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		Chapter One

		

		Inga Norgaard watched the old movie flickering across the new, huge flat screen television in her bedroom intently. She was mesmerized by what she was seeing. One of her new friends at Beverly Hills High—a kid named Orrin Richie; whose dad was some kind of big-deal television producer—that she had met recently in her History of Cinema class this semester had lent the DVD to her.

		

		Orrin, as it turned out, was a real movie geek who knew everything about everything when it came to film and actors. Just for his own amusement, he had cut together this disc featuring some of the most famous scenes from the career of an old-time actor named Laurence Olivier, a guy Inga had vaguely heard of but had never paid any attention to before.

		

		Now, lying back on her bed, painstakingly observing every move the old British actor made on screen, she found herself thinking: This dude rocks!

		

		So far, she had seen this guy totally own the screen whenever he appeared on it in a number of what Orrin had assured her were absolute classic films: Wuthering Heights, Rebecca, an old, old version of Pride and Prejudice, Hamlet, a flick called The Entertainer, Othello, something called Sleuth—that one was just intense!—a sweet television play entitled Love Among the Ruins, and finally as the Nazi villain in a movie with Dustin Hoffman, back when Hoffman was actually young, called Marathon Man. That one had nearly blown Inga off the bed; this Olivier guy was so scary in the role of the demented dentist in the film.

		

		“Is it safe?” Inga said aloud, perfectly mimicking Olivier’s very believable German accent in this movie. “God, what creepy performance—so fucking real!”

		

		No wonder Orrin told me that a lot of people rate this guy as the greatest actor who ever lived, she thought to herself, shaking her long, perfect, natural-platinum hair in amazement at the man’s obvious talent.

		

		Inga’s cell phone, set on the silent mode, began buzzing around the top of her nearby nightstand. Idly, her eyes still drawn to the actor on the screen, she picked it up and read the caller ID.

		

		Adie! She looked at the clock and realized, with a sinking heart, that she had promised her oldest friend in the world, Adele, “Adie”, Anderson a phone call tonight. She sighed, realizing that by getting so caught up in what she was watching, she had fucked up again. It was nine-thirty here in Beverly Hills, so that meant, with the time zone difference, it was eleven-thirty on a school night back in Minnesota, where Adie and her folks lived, and where Inga and her parents had lived until earlier this year. In early January of this year, Inga’s dad had accepted a prestigious new job out here, along with a huge raise in pay, and they had moved to the west coast.

		

		“Hey, kiddo,” she said, clicking the “pause” button on the DVD remote and answering the phone. “I’m sorry I forgot to call you earlier like I said I would but I was in the middle of something.”

		

		“Oh, hey, that’s all right. I know you’re busy,” Adie said solicitously. “God, Ing, I saw you getting interviewed on the Hollywood Insider tonight! How frigging incredible is that!”

		

		Inga sighed. She and Addie had been best friends since early grade school, right up until the time the Norgaards had moved west. It struck her as mildly irritating to hear adulation in the voice of someone she’d shared so much of her life with…after all, she was still just Inga—only more famous now!

		

		“Yeah, I’ve been interviewed by a couple of the other celeb gossip shows as well,” she told her friend. “Those will be on the air right away too, I imagine. You know those guys, Ad; they don’t want to be thought of as being behind on the latest buzz…you know?”

		

		“God, Inga, is it weird…being on TV all the time?”

		

		She sighed again. “To tell you the truth, Ad, it’s fucked is what it is. Having a horde of assholes with cameras following you around, never leaving you alone, elbowing each other out of the way so they can be the one to get the down-blouse shot of your tits or a crotch-shot of your panties as you’re getting out of a car…that’s what it’s like.”

		

		There was dead silence for a few seconds and Inga realized that she had just screwed up yet again. Back when she and Adie had been inseparable, about the strongest language they ever used was “frigging” or something like that. And Adie had always been the more daring of the two, language-wise, actually saying the forbidden “f” word—fuck—out loud once in a great while when she was really pissed or overly excited about something. Now it was Inga who routinely cursed like a sailor, except around her folks.

		

		“Uh, I’m sorry about the language, Ad,” she finally said to break the shocked silence. “But kids I hang with out here talk a lot differently. All of my friends in the Posse use words like ‘asshole’ and ‘fuck’ and even ‘cunt’ as if they were saying “Gee, whiz!” I guess it just sort of rubbed of on me.”

		

		Adie giggled like a five-year-old who just heard big sis say something really “naughty” and Inga smiled, remembering how naïve she had been when she’d first gotten here a few months ago. Back before she’d become part of Cynthia, “Cyn”, Soames’ little group of senior girls who ruled at Beverly Hills High—cattily referred to as the Pussy Posse behind their backs by envious non-members, but never to one of the inner-circle’s faces, of course—Inga had been as pure as the proverbial driven snow that seasonally blanketed the tiny Minnesota town where she and Adie had grown up.

		

		St. Croix, Minnesota, her old hometown, was located forty miles out of Minneapolis, and was as small and down-home and friendly a place as it could be. Beverly Hills was like an entirely different planet!

		

		“That’s cool, Ing,” Adie now assured her hastily. “I get that life out there in Hollywood is way different—you’re a frigging movie star now, for God’s sake!”

		

		Inga laughed. “Not so’s you’d notice. Right now, I’m still more of what they call a ‘media-created celebrity’. We haven’t even come close to starting production on Windsong yet, but Amos Stallings, the producer, is a demon for publicity. He’s got the whole town talking about his newest discovery…Inga Norgaard, the Nordic Goddess. The most beautiful, most talented, most sensational new screen presence since Marilyn Monroe!”

		

		Inga’s laugh turned bitter after she’d said that. She told Adie: “I actually read that in an interview with him the other day, Adie. That sick old fuck, Amos, is comparing me to Marilyn Monroe already, and we haven’t even had a script run-through yet, let alone shot so much as one frame of film!”

		

		“It sounds like you’re really feeling the pressure, Ing?” Adie asked, concern crowding into her voice.

		

		“Actually, I am in a very odd place right now, Ad,” Inga answered truthfully, thinking about her current situation as she spoke. “I have this really cool boyfriend, named Riley, who’s the older brother of one of my best friends from the Posse, Lee-Lee Ridge, but he and I don’t spend as much time together as we’d like because he goes to USC and I’m still in my last semester of high school, plus, dating is difficult when you’ve got an army of bozos with cameras following you around.”

		

		She paused, then added, “I’m the most popular girl in school, of course, and the most talked about, stared at, leered at, and most envied girl as well. Absolutely everyone in school knows who I am…fuck; everyone in North America knows who I am, thanks to Amos and his publicity machine, and yet I haven’t said a line yet in front of a camera!”

		

		After a brief pause, Inga blurted out angrily: “Who knows if I can even act or not, Adie? That’s what I was doing when you called, looking at old movies, checking out the moves of some of the really great actors from the past, to see if I can figure out how it’s done when you’re really good at it.”

		

		“Couldn’t you, like, take lessons or something?” Adie asked. “I thought studios even paid for that kind of thing.”

		

		“Not Amos Stallings, hon,” Inga said with a short, humorless laugh. “I swear that man’s still got the first penny he ever earned! That huge contract he’s playing up in the press— “one of the biggest contracts ever offered to an unknown”, as he likes to call it?”

		

		Inga snorted again. “So far, I’ve gotten exactly twenty-five thousand dollars out of the half a million he keeps talking about the contract being worth. The whole thing is conditional, Adie; I signed it, so I got twenty-five thousand. I do the press he wants me to do leading up to production, and I get another fifty thousand. I find an acting coach that meets his criterion—and pay for it myself, mind you! —and ‘develop satisfactorily’ as an actress under that coach, and I get another fifty grand. And on and on it goes, until the movie is eventually released and then I finally get the last installment of my money.”

		

		There was another awkward silence. Finally, Adie offered, “Still, twenty-five thousand dollars, Ing! That’s a lot of money for a high school kid. Remember last summer, when we both clerked part time at the Buy Big store in the mall? We only made, like, five hundred bucks each for two whole months!”

		

		“Most of the first twenty-five grand is already long gone, Ad,” Inga admitted. “I bought a big screen for my room, and a fancy blue-ray player, and some clothes, oh, and I bought a car too!”

		

		“Wow, your very own car? What kind did you get, Ing?”

		

		“Well, Lee-Lee’s folks, June Ellen and Lonnie Ridge are my agents; they got me the gig in Windsong, ‘cause June Ellen is going to play, like, the second female lead in it, and she introduced me to Amos and set the whole deal up,” Inga explained. “That means that they get ten percent of what I make. I know it sounds like a lot, but most agents out here nowadays get fifteen, from what I’ve learned, so it’s not so bad.”

		

		Inga took a breath and finished her convoluted explanation about the car. “Anyway, to celebrate my big movie contract and June Ellen’s—she’s getting, like, a million dollars for her role in the movie, plus what she’s getting paid for being my agent—Lonnie bought Riley a brand new Corvette that he’s been bugging his folks for, so Lee-Lee got his old Corvette, which is only, like, two years old, and I bought the old Mercedes convertible that Lee-Lee had been driving. It’s six years old, and it was Riley’s first car, from before he got the first Corvette, see?”

		

		“It sounds like you’re the new unofficial youngest daughter in that family, Ing,” Adie commented.

		

		“Yeah, I guess I kinda’ am at that,” Inga laughed somewhat hollowly, thinking to herself how complicated her actual relationship with the Ridge family was and that if her old, conservatively-raised friend Adie even suspected how wild that connection really was, she’d wet her pants!

		

		How would dear Adie take the news that, so far, I’ve done everything there is to do, sexually, with Riley, and that I once gave his dad, Lonnie, a really sweet blowjob, during which I swallowed every drop of spunk he had in that huge nut sac of his? What would she say if I went on to tell her about Lee-Lee and me eating each other’s pussies all night long a couple of times…or about the hot night I spent in that expensive suite at the Beverly Hills Hotel with June Ellen, Riley and Lee-Lee’s mom; Lonnie’s wife, for God’s sake?

		

		Inga couldn’t help smiling as she thought about that conversation with Adie; a conversation that could never happen, obviously. What would the dear girl say about Lonnie and June Ellen deciding that June Ellen should instruct Inga in the ways of lesbian sex in preparation for her Windsong “interview” with Amos Stallings and his switch-hitting wife, Claudia, an ex-movie starlet herself, from back in the day when Amos was still a young letch? And what would her old friend say if Inga told her the truth, that no girl got a choice part in one of Amos’ movies unless she fucked him and licked off Claudia’s skanky old cunny a few times first?

		

		Unless the girl was Angelina Jolie or someone really famous already, of course; actresses of that caliber got a pass on the casting couch stuff—but tender young meat like Inga? They got Amos’ twelve inch, Viagra-fired cock right up their cute little butts, and then pretended to love it, or they didn’t get the part!

		

		Just at that moment, Inga heard Adie’s mom shriek in the background: “Are you on that phone to California again, Adele? I’ll ground you until you’re thirty, young lady, if the phone bill this month is as high as it was last month! And what are you doing up this late on a school night? It’s nearly midnight!”

		

		“Sounds like you gotta’ go, huh?” Inga asked.

		

		“Uh, yeah,” Adie whispered. “Talk to you soon, Ing. And I’ll be watching for you on TV too!”

		

		Smiling, remembering how many times Mrs. Anderson had yelled at her and Adie for one thing or another over the years when they were growing up, Inga shut off the phone and turned the DVD back on. She finished up the Olivier disc and hit the changer. Another DVD her new pal Orrin had made of other great English actors began. This one featured some other old guys Inga had barely heard of, Richard Burton, Albert Finney, Richard Harris, and a man named Michael Caine, who Inga had heard of—he’d played Batman’s butler in the last Batman flick. And she’s seen him on television in some other things too, movie roles from when he was younger.

		

		“For some reason, the English produce the best male actors,” Orrin had explained as he handed her the DVD’s he’d brought to school for her to take home with her. “But I put a couple of great American actors on another one for you, Brando, and James Dean, and a guy named Dennis Hopper, who just died, like, a month or two ago.”

		

		Inga sat back and watched. She couldn’t believe how cute Richard Harris had been when he’d been younger. The only other time she could remember seeing him before this was in the early Harry Potter films as the ancient headmaster of Hogwart’s School of Wizardry!

		

		***

		

		“Man, that guy was seriously good-looking!” Inga remarked around midnight, when the James Dean segment was nearly completed. “And damn, could he ever act?”

		

		She had read the short biography on Dean that Orrin had sent along with the clips and was amazed to see that the talented young actor had made only a few major films before being killed in a highway accident in his sports car. He had only lived to be twenty-four years old, and was a Hollywood legend because he’d died so young and had never made a bad movie or given less than a stellar performance.

		

		“What a shame,” she said aloud as the clip ended. “What a cutie he was.”

		

		She turned out the light and went to sleep, wondering who she should talk to about hiring an acting coach who could turn her into a real actress over the next few months before shooting started on Windsong…

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		“Okay, so in order to get my next installment of money, I’ve got to find an acting coach that scuzzball Amos and his skanazoid wife, Claudia, will approve of,” Inga said the next day at lunch, sitting with her friends at the Posse’s primo table in the cafeteria. “Any suggestions?”

		

		The four girls were huddled around the table at the back of the big room, right in front of the plate glass window that looked out onto the quad. Theirs was one of the best tables in the lunchroom and no one else ever had the temerity to even try and sit there, every student in the cliquey school knowing that Cyn and her girls “owned” it.

		

		“Well, Edward Tallmadge is probably the best there is,” Marsha Terry, a stunning, statuesque redhead with light skin and a dusting of freckles across her pretty face said, waving her fork around as she spoke, then lowering it down into her chicken salad for another bite.

		

		“Yeah, but he’s practically retired now, from what I hear, and he might not do it anyway, since he’s such a legendary guru type; and Inga would probably strike him as just another hot-looking, no-talent babe trying to cash in on her fifteen minutes of fame,” Lee-Lee opined. “Besides, you’ve spent nearly all of your first twenty-five K already, Ing, and Tallmadge costs a fortune, even if he did agree to meet with you and decided that you were serious about an acting career.”

		

		Lee-Lee, who was Riley’s younger sister and June Ellen and Lonnie’s daughter, had pretty brown hair and expressive brown eyes—features that reminded everyone of her gorgeous mom—an extremely cute, elfin little face and a trim but shapely build. She was now frowning, deep in thought. “Have you asked my mom or my dad about this yet?”

		

		“No, but I intend to do that, and right away too,” Inga answered; chewing the last of a tuna sandwich her very practical mother had made for her and sent along from home. “I need to find a really good acting coach as soon as I can.”

		

		“Don’t bother,” Cyn Soames said, a sly smile flickering across her gorgeous face.

		

		Cyn, the leader of the Posse, was tall and curvy. She had raven-black hair reaching down onto her back, flashing dark eyes that seemed to radiate mischief, and flawless olive skin, accentuated with makeup that was as perfect as she was.

		

		“My dad will do it,” Cyn announced casually. “And Amos won’t say shit when you tell him that, believe me, girlfriend. After all, Daddy has not one but—count ‘em—two fucking Oscars for Best Actor and more Golden Globes than you can shake a stick at. Besides, one of those Oscars was from a film that Amos directed, that won a Best Director Oscar for him as well, the old perv!”

		

		Marsha laughed. “Yeah, and the fact that that particular film is still the biggest moneymaker Stallings Productions has ever released doesn’t hurt either. What’s he going to say… ‘Garrett Soames…that hack? Oh, no, my dear, he simply won’t do as an acting coach!”

		

		Inga beamed happily at Cyn. “But your dad is practically retired now, isn’t he? Why would he agree to coach me?”

		

		“Because I intend to ask him to, you goose,” Cyn grinned at her friend. “He does just about whatever I ask him. He’s got four other children from three other marriages, and he hates my mama with a blue passion—who wouldn’t, she’s such a cunt? —but he loves me like crazy.”

		

		Inga’s eyes grew big as Cyn called her mom…what she had just called her…but she didn’t say anything. After a few months in the Posse, she knew all about Cyn and the other girls’ proclivity for using the worst possible language in most situations. It barely fazed her anymore.

		

		“My step bros and sisters have all disappointed the shit out of him over the years,” Cyn shrugged, explaining. “Drug busts, rehab, failed marriages, loans they never even made an attempt to pay back—all played out on the cover of the Inquirer or worse, for all the world to read, dragging the precious Soames name through the pigshit.”

		

		Cyn giggled. “Next to them, I’m a saint. I’ve never been busted for anything. I’m his little princess!”

		

		The three other girls burst out laughing, shaking their heads at that whopper!

		

		Cyn just gave them a smirk. “You know what they say…arrested isn’t indicted and indicted isn’t convicted. And as you all know, I’m too smart to even get arrested.”

		

		***

		

		Inga’s cell phone went off as she was driving home from school that day. She clicked it onto her earphone hookup and answered, seeing from the ID on her phone that it was Cyn.

		

		“Hey, chica, what’s goin’ on?” Inga asked, carefully changing lanes to avoid a slower car.

		

		“I need to see you at my place, as soon as you can make it, okay?”

		

		“All right, just let me park my car in the garage and I’ll pop in and tell mom where I’m off to and then I’ll walk over, okay?”

		

		“See you in a few,” Cyn said, “Oh, and by the way, tell her that you won’t be home right away. My old man has agreed to work with you, so why don’t you just grab dinner with us and then you and Daddy can get started tonight?”

		

		“Sounds good,” Inga replied, turning into the driveway of her parent’s home. “I should be there in ten minutes or so, depending on how chatty Mom feels this afternoon.”

		

		Inga hit the controller above her visor and one of the garage doors went up in front of her. She pulled her plush little newly-detailed and waxed vintage Mercedes convertible into its stall and got out, dragging her backpack along with her.

		

		“Hey, Mom, where are you?” she shouted upon entering the kitchen and seeing that her mother wasn’t there.

		

		“Up here, darling,” came her mom’s voice from somewhere on the second floor. “How was your day?”

		

		“Boring, but mildly educational,” Inga called up the stairs from the dining room, tossing her book bag onto a dining room chair. “How was yours.”

		

		“The same, except for the educational part,” Ana Norgaard said, coming up to the railing, where she could see Inga standing in the doorway leading into the dining room.

		

		“I’m walking over to Cyn’s for dinner, if it’s okay,” she told her mother. “Her dad has agreed to tutor me…you know, to be my acting coach?”

		

		Anna’s very pretty face lit up and she asked incredulously, her voice tinged with what sounded like utter reverence. “Garrett Soames has agreed to give you acting lessons?”

		

		“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” Inga smiled up at her awestruck mom. “Starting right after dinner, from what Cyn said. Is that okay with you?”

		

		“Garrett Soames is…he’s…he’s like a god, when it comes to acting, Inga, do you realize that?” her mother gushed happily. “First, there was Olivier, and then the next wave of great English actors, Burton and Finney and Richard Harris and Oliver Reed. And then, among the next generation of young Brits, the leading light was Garrett Soames.”

		

		Anna Norgaard sighed deeply, and Inga remembered the look on her mother’s face the day she had first met Lee-Lee’s mom—June Ellen Ridge, who had been June Ellen Jennings, star of an old television series that had been on when Anna was in high school and had been her favorite show—Inga’s mom had practically fainted with excitement when they’d first been introduced. Now, she and June Ellen drank coffee together all the time and gossiped about their daughters’ activities, but on that first day, Anna had acted like a smitten schoolgirl meeting a pop star around the actress. That same look was on her face again right now.

		

		“He was so handsome, so dashing,” Anna sighed once more, staring off into space. “I can’t believe you’re going to have dinner with him, you lucky girl!”

