collectors’ items!”

		

		Cyn looked up at the swaggering athlete and smiled. “Why, Rory, darling, whatever are you talking about? You can’t possibly believe any of us would have had anything to do with what happened to poor, unfortunate Kathy?”

		

		Cyn’s face turned comically sad, as she hammed up her reaction to Kathy’s distress for her crew’s benefit. “Why, Kathy is our friend! We wish that poor nut job nothing but a speedy recovery and a rapid adjustment to whatever basket-academy her parents enroll her in when she gets out of the loony ward. She’s a little trooper. I bet she’ll be finger-painting with the best of them by spring break!”

		

		Rory McRae smirked. “If you’re that poor bitch’s friend, I’d hate to come across one of your enemies, Cyn!”

		

		The tall quarterback shook his head and strutted off to rejoin his friends, chuckling under his breath. Cyn shrugged. “I don’t think he believed me. I guess I’m going to have to work harder on my ‘sincere face’, huh?”

		

		* * * *

		

		By Friday morning, it was apparent Kathy Hayes was never going to be Winter Fantasy Prom Queen. Non-students weren’t eligible to run and Kathy’s parents had formally pulled her out of school late Thursday afternoon. The word went around campus that the girl was being enrolled in a facility in Arizona somewhere that offered full-time medical monitoring and mental health counseling in a “less stressful” setting.

		

		Caren and Bonnie still roamed the halls, looking like a pair of abandoned, bleached-blonde orphans until Friday then they both formally dropped out of school as well, electing to transfer to another, less prestigious nearby high school to finish out their senior year. Cyn and her crew reacted to the news with high fives. Even Inga, who felt bad for the other three girls but was so nervous about her “interview” with Amos Stallings at three o’clock that afternoon found she needed the strength and closeness of her friends more than ever.

		

		“You can do this,” Cyn whispered to her as they headed out to the lot to drive over to Cyn’s house so Inga could change into her interview clothes. “You held up fine when things got tough with Kathy and her cunts. You’re strong, Inga! You’ll sail through this like it was nothing, okay?”

		

		“I hope so,” she answered worriedly, getting into the BMW for the trip to Cyn’s house. “This sounded a whole lot less frightening earlier in the week!”

		

		Marsha and Lee-Lee were already parked in front of the Soames mansion when the girls pulled up. The foursome made their way quickly up to Cyn’s large bedroom on the second floor and laid Inga’s interview clothes out on the bed. Lee-Lee’s mom had spent a lot of time picking out what she felt Inga should wear to make the best impression on Amos – and his wife, if she showed up at the interview – and the final results of June Ellen’s painstaking selection process were now spread out before them on the bed.

		

		“Nice job on your bush, hon!” Lee-Lee commented when Inga was naked, pointing at the cute little bare slit with its short-cropped hedge of platinum blonde fur just above it.

		

		“Do you like it?” Inga asked hopefully, so nervous she was trembling as she stepped into the sheer red thong panties June Ellen had sent over with Lee. “Apparently Mr. Stallings favors a shaved pussy.”

		

		“If he doesn’t like that beautiful little thing then he’s a closet queer!” Marsha said in her gravelly alto voice, still eying Inga’s pussy. “Makes my mouth water just looking at it!”

		

		The four girls laughed nervously at her comment and Inga pulled on the matching, barely-there red bra that June Ellen had picked out, fastening the near-transparent cups by the clasp in front. Next, she picked up a wispy red blouse and put it on, looking at herself in the mirror across the room as she buttoned it. She stared intently at her image again and then undid the top two buttons, showing a lot of cleavage and milky-white bosom.

		

		She eyed the garter belt and black stockings doubtfully, never having worn anything like them before, but June Ellen had insisted there was no sexy way to shed a pair of pantyhose when you were stripping for a man and Inga had been forced to concede it was true, so a garter belt and stockings it was.

		

		Once she had the unfamiliar garments in place on her sleek legs, she had to admit, they did look sexy. She pulled on the tight black skirt that showed off her perfect little ass and turned this way and that in the mirror as she stepped into a pair of tall, black Louboutin heels June Ellen had bought for her and sent over.

		

		“Are you sure about the makeup?” Inga asked Lee-Lee nervously.

		

		“Just a light dusting of blush and some lipstick,” the girl said. “Mama was adamant about that. Apparently, horndog Amos is all hot about the fact you’re a schoolgirl … you know, just barely legal? So, Mama wants you looking young and naturally voluptuous and innocent, not all made up to the gills with eye shadow, mascara, foundation and all of that other shit, okay?”

		

		“Okay,” Inga said, doubtfully eying her image in the mirror again.

		

		She actually felt more comfortable with less make up, since she’d rarely worn any until just recently. Before moving out here, she’d always avoided makeup almost entirely because she didn’t want to call any more attention to her already arresting face by accenting her features.

		

		She took a deep breath suddenly realizing that feeling comfortable this afternoon was not an option anyway. How are you supposed to feel comfortable when you’re on your way to meet a man you don’t even know and let him … fuck you, she asked herself?

		

		“Well, give me the coat,” she sighed, holding out her hand toward Marsha, who was holding the expensive black leather coat from Neiman-Marcus that June Ellen had bought for her to wear to the interview. “I’m as ready as I’ll ever be, I guess.”

		

		Cyn stepped in front of her, her face suddenly very serious. “I don’t want to see any more of that sort of negative posture or attitude, do you hear? You’re going to get this part. You’re going to go in there and dazzle the bejeezus out of this old turd then fuck his lights out and get this part, okay?”

		

		“Okay,” Inga couldn’t help but grin at the obscene version of a pep talk Cyn had just given her. “Let’s do it!”

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Needless to say, Inga had never been to a movie studio before, but Cyn and the other girls had, lots of times. So, in no time at all, Cyn had piloted the four of them through Beverly Hills, into Century City and up to the gate at the sprawling Harmon Brothers Studios complex, where Amos Stallings had his production offices. Cyn barely stopped at the gate, waving at the guard and driving through as if she owned the place.

		

		She whipped the BMW through the narrow streets and over a few blocks until she came to a row of low-slung bungalow-type buildings with signs in front of each, announcing the presence of one famous production company after another. She pulled up in front of Stallings Studios and turned the engine off.

		

		“You … you guys don’t have to go in with me,” Inga stammered nervously as Cyn opened the driver’s door to get out. “I’ll be okay on my own.”

		

		“No, I want this old puke to know we’re here with you, waiting,” Cyn answered calmly. Maybe that way, you won’t have to … ‘audition’ so long, kid.”

		

		She grinned at Inga from behind her sunglasses. “Besides, I know this old bastard from way back. My dad starred in several of his movies back in the day. Amos even asked me to ‘audition’ for him once a couple of years ago when he came to a cocktail party at our house, the old letch!”

		

		“I didn’t know that!” Lee-Lee blurted.

		

		Cyn smiled at her crew. “I don’t tell you girls everything, you know!”

		

		“Why didn’t you do it?” Marsha asked, fascinated at this bit of new information about one of her oldest friends.

		

		“I don’t see my career as being in front of the cameras, somehow,” Cyn shrugged. “My dad is pulling some strings to help get me into Film School at UCLA next fall. I think I’d like to direct, eventually. With Kathryn Bigelow winning the Oscar for best director last year, I think women are going to have a much better shot at making it in that end of the business from now on, you know?”

		

		She turned toward Inga as together they walked into the lobby of the Stallings offices. “Who knows, maybe I can direct you in something some day, hot stuff. What do you think?”

		

		“You already have,” Inga grinned, some of her nervousness finally abating amid Cyn’s revelations about her own career goals. “Don’t forget our little epic-in-the- making on Lee-Lee’s computer and the hot scenes you laid out for me there!”

		

		The four girls roared with laughter as Inga finished that thought, causing the receptionist to look up from the paperback she was reading behind the big desk across the waiting room. She motioned toward the rag-tag assortment of empty chairs lining the walls. “Won’t you girls have a seat? Is one of you Inga Norgaard, I hope, here for a four o’clock with Mr. Stallings?”

		

		“Uh, I’m Inga,” the stunning blonde girl said quietly.

		

		The receptionist, who was about thirty, statuesque, and very pretty, looked Inga up and down appreciatively and nodded. “Of course, you are.”

		

		She pushed a button on her intercom. “Your four o’clock is here, Amos.”

		

		After a few moments, the leather-upholstered door with Stallings Productions written across it in brass-headed upholstery tacks, opened and a short, older, not very attractive balding man came out into the office. He was dressed in a pair of loud plaid slacks and a pullover knit shirt that merely emphasized the small pot gut that hung over his expensive-looking belt.

		

		“Hey, Cyn, Lee-Lee, how are you kids?” Amos Stallings asked politely, grinning and revealing a row of teeth so white, even and perfect that Inga guessed they had to be false, nothing else about Mr. Stallings being at all perfect.

		

		He turned his attention to Inga. “You look even prettier in person than you did in your photos, Ms. Norgaard, is it?”

		

		Glancing to his left, he ran his eyes over Marsha from her toes up to her face then back down to her huge breasts. “And who might you be, gorgeous? A friend of these other lovely girls, I’m guessing?”

		

		He extended his hand and Marsha smiled and shook it. “I’m Marsha Terry, Lionel Terry’s daughter?”

		

		“Hey, small world, isn’t it, my dear? Your old man has a couple of hundred grand of mine invested for me,” Amos Stallings smiled. “It seems to be growing too, which is more than I can say for some of my other investments in this crappy market.”

		

		“That’s what we like to hear,” Marsha bantered back. “I’ll tell Daddy I met you and that you’re happy with his work.”

		

		He eyed her again. “You got any interest in the movies, kid? You’ve got the looks for it.”

		

		Marsha laughed. “With my voice, I’d probably be better suited to porn movies, Mr. Stallings.”

		

		He threw back his head and roared with laughter. “Well, you’ve definitely got the looks for those too, if you wanted to go that way!”

		

		As the chuckles his risqué comment produced died away among the girls, he turned back to Cyn. “How about you, gorgeous? When are you gonna’ let me put you on the big screen?”

		

		“I told you before, Amos, I’m not going that way,” Cyn smiled at him coolly. “I’m just here to lend a little moral support to my friend, Inga. She’s the one who wants to be a movie star … unless maybe you’d like to give Lee-Lee a shot.”

		

		Lee-Lee actually blushed at Cyn’s brazen plug. She grinned bashfully at the older man and said, “Oh, Amos doesn’t want to audition me, Cyn. He likes more, uh, full-figured girls like you three for his films, don’t you, Amos?”

		

		He stepped closer to her, his big grin holding no more warmth than a shark’s. “Oh, I don’t know, cutie. I might find a little part for you to play someday soon.”

		

		Looking her trim figure up and down, he nodded appreciatively, doing everything but lick his lips. “You’re filling out real nicely.”

		

		Inga shivered, really, really not wanting to have anything further to do with Amos Stallings, but unwilling to back down now, in front of all her friends. She was actually glad Cyn and the girls were here. If they hadn’t been, she might not have had the guts to go through with this.

		

		“Well, back to work, I suppose,” he said at that moment, indicating to Inga the open door into the back of his offices. “You know where everything is around here, Cyn. We won’t be too long, but if you girls get bored with waiting, you can always drive them over to the commissary and buy ’em a round of cokes or something, okay? Just tell ’em to put it on my bill.”

		

		He turned back to Inga. “And now, my dear, if you’ll just step this way, we can get started with your audition, all right?”

		

		* * * *

		

		Inga hadn’t known exactly what to expect when the door closed behind her in Amos Stallings’s lushly decorated office. Would he just rip off her clothes and order her to suck his dick? Whatever she had been expecting, it wasn’t this.

		

		In short order, she found herself sitting in a nice leather client chair in front of a mahogany desk, and the short, stout producer sitting in a high-backed, black leather executive’s chair on the other side of the massive desk. Behind him was a large mahogany bookshelf that bulged with paperbound scripts from movies, leather bound books about lighting and the mechanics of camera angles and movement, the history of the American cinema, and numerous recent novels. Also casually displayed among the shelves were an Emmy, several Golden Globe awards, and two Oscars.

		

		“So, you are just as pretty as I’d hoped you’d be,” he said to start the interview. “Your skin is incredible, that hair is a show-stopper, along with those icy-looking blue eyes, and that build of yours is nothing short of spectacular.”

		

		He smiled at her. “Have you ever done any acting?”

		

		“I was a dancing snowflake in a kindergarten production at my grade school back in Minnesota,” Inga answered with a smile. “I was very good.”

		

		Amos Stallings roared with laughter. “June Ellen said your personality was really something, and it sure is!”

		

		He chortled some more. “A snowflake, that’s rich, kid!”

		

		After a moment, the smile fading, he asked, “Do you think you can act?”

		

		“I don’t know,” Inga admitted. “Lonnie Ridge told me that in this role, it wouldn’t make much difference whether I can act or not … that I would mainly just be set decoration.”

		

		She unleashed her most dazzling smile, deciding that if she were going to start trading on her looks, now was the time to do it. “One thing I can tell you, Mr. Stallings, is that when I have on a short-hemmed, low-cut dress that shows off my legs as well as my chest and I come into a room, people stop talking and just stare at me with their mouths open. Lonnie said the girl you’re looking for in this role had to have that kind of look. Was he right?”

		

		“Lonnie’s not a total idiot,” Amos Stallings answered slyly, staring at Inga as if he’d like to throw her on the desk and fuck her right there. “A girl’s having that sort of incredible beauty is a huge piece of the puzzle for this role. The gal we hire to play this part has got to exude a pure sex vibe that’s so strong the audience is going to believe a guy would flush his whole life down the toilet just to lay her, because otherwise the script doesn’t work.”

		

		Inga nodded, asking the producer, “Is that where the nude scenes come in? Lonnie and June Ellen both said there were a few nude scenes in the script for my character.”

		

		“Why do you ask? Do you have a problem with nudity, hon?”

		

		Remembering part of the discussion she’d had the other night with June Ellen in between bouts of cuddling and sex in the hotel suite – Inga recalled the experienced actress telling her how unbelievably lucky she was to even get a shot at a major “breakthrough” role like this one. No years and years of auditions and turn downs and waiting tables to make a living in between more “cattle call” mass auditions. This one meeting with Amos Stallings could mean a starring role for Inga, right off the bat, just because of her incredible looks and body.

		

		“No, I have no problem with nudity, Mr. Stallings,” she said after another moment’s pause, thinking about what June Ellen had said and deciding to use what she had to the fullest. “I’m proud of my body and I don’t mind showing it off a bit.”

		

		“Hey, that’s great!” Amos Stallings grinned. “In that case, let’s see what you got, kid, okay?’

		

		Inga sat motionless in the chair, not knowing what to do next. Stallings got up from behind the desk and came over to her. “Come on, cutie, let’s step back here for a minute, where we’ll be more comfortable, all right?”

		

		Amos Stallings took her by the hand and helped her out of the chair, leading her further back into the office, to a door. He opened it and Inga saw that the back room had been converted into a Hollywood set containing a queen bed, a few comfortable-looking wing chairs, night stands, with a small bathroom off to one side.

		

		An older woman, roughly Stallings’s age sat in one of the wing chairs, wearing only a thin blue wrap. Her hair was perfectly done, and was dyed a tawny red-gold color. Her breasts were very nice, much better than a woman in her mid-sixties would normally have displayed, so Inga knew immediately that they were as phony as Lee-Lee’s.

		

		“This is my wife, Claudia,” Amos Stalling said, undoing the belt on his slacks. “She’s going to help me … audition you, darling.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Inga found out something very interesting about Claudia and Amos Stallings a few minutes later, when they had her stripped completely nude in the hideaway bedroom and they were both naked along with her. They might have been degenerate, horndog pussy hounds, but they were also every bit the professional degenerate horndog pussyhounds.

		

		The pair didn’t just throw her on the bed and have at her, the way Inga was expecting. After a minute or two of oohing an ahhhhing over her breasts and ass and pussy and her general perfection, the married couple brought out three Windsong scripts and handed one to Inga. It was opened to a page wherein her character, Marcie Moncrief, was ranting about everyone being so taken with her looks and her youthful body that no one ever paid any attention to her, as a person.

		

		Amos grinned at the nude girl’s somewhat shocked reaction to receiving a script to read instead of a cock to suck and said, “I’m going to read the dad’s part, and Claudia’s going to follow along and give you advice on how to punch up your reading as we go along, okay, kid?”

		

		Inga was very surprised by this turn of events. From the horror stories she’d heard about the Stallings, she had thought the pair would be all over her by now. Instead, they actually wanted to hear her read a scene!

		

		“I can’t tell you how many inexperienced girls I’ve auditioned in the past who were hired to do a nude scene, who could do a few lines perfectly in acting class, with their clothes on, or in my office, or even on the set, with other actors,” Amos smiled.

		

		“Then you get ’em on a set wearing just their birthday suits, with a full crew and lights and cameras, and they’d freeze up bigger than shit ... couldn’t say a line or hit a mark if their lives depended on it.”

		

		Claudia smiled at the naked girl as well and nodded her agreement. “You’re fucking sensational looking. But we really need someone who can act at least a little bit, sweetie. So, let’s take it from the part where the dad character says: ‘Baby, what’s bothering you?’ All right, Inga?”

		

		“Okay,” Inga laughed, relieved that this was – at least to some extent – a real audition, but now worried about her ability to actually play a part. “But I already warned you, I’m not exactly a professional actress, and this role seems to call for slightly more than dancing around like a snowflake or just showing off my body!”