		

		“You want me to phone Cyn and see if it’s okay if you come along for dinner too, Mom?” Inga asked playfully.

		

		“Oh, no! I couldn’t impose that way!” Anna said, clearly flustered at the idea of just barging in on a huge star like Garrett Soames.

		

		“Come on, Ma, they don’t cook,” Inga laughed easily. “You know Cyn, she couldn’t cook a for-real dinner if her life depended on it, and I hardly think Mr. Soames is going to throw on an apron the way Daddy does sometimes and whip something up for us. The Soames have a cook and a butler and maids; one more guest for dinner would be no big deal to them.”

		

		“No, you run along, dear,” Anna smiled at her. “Perhaps I’ll go another time and meet Mr. Soames; that would be so incredible!”

		

		Inga shook her head and turned back into the dining room. In all the time she’d spent at Cyn’s house, which was just six houses up the block, she had yet to formally meet Garrett Soames. He’d waved to her and the rest of the Posse a couple of times when they’d been out back by the Soames’ swimming pool, and she’d seen him sitting in his study once or twice, reading the trade papers, and he’d nodded and smiled at her, but that was about it.

		

		For one thing, he traveled quite a bit. Cyn had told her that he generally made just two movies a year, accepting important roles that were vital to the movie’s success but which did not require weeks and weeks of time on set. He insisted that all of his scenes be shot in no more than two week’s time, and he charged a flat five million dollars per movie, take it or leave it. He also made a few trips to Japan each year, to film commercials for various products that he had agreed to endorse—also for hefty fees—on the condition that the commercials only be shown in Japan, never anywhere else.

		

		And, apparently, Mr. Soames was a social person as well. He was often out of the house when Inga came over; off to lunch with friends at the Friar’s Club—a prestigious Hollywood group whose membership was exclusively limited to famous show business personalities—or to the local country club, to golf and drink with old movie cronies.

		

		Now, as Inga slipped out the back door and headed down the drive, she wondered what Cyn’s dad would be like. She’d seen a number of his old films on television over the years, and he was a tremendous actor—those two Oscars were no accident.

		

		And, she thought to herself, he’s very old!

		

		Cyn had told her once that she had been quite unexpected, not a planned baby; from what she’d said, her mother, who was decades younger than her dad, was a “true bitch” who had used her beauty to get what she wanted her whole life. She and Mr. Soames had met, been enthralled with one another, had married amid a whirlwind of sexual attraction, and had divorced almost as quickly; a torrid affair that had produced two things: Cyn, and unending animosity between Cyn’s mom and Mr. Soames

		

		Cyn’s mother now lived in Spain, with her newest husband; she’d had two others before this one, since leaving Mr. Soames. Cyn spent one grudging week a year with her mother in the south of France each summer, as per the terms of the divorce settlement, which Cyn insisted was seven days too long. Anxious to appear attractive and hip and much too young to have a daughter in her late teens, Cyn’s mom had been only too glad to let Mr. Soames have nearly full custody of the baby, save for the one week per year.

		

		Arriving at the massive three-story Soames mansion, Inga turned up the driveway and went to the kitchen door, opening it and sticking her head inside. Hilda, the cook, smiled at her.

		

		“They’re in the living room, hon,” Hilda said, gesturing with her hand. “Come on in. The master seems anxious to meet you, after all of these weeks of you being underfoot and not meeting you!”

		

		Inga chuckled and went through the kitchen, heading for the Soames front room. She liked Hilda and Hilda liked her. She was glad the older woman wasn’t treating her all weird, like so many people she knew were, now that she had signed the movie contract and been interviewed on television a few times.

		

		“Hey, there she is, Pop,” Cyn said, grinning as Inga entered the living room.

		

		Garrett Soames, seated in a recliner, drink in hand, turned and looked at Inga. He had a leonine head of rapidly graying blond hair, worn in a long but carefully barbered fashion, looking as if he were about to step onto the stage to play an English monarch from the Middle Ages. He had been devastatingly handsome as a younger man and, even now, well into his sixties, he was tall and trim and so distinguished-looking that Inga felt her heart beating faster as he looked her up and down approvingly.

		

		Inga still had on the clothes she’d worn to school that day, one of the scooped-neck blouses from Versace that she favored, a light cardigan sweater over it, expensive jeans and a pair of Gucci sneakers. Inga knew full well that the thing that made her different from other girls—even very pretty, shapely, confident girls like Cyn—was that ever since she could remember, wherever she went, she had been the single most gorgeous person in the room; her looks were so arresting that conversation often ceased when she walked in. People just stopped what they were doing and stared at her.

		

		At five-foot, three, she wasn’t a tall girl, but hers was nevertheless a striking presence. Of Swedish descent on both sides, she had hair so blonde that it was almost white-gold in color; eyes that were an unusual ice-blue shade seen only in people of Nordic ancestry, with milk-white, utterly flawless skin atop a pair of high-set, cheekbones that most models or actresses would gladly have killed to possess.

		

		“Well, so you’re the girl all of Hollywood is talking about,” Garrett Soames said in that world-famous, deep, rich voice of his, with its posh English accent that brought to mind port and cigars after dinner, an empire so magnificent and far-flung that the sun never set upon it, and God saving the Queen.

		

		“I’m honored to meet you, finally, Mr. Soames,” Inga said somewhat shyly, advancing to shake his hand as he sprang from the chair to his feet. “I’ve seen you around the house before, of course, but I think this is the first time we’ve actually spoken.”

		

		“Yes, you’re the new one, aren’t you?” he smiled at her, his teeth perfect, his skin tanned to just the right shade to further set off his impressive, graying-at-the-temples, thick mane of hair. “Marsha and Lee-Lee have been traipsing about the place since they were three or four years old, you know.”

		

		“Yes, sir, I’m the new one,” she offered, smiling up at him. “My folks moved into the old Harrison place just up the block a few months ago. We don’t own it, the bank where my father is a Senior VP foreclosed on it when the Harrisons went broke last year, and we get to live there for free as part of his compensation package.”

		

		“Well, what a refreshingly honest girl you are, Inga,” Garrett Soames responded to her statement with a smile designed to melt a girl’s heart from across a wide room. “It’s truly a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”

		

		He turned and gestured at the small bar in one corner of the room; a double-doored antique cabinet which held all sorts of liquor bottles and glassware, with a shelf which featured an ice bucket and tongs. “Won’t you join Cynthia and me in a drink before dinner?”

		

		Inga started to point out that she was only eighteen but then she realized that he must have known full well how old his own daughter was, and she could see that Cyn already held what looked like a half-empty seven and seven in her hand. Shrugging, she went over to the cabinet and mixed herself a strong version of the same drink. She had never had hard liquor, or much liquor of any kind, for that matter, before moving to California, but since she’d been here, she’d quickly learned—as a Posse member in good standing—to drink with the best of them.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		“Cheers,” she said, toasting the two of them with her completed highball and then taking a big sip of it. “Maybe I shouldn’t be drinking. I want to be able to pay attention to what you tell me after dinner, when we talk about acting.”

		

		Garrett Soames laughed heartily, his resonant baritone voice ringing through the cavernous living room. “God, don’t worry about that, child! I’ve done some of my best work when I was half snockered…”

		

		Still grinning, he looked cannily at Inga. “Do you know who Richard Burton was, dear?”

		

		“Yes, I watched some of his stuff just last night, as a matter of fact; some scenes from Cleopatra and Becket and Night of the Iguana. He was quite a presence on screen, wasn’t he?” Inga offered.

		

		“A great actor, a great mentor to me when I was a young pup, and a wonderful friend and drinking companion,” Garrett Soames replied, a wistful smile on his face, remembering his old comrade, long dead. “Anyway, Richard and I would be banging ‘em down till the bars closed many a night, and then turn up at our respective sets the next morning and give performances that became legendary—still half in the bag from the night before! So don’t worry about having a few pops before dinner, my dear…won’t hurt you at all, I assure you.”

		

		Inga smiled back at Mr. Soames, starting to like him a lot. He was charming and handsome and funny, and he wasn’t treating her like a kid, either. She definitely liked that.

		

		***

		

		“What was he like, Richard Burton?” Inga asked Mr. Soames at the dinner table an hour and a half later.

		

		The three of them were seated at the formal dining room table, complete with linens and silver and fine china and silver serving dishes, all brought in by Hilda, course by course. It was quite an elegant meal, considering that it was just a Monday night with nothing special about it, except that Inga was their guest. She remembered that Cyn had told her once that on nights when her father was home for dinner, she often joined him in the dining room for a full, sit-down, multi-course meal, just like this one: it was one of his little quirks.

		

		“Well, for a Welshman, he was a fine fellow,” Soames replied with a laugh. “Quick witted and funny and always with a good story to tell; Larry Olivier was a better actor than Richard or me, and he could pull a cork too, when the mood was upon him, but he was a great deal older than us when I met him, so he wasn’t as much fun to hang out with as Richard or someone like Oliver Reed was.”

		

		His eyes turned wistful, and he smiled deeply, “Dear old Oliver…damn, but that man could drink!”

		

		Inga was feeling no pain herself, at this point. The dining room was warm and she had slipped her sweater off during dinner and hung it across the back of her chair.

		

		She thought she’d seen Mr. Soames eying her breasts several times that evening so far, in their scoop-necked enclosure, but she wasn’t sure. It was barely past five o’clock because she had, after all, come over to Cyn’s place right after school was out and they’d had a number of drinks and now the early dinner at Mr. Soames suggestion—he wanted plenty of time for them together after dinner, to discuss acting, and he knew she would have to get home before ten on a school night.

		

		“You’re not Welsh, then?” asked Inga.

		

		“Jesus, no! My family hails from Derbyshire, right in the center of England. The wild Welsh are stuck off to the left of us, on the seacoast,” Mr. Soames explained.

		

		Inga nodded that she understood. A question occurred to her, something she really wanted to get his professional opinion on.

		

		“Is it hard, acting?” she asked, sipping some of the yummy, expensive, aged Cabernet he’d poured them with their main course, an absolutely melt-in-your-mouth beef bourguignon.

		

		“Nah, it’s easy as anything, if you’re good at it,” Garrett Soames assured her, and then went on to add with a sly wink. “Of course, if you’re not, it’s nearly impossible.”

		

		“Do you think I’ll be any good at it?” Inga asked worriedly.

		

		“Difficult to say; we’ll find out straightaway, after dinner, Inga,” he smiled at her encouragingly. “You’ve certainly got the stunning looks to be a movie star—which is different from being an actress, by the way. Some movie stars can act the brass off a doorknob; others…simply can’t act at all. Just get by on their looks, that lot, and fumble their way along, merrily cashing the checks that they secretly know they don’t deserve.”

		

		Inga drank some more of her wine, her head floating a little. She wondered, anxiously, which category she was going to fall into…

		

		***

		

		“Chica, a word before you go upstairs?” Cyn whispered as Inga prepared to follow her host up to his upstairs sitting room for her first acting lesson.

		

		Inga turned and faced her friend. Cyn looked vaguely guilty—unusual for Cyn, who normally behaved as if she and Guilt were totally unacquainted.

		

		“Uh, just a friendly warning…Daddy’s going to try and fuck you,” Cyn whispered.

		

		“W-What?” Inga gasped, totally caught off guard by that statement.

		

		“He really likes you, I can tell,” Cyn said. “And I saw him leering at you like a homeless guy eyes a hundred dollar bill a couple of times during dinner, when you weren’t looking. So just be aware…he wants to ball you.”

		

		“I…uh…whoa!” Inga stammered, not knowing what to say to that.

		

		“Oh, it’s okay,” Cyn said with a naughty little smile. “Fuck him if you want to, don’t if you don’t, I won’t care one way or the other, it’s all up to you. I just wanted to warn you.”

		

		“You…you’d be okay with me fucking your dad?” Inga asked. She was much harder to shock nowadays than she had been when she’d first moved here from Minnesota, but she had to admit—this still shocked her a bit.

		

		“Ing, I’ve seen you fuck a bunch of guys, remember? And I know you had to ball that ugly gnome, Amos Stallings to get the part in Windsong,” Cyn went on. “And I’ve seen how Lonnie Ridge looks at you.”

		

		“Oh, and just how does Lonnie look at me?”

		

		Cyn’s smile morphed into a sly grin as she said, “Like a guy who’s already had a little and wants more.”

		

		Inga felt herself blushing. Maybe she wasn’t going to be much of an actress after all; Cyn had certainly seen through her best efforts not to let on about the special…arrangement that she and Riley’s dad had between them easily enough.

		

		“Come on, babe,” Cyn winked at her. “Do you really think that kind of stuff bothers me? I grew up in this town, you know?”

		

		Inga thought about it: did she really want to let Garrett Soames into her pants if it turned out that Cyn was right about him wanting her? He was way old!

		

		But probably not any older than that disgusting Amos Stallings, she realized, and she’d let him fuck her fast enough when it had served her purpose. Learning to act was important to her; and if Mr. Soames…

		

		“Would it gross you out, knowing I was doing your dad?” she asked Cyn. “I mean, if I were to decide to…you know.”

		

		Cyn just laughed and patted her on the ass, urging her up the stairs. “Do what you want, chica. Do you have any idea how many women climb these stairs in a year and make their way up to Daddy’s room for the night? He’s old, but that hasn’t slowed him up much.”

		

		***

		

		“Ah, there you are,” Garrett Soames said when he saw the door open and Inga came into his large, comfortable sitting room a minute later, closing the door behind her.

		

		Glancing around, she saw that this room—which had probably served as a large guest bedroom at sometime in the past—had been merged with the master bedroom suite by knocking out the wall in between them. The combined area was larger than some apartments, with Mr. Soames’ impressive king bed, covered with a full canopy of regal-looking burgundy fabric standing at the far end of the huge room.

		

		“Here, we’ll work with this, I think, in a little while,” he offered, handing her an old shooting script. “But first, I thought you might enjoy seeing this.”

		

		He pointed over at an old projector with a sixteen-millimeter reel loaded on it. The lens was pointed at the far wall, which was unadorned with paintings or other decoration in the spot where the film would be shown.

		

		Inga glanced at the script and saw that it was the one from Forbidden Passion, one of his most famous old roles. He’d been nominated for the Best Actor Oscar for his performance in the classic movie, but hadn’t won that year.

		

		“What’s the movie?” she asked, looking up from the script toward the projector.

		

		“Just some old footage shot on a set, many years ago,” he shrugged. “Humphrey Bogart and his wife were horsing around in between takes. I got it from a cameraman, long retired now, whom I met on one of my early films.”

		

		“Wow!” Inga sighed, staring raptly at the projector. Home movies of some of Hollywood’s biggest stars ever? —just wow!

		

		Garrett Soames went over to a small liquor cabinet and mini-refrigerator set up in the corner of the room. He turned and smiled at Inga. “How about a glass of champagne while we watch the film?”

		

		“Sure,” Inga said, already half in the bag. “Why not?”

		

		***

		

		“Bogart seems like such a great guy!” Inga marveled twenty minutes later, sitting on a settee with Garrett Soames, sipping the last of her third glass of champagne. “And he and his wife were so cool together, even though she was so much younger than him.”

		

		“Yeah, they were quite the pair, those two,” Mr. Soames agreed, smiling.

		

		He had gradually moved closer to Inga, sitting just a bit nearer every time he got up to refill their glasses. Now he was right up next to her and he casually dropped his arm over her shoulders and gave those shoulders a friendly squeeze.

		

		“How do you feel about that, Inga?” he whispered to her. “Does the idea of an older man and a much younger woman repel you?”

		

		She turned and smiled at him, his face just inches from hers. The lights were very low in the room, the better to see the movie with, and she thought to herself that for a much older man, Garrett Soames was still very attractive. The realization that her mom probably would have made a deal with the devil to be sitting where she was at this moment flashed through her mind.

		

		I wonder if Mama would let him fuck her? She thought idly, knowing her straight-laced, conservative mom probably would never consider such an idea, even if he was Garrett Soames. Fortunately for him…Inga wasn’t her mom!

		

		“I have no problem with stuff like that, Mr. Soames,” she whispered back, deciding abruptly, just at that moment, to let him seduce her, if that’s what he wanted in return for helping her learn to act.

		

		Her voice, as she answered him, went low and suggestive, her smile as inviting as she knew how to make it, “I think as long as both people are adults, you know…over eighteen…like I am, that they should be free to do whatever they want together, don’t you?”

		

		The famous man trembled visibly with excitement at her provocative answer and took her empty glass from her hand and sat it on the coffee table in front of them, along with his own. He leaned in closer, his lips inches from hers.

		

		“Why don’t you call me Garrett, darling?” he whispered. “I’m going to become quite close to you in the coming weeks, as your instructor, I mean.”

		

		“Oh, I suspect we’re going to be much closer than that…Garrett,” she sighed, inching forward until her lips were almost against his. “Much, much, closer than that!”

		

		A shiver went through Inga as their lips met for the first time, thinking about how these lips had kissed so many famous actresses over the years; how the tongue that had just slipped into her mouth to toy with hers had been inside the mouths of any number of Oscar-winning women, the list stretching clear back into the middle-sixties! She sucked at his tongue, treating it as if it were a small, wriggly cock, growing more and more aroused by the second at the thought of fucking Garrett Soames. She rubbed her big breasts against his slightly bony chest and heard him gasp with excitement.

		

		I hope your heart’s still good and strong, baby, she thought. ‘Cause I’m about to give you a ride that’s going to put all of those other ladies who came before me to shame!

		

		It seemed that was just what he wanted too; he caressed Inga’s long, silvery hair as he kissed her, his fingers working their way down onto her shoulders, stroking her neck and down onto her blouse. After just a few more moments of the intense tongue-kissing and touching, both of them seemed to reach the mutual conclusion that Inga’s pretty top was just getting in the way. She broke off the kiss and leaned back and he instantly reached down and tugged it up and off, leaving her bare to the waist except for her frilly, nearly transparent pink bra.

		

		“Let’s just slip this off as well, darling, shall we?” Garrett smiled, leering unashamedly at her teenaged beauty as he unfastened the clasp between the bulging cups, “So that I can see what all of the fuss over your body is about.”

		

		The garment opened and Inga’s lush, perfectly round, gravity-defying breasts spilled out, her smallish pink nipples already standing out with arousal at the very center of the incredible orbs of milky-white flesh. Garrett’s eyes went wide.

		

		“Jesus, girl, what a set of tits you’ve got!”

		

		“So they tell me,” Inga smiled confidently and jiggled them for him. “I just love to have them touched…to have them…tasted!”

		

		Something between a growl and a moan escaped Garrett’s lips as he took a firm mound in each hand and squeezed them gently, his mouth coming down on Inga’s again, his tongue lancing in between her moist lips. She sighed and shivered from head to toe, his touch knowing and deft, his fingers light and skillful on her tender buds. In seconds, small flashes of pre-come excitement were rippling from her well-kneaded tits down her spine and into her rapidly-slickening pussy.

		

		Almost before she knew it, he had her laid out on her back on the settee, his lips gathering in her erect right nipple, sucking gently, while his hands were busily undoing her jeans and easing them downward. She moaned and ran her fingers through his long hair, his sharp teeth nibbling at her aroused flesh just the way she adored it, sending yet another flurry of sensations down into her pulsing clitty.

		

		“I’ve got to see all of you,” he panted, raising his head from her heaving tits just long enough to deal quickly with her shoes and socks, and her loosened jeans, tossing everything down onto the carpet.

		

		“Holy God, girl, what a body you’ve got, to go along with those incredible looks of yours!” he gasped, staring raptly at her nearly naked form.

		

		“Let’s have these off as well, shall we?” he asked, tugging her pink thong panties downward, skimming them off her sleek legs.

		

		“Jesus in Heaven!” he whispered reverently, staring for long moments at the tiny pink slit with its wet little lips in the center of her waxed-bare mons.

		

		“Would you like a tiny taste, darling?” she smiled up at him in mock shyness, opening her legs a little more so that he could see how petite and pink and perfect her pussy opening was.

		

		Garrett Soames made a sound much like that a starving mongrel might make if you waved a filet mignon under its nose, diving head first between her thighs, his hands going under her taut young asscheeks, lifting slightly, so that his tongue had better access to her liquid pink folds. He began to lick and suck and kiss the glistening lips, slurping noisily and sucking up the sweet pussy juice as fast as it poured out of the small slit, his tongue knifing into her again and again, dragging across her swollen clit each time.

		

		Inga was soon moaning steadily and hunching her perfect little ass up off the couch, eagerly mashing her cunny against her new lover’s mouth. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip in rising passion, rolling her nipples between her fingertips, sighing with pleasure.

		

		“Oh, eat it!” she whispered urgently. “Eat my little pussy, you naughty Garrett you! Make me come, darling!”

		

		Garrett sucked her clit into his mouth and splashed hot saliva against it with his tongue, laving the tiny knob lovingly as he did so. Inga tensed, her tummy beginning to flutter the way it often did just before she went off really hard.

		

		“S-Suck it!” she begged, “Oh, God! Suck my hot pussy!”

		

		Her cunny clenched and a small spatter of girl-jizz jetted into the older man’s mouth as her pussy winked open and then snapped closed. He held on tight as she writhed and moaned and orgasmed, his mouth glued to her spasming slit, his tongue swirling around her throbbing clit, drawing still further pulses of delight from it.

		

		“Oh! Oh, it’s good!” she gasped. “Oh, fuck, but you’re making me go off so hard, you hot pussy-licker, you!”

		

		The two of them clung together, Inga’s fingers releasing her nipples and stealing down to grab big handfuls of his lion’s mane of hair and hold his mouth on her still throbbing cunny. At last, she moaned and released her grip, her body oozing back down onto the settee, the last of her climax ebbing slowly.

		

		“Mmmmmmm, that was great!” she sighed, opening her startling blue eyes and smiling down at him through the vee of her impressive breasts. “You really know how to please a girl, darling.”

		

		He grinned happily and got to his feet, the big tent of desire showing behind the zipper of the baggy gray slacks he wore making it obvious what he wanted next. Stooping, he slipped his arms under Inga’s naked body and lifted her easily, heading further into the big room, toward his bed.

		

		“I bet you really know how to please a man, too, gorgeous,” he smiled down at her, his face still shiny with girl-lube and come. “Let’s find out, shall we?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Late one night, about a month or so ago, Inga had been watching an old Garrett Soames movie in which he’d played a pirate captain. It looked to have been made in the late 1970’s, when he had been in his late twenties. There had been one scene, on the deck of the pirate ship, in which Garrett’s second in command—a traitorous first mate who was leading a mutiny to take over the ship because he thought the handsome pirate leader was too soft on the women and children captives—had the captain shirtless and chained to a mast so that he could savage his helpless leader’s bare back with a long bullwhip.

		

		Seeing his body now, in the darkened bedroom as he pulled his shirt open and dropped it impatiently onto a chair and undid his slacks, brought that scene to mind. He hadn’t been a muscleman when the pirate movie had been filmed, but he had been in good shape—his build manly enough to set any girl’s heart to beating faster—and that gorgeous face of his, in addition to his nice body, had served to make the whole Garrett Soames screen persona back then seem as sexy as could be.

		

		Eying him now, in his late sixties, she saw that the muscle was mostly long gone, replaced by a lanky, almost skinny physique. Somehow, he still managed to come off as very attractive, in his own way—tall and sinewy, with that aged, gorgeous face and that thick, flowing hair—but he definitely wasn’t young anymore.

		

		The pants came down and he kicked off his loafers, worn without socks. She stared at his baggy boxers and the nice-sized bulge behind them—she didn’t know whether it was her beauty or a dose of Viagra or some such drug, but Garrett Soames was plainly still able to get it up—that was for sure!

		

		He slid the boxers down his thin legs and she smiled. His cock was very nice, indeed! It was probably nine inches long and quite thick, with a sleek, bullet-shaped head and a ball sac which held two spheres that were as big as a pair of small plums.

		

		“Oooooooooh, bring that over here so I can see it better,” Inga growled teasingly, wriggling her naked treasures all over the bedspread as she stared up at him, her breasts rolling and jiggling.

		

		He stepped closer to the bed and she came up off the mattress on one elbow, took his hard cock in her right fist and guided it to her lips, leaning over and opening her mouth. It slid in about halfway and she gave it a thorough tonguing, sucking gently as she did so.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, girl!” he gasped, staring down at her angelic face stuffed with his manhood. “I’ve been with hundreds of girls and women since I was a lad in Derbyshire until now…but you’re by far the prettiest, that’s for damned certain!”

		

		Inga let his saliva-glistening prick glide out of her mouth and smiled up at him. “Get in this bed with me and I’ll show you that I’m more than just a pretty face, babe. I promise you that.”

		

		He scrambled in next to her as she slid over into the middle of the big mattress to make room for him. When he was close beside her, she put her arms around him and rubbed her big, solid young tits all over his chest, assuring him in a soft but urgent whisper, “I just love sex, Garrett. And I’m really, really good at it!”

		

		With that, she pushed him down onto his back, coming up on top of him, her breasts pressing down onto his blond and gray chest fur. Inga kissed him sensuously once more, open mouthed, his tongue coming up to caress hers while she rubbed her aroused nipples against him and ground her wet little slit against his right thigh.

		

		In moments he was moaning beneath her. She reached back and took his cock in her fist and worked it up and down a few times, still sucking sensuously at this tongue.

		

		Garrett groaned and pushed up off the bed with his pelvis, humping up into her stroking hand. She broke the kiss and ran her tongue teasingly over his neck, drawing a huge sigh and a shiver, his dick jumping in her fist.

		

		Inga kissed her way slowly, tantalizingly, downward, onto his neck and across the top of his chest, pausing to lick and suck at both of the tiny, wrinkled brown nipples she found hidden amidst his chest hair, her hand still moving playfully up and down his erect penis. Garrett was tossing around under her by now, sighing and moaning about what a hot, sexy little bitch she was.

		

		She kissed her way down his tummy and onto his thick mat of blondish pubic fur and then slid down between his legs on her tummy, his engorged cock still in her fist, until it was right in front of her nose. A smile creased her pretty face and she stuck her tongue out and licked all around the older man’s sensitive glans until it shone with her hot saliva.

		

		“Ummmmm, what a nice one you’ve got, Garrett,” she whispered, kissing his cockhead and then slipping it into her hot little mouth once more, sucking at it while she laved it with her tongue.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, holy fuck but you’re good at that, child!” he sighed, her lips going down almost all the way to his nut sac and then sucking softly at him as they came back up the rigid shaft until just the bulbous head was left inside her mouth.

		

		She splashed hot spittle against the sensitive tip of his prick and then slowly ate it again, going all the way down this time, until her lips were up against the very base and his cockhead was deep in her throat. Inga slipped her tongue out and lapped at his hairy balls, still sucking at his staff as she licked him.

		

		“Jesus, God! Where did you learn to do that, you little minx?” he gasped.

		

		Inga just smiled seductively and began to suck him off in earnest, her head movements slow and easy, her tongue never ceasing its subtle caress, stopping every third or forth trip down his throbbing dick to lap briefly at his nuts again. He moaned and tangled his fingers in her white-blonde locks, eagerly urging her head up and down.

		

		“Fuck, can you ever suck a cock, honey?” he sighed. “You weren’t fucking kidding about being good at this!”

		

		Inga’s pussy was boiling over. She just loved sucking cock and Garrett had a really nice one! It was long and thick, but it wasn’t hard to swallow at all. Her boyfriend, Riley’s, prick was a mammoth eleven inches long when it was fully erect, and it had a pronounced head that reminded her of an ancient war helmet that had been painted a fleshy red color. Lonnie Ridge, Riley’s dad, had a cock that was almost exactly the same as his boy’s in length and shape and fullness. Next to those two pumped-up monsters, Garrett’s big dick was so easy and fun to suck and Inga was having a ball doing just that.

		

		“Y-You’d better stop, darling,” he cautioned her after another minute or two, her gorgeous face moving up and down in a steady, slurping rhythm, her tongue swirling around and around as she sucked. “I’m getting close…and I’m just dying to fuck you!”

		

		Inga slid her mouth off at the top of the next stroke, grinning at him. “Don’t you want to come in my mouth first and watch me swallow it for you, darling? Then we can rest a little while…maybe do some acting stuff…and then I’ll suck you and rub my titties all over your dick until it’s hard as a rock again and you can fuck me all night with it, if you want!”

		

		“Jesus Christ,” Garrett murmured, his dick jerking as she confidently talked about blowing him and then getting him hard again. “Are you sure you’re only eighteen?”

		

		Giggling, Inga took his cock between her fingertips and guided the head toward her mouth once more. She grinned at him.

		

		“Darling…a man with your vast experience? I’m surprised that you don’t know by now that talent trumps age every time,” she winked at him. “We don’t know yet whether I have acting skills or not, but when it comes to sex…trust me, honey, talent is my middle name!”

		

		Still smiling hugely, she dipped her head back downward, opening her mouth, and sucked him back in. He gasped at how hot and slick and skillful her lips and throat were around his engorged flesh, and his fingers captured her silky hair again and began tugging at her lightly, urging her up and down.

		

		Inga was moving smoothly now, enjoying the feel and taste of him in her mouth. His cock was both hard and soft at the same time, his skin slippery and velvety hot against her tongue, his oozing pre-come sweet and thick as she sucked it out of him and swallowed it eagerly, loving the taste.

		

		He lasted another minute or so, moaning and pulling her hair and gasping with enjoyment at the perfect blowjob she was giving him. All at once, his cock twitched in her mouth and Inga let her head slide back up until just the firm knob of his cockhead was still in her mouth. She polished the bottom of the sensitive knot of flesh with her tongue and sucked softly, waiting…

		

		She didn’t have to wait long. Garrett trembled and cried out, “Oh, fuck! It’s here! Oh, Jesus, girl!”

		

		A large jet of scalding-hot semen spattered against the back of Inga’s throat. She swallowed it without hesitation and ran her tongue all around Garrett’s spurting dick again, sucking harder and fucking down onto him with her mouth at the same time.

		

		Two more big splashes of cream filled her mouth and she did a little trick that Riley just loved; opening her lips a tiny bit so that a big wad of the pearlescent goo ran down his cock shaft, where he could see it water-falling its way out of her mouth and running downward. Before the mini-torrent of spunk could ooze as far as his balls, she pushed her lips down over it again, recapturing it and sucking it back inside her lips, and then swallowing it along with another gush of jizz from Garrett’s clenching nuts.

		

		“Jesus, what a hot little thing you are!” he sighed, watching her eagerly gobble up his pudding-thick cream. “What a blowjob!”

		

		His balls pumped out two more minor spurts of cock juice and she licked it off his softening cock head and ate it as he watched. It took her only another few seconds to clean his dwindling shaft off and gulp down the rest, a long, satisfied sigh escaping his lips when his deflated manhood finally dropped from her lips.

		

		“You’re incredible,” he whispered, his head dropping back onto the pillow. “I don’t know if that was the best one of those I’ve ever had in my entire life, but if it wasn’t, it was damned close!”

		

		Inga came back up the bed and nestled in next to him, cuddling her body against his. “I’m glad you liked it, Garrett darling. There’s plenty more where that came from, if you’re a good boy.”

		

		He laughed heartily. “I rather thought I was being a very bad boy, my dear, seducing a child and all?”

		

		“Not if being seduced is exactly what the child wanted, sweetheart,” Inga answered with a smile so sultry that it made his dead cock jerk against his thigh.

		

		***

		

		“This is the movie’s climatic scene, in which my character, Reginald Halsted, finally owns up to the fact that—even though he’s madly in love with Charlotte—he is going to do what his family wishes and marry a girl they’ve picked out for him,” Garrett said ten minutes later, handing Inga the battered shooting script from Forbidden Passion.

		

		They were standing back in the sitting room section of the huge bedroom, wearing only a pair of elegant dressing gowns that Garrett had brought out from his large walk-in closet for them to slip into just a short while ago. Inga noticed that the script was marked with a red Post-It note and, when she opened the script to the note, she saw that he had marked the starting line of the last part of the famous scene he had mentioned.

		

		“How is this going to work?” she asked somewhat nervously, her tummy tightening up at the thought of playing such a well-known scene with the man who had made it famous originally. “Do you have another script somewhere for you to work with, or do we just hand this one back and forth?”

		

		“That would be quite awkward, my dear,” he smiled at her, his blue eyes twinkling with amusement. “Besides, I don’t need a script. I nearly won an Oscar for this role, remember? I know every line by heart, even after all of these years. Once I learn a role, it seems to stick with me forever; another one of my little quirks.”

		

		He grinned proudly at her. “It’s been forty-some years since I last played the lead in Romeo and Juliet onstage but I could do it again right this minute and never miss a line…if there is ever a demand for sixty-plus year-old actors to play teenaged Italian swains, that is.”

		

		She chuckled at that wry observation; the tension she was feeling eased somewhat by his humor. She studied her character’s opening lines quickly. Having seen this movie at least twice on television over the years, she had some familiarity with the role.

		

		“You don’t have to memorize your part, darling,” he said after another minute or two had passed in silence. “This is similar to a sight-reading at a first run-through. You don’t have to be perfect, just read your part with as much empathy for the character as you can muster. Next time we get together, I’ll have given you another part to memorize and we’ll act our way through that one together and see how you do with that. Tonight is just to see what sort of work I think you’ll be needing, all right?”

		

		Nodding nervously, she prepared herself to begin. Inga’s mind flashed back to the scene at Stallings’s Productions that day, when Amos and his wife had…interviewed her for the role, in the private bedroom built behind his office. Before the obligatory fucking and sucking had started, they had actually handed her a Windsong script and had run her through a scene, with Amos reading the male part and Claudia making suggestions as to pacing and her delivery. Surprisingly enough, all three of them had been very impressed with Inga’s reading; she tried now to put herself back in the frame of mind she had been in that day, to remember how she’d felt and how she’d managed to…

		

		“This is a very emotional, dramatic scene,” Garrett said just then, breaking into her thoughts. “My advice would be to use one of the tricks the Method boys employed—Newman, Brando, James Dean and that lot, not bad actors, some of them—and try to focus on a time in your life recently when you were feeling particularly devastated, as if your whole world was falling in on you. And then, when you’re really feeling all of that emotion strongly, you begin reading your lines, keeping what you’re feeling uppermost in your mind as we go through the scene.”

		

		Inga almost smiled: that was certainly easy enough to do! She vividly remembered the day she and her family had left Minnesota, following the big moving truck which held everything they owned in the whole world down the driveway of their old house in St. Croix, with Adie and some other dear friends of hers standing there waving, tears in all of their eyes, Inga crying as if there were no tomorrow…

		

		She immediately felt the sympathetic tears coming to her eyes now, remembering how alone and abandoned and scared of the future she had felt at that moment. Opening the script again, she focused her thoughts and read her first line, her voice automatically slipping into a very good imitation of the plumy-sounding, upper-class English accent she remembered the actress in the old movie had employed.

		

		“Reginald…you can’t mean that…” her voice cracked and she sniffled, a tear rolling down her left cheek.

		

		“Yes, I’m afraid I do,” Garrett Soames responded, something like surprise and awe in his voice as he watched her performance. “My father has threatened to cut me off without a pound if I don’t marry Eleanor, my dear. What sort of life could we have together, penniless and destitute? I could never do that to you!”

		

		“But, darling, there’s my dowry, and I’m sure Papa would give me some sort of additional stipend,” she offered, her eyes shining with tears, her voice lifting with renewed hope.

		

		“Still a squalid existence for a girl like you, I’m afraid, Charlotte” he answered bitterly, his eyes downcast. “You’ve grown up surrounded by the best in life, as have I. Who am I to demand that you grow old with me in poverty, both of us slowly coming to resent each other as the years pass and we are forced to witness our old friends enjoying the sort of life we should have had together, and would have had, if not for my father’s rigid insistence on this…this…merger between Eleanor’s family and mine!”

		

		He stepped closer to her. “It’s not a marriage, you see, it’s a business arrangement! But what can I do? What choice do I have?”

		

		He reached out and took her hand in his, Inga staring up at him raptly, her eyes still glistening with tears. “Surely, he can’t be such a monster! Were we to explain to him just how much we care for one another…?”

		

		“You don’t know him as I do, my love,” Garrett said, his voice going tragic with his character’s realization that all was over between them. “Our love is, I’m afraid, destined to be broken apart upon the treacherous rocks of my father’s ambition!”

		

		“No! No, I won’t lose you!” Inga pleaded, crying full out now; tears rolling down both cheeks, her chest heaving with emotion.

		

		“I’m already lost to you, my love,” he replied, a tear appearing in his eye as well, as he got into the scene with the same degree of emotion that his young protégé was displaying. “Tonight is our last night together. I leave for London in the morning. The engagement is to be announced next weekend at a party Eleanor’s father is hosting at his estate.”

		

		“Then we must make tonight last forever in our memories, my darling!” Inga spoke the emotional line perfectly from memory, recalling the climatic scene in the old movie.

		

		Garrett folded her into his arms, the script dropping from her hand onto the carpet behind him. He whispered: “Yes, one night of passion to last us a lifetime, my love!”

		

		They kissed and Inga felt her nipples going hard against his chest, her pussy flooding with arousal. She thought triumphantly: Damn, I really am good at this! I can do this!

		

		The knowledge that she had what it took to become a good actress turned her on fiercely, just as it had that day in Amos’s office, when she’d nailed the cold reading during the actual audition part of her “audition”. She knew that she was going to fuck her new mentor’s lights out as soon as this lesson was over. She suddenly felt as horny as could be; her heart was full of triumph and joy and…arousal, and Garrett Soames was going to be the lucky recipient of her excitement!

		

		“Jesus Christ!” Garrett murmured softly, beaming down at her as they finally broke off the kiss. “This is going to be so much fun!”

		

		“How so?”

		

		“Because Hildegard Bennett, the actress I played that scene with in the movie was classically trained, as I was, at the Royal National Theatre,” Garrett replied, a flash of mischief in his eye. “And she had over thirty major films behind her as well, when we made Forbidden Passion.”

		

		She looked up at him expectantly, slightly bewildered at what all of that had to do with her.

		

		“She got an Oscar nomination for her performance in that movie,” he went on. “As did I.”

		

		“And?” Inga shrugged.

		

		“You’re as good as she was then right now,” he grinned at her. “And you’ve had no training at all. Just think how incredible you’re going to be after a few months of my instruction, dear girl—you’ll be using Oscars and Golden Globes for paperweights long before you’re thirty, you mark my words!”

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		“Goodness, girl, what’s gotten into you?” Garrett panted a minute later.

		

		They were on the bed again, naked, Inga on top of him. They were kissing passionately, Inga grinding her erect little pink nipples against his chest fur, her tongue delving down into his mouth. Shortly after the reading was over, she had led him over to the bed and torn his robe open, and then off, and pushed him back onto the covers, impatiently yanking open her own robe and slipping it off before climbing on top of him

		

		“You’re about to get into me with that beautiful cock of yours, darling!” she whispered, her icy-blue eyes glowing with need. “I’m about to fuck you senseless, you sweet man; doing that scene with you…what you said about my acting…all of that really got me revved up baby, so hold on tight!”