		

		“It’s going to work out fine, I think,” Claudia assured her. “Just put yourself in this gorgeous, self-centered girl’s place and react as you imagine she would, and you’ll do great dear.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Twenty minutes later, Claudia Stallings looked over at her husband, beaming with joy. She shook her perfectly coiffed locks. “Your lifetime body of work, and the Oscars and the other awards are impressive achievements, darling. But I suspect that what people in this town are really going to remember you for fifty years from now is giving this girl her first starring role.”

		

		Amos smiled, looking at Inga hungrily, his huge cock as big as a small billy club as it thrust out stiffly in front of him, his erection enhancement drugs obviously having kicked in during the reading. “You’re probably right. We’d better get our little piece of this sweetie before she gets to be too big a star to put out anymore!”

		

		Claudia laughed and tossed her script onto a chair. She was standing behind Inga, and now she moved up close and reached around in front of the naked teen and took a big, sumptuous breast in each claw-like hand.

		

		“How do you feel about eating pussy, little girl?” she whispered into Inga’s ear, rubbing her big, hard, silicone breasts against the girl’s back.

		

		Inga slipped out of the woman’s grasp, so excited by the job she had done with the scene she had just read, and by how incredibly … good she had felt reading it, that she suddenly wasn’t nervous at all anymore … not about acting in the movie or fucking Amos Stallings and his wife or any of it. She turned and peered into Claudia’s wild, slightly deranged-looking green eyes and smiled seductively, reaching around and grabbing the older woman by both ass cheeks, digging her fingernails in lightly to the woman’s flabby buns as she ground her big tits into Claudia’s set of silicone-enlarged boobs.

		

		“I eat pussy better than anyone you’ve ever been with, Claudia!” she hissed, licking her lips, acting the role of a wanton slut.

		

		She was now imaging this whole thing as a movie scene, a camera nearby, recording her seduction of this old skank and her ugly husband. With every second that passed, Inga was becoming more confident. The cold reading of the script had done her self-assuredness a world of good. She had nailed it. She knew now she could act well enough to carry off this role, and she was ready to do whatever she had to do to make sure she got it.

		

		“Let’s get in that bed and I’ll show you just how good I am at licking pussy!” she whispered to Claudia, digging her fingers into the older woman’s ass even deeper.

		

		“G-God, yes!” Claudia Stallings croaked, her voice cracking with lust for the exciting young girl who was proving to be so unexpectedly eager and hot to be bedded.

		

		Inga glanced over at Amos’s dick as she maneuvered his wife onto the bed and got in next to her, having slipped Claudia’s thin wrap off on the way over to the mattress. She was relieved to see that, even though his huge organ lived up to its billing – it was at least a foot long and very thick – the head was smooth and bullet-shaped, not flanged wide with a big helmet like Lonnie and Riley’s cocks were.

		

		Even if he decides to put it up my butt, I should be able to take it all right, she thought as she settled in next to Claudia and began to make out with her. She closed her eyes, not wanting to look at what she was kissing, because Cyn and Lee-Lee’s warnings about Claudia’s over-enthusiasm for plastic surgery turned out to be accurate. Up close, the woman’s face was a crazy-quilt of cheek implants that no longer looked natural, skin that was so tight across the eye sockets she doubted Claudia could even blink properly anymore, a chin that had been lifted so many times it was scarcely human – all pasted over with a thick coating of very expensive makeup.

		

		After kissing and tonguing Claudia’s mouth for what seemed to Inga like an hour but was probably closer to ninety seconds, the younger girl worked her way downward, reluctantly kissing a lot of wrinkly granny-skin across the older woman’s upper chest until she came to the taut breast mounds themselves. She licked all around Claudia’s big, reddish-brown nipples and sucked first one then the other, her fingertips tugging and pulling at whichever nub she wasn’t busy suckling.

		

		“Oh, you sweet baby!” Claudia gasped with pleasure. “Oh, Amos! This kid is hot as hell in the sack!”

		

		“Yeah? I’ll be the judge of that,” he cackled with laughter, getting onto the bed with them.

		

		In moments, Inga found her face buried between Claudia’s wrinkly, out of shape thigh flesh, her mouth pressed against the woman’s shaved pussy. Amos moved her small body around the way he wanted it, up onto her knees, her ass thrust up in the air, her head between his wife’s legs. Claudia’s clit was very large – about the size of half an adult woman’s little finger – so Inga had no problem finding and sucking it into her lips just as she felt Amos part her own cunny with his massive, torpedo-shaped dick and ram himself home.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhh! Oh, God, what a big one!” she lifted her head for a moment and moaned theatrically, remembering what Riley had told her about all guys loving to hear how huge their cocks were and suspecting Amos was no exception.

		

		“You know it, blondie!” the old man sighed with contentment, his whole massive penis buried in the girl all the way up to his plumb-sized balls. “Biggest prick in Hollywood!”

		

		That’s what everyone says about you, that’s for sure! Inga thought wryly, laughing at her own little joke. A lot of people thought of Amos as the biggest prick in town – not as the owner of the biggest prick in town!

		

		“Fuck her, darling!” Claudia hissed excitedly. “Fuck her hard! She’s got the body for it … and oh, baby, can she eat a pussy. She wasn’t kidding about that. This little girl’s fantastic with that pretty mouth of hers.”

		

		Amos Stallings gripped Inga hard by each ass cheek and banged the meat into her for all he was worth. She moaned and sighed appreciatively, not liking what he was doing to her nearly as much as she would have if he had been younger, more handsome and considerate of her pleasure –but not that repelled by it either.

		

		Fucking is pretty much fucking, she thought, concentrating on putting on a good groaning, sighing, moaning show for the Stallings, and on eating Claudia’s ugly, not very tasty pussy with equally-faked passion. I’ve got to make this unpleasant old bitch come while pretending her hubby is the big-dicked answer to a girl’s prayers.

		

		“Ohhhhh! It’s so goooooood!” she wailed a moment later, lifting her head out of Claudia’s juicy lips again for a moment. “You’re fuckin’ me so great with that monster cock and your wife’s pussy is sooooooo sweet.”

		

		“Goddamn! She is a hot one, isn’t she?” Amos crowed, sweat starting to rain down on Inga’s ass and back as the man huffed and puffed and fucked her like a steam drill. “And baby, is her little pussy tight and slick?”

		

		“Oooooooh, Amos, darling … give it to her!” Claudia babbled ecstatically. “Give her your big, hard dick. She’s making me come already! Oh, can she ever suck a clitty!”

		

		Amos gasped as he watched his wife of many years buck and wriggle her hips against the beautiful girl’s talented mouth. He waited until Claudia had squealed with joy that she was coming hard then slowly stopped fucking the girl’s cunt.

		

		“T-Take mine now,” he managed to pant, easing his ready-to-explode dick out of Inga’s wet snugness. “Turn around and suck me off, you hot little bitch.”

		

		Inga quickly did as he asked, managing to swallow almost every inch of his gleaming prick. She licked all around it as she sucked, enjoying the taste of her own sweet cunny lube on it after the slightly acrid, thin mouthfuls of Claudia’s she had just swallowed. She sucked hard and bobbed her head enthusiastically, her big breasts shimmying all over the place.

		

		“She’s the prettiest girl I’ve ever been inside of!” Amos sighed. “Oh, oh, fuck, here it comes!”

		

		Amos’s big nut sack jerked and Inga’s sucking mouth filled instantly with watery, salty, bland-tasting semen. She swallowed it and immediately received another. Her thoughts drifted back to Lonnie Ridge and his son and all the boys she’d blown at the party the other night and how their come tasted … how it had felt in her mouth just before she gulped it down for them.

		

		This is the worst spunk I’ve ever had in my mouth. She made the mental comparison, gulping down another mouthful and feeling relief when the next squirt was much smaller and the massive cock began to deflate between her lips. If every guy’s jizz tasted like this stuff, I might never give another blowjob.

		

		* * * *

		

		“You’re really something, kid!” Amos sighed twenty minutes later.

		

		Inga’s head was in his lap, her lips going up and down on his once again stiff prick. Claudia was licking Inga’s cunny from behind, her long, rough tongue lovingly caressing the pink flesh.

		

		At least she knows how to do a good job of that, Inga thought approvingly. It feels really wonderful, especially since I don’t have to look at her poor ruined face while she eats me this way.

		

		“Are you ready to take this up that pretty little ass of yours?” Amos chortled, eying the unbelievable beauty with her lips around his huge pole.

		

		“Oh, yes!” Inga panted for breath, releasing the man’s hard prick and lying prettily to him. “I’m just dying to feel that big thing in me … back there!”

		

		Amos Stalling beamed and shook his bald head in disbelief, “Goddamn! I can’t believe what a little hottie you are, Inga. If you hadn’t brought that big cheering section of girls with you, I’d invite you home with Claudia and me for the weekend, so we could really put you through your paces!”

		

		Inga shuddered inside at the very idea of a weekend like that – and was thankful Cyn had insisted on coming inside with her – but kept the eager smile on her face as she stared up at the powerful producer as she thought to herself; Talk about the weekend from Hell!

		

		Instead, she managed to grin provocatively at Amos and say, in her sexy Marsha-like voice, “Maybe we can do that real soon, baby, as soon as Windsong is finished!”

		

		“Yeah!” Amos nodded enthusiastically. “That’s a date! Just as soon as we get this movie in the can, the missus and I will have you over for a weekend of sex you’ll never forget, honey! That’s a promise!”

		

		“Mmmmmm, I can hardly wait,” Inga lied again, still smiling, as Amos got up onto his knees and positioned her on her hands and knees just the way he wanted her.

		

		“Sixty-nine, darling!” Claudia purred, sliding in under Inga on her back, her face coming to rest just under the girl’s pussy as Amos set the head of his now lubed up dick against her anus.

		

		“Oh, yeah!” Inga said excitedly, not minding Claudia’s mouth on her pussy again in the least, especially in light of what was about to happen to her ass! “Eat me, darling! Eat me good while your wonderful husband gives it to me just the way I want it – right up my hot little ass!”

		

		Claudia giggled like a schoolgirl and ran her tongue all over Inga’s slit as her husband pressed forward. Inga moaned, not having to act even a little bit as she whimpered. “Oh, holy fuck, what a big one!”

		

		* * * *

		

		Inga did her level best to walk normally as she left Amos Stallings’ office a half hour later. She had used the small bathroom to clean the man’s thin semen out of her insides as best she could, then had stuffed a little tissue up her bottom so any residual jizz would not leak out and stain her skirt as she rode back over to Cyn’s to change back into the clothes she’d worn to school today.

		

		“Baby, are you okay?” Cyn asked as the four of them went outside, a comforting, stabilizing hand on the girl’s shoulder.

		

		“My butt hurts,” Inga confessed, tottering slightly on her high heels. “He’s just as big as everyone said he was, and he puts that huge thing all the way up into your guts when he does anal, let me tell you!”

		

		“Oh, you poor thing!” Marsha growled, glancing angrily back over her shoulder at the office as they helped Inga into the BMW. “I have half a mind to go back in there and tear that little prick, Amos, a new asshole too!”

		

		Inga smiled up at her tall redheaded friend. “It’s okay. I’ll be fine … and … most importantly, I got the role!”

		

		“Whooooo!” Lee-Lee shouted, clearly stoked by her friend’s success. “Way to go, Ing! I knew you could do it!”

		

		“Fuckin’ ‘A’!” Cyn said, pumping her fist. “Way to go, pretty girl! We’re proud as hell of you!”

		

		“Yeah,” Marsha agreed, beaming happily. “Now let’s get you back over to Cyn’s and get some lotion up that bottom, okay?”

		

		* * * *

		

		Once back at the Soames mansion, the girls carefully removed Inga’s new outfit and packed it away in her backpack so it would still look nice when she transferred it to her closet and lingerie drawers. Marsha had her get on the bed and turn her naked body over onto her tummy while Lee-Lee fetched some aloe-based lotion out of Cyn’s bathroom. Marsha worked a healthy squirt of it deep into Inga’s still throbbing anal sheath.

		

		“Y-You don’t have to do that!” Inga whispered, embarrassed, turning her head back over her shoulder as Marsha gently massaged the soothing lotion down into her sore anus with a finger. “I can do it.”

		

		“Shhhhh, what are friends for if they can’t help get that pretty little ass of yours back on the road to recovery?” Marsha chided her, finishing up and wiping her hand on a towel Cyn handed her.

		

		Inga giggled. “You perv! You were just looking for an excuse to play with my butt!”

		

		“Always!” Marsha shot back teasingly, giggling too.

		

		“Thanks,” Inga whispered, her face going serious. “It does feel better.”

		

		“Good. Let’s lay a strip of this along your ass crack so the lotion doesn’t seep out onto your panties or your skirt and stain them,” Marsha said, tearing a tissue out of a nearby box and gently pressing it into the girl’s bottom-cleavage before pulling Inga’s everyday panties back up and into place.

		

		“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” Cyn agreed approvingly. “It might be hard to explain to your mom if you had a little line of come and lotion leaking out your butt onto your skirt when you got home!”

		

		Inga gave a guilty laugh of agreement at that mental image and slipped into the bra Lee-Lee handed her. She looked around the room at the other girls. “Do all you guys do … anal?”

		

		The other three looked at each other, then smirked, nodding that they did. Inga grinned and shook her head, getting up off the bed and pulling on the blouse and skirt she’d worn to school that morning. “All the choice pussy in this room and guys want to fuck us in the ass! What’s wrong with boys and men anyway?”

		

		“A mystery for the ages, Ing,” Cyn assured her. “You go to all the trouble to learn to suck cock and swallow like a little porn goddess and how to fuck like a bunny and all they want to do is bang you in the ass like a pack of queer boys!”

		

		Inga giggled at that assertion, as did the rest of her friends. Her face eventually took on a more serious look as she checked her clothes in the mirror, making sure she was ready to go home and face her parents.

		

		“I just hope Riley is gentle tomorrow,” she said to the girls, thinking about her scheduled session with the older boy the next day. “I mean, I did promise him he could do me wherever he wanted, as many times as he wanted if he’d help us with Kathy, and he came through for us.”

		

		She sighed. “I just hope my poor bottom can take another pounding after today! I wouldn’t be worried, normally … except that Riley’s cock is just so … big, you know?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Cyn picked up Inga promptly at nine-thirty the next day. She had told her mother she and the raven-haired posse leader were going shopping and she’d be home sometime in the late afternoon.

		

		Truthfully, she planned to call later and lie to her mother and say they were having such a good time she wouldn’t be home until evening, so she would have enough time to give Riley and his fraternity brothers their “money’s worth” today. Her mom wouldn’t like it, but there wouldn’t be much she could do about it by then, since Inga would already be out of the house and over at Riley’s. Mama could demand she come home, but she couldn’t really make her come home right away.

		

		I’ll probably get grounded if I get home too late, she told herself worriedly as Cyn drove them toward Riley’s frat house on the nearly deserted Saturday morning surface streets. But a promise is a promise, and Riley did save our bacon with Kathy, so I intend to keep my word, too, and give him all the sex he wants today.

		

		The phone in her purse rang when they were halfway to Riley’s. Inga knew the call was from June Ellen and answered it quickly. Leaning back against the comfortable leather of the BMW’s seat, she watched the pretty southern California scenery sail by, enjoying the January sunshine as she held the phone up to her ear.

		

		“Good news, sweetie!” June Ellen blurted happily as soon as mutual greetings had been exchanged. “I just heard from Lonnie. He’s down at the office this morning and he just spent an hour on the phone with Amos.”

		

		June Ellen sounded very excited as she went on. “You must have really impressed that old goat and his wife yesterday – he’s sending the signed contracts over by courier this morning for my role in Windsong … and for yours! So, you can pick up yours here at the house, after Lonnie gets back from the studio, either later this afternoon or tomorrow, whatever you want. Then you can show it to your folks and get their approval, okay?”

		

		She didn’t even wait for Inga to answer, rushing ahead to say. “And then, as soon as you sign yours and either your mom or your dad witnesses it, our deal is as good as locked.”

		

		After a short burst of triumphant laughter, June Ellen let the final shoe drop. “And here’s the best part … the old tightwad actually agreed to the half a million Lonnie was asking for your part! He’s paying you five-hundred grand for your debut role in Windsong!”

		

		Inga just stared out into space, watching the palm trees go by, grinning. She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry with joy!

		

		A half million dollars, and I’m just barely eighteen, she thought ecstatically. Daddy will be so impressed! He’s always hoped I’d find some sort of career that paid well!

		

		“Nothing to say?” June Ellen sounded slightly disappointed by the silence that greeted her breathless announcement. “That is an absolutely huge contract for an unknown with no experience, darling, let me tell you!”

		

		“I-I’m sure it is,” Inga finally managed to stammer after another moment.

		

		Inga’s thoughts had gone back to something June Ellen had said prior to all the talk about money, about getting her folks’ approval so she could sign her unbelievably generous contract. She cleared her throat and asked, “Do I really need my parents’ approval to sign that contract? I am eighteen, after all.”

		

		June Ellen thought about it for a moment then admitted, “No, I guess you don’t, honey. It’s just you’re always so concerned about getting home on time and about what your parents think and pleasing them that I just assumed you’d want their approval for something so … enormous!”

		

		Inga sat back and considered that. It was true she and Daddy and Mama were as close as could be, and she’d always tried to live her life in ways they approved of; ways that would please them.