		

		Inga reached back and grabbed his cock, intending to slide back down and suck it for him until it was hard again, only to discover that it was already as firm as a fencepost. She smiled, stroking it.

		

		Whatever erection-enhancing stuff he takes works really well, she thought to herself, throwing a leg over his torso. Let’s hope it’s long-lasting too, ‘cause I’m really ready to fuck!

		

		Sitting up on his thighs, she moved forward, raising her hips so that she could fit the head of his prick up into her sopping wet pussymouth. She did so and let her weight down, slowly spearing the hard rod deep into her cunny.

		

		“God, what a tight little thing!” he moaned in appreciation.

		

		She clasped her cuntal sheath around him, rippling her young muscles up and down his embedded dick as she smiled down at him, assuring him in a lusty whisper: “You ain’t seen nothin’ yet, darling!”

		

		Inga began to move her hips up and down, corkscrewing them in a tight, circular motion as well as she did so. His eyes flew open wider.

		

		“Jesus, can you ever move that little thing!” he gasped.

		

		“Mmmmmmm, I just love to fuck!” Inga whispered, half closing her eyes in mounting lust. “Like I said before…hold on tight baby; I’m about to give you a ride you’ll never forget!”

		

		Having come in her mouth a little over a half hour earlier, Garrett proved to have a good deal of staying power this time. Which was fortunate for him, because over the next twenty minutes, Inga rode him cowgirl-style until she climaxed, screaming atop his prick, then turned around and humped him through another wild orgasm in the reverse-cowgirl position, and then urged him up onto his knees behind her, going down onto her elbows in front of him as he rammed into her doggie style from in back.

		

		“God, what an ass you’ve got, kid!” he panted, riding her hard, admiring the perfect little ass moons in front of him. “What a pussy! And I love the way those big knockers bounce around under you when you’re getting fucked…not a drop of silicon there, that’s for damned sure!”

		

		Inga cooed, getting ready to come again on his driving prick, “All natural, darling; just your little Inga—one hundred percent eighteen-year-old hot girl, and all for you Garrett, you fucking stud!”

		

		Garrett Soames shuddered and fucked her even harder. Inga whimpered and started to come again, her tits jerking atop the bedspread, her pussy clamping down on his gliding cock. Her vision tinged momentarily red with the fury of her orgasm and she shuddered from her head down to her curled-up toes!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, you make me come so good, babeeeeeeeee!” She screamed in sheer ecstasy.

		

		Garrett kneaded her asscheeks as he brought her off, his cock never stopping its hard, hungry penetration. Just as the last of her own flutters of intense satisfaction were rippling through her sated cunt, she heard him moan.

		

		“Are you gonna’ come now, babe?” she asked him, still panting slightly from her own orgasm.

		

		“God, yes!” his voice was tight with arousal.

		

		“Well, I’d just love another taste, if you don’t mind?” she whispered teasingly, going limp beneath him and flopping down onto the bed on her stomach, his cock pulling free of her wet lips.

		

		Before he could answer, she moved out from under him and spun around on the bed, coming back up onto her hands and knees, her lips right in front of his ready-to-spurt prick. Smiling up at him lasciviously, she eased the gleaming cockhead inside her mouth and sucked, her tongue licking off all of her sweet girl oil and swallowing it as he watched.

		

		“Oh! Oh, holy fuck, but you’re a hot little bitch!” he screamed, his cock going off between her lips as she began to mouth-fuck him, his cock tip going all the way down into her throat, her head moving up and back, milking the spunk out of him.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm!” Inga moaned, swallowing his heavenly-tasting ball juice eagerly.

		

		“Oh, God! It’s so good!” Garrett wheezed, watching her second amazing blowjob of the evening, marveling at her pretty face sucking him off so enthusiastically. “You’re such an incredibly gorgeous little girl, Inga…and you’re so fucking nasty! I love it!”

		

		“Mmmmmmm,” Inga purred, thoroughly approving of and agreeing with his choice of words, licking all around his jetting cockhead, drawing another big squirt of jism with her laving tongue tip.

		

		***

		

		“You know, I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone your age before who was so…” Garrett Soames’ voice tapered off.

		

		They were lying under the covers now, snuggled together, her glorious white-blonde mane spilling onto his shoulder as she cuddled next to him on the pillow. He was stroking her hair absently, staring off into space.

		

		“I was about to say that I don’t believe I ever met a girl your age before who was so incredibly accomplished in bed,” he said with an impish grin. “But then I realized that I’ve rarely met anyone of any age who was as fantastic in bed as you are, girl!”

		

		She giggled with guilty pleasure at his comment. She loved being hot and sexy in bed with men…or with women, as the occasion demanded. And Garrett Soames, despite his advanced age, was turning out to be just her kind of guy!

		

		“Those looks, that unbelievable body, that face?” he smiled adoringly at her. “Making love to you is truly like dying, going to heaven and ending up in bed with an angel, Inga. I’m very glad that my daughter brought you to my attention.”

		

		He thought about it and said at last, “Is that going to be a problem between you two, her knowing that you and I are…intimate?”

		

		Inga just laughed. “God no, Cyn’s a big girl, she already told me it was okay with her if the two of us got…involved.”

		

		“Hmmmm, I’ve long suspected that the two of you, plus those other two delectable little brats you hang around with, Marsha and Lee-Lee, get up to some shenanigans that are best left undiscovered by inquisitive fathers, no?”

		

		Smiling, Inga brought her hand up to her mouth and made a zipping motion, signifying that he was right; some things were best not talked about. He smiled at her gesture.

		

		“Just so. Well, if my darling daughter doesn’t mind me bedding one of her young friends, then dear old dad certainly doesn’t mind either.”

		

		He leaned closer to her, his lips next to hers. “You’re much too tempting to resist, Inga. Dear, God, but the camera is going to fall in love with you, my dear. That prattling old pervert, Amos Stallings, may turn out to be right after all…you may be the biggest female star since Marilyn Monroe, after I get done with you, of course.”

		

		She licked her lips provocatively. “You’re not done with me yet, are you, darling?”

		

		Her hand closed around his gooey, half-hard cock under the covers. He groaned.

		

		“Dear Lord, girl, I’m nearly fifty years past my eighteenth birthday, you know. One can’t expect miracles!”

		

		“Oh, I don’t know about that, darling,” she grinned at him, sliding downward slowly, “I’m your little eighteen-year-old miracle cock restorer, now aren’t I?”

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, sweet Jesus,” he gasped as her lips closed over his right nipple and her hand moved up and down on his stiffening member.

		

		“Let’s see how this big thing fits up my ass before I go home, shall we, darling?” she whispered, moving over to his left nipple, his dick jerking in her fist when she mentioned letting him fuck her in the ass…

		

		***

		

		“I have to thank you,” Cyn told Inga the next morning as the two of them made their way down the hall to their first class.

		

		“For what?” Inga asked warily, wondering if Cyn was going to make some snide comment about her balling dear old dad, now that she had clearly done so.

		

		“Daddy’s a functioning alcoholic,” Cyn told her, whispering so that the passing parade of kids—every one of whom had his or her eyes solidly on Cyn and Inga as they went by—wouldn’t overhear. “He usually drinks himself into a stupor and passes out every night in front of the television in his room.”

		

		She smiled cannily at Inga. “Well, he didn’t do that last night. You saw to that. He was sleeping like a baby five minutes after you went home at ten and he had this huge smile on his face too, when I peeked into his room and checked on him, chica!”

		

		Inga laughed. “Well, he certainly should have. We had quite an evening, your daddy and me, darling. Such fun! Do you want the gory details?”

		

		“Uh, no, I think I’ll pass,” Cyn scowled playfully. “I got the general idea. I could hear him bellowing with joy all the way down the hall in my room when he came that last time. And we have very good sound-proofing.”

		

		The two friends linked arms and headed for the classroom door. Inga was glad that Cyn was Cyn; most girls would not be so devil-may-care about such an unlikely May-December hook up with their fathers, that was for sure!

		

		***

		

		Inga’s cell rang on her way to the lunchroom a few hours later. She saw that the call was from Amos Stallings and frowned. Talking to Amos could make Little Mary Sunshine frown.

		

		“Hey,” she said, answering with a resigned sigh.

		

		“Hey, yourself, cutie,” Amos’s smarmy voice came over the line. “Just a quick head’s up on up-coming publicity; they want you for a girl-next-door photo shoot for the biggest of the Sunday supplement newspaper magazines—you know, wearing a cute turtleneck sweater and jeans and looking all adorable and talking about West Buttfuck, Minnesota, or wherever you used to live, and being all ‘only a normal teenaged girl’ who just happens to be the prettiest human being on the planet. Maybe a swimsuit photo of you in a very non-daring, adorable two-piece suit, if we’re lucky, just to show off that killer bod of yours along with the fluff piece and the ‘isn’t-she-cute pictures’.”

		

		Inga scowled, not liking Amos’s disparaging remark about her small hometown. He went on, oblivious as usual to what she liked or didn’t like.

		

		“Then we’ve got an offer for you to do the cover and a big photo spread in the biggest of the men’s mags too, and I wish you’d consider doing that one,” he advised. “You don’t have to show any nipple or pussy, just a lot of leg and ass and cleavage. It ain’t like Playboy, although we’re getting some nibbles from them too. But this other mag has a pretty big circulation and every net site on earth will pick up the snaps the day after they come out, so doing the shoot will send your name and face recognition through the roof, kid.”

		

		Inga thought about it for only a moment, and then said, “I’ll definitely do the Sunday magazine one, and I’ll do the men’s mag one too, if you think I need to…if I get paid for it! How much will you give me from my half million if I do both of them for you?”

		

		“Let’s say another twenty -five grand,” Amos said quickly, in addition to whatever the mags pay for you being on the cover and doing the layouts, of course. Probably another ten grand or so total, I’m guessing, from the two of them.”

		

		Smiling, Inga laid the big news she had been saving on him. “Oh, and by the way, you already owe me another fifty thousand, which I would like to see deposited in my account by the end of this week, Amos darling!”

		

		“Huh? Fifty grand; what the fuck for?” he yelled into the phone.

		

		“Garrett Soames is my new acting coach,” she announced smugly. “We started yesterday, and he says I have real talent. So, pay up, buddy-boy!”

		

		“I’ll have to confirm that with Garrett first, doll,” Amos hedged. “But if he really said that, then of course, we’ll pay you right away. You can’t get better than Garrett Soames as far as acting goes.”

		

		He thought about it and then asked, “How the fuck did you pull that off, by the way? I keep offering Garrett plum roles in my movies and he keeps blowing me off, claiming he’s all but retired.”

		

		“Cyn’s one of my best friends, remember?” she gloated into the phone, reveling in this small triumph for her and defeat for Amos.

		

		Every time she thought of him, she remembered the delight he’d taken in reaming out her near-virgin ass with his huge prick during the “audition” in his back office. And the more she remembered that, and his having made her lick out his skank wife’s ugly, not-too-tasty pussy while he was busily butt-fucking her, she hated the old shit-weasel just a little bit more.

		

		“Yeah, well, okay,” he finally sighed. “I’ll get a hold of Garrett today, if he’ll take my call, and confirm everything. You’ll have your money by week’s end if it all checks out. Oh, and I’ll have my secretary get back to you on those two picture shoots for the magazine, and the accompanying interviews. We need those out as soon as we can, okay?”

		

		“Yeah, I guess,” she said, hating to do anything Amos said, even if it was something she knew she should do.

		

		“Gotta’ keep the Inga publicity bandwagon rolling, now don’t we sweetie?” he said with a sharp little laugh, and then he was gone.

		

		“Prick!” Inga said under her breath, snapping the phone off and putting it back in her purse.

		

		Oh, well, at least I’ll be getting some more of my money soon, she thought, putting Amos out of her mind and concentrating on what she might want to spend it on as she headed for the cafeteria and lunch with the gang.

		

		***

		

		“So, around eighty-five grand all together?” Cyn asked a few minutes later. “Not chicken feed, babe. You could do a lot of shopping with eighty-five K!”

		

		“You’re going to have to put some of it into an account for taxes,” Marsha said.

		

		“Taxes?” Inga looked startled. “I’m just a kid! Do kids have to pay taxes? That’s not fucking fair!”

		

		The other three laughed at her naivety. Marsha, whose father, Lionel Terry, was known as the “investment counselor to the stars” for good reason—Amos Stallings, Garrett Soames, and Lonnie and June Ellen Ridge all had investments with him, along with most of Hollywood’s other elite names—just smiled at her and shook her long, crimson tresses.

		

		“Being eighteen cuts both ways, chica, unfortunately,” she said. “You’re old enough to sign contracts and be legally responsible for your actions, so the government cuts you no slack when it comes to paying them their tax money, just like anybody else.”

		

		“That sucks,” Inga scowled, drinking some of her energy drink. “I just start making a little money and they want to take it away!”

		

		Marsha gave her a soft smile of encouragement. “You really need to come and see Daddy, hon. He can set all of that shit up for you and make sure you don’t get crossways with Uncle Sam. He can make your money work for you too, as it comes in. And, ‘cause we’re best buds, I’ll get you the special girlfriend’s rate!”

		

		“Cool,” Inga said, smiling again. “Should I, like, call and make an appointment or something?”

		

		“Fuck that,” Marsha laughed. “You’re over at my house all the time anyway. I’ll give Daddy the head’s up that you two need to talk and the next time you’re at our place when he’s home, you two can get together, okay?”

		

		“Personal service, that’s what I like,” Inga said, beaming happily at her friend.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“Well, young lady, it’s about time you started doing something responsible with all of that money you’re getting,” Erik Norgaard lectured his daughter and only child that night at dinner, after Inga had mentioned that she hoped to receive a bit more of her half a million dollar salary for Windsong soon and that she intended to see Lionel Terry, Marsha’s dad, about investing some of it and setting up a tax account.

		

		Inga’s father was a Senior Vice President with a national bank headquartered in Century City, right next to Beverly Hills. He had been the president and CEO of a small tri-state bank with its home offices in Minneapolis until his present employer had bought it, consolidated it into their holdings, and then offered him a job with them.

		

		My relationship with Daddy has been a real rollercoaster ride, ever since I got the movie contract, Inga thought, picking at the nice dinner her mother had made them. He was proud, at first, to learn that I had gotten the role with Amos’s company, right out of the blue—a little shocked, maybe, at the idea his little girl could be grown up enough to actually be in a movie, but still proud—and he was absolutely astonished when he learned that my first contract was worth five hundred thousand dollars.

		

		She moved her food around her plate listlessly, remembering how angry he’d been when he’d realized that she’d signed a document that represented such a major milestone in her life without even showing it to him first. Things had gone rapidly downhill in their relationship from there, especially after she’d gotten her first check from Stallings Productions, cashed it, and then spent most of the money on what she wanted to spend it on, without seeking any advice from him. She’d really heard about that.

		

		Hell, she was still hearing about it! That’s where most of the animosity that had developed recently between her and her dad had come from—her opting to make her own decisions about her life and her career and her money from now on. Daddy had called it teenage typical rebellion. Inga thought of it more as taking responsibility for being an adult, now that she was eighteen.

		

		“When are you meeting with Mr. Terry?” her father asked.

		

		“I dunno, soon, I guess. I’m over at Marsha’s and Cyn’s and Lee-Lee’s as much as I’m home, so I’m bound to run into him soon, and Marsha said she’d let him know that he and I needed to sit down together.”

		

		Her father let out a long, exasperated sigh. “It’s a ridiculous idea in the first place, paying a girl as young as you that sort of money. You’re not responsible enough to handle it, that’s obvious…and now I ask you when the meeting is, and there is no meeting, just an impromptu plan to run into him…‘soon’, whatever that means!”

		

		“Jeez, Dad, okay! I’ll make it a point to see him this week for sure,” Inga conceded, pouting a bit at his attitude.

		

		He nodded his grudging approval and went back to the roast chicken on his plate. She ate a little more too, just to make her mom feel better. She wasn’t really that hungry—her Daddy’s authoritarian view of her life and her decision-making abilities had taken the edge off her normally robust appetite.

		

		Things really started going to shit when I bought Lee-Lee’s old Mercedes convertible without even asking him if he thought it was a good idea or not, Inga thought to herself. He’s never gotten over that.

		

		Then there was Riley. Her parents had invited Riley to dinner, after finally hearing that Inga was going out with him on a steady basis.

		

		Daddy had never said anything negative about Riley, but Inga could tell he wasn’t really sold on him. Her conservative, raised-in-middle-America father found the slick, devastatingly good-looking, confident, glib Riley to be a little too polished, a little too “Hollywood” for her father’s taste—Inga could hear it clearly in his voice whenever her father mentioned his name, which wasn’t often. All of the things Inga loved about Riley and which had attracted her to the slightly older boy in the first place were exactly the same things that turned her father off about him.

		

		“I’m going up to my room and study now,” she said at last. “Thanks for dinner, Mom, it was terrific.”

		

		“I couldn’t tell you felt that way about it from the way you ate tonight, darling,” her mother chided her. “You didn’t eat enough to keep a bird alive.”

		

		“Ah, Ma, I’ve got to watch my figure now, you know? I’m gonna’ be in the movies, after all!” Inga laughed.

		

		Her mother shook her long blonde hair and smiled. “Get to studying, you brat!”

		

		***

		

		But Inga didn’t study, of course. She didn’t need to. She had rapidly discovered, upon arriving in Beverly Hills a few months earlier, that she had already learned most of what her classes dealt with last semester or even last year back in Minnesota. She rarely had to crack a book here but her grades were hovering right at an “A-”.

		

		She wished idly that she was at Garrett Soames’s mansion, playing scenes with him and then, later, sucking his big dick for him…now that was fun! But Garrett had a regular Tuesday night poker game with friends that he always showed up for at his country club, so she was stuck at home for the night. She’d already committed to memory the short section of dialogue from the script he’d given her before she had left his house last night—and had been astonished at how easily she learned lines and how naturally it flowed off her tongue, once she had gotten into the mind of the character she was to play and figured out just where the character was coming from emotionally—so there was no point in going over the script again.

		

		Bored, she fished her cell phone out of her purse and hit ‘six’ on the speed dial, the home number of the Andersons back in St. Croix. It was only seven o’clock here, nine in Minnesota, so Adie should be able to talk.

		

		“Yes?” Mrs. Anderson’s somewhat stern voice came over the phone.

		

		“Hi, this is Inga, Mrs. Anderson,” she answered, smiling as though the older woman could see her, even though she obviously couldn’t.

		

		“Inga! We saw you on another one of those entertainment shows earlier tonight, right before dinner! My God, girl! You’re the most famous person ever born in St. Croix, did you know that? They’re already talking about re-naming one of the streets for you, after your movie comes out!”

		

		“Really?” Inga was shocked. Inga Norgaard Avenue or something…how utterly cool!

		

		“Well, they haven’t done it yet,” Mrs. Anderson said, “But it is being discussed. Would you come out for the ceremony, if they decided to do that?”

		

		“Sure, why not?” Inga grinned happily, thinking about seeing all of her old friends again and how proud they’d be of her.

		

		I’ve got eighty-five thousand dollars coming my way over the next month or so, she thought. I could afford to fly out there…heck, I could afford to fly Mama and Daddy out with me, first class; maybe then Daddy would let up on me a little bit!

		

		“Can Adie come to the phone, Mrs. Anderson?” she asked after another moment.

		

		“Sure, here she is,” the older woman said. “You take care of yourself now, Inga, out there in Hollywood. And stay out of trouble!”

		

		Inga was still smiling at that admonition when Adie came on the line a second later. Her oldest friend’s high-pitched, almost squeaky with excitement voice asked, “Hey, girlfriend, how are you doing?”

		

		“Much better, here of late,” Inga answered, and then proceeded to bring her up to date on securing a famous acting coach and getting ready to shoot the two magazine lay-outs, and about the eighty-five thousand dollars, of course.

		

		“Wow!” Adie sighed. “All of that money! But, Ing, aren’t you worried about posing for that one magazine, the men’s one? Don’t they want you to show a lot of, uh, you know…?”

		

		“Skin?” Inga laughed. “Yeah, I guess they do, kiddo! But, to paraphrase the immortal words of my sleezoid producer, Amos Stallings: ‘No nipples or pussy, just a lot of cleavage and legs and ass!’”

		

		Adie audibly sucked in her breath at Inga’s naughty language and then laughed. “My God! How can you be so, you know, like, ‘no big deal’ about it, Ing? Doesn’t it freak you out, thinking about posing like that?”

		

		Inga chuckled softly at her old friend’s naivety. “Just wait till Windsong gets released, babe. You’re going to see a lot of me in that one…pretty much just what you used to see every day after gym class, in the showers, if the early scripts are any indication of the amount of nudity involved in my role.”

		

		“Whoa!” Adie gasped. “H-How are you going to deal with that, Ing?”

		

		Inga’s chuckle turned into a huge, naughty giggle. “I’m pretty much planning on just taking off all of my clothes and strutting my stuff until the director says ‘cut’, Adie, to tell you the truth!”

		

		There was a long silence and then Adie said, “But you used to be so shy, Ing! I remember how flustered you used to get when people made such a big deal of your looks and the way you’re built!”

		

		“That’s true,” Inga sighed, wistfully remembering the shy, innocent young girl she’d been until moving out here, always embarrassed about her stunning looks, never wearing make up because she didn’t want to attract any more attention to her heart-stoppingly pretty face than just her natural looks already did.

		

		“Well, Adie, I finally decided that my body and my face and my hair and all of it are just God’s gift to me. They’re my opportunity to be somebody in this world, Ad, so I’d be a fool not to take advantage of what I’ve been given, you know?”

		

		She went on quickly, “I mean, it’s not like I work out, particularly, or watch what I eat, do anything, really! I just look the way I look—so why not use that to my advantage?”

		

		After a moment, Adie agreed. “Yeah, that’s true. You’re certainly gorgeous enough to be a major movie star, looks-wise, so why not be one if you can?”

		

		“Exactly,” Inga said. “That’s what I finally said to myself when June Ellen told me that Amos had flipped over the cell phone pictures she’d showed him of me out by the pool in my swimsuit and said that he wanted to audition me for the part in Windsong. My initial reaction was to say no, but then I thought about it and decided… ‘why the fuck not?’”

		

		She smiled wryly, remembering her “audition” with Amos and his skank wife. “I decided I should at least try it, Ad. You know, at least see if I had any talent for acting, as long as the opportunity was right there in front of me.”

		

		“Well good for you!” Adie said. “I think you’re very brave, Ing, for going for it like that. It’s just so cool, knowing someone who’s on her way to being, like, world famous, you know?”

		

		Inga laughed again. “I know just what you mean, hon. And, talking about world famous, I’ll have to introduce you to Garrett Soames when you come out here to visit me sometime. He’s a real character and so charming and, for such an old guy, so handsome!”

		

		“Hmmmm, yeah, I saw one of his old movies on TV the other night,” Adie sighed. “He was way hot when he was young.”

		

		He’s pretty fucking hot right now, Inga thought smugly, remembering how hard he’d made her come last night when he’d fucked her in the ass while toying with her clit just the way she loved it!

		

		“And how about that Riley?” Adie suddenly blurted. “I got those pictures of him that you e-mailed me, Inga. He’s, like, awesomely handsome! What a honey!”

		

		Inga giggled again. “Yeah, and he’s so sweet and fun to be with. I wish we could see more of each other, but he’s on the other side of town and it seems like we have to plan the second invasion of Normandy just to get together on the weekends. That’s when all of the photographers come out and follow me everywhere, looking for that one candid shot that’s going to put them on someone’s cover that week.”

		

		She sighed. “We’ve got this really cool hotel that we like to stay at in Newport Beach; it’s right on the beach, you know? And the view is incredible and it’s got this nice fireplace, and you can lie in bed and cuddle and look out at the beach as the sun goes down…it’s all so wonderfully romantic.”

		

		“So…you’re…uh…doing it with him, then?” Adie asked in a halting whisper, so her mother wouldn’t overhear.

		

		Inga smiled, knowing sweet little Adie was probably still a virgin. She might have been a little naughty with a boy here and there, but Inga suspected that her friend had yet to “go all the way” with one of them.

		

		“Yeah, we make love when we get the chance, Ad,” she admitted after a moment’s hesitation, knowing Adie could keep things to herself when she wanted to.

		

		“Is it…is it great? Having sex with a guy, I mean? As great as everyone says?”

		

		Inga grinned and whispered. “It is. It’s the greatest feeling you’ll ever have in your whole life, Ad, if you meet a guy who really does it right.”

		

		Or a girl, for that matter, she thought to herself, but tactfully didn’t mention to Adie. She didn’t really think Adele Anderson was ready for that little revelation about her oldest friend just yet!

		

		***

		

		“Well, this is a surprise,” Inga said the next morning when her phone rang in between her second and third class and Garrett Soames’s name popped up on the caller ID screen. “I didn’t think you even had my number, sweetie.”

		

		“I got it from Cyn, actually,” Garrett said, sounding chipper and wide awake. “I just got a call from that well-known turd in the punchbowl of humanity, Amos Stallings, concerning you.”

		

		“Oh, and what did the big-dicked dwarf want?” Inga asked.

		

		After Garrett had stopped laughing at her rude but accurate description of Amos Stallings, he said, “He wished to know whether or not I was really tutoring you in the thespian arts, and whether you were proving an adept student.”

		

		“And what did you tell the charmless little gnome?” Inga inquired eagerly, visions of eighty-five thousand dollars dancing before her eyes.

		

		“Why, that you were Sara Berhardt, Helen Hayes, Lynn Fontanne, Liz Taylor, and Meryl Streep all rolled into one, with the sex appeal of dear Marilyn as well, of course,” he answered.

		

		“Oh, goody!” Inga chortled happily. “That will earn you an extra special little treat tonight, after the acting lesson is over, darling.”

		

		“Hmmmm, just what would that entail, my dear?”

		

		“It would entail you coming so hard that you may just pass out from sheer ecstasy, sweetheart,” Inga whispered into the phone as she reached the door to her classroom.

		

		“Oh, my! Perhaps we’d best move that lesson up a bit then,” he suggested facetiously, making his voice sound as anxious as a teenager’s at the thought of having sex with her again. “Perhaps you could cut school and come over right now?”

		

		“Garrett! I’m ashamed of you, encouraging delinquent behavior,” she laughed gaily. “Anyway, class is starting, I gotta’ go. See you at five for dinner, okay?”

		

		“Unless you can make it sooner, my love…” Garrett’s faux pleading voice went away as she closed her phone and hurried inside before she was late to class.

		

		***

		

		“Hello, darling,” Inga whispered to Garrett when they met in his living room promptly at five, going up onto her tiptoes and wrapping her arms around his neck, kissing him long and hard for the better part of a minute.

		

		“Where’s Cyn?” she asked, disengaging from him at last and looking around.

		

		“She’s shopping and grabbing a bite out with Lee-Lee and Marsha,” Garrett replied, picking up his cocktail again from where he’d sat it on a coaster when she’d entered the room. “Didn’t she tell you?”

		

		“No, she knew that I was having dinner here tonight and that we were working afterward,” Inga replied, going over to the bar and making herself a seven and seven. “I guess she didn’t mention the shopping excursion because she knew I wouldn’t be going with them.”

		

		“Will that be a problem, missing these little ‘girls’ night out’ things with the three of them?” he asked. “Will they come to resent it?”

		

		“No,” she smiled at him. “They all want me to succeed and they know that working with you is a big part of that. They’ll be fine with it.”

		

		He smiled back at her and then his face went serious. “I’ve been thinking about something that troll, Amos, said today.”

		

		“Oh?”

		

		“Yes, he pointed out that we could all no doubt get a lot of mileage, publicity-wise, out of letting it leak to the press that you’re my protégé; that I’m working with you on your acting chops, so to speak.”

		

		Inga thought about that for a moment and then nodded. “Actually, that might work out well for everyone, when you think about it, darling. You get great publicity, I get great publicity, and of course Amos will use the buzz that story generates to further publicize Windsong and my role in it.”

		

		“Win, win, win, that’s what Amos said,” Garrett agreed.

		

		“So, should we let him leak it?” she asked.

		

		“I doubt we could stop the little weasel if we tried,” he smiled at her again. “And, besides, it’s a good story, so why bother trying?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Just after five-thirty, when Hilda had finished serving them a gourmet dinner featuring roast pheasant as the main course, the round-faced cook/maid ushered a tall, lanky man into the dining room. He was in his twenties, with long, unruly hair that hung down to his narrow shoulders and a scruffy beard that had not filled in well and didn’t look as if it were ever going to. He had on a pair of torn jeans and a heavy blue chambray work shirt with a coffee stain on the front of it.

		

		“Dude, Mr. Stallings said to be here at five-thirty, so here I am,” the young man said, eying the remnants of the fancy dinner, and Inga, of course.

		

		He flashed her a smile, showing bad teeth, and she looked away from him without reacting one way or the other, over toward her host. Garrett shrugged, clearly somewhat embarrassed by the young man’s sudden appearance, and hastily explained, “Amos wanted to film your lesson tonight, when we do the scene, just to see how you were coming along after I bragged about your acting prowess. Sorry. I was going to mention it earlier, but dinner was ready so…”

		

		His voice trailed off. Inga looked back over at the cameraman. He was gross. She hoped Garrett didn’t think that she was going to fuck this guy in payment for his camera work, because that definitely wasn’t going to happen!

		

		“Why don’t you gather up your gear and meet us upstairs in a little while, sonny?” Garrett said to the young man. “Hilda will show you which room to set up in.”

		

		When Hilda and the man were gone, Inga shot Garrett and inquisitive look. “Why did you agree to this?”

		

		“Two reasons,” Garrett told her, finishing the last of the excellent Riesling he’d poured for them with dinner. “Number one, Amos said that he wouldn’t pay you what he owes you until he saw proof that you were making strong progress as an actress and, secondly, the film will be helpful in critiquing our work together. We can both watch it and, in a few weeks, we’ll film the same scene again and compare the two takes to see if you’ve improved. That second filming will be solely for our use; Amos needn’t see that one. I’ll find someone else to shoot that for us so that he won’t even know it exists.”

		

		Inga nodded. She then told Garrett point blank that she hoped Amos was paying for this guy’s time because she didn’t plan on compensating him with pussy.

		

		Garrett roared with laughter. “Dear God, girl, I’d never ask you to do that! He’s just here to shoot the scene we’re to work on tonight. The uh…other scenes we’ll play out together later, in bed—those are best left unfilmed, I should think, lest they fall into unfriendly hands.”

		

		“Like the tabloids or the gossip shows?” Inga grinned at him.

		

		“Precisely. Shall we?”

		

		Standing up from the table, she took his arm and let him lead her toward the stairs. She was already thinking about the scene she’d learned for tonight. Would having a stranger in the room, shooting it with a camera, make it harder to do it well, she wondered?

		

		Jeez, if I can’t do it with one ugly dude watching and filming it with one camera, how can I ever hope to perform on a for-real movie set? She chided herself. Get a grip, girl!

		

		***

		

		This scene was from another of Garrett’s old movies, The Traitor, one for which he had won the Academy Award for Best Actor. It was a film from the early eighties, about the religious wars in Northern Ireland and in it, Garrett played a senior member of the Irish Republican Army who compromised his principles for the love of a Protestant girl. Tonight, Inga would be playing Katherine O’Mara, the IRA traitor’s great, forbidden love.

		

		The only thing that really worried Inga about the role was the Irish accent. She’d seen the movie only once, a few years ago, and hadn’t watched the end of it. She hadn’t really liked it because of the murky, conspicuously-artsy black and white film the director had used and because of the all of the violence in the movie and what was sure to be a sad ending for the lovers. Sure enough, in reading the script Garrett had given her, not just the scene she was to do tonight, but clear through to the end, she saw that her worst suspicions had been confirmed: both Katherine and her lover ended up dead at the movie’s conclusion.

		

		“Could you do a few lines in the accent?” she asked Garrett nervously, pacing around as the not very attractive young man finished setting up the lights he had brought along and his very professional-looking video camera and tripod. “I want to get it right.”

		

		Garrett laughed. “Don’t worry about the fine points, dear. Just worry about getting the lines right and making the girl you’re playing real for the camera. Make her character come alive, and we won’t worry about the accent, okay?”

		

		Inga shook her head. “No, I think I can do it—I have a great ear for stuff like that—it’s just that I’m not very familiar with that particular accent and I need to hear a little more of it.”

		

		“A little perfectionist is what ‘ya are then, now aren’t you, girl?” Garrett said in the same thick Irish brogue he’d used in the move, grinning at her.

		

		She grinned back and urged him onward. He thought about it for a moment and then launched into the opening lines of his part. She listened intently, mouthing the words in her head as he said them, the heavy accent as rich and full as a sweater spun of pure Irish wool. She had been a talented mimic of voices and accents since she was a little girl—who would have ever guessed that such a thing might prove useful one day?

		

		***

		

		“Oh Sean, it’s ruin you’ll be bringing down on the both of us in the end, can you not see that, you bull-headed man?” Inga pleaded, her face pinched with worry, her startling blue eyes imploring him.

		

		“All I can see is you, Katherine,” Garrett answered in his perfect Irish brogue. “You and your beauty and your gentleness…your goodness. It’s you I’m wanting, woman, and I’ll settle for nothing less!”

		

		He swept her into his arms and Inga could practically feel the camera zooming in on them as their lips came together to close out the scene. Her heart was pounding in her chest again because she knew she hadn’t been just good in the part—she’d been spectacular—she’d seen it in the way Garrett was looking at her so proudly as she said her lines.

		

		And her accent had felt just right too. She was as happy as she could ever remember being in her life at that moment—knowing that the footage in the camera was going to blow Amos right off his chair—and wanting the cameraman to clear out right away so that she could have the rest of the evening in bed with Garrett!

		

		“Like they say, people, that’s a wrap,” the cameraman said at last.

		

		The lights went out and Inga stepped back from Garrett’s embrace. The cameraman was shaking his head. “You’re, like, fucking awesome, kid! I’ve worked on some big films since I hooked up with Stallings, filmed some pretty famous actresses…but I’ve never seen anyone who could compete with you as far as pure acting skills go! Are you, like, Meryl Streep’s gorgeous, unknown daughter or something?”

		

		Inga couldn’t help giggling at that backhanded compliment. She favored the unattractive young man a smile and said modestly, “No, I’m just a girl who’s trying to learn to act.”

		

		“Fuck too!” the man smiled, shaking his long, unwashed-looking hair. “That’s like trying to teach a fish to swim, from what I saw tonight. You’re gonna’ be, like, a fuckin’ mega-star!”

		

		Inga beamed. He was still uncouth and slightly ugly, but she loved what he had just said about her. She just hoped that he was right!

		

		***

		

		“So, are you feeling full of stamina tonight, my darling Garrett?” Inga asked, slipping his socks off.

		

		He was seated on the edge of the bed and she was kneeling, naked, in front of him, the cameraman long gone and the doors to both the sitting room and the bedroom securely locked. She had removed her own clothes slowly, teasing him into hardness, and then had stripped his shirt off and dropped his trousers to the carpet before ordering him to sit on the bed so that she could do his shoes, socks, and his loosened slacks. She now reached up and yanked his baggy boxers from under his skinny ass, his engorged cock waggling all around as they came free and she whisked them off his thin legs.

		

		“Why do you ask about my stamina, dear?” he asked, glancing at the clock beside the bed. “It’s barely eight o’clock. We have two hours before you have to leave.”

		

		She smiled mischievously up at him from between his bony knees. “I know, but I feel really horny tonight, babe. I thought you might like to lick my pussy off and then fuck my lights out for a while…before I give you your little treat, that is.”

		

		He grinned broadly, staring down at her fantastic face. “Doing all of that isn’t treat enough?”

		

		“Oh, no,” she assured him, reaching for his cock. “I’ve got something very special planned for this big fellow when he’s ready to go off tonight, trust me on that.”

		

		Garrett sighed as the head of his dick disappeared into her talented mouth and she began to slowly bob her head over his lap. “Jeeeezus, girl, are you ever something?”

		

		***

		

		“Like that!” Inga squealed with delight, her whole body shivering. “Oh, God, Garrett darling, do it to me hard and fast, just like that!”

		

		Garrett Soames was gasping for breath but happy, his handsome face beaming with delight as he watched her getting ready to orgasm yet again under his driving cock. He had her on her knees in front of him, his dick ramming into her up-turned pussy slit, a thumb buried deep in her anus, his other hand squeezing an asscheek, her big breasts flush against the bedspread beneath her.

		

		“How…how many times will this be?” he panted breathlessly.

		

		“I don’t know, I’ve come so many times I’ve lost count,” Inga giggled blissfully, absolutely loving what he was doing to her.

		

		God, but it feels good to come, to just come and come on a man’s hard, hot cock, she thought exultantly! He may be old, but, Jesus, can he ever fuck!

		

		“Oh, honey,” she suddenly screamed out her joy, her pussy clutching at Garrett’s gliding prick. “I’m going off again! I’m coming on your gorgeous cock!”

		

		Garrett sighed and kept on fucking. He drilled her just the way she was craving it, her pussy fluttering all around his reaming prick, a tiny spurt of girl-come squirting out around his buried shaft to drip hotly down onto his tensed balls.

		

		“Ing! I’m…oh, fuck, honey, I’m there too! I can’t hold back!” he gasped, the hot bath her spurting pussy had just given his dick driving him over the edge, his tight voice betraying his urgent need to cut loose inside her spasming young flesh.

		

		“Oh, here,” she pleaded, moving forward abruptly, emptying her orgasming pussy of his hardness. “Let me! You’re going to love this, just wait and see!”

		She spun around and shoved her left hand down on to her own crotch, fingering herself frantically through the rest of her orgasm as he watched. At the same time, her mouth found his ready-to-explode cockhead and sucked it eagerly inside while she frigged herself.

		

		He wailed and let loose into her nursing lips. It was then that Inga’s little surprise started: instead of swallowing his spurting semen, she gathered it in her mouth until it was full as could be and then began sloshing the fiery-hot fluid around and around against his sensitive cock tip, inundating it in its own warm bath of slippery spunk!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, holy fuck, girl!” Garrett shouted. “It’s so hot! It’s so fuckin’ hot on my dick!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm!” Inga agreed, swallowing a little of his steamy outpouring to keep from drowning but continuing to baste his prick with the rest.

		

		“Fuuuuuccckkkkk!” Garrett murmured, his whole body jerking. He drove his cock in deeper, moaning and holding her white-gold locks in each hand, fucking the rest of his big load into her willing mouth as if it were a tight, sucking, swallowing pussy.

		

		At last, he stopped spurting and she swallowed her huge mouthful of come in two big gulps. She cleaned the jizz from his cock and let the limp shaft drop down onto his sated balls, staring up at him, her eyes wide with feigned innocence.

		

		“You are fucking incredible,” he whispered, smiling and shaking his leonine head. “That was the best blowjob I’ve ever had, no doubt about it!”