		

		Until she’d been forced to move out here, that is! Ever since then, some of the things she’d done wouldn’t have pleased them at all – had they’d known about them.

		

		I have a huge amount of money coming my way, and a lot more in the future, if I do a good job on this movie, she thought. This is my big chance to fly on my own from now on ... to do things Mama and Daddy might not approve of, if I choose to.

		

		The “discussion” she had had with her mother a few days ago, about getting some sort of car for her to drive flashed across her mind. Inga had finally decided she wanted to get her own car – since absolutely everyone in southern California seemed to have a car and everyone drove everywhere – no one seemed to walk anyplace or take the bus. But it hadn’t really been much of a discussion – her mother had simply pooh-poohed the whole idea.

		

		“Oh, Inga, don’t be silly!” she had said. “I can take you wherever you want to go, then come and pick you up. Besides, your friends all seem to have their own cars, so what do you need with one? It’s just an added expense we can’t afford – and everything here is so expensive to start with. We don’t need any more bills!”

		

		Inga suddenly realized, with half a million dollars, she could handle the “added expense” easily. She wanted her own car and now she suddenly didn’t have to beg her mother and father for their approval to get it, either. Not anymore!

		

		“I’ll stop by tomorrow and sign the contract at your house,” she heard herself saying into the phone. “Lee-Lee can witness my signature, can’t she? After all, she’s eighteen too, right?”

		

		“Uh, surely, dear,” June Ellen said, surprise in her voice.

		

		But the older woman was able to change mental gears quickly. She put the talk of Inga’s parents aside. “We can take a little time when you come by to sign it to discuss the up-coming week as well. Amos is planning on using your status as a complete unknown in the PR campaign for Windsong … starting this week. He’s decided to play up the idea of you being one girl in a million in the press releases. You get the idea ... ‘one girl in a million to be blessed with a face and figure and acting talent like yours’? And he’s also planning on emphasizing the fact he’s paying you a fortune for your first role to generate even more publicity, to stir up interest in both you and the movie.”

		

		She laughed. “Amos is a born huckster. He’s going to play you up as a miracle find. You know, friend of one of the co-star’s teenage daughter, classmates at Beverly Hills High … a chance meeting followed by a long-shot audition and the reading of a lifetime? He’s going to milk this situation for all it’s worth, publicity-wise, so be ready to be interviewed by all of the entertainment shows like Hollywood Insider and Entertainment Nightly, and to have TV crews following you down the hallways at school, taking pictures of you going into class and so forth.”

		

		Inga swallowed hard, realizing her life was about to change completely once again, just when she was getting to like it the way it was! Oh, well. I guess no one pays you that much money for nothing, now do they?

		

		* * * *

		

		“Do you want me to come inside with you?” Cyn offered, coming to a stop in front of Riley’s frat house. “I’d just planned on going shopping this morning after dropping you off, and maybe getting some sun by the pool this afternoon. So, I can come in and help you fuck some of these clowns, if you want me to.”

		

		Inga laughed. “No, I wouldn’t hear of it! I promised, so it’s my debt and I’ll pay it. But thanks for offering.”

		

		“Okay, but I just hate the thought of you getting put through the ringer like this for us,” Cyn said, a sincere look of regret on her pretty face.

		

		“It’s okay,” Inga smiled, patting the top of the car with her palm. “I’m a big girl. I said I’d do it, so I’ll do it. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

		

		Cyn waved and drove off. Inga turned and walked up the steps to the three-story house. She rang the bell and a tall, very cute older guy in his mid-twenties answered it.

		

		“Hi, I’m here to see Riley Ridge?” Inga said, smiling at the boy.

		

		The guy beamed and motioned her inside. “Right this way. Riley said you were the knockout of all knockouts, but I thought he was just blowing smoke again!”

		

		Inga just smiled and followed the boy into the bowels of the house and up a flight of stairs. Riley’s room was the third one on the left. They passed several small groups of leering college boys on their way to the room, two of whom Inga recognized from the other night.

		

		She blushed slightly as she realized she had already fucked both of them at least twice and blown one of them as well, but they merely smiled broadly and winked at her as she passed them. She wondered idly if she would be doing them both again today and was a little shocked to realize she wouldn’t mind a bit if that turned out to be the case. They were both really cute and, as she remembered, they were both excellent fucks too.

		

		I’m becoming such a little tramp, she had the thought as her escort indicated Riley’s room, then left her standing in front of it. She knocked on the closed door.

		

		Riley opened the door moments later and Inga gasped. He had a bruise on one cheek and his lip was split just slightly at one corner. His face looked as if it had been healing for the better part of a day or two. He hadn’t looked like this when she’d seen him on Wednesday at his parents’ house – when he’d done the computer work for the posse.

		

		“What happened to you?” she asked sympathetically, hating to see his awesome good looks marred like this.

		

		“I’ll tell you all about it,” Riley said with a sheepish grin, coming out into the hallway, a small suitcase in his hand. He pulled the door closed behind him.

		

		Inga stared at the case. “Are we going somewhere?”

		

		“I’ll tell you about that too,” he said, wrapping his free arm around her waist and hustling her back toward the stairs.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Where are we going?” Inga asked, snapping her seatbelt closed as Riley fired up the engine in his late model Corvette.

		

		The top was down and her overnight case was stowed in the small trunk. Riley put the powerful-sounding car into gear and eased off on the clutch and the long, blue roadster growled its way out of the lot in back of the frat house.

		

		“We’re headed for Newport Beach, honey,” Riley said, checking the nonexistent traffic and starting off down the street.

		

		In no time, they were on the Santa Monica Freeway, motoring east, then on the 710 Freeway, headed south, for Long Beach. As they tooled along in the comfortable two-seater, Riley put the power windows back up, so he didn’t have to yell over the wind noise as he told Inga how his face had come to look the way it did.

		

		“After you guys told me about what this Kathy chick was up to Wednesday night, I asked around once I got back to the house and found out that Sean Hallowell is Kathy’s cousin,” Riley explained.

		

		Inga thought back and realized the second boy she’d fucked Saturday night, the boy with the veiny cock, had been named Sean. She looked over at Riley expectantly, urging him to go on with his story.

		

		“Anyway, when I braced him later that night about ratting you guys out to his cousin, he denied it at first,” Riley said, changing lanes then accelerating on the nearly empty freeway. “But when I told him what a conniving bitch Kathy was being about what he’d told her, the guy finally came clean and admitted it had been him.”

		

		“What happened then?” Inga asked, touching Riley’s bruised cheek lightly with her fingertips.

		

		“I got mad and called him an asshole for giving this Kathy snatch the dirt she was threatening to use to get my sis and her friends, especially you, in hot water at school,” Riley admitted. “He got pissed in return, heated words were exchanged, then he sucker-punched me.”

		

		Riley gave her a rueful smile. “The guy actually got in two pretty good licks on my face before I wiped the floor with him.”

		

		Inga’s heart beat faster. She knew it was juvenile, stupid and horrible to be thrilled about two boys fighting over her – but no one ever had before – and she had to admit, she was thrilled.

		

		“Oh, Riley, your poor face,” she cooed, stroking his cheek. “You shouldn’t fight. You might have been badly hurt.”

		

		He laughed. “I took full contact Kenpo karate lessons from the time I was twelve until last year. If anyone was going to get hurt, it wasn’t me.”

		

		He shook his head. “Sean was a boxer of some sort, as it turned out. I’ll admit, the guy had quick hands or else he’d have never landed those two punches, but that turned out not to be nearly enough.”

		

		Inga sighed, ashamed of the fact her nipples were hard inside her bra as they buzzed along the freeway in the beautiful convertible. She could feel her pussy getting damp as she imagined Riley beating up the other boy over her honor. She wondered what had happened after the fight, so she asked.

		

		“There’s going to be a membership review panel convened at the house next week,” Riley shrugged. “Nothing’s going to happen to me, but Sean might get booted out of the frat. It’s considered bad form for a gentleman to kiss and tell, especially when telling might get a gorgeous and generous lady such as yourself – who so graciously consented to share her favors with us lucky guys – into trouble of some kind.”

		

		Inga felt herself blush. “Is that what you call what I did? ‘Sharing my favors?’”

		

		“Well, it sounds much more gallant than …’ pulling the train’, darling!”

		

		The two of them were still laughing at that much more graphic, naughty description of Inga’s activities last Saturday night. They left the freeway a minute later at the Long Beach off-ramp. Riley piloted them over to Highway One and they headed south, toward Huntington Beach and Newport Beach, the Pacific Ocean on their right, the breeze wafting through the open car, palm trees dotting the sandy landscape.

		

		“This a beautiful drive!” Inga said at one point, a delighted smile on her face as she watched the waves roll in. “Where are we going?”

		

		“I took a suite for us at a hotel right on the beach in Newport,” Riley said, smiling over at her.