		

		He cocked his head at her quizzically. “Just where did you learn that little trick?”

		

		Inga didn’t think it sounded very romantic to tell him that her boyfriend, Riley, had taught her to do that little move, so she just shook her head.

		

		“A girl learns things, darling,” she smiled up at him, licking a big wad of his pearly come off her front teeth and swallowing it as he watched. “The important thing is—did you enjoy it?”

		

		“Were I a few years younger, I’d show you just how much I enjoyed it!” he grinned at her.

		

		Inga smiled back. “Well, this big boy may be out of commission for a little while, but is your tongue broken, darling?” she asked him ingenuously, smiling slyly.

		

		“Come here, you little minx!” he growled moving her onto her back and pushing her gorgeous legs open wide.

		

		He took a taut little ass moon in each palm and pushed upward, opening her tiny slit fully to his hungry mouth, and began to lick…

		

		***

		

		“Inga, I need to speak with you,” her father’s voice stopped her, one foot already on the stair, headed up to her room and bed.

		

		It was only a little after ten, so she wasn’t late, and yet his voice sounded extremely ticked off for some reason. She sighed.

		

		What the fuck have I done to piss him off now? She asked herself, turning to face him.

		

		“A man called for you tonight, a photographer,” her father said sternly, watching her face for a reaction. “He said he wanted to arrange a photo session for you, this week if possible, for Men’s Realm Magazine. I told him he had the wrong number and hung up on him. What do you know about this, young lady?”

		

		Inga bridled. She wasn’t really crazy about posing half naked for a rag like Men’s Realm in the first place but she knew that she’d get incredible face and name recognition out of doing it, not just now but in the future—once something hit the web, it stayed there forever—and she wanted the twenty five thousand dollar payment from Amos that appearing in the magazine would earn her as well. Plus, she deeply resented her father’s intrusion into her career decisions.

		

		“I’m supposed to be on the cover next month,” she said defiantly at last, her eyes daring him to make a huge deal out of it.

		

		“I absolutely forbid it!” he shouted angrily, his face going red. “No daughter of mine is going to pose naked in a…a…skin magazine!”

		

		“You forbid it?” Inga scowled. “You can forbid until you turn blue in the face, Daddy, but I’m doing that photo shoot and there’s nothing you can do about it! I’m eighteen and I’ll do whatever I want, career-wise, from now on and that’s that!”

		

		“Not while you’re living in my house, you won’t!” he yelled.

		

		“Fine. Then I’ll move,” she said coldly, so angry that she was suddenly shaking. “I’ll find a place to rent and be out of here by this weekend. Good night, I’m going to bed now.”

		

		“Inga…wait!” he called after her as she stomped angrily up the stairs.

		

		She slammed the door and locked it and threw herself on the bed. Angry, bitter tears suddenly appeared in her eyes. Her father knocked on the door but she ignored him and he finally went away.

		

		We used to be so close, she thought miserably, still crying hard. I was his little girl and I could do no wrong. Now every fucking thing I do is wrong as far as he’s concerned!

		

		Still sobbing slightly, she took stock of her situation. She could afford to move out and get an apartment, a nice one, on her own. Once she got Amos’s next payment, she’d have plenty of money to do that. Maybe that was for the best after all, given the way she and her father were getting along these days.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Breakfast the next morning turned out to be yet another nightmare come to life. Inga’s father was blustery and insistent at the breakfast table, saying that she didn’t have to move out of the house, that she couldn’t move; he absolutely forbade her to do so!

		

		Her mother was trying to be brave about the whole thing and keep out of the argument but, in the end, she burst into tears and in moments, Inga was crying too and then she found herself getting up from the table and running out of the house after only managing a few bites of English muffin and a sip of coffee, bawling her head off, ruining her makeup, jumping into her car and tearing out of the driveway, tires squealing, her father yelling for her to “come back here, young lady” from the kitchen doorway as she drove off.

		

		She composed herself in the parking lot at school, repaired her makeup, made up her mind not to think about her father anymore this morning, and went inside. Her first class was a blur. She heard what the teacher said, and followed what was happening in class, vaguely, but couldn’t have told anyone specifically what had happened during the fifty-minute session after it ended.

		

		Between her first and second class, she dialed Stallings Productions, got Bonita, Amos’s thirtyish, blonde-bombshell secretary on the line and asked her to find out which photographer was handling the Men’s Realm shoot and to text her the number so that she could call and arrange a time for the photo session. That done, she called June Ellen and asked her to handle the other photo appointment with the Sunday newspaper supplement people; she wanted to get both shoots done as soon as possible so that she could collect even more money from Amos and have it on hand when she set about finding herself a new place to live by this weekend.

		

		At lunch that day, she told the girls what was happening. They were uniformly shocked to hear about Inga’s fight with her father and her subsequent decision to move out on her own.

		

		“Holy moley, Ing!” Lee-Lee blurted. “That’s a huge step! Are you sure you wouldn’t just like to move in with us until the end of the school year? We’ve got, like, twelve bedrooms and Riley lives at the frat, on campus, so there’s tons of room at our place and I know Mom and Dad wouldn’t mind.”

		

		“Or you could come and live at our house,” Cyn offered. “It’s fucking huge, as you know, and it would be convenient…for your lessons with Daddy and all.”

		

		“Our chateau isn’t as big as those other two monster manses, but there’s still plenty of room, and my mom and dad both think you’re great, cutie, so you’d be welcome at our house too,” Marsha said. “I’d have to check with them first, but I’m sure it would be okay.”

		

		“No, thanks, all of you are so sweet to offer, but I think I’m going to go ahead and get my own place,” Inga answered with a resigned sigh. “I’d never thought about it before, but eighteen is a good age to be out on your own, especially if you can afford it and, luckily, I can.”

		

		Her smile deepened, “The more I think about it, the cooler it sounds…being out on my own! Oh, I know I’m going to miss Mama and even Daddy at first, but I think it’s time. I had intended to finish school first, of course, and to see how Windsong did at the box office before I even considered doing anything like this but…well, this is just how it worked out, I guess.”

		

		Marsha grinned. “Being free to do whatever you wanted, when you wanted would be mega-cool, at that, especially with your money, kid.”

		

		Lee-Lee laughed. “Yeah, if I tried to move out, my dad would cancel all of my credit cards instantly and stop my allowance—I’d be dead broke in two days. I think my folks are planning on me living at home until I’m, like, thirty or something! Riley got to move on campus at USC because he’s a guy; but they’ve already made it clear that if I go to college anywhere commutable next year, that I’m living at home, at least for the first year.”

		

		“My dad might let me move out, if I really wanted to,” Cyn said, sounding as if she were thinking out loud. “I mean, he’d really miss me if I did, but he might do it. He’s realistic. He knows I’m going to UCLA next year to study directing at the Film School—he’s the one who pulled the strings to get me in, after all.”

		

		Inga heard the tone that announced that she had a text. She pulled the device out of her purse and saw a local phone number.

		

		“Well, here’s my big chance to be a half-clothed starlet in Men’s Realm, girls,” she said, smiling wryly at the group. “Let’s see when they want to shoot me.”

		

		She held the phone up to her ear and hit a button that instructed the phone to automatically dial the number for her. In moments, a female voice answered, “Jules Jansen Photography, may I help you?”

		

		Inga introduced herself and the girl seemed to come to attention over the line. In moments, Inga was talking to Jules Jansen himself and he was offering her various open times for the photo session. She explained that she usually had school until about three and since he was downtown and she was in Beverly Hills, there was a commute factor involved as well.

		

		After checking his schedule again, Mr. Jansen asked her if she could possibly be at his studio at four thirty that same afternoon. Inga thought about it for a moment and then said that she didn’t see why not and asked if she needed to bring any outfits or costumes to the shoot with her. He assured her that she didn’t, that he would have appropriate lingerie and garments in her size for her to wear during the session. She wrote down his address and said she’d see him at four thirty.

		

		“Wow! That was fast,” Cyn commented after she put the phone down.

		

		“Apparently, they bumped whoever was going to be their cover girl next month in favor of me, because of all the Windsong/Inga Norgaard/the new Marilyn Monroe hype that Amos is putting out,” Inga shrugged. “They want my boobies and ass on display in their slightly cheesy mag right away.”

		

		“Well, sooner is better than later, chica,” Marsha commented. “At least Amos will have to pay you right away, once the pictures are taken and your layout is scheduled to run next month.”

		

		“Yeah, at least there’s that,” Inga nodded. “Maybe I can rent myself a really nice place with all that money in the bank to work with.”

		

		“You want company tonight, so you won’t be as nervous about doing this?” Lee-Lee asked. “We can go with you, if you want. Just like when you auditioned for sleezeball Amos.”

		

		Inga smiled, remembering how all four of them had trooped into Stallings Productions that day, letting Amos know that the other three were there; waiting for her, in hopes the “interview” might be shortened as a result. She still felt grateful to her three friends for going with her to that traumatic, life-changing appointment.

		

		“Suit, yourselves, darlings,” Inga answered. “I sure won’t say no if you guys want to ride along, but I don’t think this deal is like the one with Amos. I don’t think Mr. Jansen expects me to fuck him or anything.”

		

		She giggled. “He sounded much too gay on the phone to be interested in me anyway, so I think I’m safe.”

		

		***

		

		Jules Jansen was in his thirties, whippet-thin, with dark, close-trimmed hair, a tiny goatee, and glasses with thick dark frames. He was wearing fashionably distressed jeans and a black turtleneck sweater and his hands fluttered about like a pair of particularly expressive birds when he talked.

		

		“You are fantastic!” he told Inga upon meeting her, his olive-green eyes opening wide behind his glasses. “You’re a goddess! You’re…you’re…perfect!”

		

		He glanced at Inga’s retinue, Cyn, Marsha, and Lee-Lee and smiled at them dismissively. “You girls are quite attractive as well, but Miss Norgaard is perfection itself!”

		

		He leaned closer to Inga and said in a confidential tone. “That slimy cunthound, Amos Stallings, told me that you were the prettiest girl he’d ever seen, but of course I took that with a grain of salt when he said it. Who would believe a money-hungry pervert like Amos even if he were swearing that the sky was blue…I ask you?”

		

		Inga smiled at Jules Jansen. He was gay as a goose, to be sure, but he obviously shared an intense dislike for Amos with her, so Inga took an instant liking to him.

		

		He told her to go into a nearby dressing room and disrobe completely, so that he could study her nude body and decide what sort of outfit would look the sexiest on her. Inga shrugged and did as he asked. She was going to be pretty much naked on the Windsong set in a month or so, if all went as scheduled, and there were going to be a whole lot more strangers there than one gay photographer, so she might as well start getting used to it, she reasoned, taking off the clothes she had worn to school that day and hanging them neatly in the dressing room.

		

		When she stepped out of the tiny room a few minutes later, Jules looked up from the light he was fiddling with and stared at her nude body intently. His mouth dropped open slightly, and he gestured with one of his excited, fluttering-bird hands for her to do a three-sixty turn, which she did.

		

		“Jesus Christ on methamphetamine!” the photographer murmured, his eyes never leaving her naked form.

		

		He crossed the studio and stood right in front of her, staring intently at her nipples for long moments, and then bending his head so that he could look beneath her breasts. He indicated that she should turn around again, and he dropped to his haunches, checking out her butt and her tiny pink pussy.

		

		“Not a breast augmentation incision-mark, not a corrective surgery scar of any kind anywhere!” he whispered in sheer amazement.

		

		He looked up at Inga, a dumbfounded look on his face. “Are you seriously telling me that you look like this, and you haven’t had any work done at all?” He asked incredulously.

		

		“You mean plastic surgery or liposuction or like that?” Inga asked.

		

		He nodded.

		

		“No, I just look the way I look.”

		

		Standing up, he examined her nose and her cheeks carefully, looking for evidence of rhinoplasty work on her nose or possible cheek implants, she supposed. He shook his head again in disbelief.

		

		“Jesus! You’re perfect! How in the fuck can one human being be so gorgeous, so absolutely flawless?”

		

		Inga shrugged, grinning a little bashfully now, and offered, “I’m just me.”

		

		His face lit up with joy. “I could dress you in a burlap bag and you’d still be the hottest girl ever to grace the pages of Men’s Realm, honey. You’re the answer to every glamour photographer’s prayers. I just hope I’m good enough to capture the sheer perfection that your face and body represent—and I’m generally anything but humble, let me assure you.”

		

		He grinned at her. “As a matter of fact, most people think of me as arrogant and over-proud of my own work.”

		

		He handed her a terrycloth robe to wear temporarily and led her over to a large wardrobe area and, with the other three girls helping and making suggestions, went through an assortment of teddies, bustiers, negligees, and sheer wraps until they had assembled four outfits for Inga to slip into. When she was modeling the last of them for him, Jules smiled and shook his head once more.

		

		“I swear to God; it doesn’t make any difference which one we pose you in. You’re breath-taking in any of them, and we haven’t even started on your hair or make up yet!”

		

		***

		

		“So, did you girls have fun shopping this afternoon?” Inga’s mom asked when she returned to the house at eight-thirty that evening. “You didn’t spend too much, did you?”

		

		“No, Mama,” Inga smiled at her. “See, no bags. Lee-Lee and Marsha bought some stuff, but Cyn and I just window-shopped, basically.”

		

		Inga hated lying to her mother, but she had phoned earlier and explained her absence by saying that the four of them were going shopping, not to a photo studio to let a man take racy pictures of her in a nightgown. Her father harrumphed and went back to reading his Barron’s magazine.

		

		“Can I warm you up something, or did you eat while you were shopping?” her mother asked.

		

		“Do I smell lasagna?” Inga grinned at her mother, sniffing the air.

		

		“Your favorite,” her mother smiled back. “I’ll get you a little dish of it, all right?”

		

		Nodding, Inga sighed. She was sure going to miss her mom’s cooking when she moved out into her own place. She was an okay cook, but she wasn’t her mom’s equal in the kitchen by any means.

		

		Maybe I’ll order in or go out for dinner a lot, she thought to herself. I’m probably going to be too tired to cook, working on the movie, finishing up high school, and trying to have some kind of a social life with Riley and my friends while I’m at it.

		

		***

		

		“My God! Didn’t it feel weird, posing naked like that?” Adie whispered into the phone so that her mother wouldn’t hear what she was discussing with Inga.

		

		Sprawled out on her bed, Inga smiled. “Kind of, at first, but then after the shoot actually got going, it was fine. A couple of times, Jules had to stop clicking away and come over and rearrange my gown so that my nipple wasn’t quite showing. Men’s Realm likes lots and lots of cleavage and they don’t mind a nippy making a pokey-face against a sheer blouse or a nightie, but apparently actual bare nipples are a no-no for them—that struck me as very weird, for a supposed men’s magazine!”

		

		“So, what happens now?” Adie asked breathlessly.

		

		“Well, Jules said he’d have the prints to Amos and to the magazine people tonight or early tomorrow, and he told me to brace myself for another firestorm of publicity because he assured me that someone at the magazine will leak the pictures to a bunch of celeb webpages on the net, like, instantly.”

		

		“Oh, wow! So, I’m going to be seeing naked pictures of you on the net this week?” Adie gasped.

		

		“Sexy, not naked, you doofus,” Inga laughed, “I keep telling you! But, yeah, the magazine doesn’t come out for almost a month, but everyone tells me that the leaked shots will hit, like, tomorrow or something.”

		

		Inga’s phone beeped and she took it from her ear and read the ID. It was June Ellen.

		

		“Hey, June Ellen my manager is calling, so I gotta’ take this,” she told Adie. “We’ll talk again soon, okay?”

		

		Clicking off, she said, “Hey, what’s up?”

		

		“How does Saturday, at your house, work for you as a time and place for doing the Sunday supplement interview and photo shoot, darling?” June Ellen asked.

		

		“Uh, not so hot, I’m afraid,” Inga sighed.

		

		She quickly told June Ellen about the blow-up with her father and having to move out. June Ellen was as shocked as the girls in the Posse had been by the news.

		

		“That’s so awful, darling! Do you want me to speak to Anna and Erik for you? They’re such sweet, reasonable people. Perhaps if I explain…”

		

		“No, that’s okay,” Inga said. “I’m cool with moving, now that I’ve had time to think about it. It’s probably for the best. My life is really taking off, and I’m tired of arguing with my dad about every little thing that happens, so it’s going to be good, me being off on my own where I can come and go as I please and do what I need to do, career-wise.”

		

		After a second’s pause, she said, “But it does kind of screw us for doing the ‘Inga at home’ piece the mag wanted to shoot, doesn’t it? Since I no longer seem to have a home, at least temporarily.”

		

		“Why don’t you move over here with us on Friday afternoon, just for a week or so?” June Ellen offered. “I’ll cancel the session for now, but then you’ll be able to do the photo shoot here some Saturday. Our house is very photogenic and I doubt the photographers will care where they shoot you, as long as the place looks like a home and you look comfortable being there. Plus, that way you can take your time finding just the right place to move to.”

		

		Maybe that is for the best, Inga thought reluctantly. This week has shot by so fast—tomorrow’s Friday already!

		

		She really was anxious to get her own place, now that she’d adjusted to the idea, but she liked Lonnie and June Ellen and, of course, Lee-Lee, and she felt very comfortable in their huge home. And it would provide a great background for the photo session.

		

		“It would give some breathing space to find just the right place to move to, wouldn’t it?”

		

		“Sure,” June Ellen said, sounding relieved. “I’ll expect you tomorrow afternoon. Do you need any help moving?”

		

		“Nah, there’s just my clothes and my new TV and stuff,” Inga said. “I’m planning on buying furniture when I find a place. Tomorrow’s Friday, June Ellen, I’ll see you right after school, in the afternoon. I’m sure Lee and Marsh and Cyn will help me move my stuff in their cars too, so one trip each will probably do it.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Inga had thought that she was used to radical upheavals in her life by now; just when she’d finally adjusted to being in the Posse and going to Beverly Hills High and was beginning to really like her day-to-day life, the movie deal had come along and, with it, the paparazzi that intermittently dogged her every step from time to time. She hadn’t liked that much, but she’d learned to ignore it or to outwit them when she wanted some time alone.

		

		And she had managed to pretty much get used to everyone in the school fawning over her and eying her constantly as she moved about the halls or sat in the cafeteria with her friends, or went to class. Feeling like a goldfish in a glass bowl most of the time wasn’t what she would have chosen for her life, but she’d learned to deal with it.

		

		But none of those major adjustments to her lifestyle so far had prepared her for what happened today, Friday morning, when she arrived at school. From the moment she emerged from her car in the parking lot that morning, she could instantly sense that something was different.

		

		There was an excited buzz among the very first students she passed heading for her first class. It was similar to what she’d experienced that first day, after her contract for the movie had become public knowledge, only this feeling was even more intense, more electric.

		

		Making her way inside, and down the crowded hall, she noticed that the greetings she had grown used to receiving from the other kids had subtly changed overnight. The students she met still smiled and nodded to her, but all of a sudden there was a gleam of pure excitement in their eyes, as if they were in the presence of a rock star or something.

		

		Rory McRae came up to her. Rory was a tall, muscular Adonis who thought he was the sexiest guy in Beverly Hills High. He had been the starting quarterback on the football team, and he was involved in student government, and he had been Homecoming King last fall, when Cyn Soames had been chosen Homecoming Queen.

		

		“Hey, sexy,” Rory grinned lasciviously at her. “I saw your pics on the net just now. Jesus Christ! I knew you were hot…but…fucking ‘Wow’, Norgaard! Just fucking Wow! That’s all I got to say about that!”

		

		Rory’s voice trailed off. Inga shook her head—Already? My pictures are on the net at eight in the morning?”

		

		She forced herself to smile up at Rory as if what he’d said didn’t bother her. “Did you like them, sweetie?”

		

		“Fuckin’ A, Inga!” he shook his head. “I mean, I knew that you were fuckin’gorgeous, but…fuckin’ A!”

		

		She put her right palm on his massive chest and pushed him backward, still smiling. “Too bad you’ll never get to see how hot I really am in person, so to speak, sweetie, underneath the lingerie. But you’re just such a…dick that that’s never going to happen!”

		

		She sashayed off down the hall, smiling to herself, as he whined, “Aw, come on, Inga, you bitch! Have a heart! We’d be perfect together…”

		

		Inga laughed, reveling in fucking with Rory’s tiny mind. She’d have to be sure and tell Cyn and the girls about this. They’d love it as much as she did because none of them could stomach Mr. Full-of-Himself Rory any more than she could!

		

		She opened the door to the computer room, where her first class of the day met. A round of applause and catcalls greeted her. A boy she barely knew, who sat at the computer nearest the doorway grinned at her and pointed at his screen.

		

		Curious, she walked over and looked down. On the monitor was a shot of her in a red teddy, her large breasts pushing the sheer material out to near its bursting point, her hair looking like silky spun-platinum, her blue eyes so sexy and intense as to be totally mesmerizing, her skin ivory-white and flawless.

		

		“If I buy the magazine when it comes out, would you, like, sign it for me?” the boy asked shyly, looking up at her as if he were in the presence of royalty.

		She smiled at him and patted him lightly on his shoulder. He gasped and she wondered if she had just caused him to come in his jeans.

		

		“Sure, I’d be happy to,” she winked at him. “After all, we’re classmates, now aren’t we, cutie?”

		

		The boy looked as if he were about to explode with excitement. She touched his shoulder again and then moved off toward the computer she usually sat behind. As she passed a few of her other classmates, she saw that every one of them—even the girls—had her pictures up on the screens. Everyone was smiling at her hesitantly, as if she were some new, exotic sex goddess who had dropped in to visit them rather than the girl in row three who had been taking Computer Science with them every Monday, Wednesday and Friday morning all semester.

		

		***

		

		“Honest to God, Ing, the buzz is fucking incredible!” Lee-Lee said, shaking her head in amazement. “I mean, everyone was talking about you weeks ago too, when the contract first got announced and the camera crew from the Hollywood Insider was following you around campus, shooting background stuff on you for that interview you did. But this…this is nuts!”

		

		“No kidding,” Marsha agreed eagerly. “It’s like it’s suddenly nineteen sixty-five and the fucking Beatles just enrolled here to finish high school!”

		

		Inga giggled. “I think the Beatles all finished high school before they got famous.”

		

		“Yeah, whatever,” Marsha made a dismissive gesture with her hand, “I’m just sayin’…people are fucking excited to be in the same school with you, Ing.”

		

		The four of them were at their table in the cafeteria. Inga had been forced to buy her lunch today for a change, due to the blow-up at breakfast. Her mom hadn’t had the time to fix a lunch for her to take with her before the shit had hit the fan with her dad that morning and she’d stormed out of the house.

		

		“Well, we knew it was going to cause a stir,” Inga reminded them, taking a bite of the ham sandwich she’d bought, which turned out to be not nearly as good as her mom’s. “The photographer warned us last night that the pics would leak, like, instantly and that they’d probably generate some kind of hyper-buzz.”

		

		“He must have printed them and e-mailed them after we left the studio last night,” Cyn offered. “The magazine is on the east coast, New York City, I think, so when they got into their offices this morning at eight or nine, which would be five or six in the morning here…”

		

		“Yeah, that’s right. I guess that’s why they were all over the net by the time I got to school,” Inga nodded agreement.

		

		Her phone rang. She found it in her purse and looked at the ID. It was Lonnie Ridge.

		

		“Your dad’s on the line, babe,” she said, smiling over at Lee-Lee and then answering.

		

		“Hey, cutie, what’s up?” she asked Lonnie.

		

		“Are you sitting down?” he answered.

		

		“Uh, yeah, as a matter of fact, I am,” Inga replied, wondering why he’d asked a weird question like that. “I’m having a somewhat less than yummy lunch with Cyn and Marsh and Lee.”

		

		“Do you know Guinevere Cosmetics?” he asked her.

		

		“Yeah, vaguely,” Inga answered. “Aren’t they some really pricey British makeup outfit that sells lipstick and blush and mascara and stuff that nobody but really rich people can afford to buy?”

		

		“That’s who they’ve been,” Lonnie agreed. “But apparently, they’ve decided to launch a new line of slightly less expensive cosmetics that middle-class buyers can afford, provided they don’t mind paying a little bit more than they’re used to paying. They’re selling the Guinevere name and cache at a premium price to people who want to wear what only Paris and Angelina and Kim K. could afford to wear previously.”

		

		He laughed. “It’s pretty smart marketing, when you think about it. The new line is going to be carried in Macy’s and Nordstrom, and Neiman Marcus instead of just in exclusive shops on Rodeo Drive, but you’re still not going find them in Target or Wal-Mart.”

		

		“Well, aside from being slightly curious about their new stuff and whether or not I might like it, what’s all of this neat English marketing strategy got to do with me, Lonnie, darling?”

		

		“The Brits are looking for a new face for the new line, an unknown to be the Guinevere Girl for all of their media advertising—television, print, billboards, the net,” he said. “They saw your leaked pictures on the net, like everybody else in the whole wide world, and they got ahold of Amos this morning and asked who they should talk to about signing you to be the girl!”

		

		Before Inga could react to that startling bit of news, he plunged on: “Amos called me, all jazzed about the idea. I mean, it’s perfect for us, kid—an extremely classy, big-name outfit, a huge ad campaign with your face fronting it, and all of it coming out right before Windsong kicks off!”

		

		Lonnie chortled happily again. “Anyway, he turned them on to me, as your business agent, and they called me and offered us a million-dollar contract for three years, if they like the sample shots from a test shoot they want to do with you right away.”

		

		Inga gasped, her heart suddenly racing. “What did you tell them?”

		

		“I told ‘em to pound sand!” Lonnie snorted, laughing even harder. “They were trying to get you cheap, since you’re still, technically, an unknown. They acted like they’d be doing you a favor!”

		

		“Well, wouldn’t they be?” Inga demanded. “I mean, a million bucks, Lonnie! That’s a lot of money!”

		

		“Not in the new world of Inga Norgaard, sexiest girl on the planet, it isn’t, babe; not any more,” Lonnie assured her.

		

		“What do you mean?” Inga demanded, her anger starting to rise as she realized she’d just lost a chance at a million-dollar payday.

		

		“Well, I figured that they were trying to lowball us, you know, get you to sign up for three years for a flat fee of one million bucks, just before your career really takes off,” he explained. “So, I told them we wouldn’t consider anything less than fifteen million for three years, with an option to renew for another three years, subject to both sides’ approval at the end of the contract. And I told them I wanted guarantee of thirty million for the second three years.”

		

		Inga couldn’t catch her breath. Was Lonnie crazy? Who in the fuck would agree pay her, little Inga Norgaard from St. Croix, Minnesota, that kind of money? She hadn’t even made one movie yet!

		

		After what seemed like an hour-long pause, she finally managed to gasp: “Wh-What did they say?”

		

		“They countered back with an offer of ten million for the first three years with an extension of another three years at twenty million if they opted to renew!” Lonnie nearly shouted into the phone, his excitement making his voice go higher. “They’re sending over the contract from London tonight; we can sign it on Monday, after my lawyers look it over! What about that, kid? I told you I’d take good care of your interests if you signed with June Ellen and me! I just made you a cool ten million bucks…thirty million, if they elect to renew in three years!”

		

		“Oh, Lonnie! You’re a fucking genius negotiator!” Inga squealed, people at the surrounding tables turning to stare at her. “Thank you! Thank you! You’re wonderful!”

		

		“That’s not even the tip of the iceburg, either, kid,” he said a moment later, after both of them had taken a moment to breathe. “I got to thinking about your image and who else might want Hollywood’s newest, hottest, most sensational-looking new superstar representing their stuff? So I made a few calls and, let’s just say that it looks like this deal is just the first of several. I don’t want to overexpose you…that’s always a huge mistake for a hot new star. We don’t want the public to see Inga Norgaard in every other commercial on television, hawking dog food and tampons and floor waxes. But a few tasteful, upscale product lines at several million bucks per year each—there’s nothing wrong with that now, is there?”

		

		“Not a thing that I can think of!” Inga agreed. “My God, Lonnie, this is just so much to think about!”

		

		“Yeah, I know,” Lonnie said, sounding as if he definitely felt the same way. “Well, listen, honey, I gotta’ go. I’ll be very selective from here on out, trust me. Nothing but class companies, I promise.”

		

		After a short good bye, Inga put her phone away and looked at her three friends. She beamed at them, fighting off the impulse to cry from sheer joy.

		

		“My life just changed again, girls,” she said at last, the three of them waiting impatiently to find out what had just happened. “Gather round,Chicas, and I’ll share the good news…”

		

		***

		

		Tears just kept rolling down Anna Norgaard’s pretty face as she watched Cyn and Lee-Lee and Marsha and her darling daughter carrying loads of clothes and underwear and shoes and socks down the stairs, through the dining room and kitchen and out into the driveway where all of their cars were parked, doors and trunks open. The girl’s all had tears in their eyes too: all three really liked Mrs. Norgaard; she’d treated each of them like second daughters since they’d become best friends with Inga.

		

		“It’s okay Mom,” Inga whispered patting her mother’s cheek fondly with her palm before she went upstairs for another load of stuff. “I’m just going to Lee-Lee’s house. It’s only, like, three blocks from here, and you go over there all the time to have coffee and schmooze with June Ellen anyway.”

		

		“I…I know,” Anna sniffled, trying valiantly not to burst into a full-blown crying fit in front of Inga and her friends. “But you’re my little girl…my only child! What will I do without you?”

		

		Inga bit her tongue and concentrated, willing herself not to fall into her mama’s comforting embrace and sob like a little girl right along with her. She wanted to act like an adult—even though she felt far from being anything other than a scared, heart-saddened little girl at that moment—in front of her friends and her mother. She knew she had to be strong if she was going to get through this.

		

		“You’ve got Daddy, and the two of you have always been so close, Mama,” she said at last, choking back the emotion that was threatening to overwhelm her. “You’ll be fine.”

		

		Anna wiped a tear away with the heel of her hand, trying to pull herself together. “We don’t seem that close right now. I don’t know what’s come over him since we moved out here. It seems like he’s always one word away from a bad mood, ever since you got your movie contract. I don’t know what to say to him anymore; the least little thing seems to set him off lately.”

		

		Tell me about it, Inga thought bitterly, very glad her father wasn’t here this afternoon, knowing what a row him seeing her actually moving her stuff out of their house would have caused had he been there. That’s the main reason I’m out of here…I’m just tired of displeasing Daddy every time I turn around and then fighting with him about it.

		

		Inga took a deep breath, her chest catching twice, threatening sobs. But she didn’t cry.

		

		I sure won’t have to look far for a sad memory to work from, the next time Garrett has me do a scene that requires crying, she thought to herself. This afternoon is going to be a goldmine for acting inspiration—sadness, anger, angst, feeling like my heart is being slowly ripped out, watching my poor Mama try to deal with this—it’s all there for the remembering, that’s for fucking sure!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		“I think you’ll be quite comfortable here, darling,” June Ellen Ridge assured her new houseguest. It’s quiet on this end of the house, and there’s a nice view of the pool and the backyard from this window. And of course, this room has its own bathroom and, should you need anything, Lonnie and I are just at the other end of the hall.”

		

		Lee-Lee shot her mom a somewhat huffy glance. “I still don’t see why she couldn’t have had one of the rooms in my wing, downstairs, Mama.”

		

		June Ellen gave her daughter a knowing look in return. “And have you two up all night, laughing and talking and watching TV every night, with us upstairs where we couldn’t hear you scamps carrying on?”

		

		Lee-Lee looked guilty for just an instant, her reaction telling both her mother and Inga that June Ellen had put her finger directly upon Lee-Lee’s intentions, but then her daughter smiled charmingly and shook her head. “No, Mama, we’d never do that. I just thought Inga might be more comfortable downstairs with me, ‘cause we could, like, study together easier then, you know?”

		

		“Yes, we all know what an avid little studier you are, darling,” June Ellen commented wryly. “But I don’t think it’s going to hurt either one of you healthy young girls to climb some stairs to see one another.”

		

		“Uh, yeah, well, I’m going to go study right now, actually,” Lee-Lee said haughtily, recovering her poise quickly. “We usually eat dinner at around seven, Ing, so I’ll see you then, okay?”

		

		“Okay,” Inga smiled at her friend and then watched Lee-Lee retreat from her new room and head down the stairs.

		

		When June Ellen was sure her daughter had really vanished down the stairs, she stepped in behind Inga and put her arms around the girl, leaning her big breasts into Inga’s back as she brought her hands up to cup one of the younger girl’s spectacular mounds in each palm. She kissed Inga’s neck and ran her tongue lovingly over the white, perfect skin

		

		“Actually, darling, I thought it might be nice for you to be on our floor, so that we could spend some…discreet time together without worrying about Lee-Lee getting in the way,” she whispered into Inga’s ear.

		

		“Mmmmm, what a nice idea,” Inga whispered back, turning to face June Ellen, stepping in close, so that her breasts were right up against the older woman’s impressive set. “What did you have in mind, darling…you and I together…or perhaps both of us with Lonnie?”

		

		June Ellen laughed gaily. “Oh, Inga, that’s one of the things I just adore about you—you have such a deliciously naughty mind! I was thinking primarily about you and me, of course, but we have talked about having a three-way with Lonnie several times in the past, so that’s definitely a possibility. I’m sure he wouldn’t say no to seeing you and I in bed together and then joining us!”

		

		Inga smiled. “That would be a lot of fun, I think. When could we do it?”

		

		“Any night you want, darling, after Lee is asleep,” June Ellen said softly, staring into Inga’s gorgeous blue eyes, licking her lips suggestively as she did so. “Lee-Lee’s a darling girl, but she snores like a lumberjack once she’s asleep, and I’ve never known her to wake up once that buzz saw starts…”

		

		“Ooooh, how wonderful!” Inga sighed, bringing her lips up against June Ellen’s, their tongues finding one another instantly.

		

		How long has it been since June Ellen and I made it with each other? Inga searched her mind. At least three weeks…too fucking long!

		

		Moments later, when she reached for the buttons at the back of the older woman’s sweater-blouse, June Ellen reluctantly broke off the kiss. “Later, you hot-blooded little thing you, when we’re sure Lee’s not going to come hopping back up the stairs!”

		

		Inga let out a big sigh of frustration, all of the trauma of moving had made her sad and upset. She was craving a little romp with June Ellen or a nice fuck with Garrett or an afternoon in bed with Lee-Lee or her handsome daddy or her brother, Riley…or someone! June Ellen kissed her cheek.

		

		“Tonight, I promise, darling! I’ll lick that little pussy of yours all night long, if you want.”

		

		Inga smiled. Tonight was better than nothing, she guessed.

		

		***

		

		“This is convenient, having you here with us, darling,” Lonnie Ridge said at dinner that night, the four of them sitting around their massive dining room table, eating the lavish dinner June Ellen’s cook, Linda, had prepared for them. “We can cover things in person, instead of on the phone. I swear, some days I cuss the guy who invented cell phones—it seems like I spend half my life with one of those things crammed in my ear!”

		

		Inga smiled and drank some of the excellent Chardonnay Lonnie had poured for them to accompany the main course, wild-caught salmon fillets with some sort of yummy lemon-cream sauce. She shrugged, “What things do we have to cover?”

		

		“Well, I’m expecting that contract to show up at my office tomorrow, even though it is a Saturday, so I’m going in to have a look at that,” Lonnie answered. “And I’m thinking that, since it represents such an incredible amount of money, you’re going to want to know what it says right away too?”

		

		Inga grinned at him. “You got that right. It’s so kind of you guys to let me stay here for a little while, but I am anxious to get out on my own for good, and having a couple of million dollars behind me will definitely help on that front.”

		

		“You still have to do a sample shoot and really wow them first, remember, beautiful,” Lonnie cautioned her. “It’s not a done deal until they see the proofs of you posing the way they have in mind and knocking their socks off.”

		

		“Oh, and just what do they have in mind?” Inga asked, drinking more of her wine.

		

		“Some kind of misty, mystical setting with you in a low-cut gown, your hair all done up to the nines, your make up perfect, those killer blue eyes of yours staring a hole right through the camera lens, giving every man who sees it an instant erection and every woman an intense desire to buy their stuff,” Lonnie grinned.

		

		“Daddy!” Lee-Lee complained. “Erection? At the dinner table—gross!”

		

		Lonnie shook his head ruefully at his daughter. “Even though we never discuss such matters, darling, I am well aware of some of your little…over indulgences with boys through the years, so I’m sure the concept of an erection is not exactly a shocker to you, so be quiet and let us talk business here, okay?”

		

		Lee-Lee turned red and gulped some of her wine. Inga could see that her friend had been rattled by her Daddy’s candid talk and she felt a little guilty about that, knowing that Lonnie was just showing off, trying to impress her with what a worldly guy he was.

		

		Are all boys and men twelve years old when it comes to sex? She asked herself. It sure seems that way.

		

		Inga had learned volumes about sex since moving out here but the thing that had shocked her the most was how childish, how “look at me, I’ve got the biggest dick in the schoolyard” men were when it came to behaving around a woman they were interested in bedding. Amos Stalling, Lonnie, Garrett, that idiot at school, Rory McRae, even her beloved Riley, to some extent—all of them at least occasionally acted like twelve-year olds when it came to posturing in front of Inga.

		

		“Okay, well, hard-ons aside,” Inga finally said to Lonnie, “I’m curious about one thing regarding this up-coming test shoot for Guinevere.”

		

		“Oh, what’s that?” Lonnie asked.

		

		“Do I have to use a specific photographer, or can we take their directions and ideas for the layout and pick one of our own to film it?”

		

		“I don’t know,” Lonnie answered truthfully. “I’ll have to wait until I see what the contract language stipulates tomorrow, why?”

		

		“If it’s our choice, I think I want Jules Jansen,” Inga said. “He did a super job with the Men’s Realm layout and I feel very comfortable with him. Plus, when we were at the studio, I saw some of his other work and I’m pretty sure that he’s capable of putting together the kind of backdrop and setting and lighting that these guys are shooting for and really make it…alluring, you know?”

		

		Lonnie nodded. “That’s definitely what they’re after, from talking with them. I’ll look into it tomorrow when the contract shows up.”

		

		Inga nodded back and ate some more of her delicious fish dinner. She thought of something else she needed to do and decided to ask Lonnie and June Ellen about it, since they had years and years of experience at handling large sums of money and Lonnie did run a major television production studio, after all.

		

		“I’m thinking about having Lionel Terry be my financial guy,” Inga said. “You know, handle most of my money for me, set-up my tax account, make investments for me, and that kind of thing?”

		

		“You couldn’t find anyone sharper,” Lonnie said, a slightly rueful edge to his voice. “If I’d listened more closely to him, I’d have invested more of my money with his firm and not poured so much of it into California real estate and the stock market. Then I wouldn’t have gotten into the pinch I was in when Windsong finally came along and have needed that million from June Ellen’s role in the movie so much, just to stay afloat. I wouldn’t have had to get into bed with Amos Stallings.”