		

		“Oh, but I have to get home later,” Inga said sadly. “I can’t stay out all night!”

		

		“We don’t have to stay all night if you don’t want to, darling,” he smiled. “It’s just that I wanted a beautiful, quiet place with a big bed for us to spend the day together in, that’s all.”

		

		“You must have a bed in your room back at the frat house,” Inga offered.

		

		“Yeah, but it’s not right beside the ocean with a beautiful view, and I wanted the day to be special for you, hon,” he answered. “Besides, I didn’t want a bunch of my frat bros hanging around out in the hallway, listening to us in bed.”

		

		Inga smiled, liking that answer very much. “How wonderful of you to do that, Riley.”

		

		She waited a moment then asked, “What about what you said the other night on the phone, about’ sharing my favors’ again with a few of your frat brothers?”

		

		His handsome face became more serious. “I think I’m through doing that, unless you really want to kid. I’m pretty sure I want you all for myself from here on out, okay?”

		

		Inga felt her body shudder slightly as a tiny pre-orgasmic thrill rippled through it at his words. She whispered shyly, “I think we might work something out there, darling.”

		

		* * * *

		

		The hotel Riley checked them into was a small, boutique establishment that looked right out onto Newport Beach. The place wasn’t nearly as pricey or plush as the Beverly Hills Hotel had been – the last place where Inga had found herself ensconced for an afternoon love tryst with Riley’s mother. The irony of that particular fact wasn’t lost on her, as they rode the elevator up to the third floor and checked out the pretty little suite with its stunning view of the ocean and the beach yards away.

		

		“Oooh, this is wonderful!” Inga sighed, opening the slider leading out to their private little balcony with its gorgeous view.

		

		“Would you like to take a walk and look around a little before we … uh…” Riley’s voice broke off and he looked over at the pillow-topped queen-size bed sitting so invitingly over in a corner of the room by a small gas fireplace.

		

		“I would!” Inga smiled up at Riley, loving his nice manners and his decision not to rush her right into bed, but to treat her as if they were on a romantic date instead of a pre-arranged sex rendezvous. “I’m from Minnesota, you know. We have the Great Lakes, but even as big as they are, they’re still not the ocean, so I’m intrigued by the idea of sand and surf and palm trees.”

		

		He took her in his arms and gave her a brief, but very sensual kiss before leading her back downstairs and out onto the walk that went right in front of their hotel, the broad, sandy beach just on the other side of it. Putting his arm around her waist, they strolled along happily, heading for a long pier that jutted out into the placid ocean.

		

		“This is so nice,” Inga sighed, nestling into him as they walked about halfway down the big pier. They stared into the bay and out at the wide horizon made up of seemingly never-ending ocean and sky.

		

		Seabirds looped overhead, squawking and diving, landing on the pier, hunting for a dropped French fry or a scrap of hamburger bun. She laughed at the rowdy, raucous gulls with their hooked beaks and fearless stares, the large, imperious birds almost demanding to be fed.

		

		They walked down further until they encountered a weathered looking old man with a deep tan who was fishing from the pier. He had one small bucket with bait in it and another much larger one that contained seawater and a number of nice-sized fish.

		

		“What ya’ got there, old timer?” Riley asked.

		

		“A sea bass, some sanddabs, two bonitos, and a mackerel,” the old man said proudly.

		

		“That’s quite a haul,” Riley said, grinning. “I’ll have to remember this spot the next time I want to go pier fishing.”

		

		“Not this spot,” the old fellow said with a half-toothless, good-natured, answering grin. “This is my spot! I’m here near every day. But you can wet a line anywhere you want a little further down the pier, young fella.”

		

		Inga and Riley laughed and headed back toward the shore, her arm around his waist now too. She put her head on his shoulder. “So, you’re a fisherman, huh?”

		

		“Nah, not really!” Riley laughed. “But old guys love it when you ask them about something they love to do. Just ask my old man about the movie or TV business sometime and see what happens.”

		

		Inga stopped walking and turned toward him. He put his arms around her and they kissed for a long time, the warm sun on their shoulders and the breeze off the ocean ruffling their hair as their tongues dueled sensuously.

		

		She was really liking Riley a lot the more she got to know him. She liked his kindness in stopping to talk to the old man, his bold heart when it came to defending her rather dubious honor at his fraternity, his willingness to spirit her away for the day on this wonderful sightseeing expedition instead of just dragging her into his room at the frat house and banging her brains out all afternoon.

		

		“How about some lunch, gorgeous?” he asked her when they finally broke off the kiss and walked back to the boardwalk. “There’s a couple of funky restaurants just down the way that serve pretty good food.”

		

		She smiled at him and nodded and he took her hand. They window-shopped their way down the boardwalk until they came to a restaurant they liked. Along the way, he bought her a baseball cap that said “Newport Beach Boardwalk” and a pink tee shirt with glittering gold lettering proclaiming her to be a “California Girl”.

		

		“I think I’m really starting to love it here, in California,” Inga said a few minutes later as they sat at a high table in front of the window, watching the people on the boardwalk stroll by, waiting for their meal as they sipped tall ice teas.

		

		“You are?”

		

		She grinned at him. “January, over sixty degrees and headed for seventy, a beautiful beach, a sweet guy to spend the day with … palm trees. What’s not to like?”

		

		“You don’t miss the snow?” he kidded her gently.

		

		“Not so much,” she laughed. “I had some good friends I grew up with, and I miss them. But I’ve got Cyn and Marsh and Lee now … and you.”

		

		She reached out and put her hand over his on the table and gave it a squeeze. “I’ll adjust.”

		

		* * * *

		

		You are the most beautiful creature in the universe,” Riley whispered, kissing her earlobe, his hands toying with her naked breasts as they lay together in the middle of the bed an hour later. “I thought it might have been all the dope and booze and the firelight in the rec room the other night. But here, in the bright sunlight, sober as a judge … you’re still the most beautiful girl in all creation!”

		

		Inga giggled with delight at his adoring words, but couldn’t resist teasing him just a little. “In the entire universe? Have you seen the entire universe? There might be girls out there who make me look like a royal bow-wow for all you know!”

		

		Riley sniggered and stopped playing with her incredible breasts just long enough to take her right hand and wrap it around his throbbing manhood. “Girls who are purple and have three tits and one eye don’t count! Now, why don’t you suck that for me a little, oh, Queen of the Universe?”

		

		“You know what they say about beauty being in the eye of the beholder, don’t you?” she whispered, sliding down the bed until her mouth was level with his huge, up-raised cock and turning over onto her stomach.

		

		“I know one thing,” Riley sighed with pleasure as her tongue touched his prick tip. “You sucking my cock is the prettiest sight I ever hope to behold!”

		

		Inga gobbled it up, sliding every inch of it into her lips and throat, just as she had done with his father’s last Sunday night and began to suck. Riley gasped with delight and closed his eyes, reaching under her and recapturing her nipples, tweaking them gently as she blew him.

		

		After only a few more minutes of Inga’s sensual mouth work on his rigid dick, Riley put a restraining hand on her forehead, stopping her head bobbing in mid-thrust. He grinned at her.

		

		“I love coming in that cute little mouth and watching you gulp it down for me, babe,” he whispered softly. “But right now, I’m just dying for a little more of that sweet, incredibly tight little pussy of yours, okay?”

		

		“Mmmmmm!” Inga grinned back happily, getting up onto her hands and knees from where she’d been lying on her tummy between Riley’s legs.

		

		Her breasts were pumping with excitement from his expert nipple-play for the last five minutes, and from the thrill of having her mouth on his big cock. Her pussy was juicy as could be. She had enjoyed sucking his mammoth prick for him and would have gladly let him come in her mouth, if that had been his choice, but she wanted it inside her again just as much as he wanted to put it there!

		

		“That sounds super to me, darling,” she murmured, using her sexy Marsha-growl, her eyelids at half-mast from desire. “How do you want me?”

		

		“Come here,” he sighed, opening his arms.

		

		She scrambled over to him and knelt straddling his body. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her forward so he could kiss her, his tongue delving immediately into her mouth.

		

		Inga sighed, leaning back, feeling his huge dick right up against her butt. She shifted around just slightly and Riley’s fat cockhead nudged up onto her wet cunny lips.

		

		Reaching back behind her for a moment, she found his shaft and lined the head up with her slippery opening then leaned back slightly, his thick knob pushing past her juicy lips and then up inside them. Inga moaned and toyed eagerly with Riley’s tongue with her own, working her hips up and down, driving his long prick all the way up into her in a few quick strokes.

		

		He sighed happily, his lips coming off hers. “What a pussy you’ve got, sweetie! You’re the tightest, wettest, slickest little girl I’ve ever been inside of!”

		

		“Really?” Inga smiled broadly, riding him. “I bet that takes in a lot of girls, doesn’t it, you handsome stud, you.”

		

		Riley smiled back, reaching up and catching her bouncing tits, one in each hand. His fingers went to work once again on her stiffened pink nubs as she bounced up and down on his buried cock. “I won’t lie. I’ve had my share, cutie.”

		

		His handsome face went serious as he stared raptly into her beautiful blue orbs. “I got my first piece of ass when I was barely thirteen, and I must have had … I don’t know … dozens? Maybe a hundred – who counts? – since then.”

		

		They gazed into each other’s eyes for a moment, Inga’s perfect little ass going up and down on his massive organ. Riley smiled, very sincerely. “But you’re far and away the prettiest girl I’ve ever fucked and the prettiest girl I ever hope to fuck. Not to mention being one of the sweetest kids I’ve ever met in my life. I could really go for you, Inga … you’re very, very special!”

		

		Inga felt her heart do a little flip in her chest. She had so little experience with boys – let alone with savvy, sophisticated young men of the world like Riley – she wanted so much to believe him, to accept what he was saying was real … that he had actual feelings for her.

		

		But she kept remembering Lee-Lee’s cynical words about what a player her brother was, what an unmitigated pussy hound and cocksman he fancied himself. She didn’t know whether what he was telling her was heartfelt or just a line he used on every girl he got his big old cock into!

		

		Her pussy rippled up and down his gliding prick just then and Inga knew one thing for sure – that it was doing marvelous things to her little clitty as it slid up and down the hot, slick surface of his dick. She was going to come soon, and it felt incredibly good.

		

		“Oh, Riley,” she sighed, her eyes half closed in rising ecstasy at how wonderful it felt to have his beautiful whopper of a prick up inside her. “I’m going to come on your sweet cock, darling!”

		

		She opened her eyes and stared full-on into his handsome face, her pussy fluttering again, just on the brink. “Do you really care for me, Riley?”

		

		“God, yes, Inga!” he gasped, his dick jerking inside her. “You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me, girl! I can’t fucking get enough of you babe!”

		

		With that, he released her nipples and wrapped his arms around her, drawing her forward, mashing her big tits into his chest as their hungry mouths came together again. Inga moaned, his tongue teasing hers once more, and she felt her nipples jerk against his chest and a huge streamer of hot jizz rocketing up into her womb.

		

		Oh, fuck, am I ever coming, she thought as the room spun slightly and her vision went red for a brief second. Her cunny orgasmed like crazy around her Riley’s beautiful cock!

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		“So, am I really lucky enough to be in bed with the next huge movie star in Hollywood?” Riley asked, a playful smile on his face.

		

		They were cuddled against the pillows piled in front of the headboard, staring out at the ocean and the very beginnings of a gorgeous sunset. For the past twenty minutes or so – ever since their first fantastic mutual orgasm – they had just been kissing, snuggling and talking. Inga had finally told Riley about what had happened with Kathy and her crew, and about his mom and dad becoming her agents and getting her the “interview” with Amos Stallings, about her subsequent juvenile lead role in Windsong.

		

		To her surprise, he had known all about that part, thanks to a phone call last night from Lee-Lee. She had already told her brother about the trip to the movie studio yesterday, and Inga’s unfortunate, but career-launching, session with Mr. and Mrs. Stallings.

		

		“I’m a little surprised she called you,” Inga said. “I know she’s your sister, but for some reason I had the idea you two weren’t all that close. I didn’t figure the two of you for late night phone call buddies.”

		

		Riley chortled. “You got that right, kid. We hardly ever talk unless I’m home for some reason and our paths cross. We rarely call each other just to chat.”

		

		She turned her head and looked at him. He smiled and went on, “Sis called last night to make sure I knew what happened between you and that old prick, Amos Stallings. She told me he’d fucked you in the bottom, long and hard, and that you were pretty sore back there yesterday evening. She made it clear that if I tried to do the same today and hurt you worse than you’re already hurting, she’d rip my dick off the next time we saw each other and beat me to death with it.”

		

		Inga put her hand up to her face and giggled into it, thinking, Lee-Lee, my ferocious little ninety-pound defender!

		

		“So, I’ll bet you were so terrified of what she might do to you that you could hardly sleep last night, eh?” she chided Riley.

		

		“Not exactly,” he grinned back at her then caressed her cheek softly with his fingertips. “But I was glad she called and told me about it. Because I had been, you know, planning to … do you back there today. You have, without a doubt, the finest little ass in all of southern California.”

		

		Inga felt her face coloring but she didn’t look away. “Well, I guess if we go really slow and use lots and lots of that slippery stuff…”

		

		“No,” Riley said, cutting her off, not smiling now, his eyes assuming a loving look as they held hers. “Not this time. Let’s give that cute little bottom of yours a rest. Lee-Lee was right about that. I don’t want to take a chance on hurting you, Inga.”

		

		He took her in his arms again, drawing her near. “I never want to hurt you, beautiful. I care about you too much to ever do that.”

		

		With that, his lips were on hers and her tongue was back in his mouth. She could feel her pussy getting even wetter, her nipples spiking against his chest. Her heart fluttered in her chest again. He was a gorgeous man, and so sweet ... once you got beyond that swaggering, smart-guy act he projected to the world. She reached down and gently stroked his rapidly swelling cock, loving its size and heft and the way if felt between her fingers.

		

		“I bet I know something you’d like almost as much as doing me back there, darling,” she whispered to him when their lips finally separated a minute later.

		

		She kissed her way down his chest, pausing to lave his manly little nipples thoroughly with her hot tongue. Sliding onto her stomach again, she aimed his long, fat cock at her mouth and smiled up at him.

		

		“Just relax and enjoy, sweetheart,” she murmured, licking all around his rock-hard glans. “I’m going to do this for you better than anyone’s ever done it before.”

		

		She let it slip all the way into her slick lips, her tongue caressing every inch of it as she began to suck. Riley sighed, a huge grin on his handsome face.

		

		“It’s already better, babe,” he whispered, watching her beautiful face glide up and down. “Because it’s you that’s doing it!”

		

		* * * *

		

		At six o’clock, Inga slipped on one of the heavy terrycloth guest robes she found hanging in the closet and stepped out onto the balcony with her cell phone. She called Cyn and told her where she was and what a wonderful day it had been, then told her she was calling home next.

		

		“I needed to check in with you first and see where you were,” Inga explained. “I doubt my mom would ever call your house, just to check up and make sure I was really still with you, but if she did and you were home and I wasn’t there…”

		

		“I can see that,” Cyn answered quickly. “Well, don’t worry, I blew off tanning today and just ended up going from one mall to the next. Marsh and Lee hooked up with me and we’re doing some intense power shopping, so if your mom calls my house looking for you, she’ll be out of luck.”

		

		Before Inga could reply, Cyn laughed and added, “I was going to say it’s too bad you’re not with us, ’cause we’re having a blast, but I have to admit, Riley’s a really good fuck, so I bet you’re having even a better time, girlfriend. And that romantic suite overlooking the ocean sounds dreammmm-eeeeee! Have fun, pretty girl. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

		

		Cyn clicked off and Inga smiled. She hit “one” on the speed dial and her mom answered on the second ring.

		

		Inga told her mother she and Cyn were hopping from mall to mall, accompanied by Lee and Marsh, and that the girls were buying out the stores and the four of them were having a ball doing it. Her mother scolded her for staying out all day again when she’d originally said she’d be home by late afternoon but, in the end, she relented and told Inga to have a nice time with her friends.

		

		“But I want you home right after the stores close, young lady!” Anna insisted. “You girls don’t need to stay out all day and all night too.”

		

		Inga said she’d be home by ten at the latest and got off the phone before she had to lie any further. She was happy to be out of trouble but slightly bemused by how easy she now found it to mislead her mom.

		

		Maybe I am going to be a good actress, she thought as she stared out at the ocean and the last of an absolutely gorgeous sunset over the orange-gold water. I’ve told more lies in the last month than I did in my whole life before we moved to California, but Mama doesn’t seem to suspect a thing.

		

		“So, what’s the verdict?” Riley said, sticking his head and shoulders out the sliding door and onto the balcony.

		

		Inga turned and smiled at him, noting with pleasure he was still completely naked. That was just how she wanted him!

		

		“I told my mom I’d be home at ten, so we have until then, darling,” Inga told him, smiling happily as she stepped back into the room where she quickly doffed her robe once more. “Do you want to go down to the dining room and eat dinner or…”

		

		She cut her eyes back over toward the bed, where the gas fireplace was now blazing invitingly, casting a sexy, welcoming glow about the plush little room. Riley smiled back and scooped her into his arms. “We can grab something to eat later, when I’m driving you home. Right now, I just want you with me in that bed, babe!”

		

		“Mmmm, good choice,” Inga grinned and kissed him.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Like this?” Inga asked, looking back over her shoulder.

		

		It was a quarter to nine. Riley had fucked her three times since the phone call to her mother, making her come five more times. Inga was full of his slick, warm semen and so happy and excited she could barely believe it.

		

		I just love to get fucked, she told herself, easing her juicy-slick pussy back onto Riley’s unbelievable dick. I especially love getting fucked by my sweet Riley. His cock is incredible and, even though he shoots what seems like a gallon of come into me every time he goes off, he always seems to be able to get it hard again right away.

		

		“Just like that,” Riley answered, Inga spearing her well-jizzed cunny back onto his erection, sitting back onto his groin the new reverse-cowgirl position he’d just arranged her lush little body into.

		

		“I don’t know if I like doing it this way, sweetie,” she said, turning and looking back over her shoulder at him again as she began to move her hips atop is buried prick.

		

		“Why not?”

		

		“I can’t see you while I’m, you know, fucking you this way!” Inga said with a little mock pout. “I love to see my gorgeous Riley while he’s doing me.”

		

		“You can’t see me when I’m fucking you doggie style either,” he reminded her with an evil-sounding chuckle. “And you came twice, screaming like a banshee, when I did you that way earlier.”

		

		Inga giggled and worked her hips a little faster, loving the slick, hot friction of his big dick against her tight walls, his cock skin feeling glorious, teasing her swollen clit as he fucked in and out of her. She smiled back at him. “Why do you like it this way, instead of me facing you?”

		

		“I like it that way too, honey,” he told her truthfully. “But this is great too, because I get to see that fantastic little ass of yours when you’re riding my prick, facing away from me.”

		

		Inga snorted. “Men and their fixation on asses, I swear!”

		

		“Pretty girl, yours is a work of art,” Riley retorted, reaching out and giving the object in question a quick, sharp slap with his palm on the next downward thrust. “Goddamn, but your whole body is incredible!”

		

		“Naughty boy,” Inga sighed, “I know you want to fuck my bottom so bad you can taste it … don’t you?”

		

		Riley laughed and admitted he did. “Next time we get together, honey. Your cute little perfect butt is mine!”

		

		He smacked her across the bottom again and Inga sighed. If her ass was just a tiny bit less sore inside, she would have let him have her butt right then and there. He felt so wonderful up her pussy, and he had given her so many fabulous, intense orgasms today she truly wanted to please him in every way possible, but she knew her irritated anal lining wasn’t quite up to the challenge today.

		

		Next time. Next time he can butt-fuck me all he wants!

		

		“Here, let me show you another one, babe,” Riley said just then, his voice sounding tighter.

		

		Inga was learning his little quirks. She now knew the tightness in his tone meant that his balls were also tightening up. He was going to come again pretty soon.

		

		“Stay just like you are, right above me, facing away, but instead of kneeling, get your feet up on the bed and put ’em where your knees are now,” Riley instructed her. “Then just squat over me and put me back inside. After that, you can bounce that pretty little butt of yours up and down on me, doll!”

		

		“Mmmm, okay,” Inga said eagerly scrambling to do as he had said.

		

		She wanted to learn as many different sexual positions as she could. She just loved to fuck and she wanted to become as proficient a bed partner as her sweet Riley was!

		

		As soon as she was in position, Inga let herself back down, the big cock punching back up into her super-slick lips as easy as could be. She sighed, loving the way he felt up inside of her, and began whipping her little pussy up and down on him, going faster and faster as she got used to the motion.

		

		“Damn, but you can fuck, kid!” Riley gasped, her cunny a blur of motion, Inga leaning forward, gripping his legs just below his kneecaps to steady herself then really letting him have it – her tight teenaged pussy gliding up and down on his massive shaft like a well-oiled machine part.

		

		Inga felt her stomach begin to tighten. Riley’s hardness felt so good, so … right up inside of her. Her clitty was throbbing like mad and her big tits were bouncing all over her chest as she rode him.

		

		“I’m gonna’ come again, honey!” she panted. “Oh, Riley! I’m gonna’ come again on your big, beautiful cock, darling!”

		

		“M-Me too!” Riley wheezed. “Inga … you’re fucking sensational, you know that?”

		

		Both of them groaned loudly seconds later, and Inga felt her pussy gripping his prick hard, just as a fresh fountain of jism sprayed up into her womb. She squealed with joy and fucked him even faster, the whole room seeming to turn a reddish-brown, sepia color for a moment as her whole body shivered with the exquisite sensation of total release.

		

		* * * *

		

		Riley’s Corvette rumbled to a stop four houses up the street from Inga’s. They kissed for what seemed like forever, their tongues dancing against one another, his arms tight around her.

		

		“Mmmmm, we’d better stop or this thing’s going to get hard as a brick again then I’ll have to use my mouth on it to get it to go down,” Inga told Riley with a little smile, patting his lap as the two of them broke off the sensuous kiss at last.

		

		“And that would be bad … because?” Riley asked her teasingly.

		

		“Because it’s two minutes to ten and this thing has come so many times today, I bet it would take at least fifteen minutes of my absolute best licking and sucking to get it to go off again, darling … then I’d be late getting home, wouldn’t I?”

		

		“Not the way you give a blowjob, gorgeous!” Riley grinned at her.

		

		Inga giggled. “Sorry, sweetie, but I really do have to get inside. My folks are probably going to be mad at me for staying out all day, even though I did call. I can’t afford to get them super-pissed by being late on top of that.”

		

		Riley nodded then asked hopefully, “Next weekend?”

		

		“Are you sure want to take me out two weeks in a row, you naughty boy?” Inga asked with a coquettish little smile.

		

		“I think I’m probably going to want to take you out every week, pretty girl,” Riley said, his face moving closer to hers, his expression serious. “As I said earlier today, I can’t seem to get enough of you, Inga Norgaard!”

		

		He kissed her again and Inga felt her heart turn over in her chest. She let out a huge sigh of frustration when she finally drew away from him.

		

		She did not want to go in the house! What she really wanted to do was to tell Riley to drive her back to their beautiful hotel room and throw her in bed and make love to her all night long.

		

		“Can we go back to our little room overlooking the ocean next weekend, darling?” she couldn’t help but ask.

		

		Riley frowned. “We might be able get away with that, hon, but I don’t know. From what you said about old Amos and his publicity blitz, we might have a problem staying incognito here pretty soon … you know, paparazzi and gossip show cameras and all that waiting for you every time you go anywhere?”

		

		Inga’s jaw dropped. “You’re kidding, aren’t you?”

		

		Riley flashed a bemused smile her way. “If what my mom told you is true, you could be right in the eye of the publicity hurricane by next weekend. We’ll just have to see. I’ve lived in this town my whole life, and I’ve seen what suddenly being famous does to a person’s privacy. It ain’t pretty, believe me.”

		

		Inga sat motionless in the car for long moments. It seemed inconceivable to her that her ability to move around like a normal person, to go where she wanted, when she wanted, with whomever she wanted, might be gone forever by as early as next weekend.

		

		“I don’t give a damn, myself,” Riley grinned at her. “I wouldn’t mind if everyone on the planet knew I was shacking up in a hotel with the hottest, prettiest, sexiest girl on earth next weekend, but you’ve got your career to think of now. Plus, from what you’ve said, your folks might be a little shocked to see Riley and Inga running into a hotel followed by a throng of photographers and camera crews shoving microphones in your face, asking you if I’m your steady guy, and have we been dating for long, and when we’re getting married and all that crap.”

		

		Inga sighed, realizing he wasn’t just teasing her, that what he was suggesting could very well happen.

		

		“Don’t worry, babe,” Riley said assuringly. “Like I said, I grew up in this town. If we want to slip away for a day, there are ways to do it and believe me, I know all of them.”

		

		She was relieved by his confidence. Nodding, she opened the door and got out of the convertible, shivering slightly in the cool night air now that she was outside the range of the car heater.

		

		“Call me?”

		

		“You know it doll!” Riley grinned and put the car into gear.

		

		* * * *

		

		What a week this is shaping up to be, Inga thought as she walked up the street toward her parents’ house. Publicity, TV stories about me, that contract to sign tomorrow at June Ellen and Lonnie’s house then I’ll have to break the news about all this to my folks … and of course, they’ll freak out at first, I know.

		

		She turned up the driveway to the house, her arms hugging her body against the rapidly cooling night air. In her heart, she knew it wasn’t just the chilly temperature that had her shivering slightly.

		

		Movie star … luscious Riley for a steady boyfriend … photographers following me around day and night. Inga walked up to her front door, hesitating before she opened it, as though the life waiting for her on the other side of it were too new and different and scary to face.

		

		Fuck it! I’ve got the posse and Lonnie and June Ellen and Riley in my corner, and I bet Mama and Daddy are going to be proud of me too, once they get used to the idea of me being in the movies as a career. I can DO this!

		

		Taking a deep breath, she opened the door and went inside.

		

		The End…For Now!
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