		

		June Ellen, who had had several drinks with Lonnie before dinner and had been liberal in her intake of Chardonnay during the meal, giggled. “I’m sorry, darling, but I was pretty sure that it was me who ended up in bed with Amos? At least that’s the way I remember that horrid weekend in Las Vegas, at their suite at the Bellagio…when he and Claudia…auditioned me for the role?”

		

		June Ellen seemed to realize all at once that her daughter was at the table as well, and her face went bright red. She gulped more wine and didn’t say another word.

		

		Inga sighed. She and Lee-Lee both knew that Amos had made June Ellen do both him and his skanky wife in order to get the role. Her heart went out to poor June Ellen, and to Lonnie!

		

		God, what would that be like…having sit there and watch while your wife took it up the ass from Amos while she was busily licking out Claudia’s pussy? Inga asked herself.

		

		Unfortunately, she didn’t have to ask what it would be like to actually do that, since Amos had forced her to do exactly the same thing during her “interview” with the couple for the same movie. Her butt had been sore from Amos’s foot-long prick for the better part of a week and she had spent that week telling herself bitterly that if all pussies tasted like Claudia’s, she would probably have confined her sexual activities in the future to men only!

		

		***

		

		At eleven o’clock that night, Inga heard a light rap on her door. She put down the book she had been reading and went over and opened it.

		

		June Ellen stood in the hallway, wearing a very sheer nightie, a huge smile on her beautiful face. “Lee’s asleep, darling, come with me, okay?”

		

		Inga smiled as well and took her hand, shutting the bedroom door behind her as June Ellen led her down the long hall to the last door on the right. They stepped inside and Inga grinned as she saw a big king bed with the covers pulled back, a vibrator and some sex lube lying on the end table next to it.

		

		“Where’s Lonnie?” she whispered.

		

		“Downstairs, doing some paperwork in the den,” June Ellen told her, excitement in her voice. “He doesn’t know about our little get-together tonight. I thought we’d surprise him when he finally comes to bed…you know, let him walk in and discover us in… Flagrante Delicto, as they say?”

		

		“Does that mean ‘getting it on’?” Inga inquired.

		

		“Yes, pretty much,” June Ellen said, embracing her.

		

		“Mmmmmmm, how wonderful!” Inga sighed, opening her mouth eagerly to admit June Ellen’s tongue.

		

		She was wearing a long nightie that wasn’t nearly as sheer as June Ellen’s, but she could still feel the other woman’s spiky nipples rubbing up against her own through the light material between them. She grabbed a handful of June Ellen’s long, silky brown hair and began tongue-fucking her mouth hungrily, grinding her breasts against Lee-Lee’s mom’s, moaning lightly with growing arousal, tugging softly at June Ellen’s mane of hair to let her know how hot she was for her.

		

		“Bed!” June Ellen hissed, breaking the kiss off a minute later, her brown eyes aglow with need. “Oh, baby, I’ve missed your little pussy so much!”

		

		“Ummmmm!” Inga murmured, shucking off her nightie and scrambling into the bed. “It’s all yours, darling! Lick away, you hot thing, you!”

		

		June Ellen’s crotch was waxed as smooth as Inga’s and in moments the two women were locked in a torrid sixty-nine in the middle of the bed, Inga on top, her mouth all over June Ellen’s juicy lips, June Ellen under her, lapping at Inga’s girlish slit with equal fervor. Inga just loved eating pussy! She didn’t know which she enjoyed more, licking a sweet, beautiful cunny like June Ellen’s or Cyn’s or Lee-Lee’s, or Marsha’s or sucking a big, thick cock!

		

		Right this second, pussy was coming in first, of course, since she was tongue-deep in June-Ellen’s succulent, honey-sweet gash. But she knew that when Lonnie showed up eventually, his cock would get a fervent sucking from her as well.

		

		***

		

		“Oh, fuck, yes!” June Ellen was gasping as the bedroom door opened at twelve thirty. “Just like that, you sweet pussy-licker! Oh! Oh, you’ve got my clitty so swollen, so sensitive, darling! Lick it. Lick it just like that! Oh, that’s it! Bite my hot clitty, you beautiful young slut!”

		

		June Ellen was on her back, leaning against the pillows, her long, gorgeous legs on either side of Inga’s head as the girl lay on her tummy between them. Inga was busily licking her lover to yet another blistering orgasm—her third so far of the evening. Inga had come four times herself and was so hot for June Ellen’s wonderful cunny that she could barely stand it.

		

		“Holy jumpin’ Jesus!” Lonnie Ridge murmured, watching in amazement, his face coloring with instant arousal, from the doorway.

		

		Inga looked up from June Ellen’s pussy, her lips, chin and cheeks shiny with girl-lube and jizz. She grinned mischievously at Lonnie. “Well, don’t just stand there gawking! Get your clothes off and lock that door, darling!”

		

		Lonnie flashed her a goofy, ecstatic smile and did just as she suggested, locking the door and tearing at his clothes. In moments, he had his jacket, shirt, and pants off and was sitting hurriedly in a chair to divest his shoes and socks and to shuck out of his loosened slacks as well. He stood up and doffed his boxers, his huge, thick cock starting to stiffen already as he approached the bed.

		

		“June Ellen’s pussy tastes so sweet!” Inga murmured, using a naughty little girl voice that oozed faux innocence as she looked up at him from between his wife’s open legs.

		

		“Don’t I know it,” he grinned down at her. “I’ve been enjoying licking it since she was sixteen, remember?’

		

		June Ellen—who had married Lonnie, the producer of her old Undercover Girl television series after it had finally been cancelled back in the early nineties, when she was twenty one and he was twenty nine—stretched against the pillows impatiently. She had been on the brink of another thundering orgasm and was clearly ready for the intense licking to start again.

		

		“Bring that big dick over here and let me suck it for you while Inga finishes off my cunny, darling,” she suggested to Lonnie.

		

		“God, what a good idea!” her husband of twenty-two years agreed eagerly. “And then, when it’s good and hard, I can fuck our little friend and client here with it—if it’s all right with you, of course, darling?”

		

		“Fuck away, baby,” June Ellen smiled up at him, taking his half-stiff cock in her fist and working the skin up and down while Inga went back to lapping at her pussy. “You know I just love to see you make some other girl happy with this huge thing…as long as you make me happy with it too, of course.”

		

		“Mmmmm, no worries there, honey,” he muttered, reaching down and opening the nightstand drawer as she eased his prick into her lips and started to suck.

		

		He took out a bottle of Viagra and popped one, dry, into his mouth and swallowed it. Putting the bottle back in the drawer, he smiled at her again. “With you two lovely creatures in bed with me and that little blue helper I just took, my dick is going to be rock hard most of the night.”

		

		June Ellen didn’t answer. Her mouth was now full of rapidly hardening cock meat and her tummy was fluttering.

		

		“Ullllmmmmmmmmm!” she murmured, a moment later, her hips coming up off the bed, her back bowing in pure bliss, coming hard against Inga’s sucking lips.

		

		“Oh, yeah!” Lonnie said, watching his wife get her pussy off inside the prettiest mouth in Hollywood. “Oh, yeah, eat that pussy, Ing! Suck that hot cunt juice right down!”

		

		Inga was happy to do just that. Her own little slit was boiling over with lust. She rubbed her clitty against the sheets and ground her aroused nipples into the hot flesh of June Ellen’s sleek thighs, licking and sucking like a wild girl as she did so.

		

		As soon as June Ellen sighed and dropped back down onto the mattress, moaning with contentment around Lonnie’s gliding cock, he pulled it free and got onto the bed behind Inga. She looked back over her shoulder at him, feeling him lift her by the hips, up onto her hands and knees.

		

		“Fuck him, sweetie,” June Ellen urged her, leaning forward off the pillows so that she could give Inga a kiss while Lonnie slid his wide, long shaft into the girl from behind.

		

		Inga sighed into her lover’s warm, welcoming mouth, sliding her tongue all over June Ellen’s as Lonnie’s prick filled her from in back. She gasped. It was eerie, how much Lonnie’s dick felt like Riley’s inside her.

		

		This was the first time she’d ever actually fucked Lonnie; she’d blown him that time up on Mulholland Drive, the two of them sitting in his Mercedes convertible, looking out over the lights of the city. They’d made out for a while and he’d played with her bare titties until they were both on fire with need, and then she’d bent over and unzipped him and taken him into her mouth and given him a long, slurpy, saliva-slickened blowjob, swallowing all his massive balls could give her when the time came for him to unload.

		

		“Oh, he’s got such a big one!” Inga sighed appreciatively, her lips sliding momentarily off June Ellen’s. “Such a nice one!”

		

		“I know, darling,” the older woman grinned happily at her. “Enjoy!”

		

		Inga sighed again and nodded and then began kissing June Ellen once more, Lonnie ramming balls-deep with every thrust now, pushing the two women’s mouths tighter against one another with each fuck-lunge. Inga was in seventh heaven: a gorgeous, hot woman like June Ellen to make out and suck pussy with, and a big-cocked stud like Lonnie to give her plenty of fucking a she did so…what could be better than this?

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Inga had fallen asleep with June Ellen and Lonnie for a few hours, after the intense sex was finally over at around three-thirty in the morning. She had awoken and grabbed her discarded nightie off the floor and slipped back into it at around five and padded back down the hall to her own room.

		

		Exhausted from the work out the three of them had given each other, Inga had plopped into her own queen bed in the guest room and zonked out instantly. She awoke at ten the next morning to a light rapping on her door.

		

		“Yes?” she called out sleepily, stirring in the bed, stretching and twisting beneath the covers, enjoying that well-fucked, satisfied feeling she always got after a really good sex session like the one from the night before.

		

		Lee-Lee popped her head into the room. “Breakfast, sleepyhead! Come, get up and get moving. Mama’s taking us to Rodeo Drive after breakfast while Daddy runs down to the office to see what that Guinevere contract from London looks like.”

		

		“Why are we going shopping?” Inga asked, luxuriating in bed, not really wanting to get up, even for shopping on Rodeo Drive.

		

		“Mama wants to check out some gowns for you to wear at the shoot,” Lee-Lee explained. “She’s got this idea to get Jules to do the shoot on spec…”

		

		Lee-Lee stopped in mid-sentence and shook her head, as if talking about things like photo shoots and doing them on spec and things like that was too grown up and uncool for her to deal with. “Fuck it! Just get dressed and come to breakfast; Mama can fill you in on all of that shit while we eat, okay?”

		

		Her head disappeared back out the door and it closed behind her before Inga could tell her whether that was okay or not. Smiling at her friend’s lack of maturity about such things, Inga threw off the covers and headed for the shower.

		

		***

		

		“I’ve been doing some checking on your new friend, Jules Jansen,” June Ellen told Inga a half hour later, sitting around the breakfast table with Lee-Lee and Lonnie.

		

		“He’s an up and comer, very well thought of, but there’s no doubt he’d kill for a chance to get a contract like Guinevere Cosmetics—it would absolutely put him on the map, as far as being a big-time photographer goes!”

		

		“And so, you’re betting that he’d do a quick glamour shoot with me on spec—along the lines of what Guinevere is looking for in the new ad campaign—just to have a chance at landing an account like that?” Inga asked her, munching on a piece of whole wheat toast.

		

		“I’m betting he would,” June Ellen answered with a definitive nod. “So I thought we’d go down to the Drive and do a little preliminary shopping, just in case he says yes. It’s not like it would be a total waste of time…I’ve been meaning to pick up a few new things for myself anyway.”

		

		She flashed Inga a knowing little grin. “And I know you love to shop, darling, and of course Lee-Lee was cruising Rodeo in her baby buggy when she was a year old.”

		

		June Ellen ate some more of her cottage cheese and fruit. Swallowing, she added triumphantly, “Besides, I checked with the bank and tightwad Amos’s seventy-five grand just hit your account this morning, gorgeous. So you’re rich again for a little while!”

		

		Inga beamed. Seventy-five thousand dollars! She would have to watch herself, though. That sounded like a lot of money, but on a street like Rodeo Drive—where eight thousand-dollar handbags and twenty thousand dollar dresses abounded—seventy five thousand could be gone in one morning’s shopping if a girl wasn’t careful about what she bought!

		

		“I’ll call you gals from the office, after I see what the contract says about photographers, and let you know whether or not you need to get serious about finding a hot looking gown for Inga to wear in the test shoot,” Lonnie offered, getting up from the table. “I’m off right now, so I should know what’s what within the next hour or so.”

		

		Inga held up her hand and waggled her fingers at Lonnie as he left, finishing her toast. He was a great guy…and a truly great fuck!

		

		She smiled, remembering last night with him and June Ellen. Though she was still excited about getting her own place soon, she had to admit that bunking here at the Ridge mansion did offer some wonderful benefits besides servants to cook and clean, free room and board, and a gorgeous ambience…

		

		***

		

		June Ellen and the girls were becoming very discouraged by mid-afternoon. They had been to a number of designer stores and checked out the haute couture gowns, all to no avail.

		

		The cell in June Ellen’s purse rang and she answered it quickly when she saw that it was her husband. “So, what’s the verdict?”

		

		“Well, I just spent the morning with a dour, no-nonsense British barrister who brought the contract in personally and went through it line by line with me,” Lonnie’s tired, somewhat exasperated-sounding voice said over the speaker that June Ellen had switched on when she answered.

		

		“It turns out that there was nothing specific about who was to shoot the test session with Inga; Guinevere had pretty much left that decision up to their American ad agency,” he went on to explain.

		

		Lonnie laughed. “So I brought up all of the leaked shots on the net and went through them one by one with this stuffy old Englishman and guess what? He said to go ahead and approach our pal Jules about doing the initial layout. It was funny as hell, babe. This guy was as conservative as Prince Philip’s business suits, but his fucking tongue was just about hanging out, staring at Inga’s snaps!”

		

		Inga giggled delightedly, as did Lee-Lee. June Ellen smiled.

		

		“Anyway, find us something elegant and low-cut down to her navel and wintery-looking, okay? ‘Cause it looks like we’re on. I’ll call this Jules character Monday morning to set it up.”

		

		June Ellen’s big, amused smile gradually turned to a frown, but she said into the phone: “Okay, will do. I’ll find just the right thing somewhere. We’ll be home later, darling, and it might be late. Go ahead and eat if you get hungry. We’re done at Rodeo Drive and headed for Neiman Marcus.”

		

		***

		

		“This is it, for fucking sure!” Inga whispered excitedly, turning around in front of the mirror again, smiling like a girl who had just gotten exactly the present she wanted for Christmas. “And we’ll still make it home in plenty of time for dinner after all—you’re a fashion genius, June Ellen!”

		

		Lee-Lee and her mom were grinning triumphantly, watching Inga exult in front of the full-length mirror. She had on a forest-green coat, made of a shiny, satin-looking material. It featured buttons up the front from its mid-calf hem up to her chin and it was lined with a synthetic fur of some sort that ran up both sides of the front of the garment and also lined the hood that was now worn pushed back, Inga’s long, spun-platinum hair lying across it, set off stunningly against the sable colored faux fur. She was naked under the coat and it was unbuttoned to nearly her navel, her large, perfect breasts half visible, their rounded fullness further emphasized by their proximity to the chocolate-dark fur. The bottom of the coat had been buttoned to a point midway between Inga’s thighs, so her sleek legs were visible every time she took a step.

		

		“Imagine her wearing that, with her hair all done up and her makeup perfect and a bunch of fake fog swirling around her feet and a forest scene behind her!” June Ellen marveled out loud.

		

		“I might even buy some of that Guinevere stuff myself; if they promised it would make me look like Ing, Mom!” Lee-Lee gushed, her eyes never leaving her friend’s jaw-dropping image in the mirror.

		

		“Wouldn’t we all, darling?” June Ellen said, beaming at Inga, her arm around her daughter’s slender shoulders. “That’s the whole idea, isn’t it?”

		

		***

		

		“Well, it’s a damned good thing that you’re so smart and inventive, fashion-wise, darling!” Lonnie Ridge told his wife as they came down the stairs.

		

		He was tugging at the formal black bowtie around his neck, trying to get it straight. When they reached the bottom of the stairs, June Ellen, dressed like the movie star she was in a low-cut, short-hemmed white gown with sequins glinting brightly amid the light from the chandelier above the foyer, reached over and slapped her husband’s hands dismissively away from the tie and straightened it herself.

		

		“Giving up on gowns and finding that coat instead was sheer brilliance,” Lonnie complimented his wife, smiling at her. “It’s perfect for the shoot and you got home in plenty of time to grab dinner and get changed for the premier tonight.”

		

		“To tell you the truth, I’d forgotten all about it,” June Ellen admitted, turning and looking at her carefully coiffed hair in a round mirror beside the front door. “But I’m glad you remembered, and that we’re going. I did promise Laurie Hutton that I’d go tonight and she is one of my oldest friends, so I really should be there for her new movie’s premier.”

		

		“Yeah, and you getting your picture on television and on the net never hurts either, doll,” Lonnie reminded her. “Not with Windsong starting production in a few weeks. We need to keep your face in front of the public too…not just Inga’s.”

		

		“Yes, that’s true,” June Ellen said with a small grin for her image in the mirror that slowly morphed into a self-mocking, pretentious pose. She went on to further make fun of her image by adopting a haughty, exaggerated tone to her voice as she said, “My small but adoring public awaits; let us away, my love!”

		

		Lonnie grinned at her clowning and looked out the security fisheye-lens in the front door. “Limo’s here.”

		

		“Girls, are you sure you’re going to be all right by yourselves this evening?” June Ellen called back into the main part of the house.

		

		“We’ll be fine, Mom!” Lee-Lee shouted from the recreation room. “Just go and have fun and smile pretty on the red carpet.”

		

		Lonnie put his tuxedoed arm around her, opened the door, and out they went. The long black Mercedes stretch-limousine sat idling under the massive portico at the front of their home.

		

		***

		

		“We’ll be more than fine, actually,” Lee-Lee commented smugly, saluting Inga—who was seated on one of the barstools at the large bar which ran halfway across the back of the huge recreation room and whose windows overlooked the elaborate pool, patio, and spa area—with her up-raised seven and seven.

		

		Lee-Lee, who was standing in front of the windows, behind the bar, had just whipped them up a round of drinks to celebrate her parent’s departure for the night. She clicked glasses with Inga and took a big drink. Taking a rolled up joint out of her pocket, she started for the slider that led out onto the patio just off the rec room, her drink in one hand and the joint in the other.

		

		Inga slid off her stool and, carrying her own drink, followed Lee-Lee outside. The dark-haired girl fired up the marijuana and offered the smoking “j” to Inga.

		

		“Sorry about having to do this outside, but my folks obviously know what weed smells like, so we can’t have the scent lingering in the rec room,” Lee-Lee said apologetically. “They’ll be gone until at least two or three in the morning, but this stuff tends to hang in the air for a while.”

		

		Inga nodded understandingly and took a huge drag off the cigarette, holding the heavy, acrid smoke in her lungs just the way the other Posse members had trained her to do it. She smiled dreamily, feeling the potent smoke in seconds.

		

		“Pooooh!” she sighed, letting it out at last, her head feeling the rush instantly. “Good stuff!”

		

		“Yeah, Daddy buys only the most heavy-duty, primo dope you can get,” Lee-Lee said, taking the joint from her and easily matching her huge inhale with one of her own.

		

		Inga took the roach back and nailed it hard again, noting that just three of their monster hits had burned up almost half of the big joint already. She thought to herself that it was a good thing Lonnie kept a stock equivalent to a few lids of this stuff “hidden” out in the garage. He’d never miss a fat doobie or two’s worth.

		

		She giggled, being careful not to let any of the smoke out, remembering the very first time she had ever smoked dope in her life. It had been right here, on this patio. The girls in the Posse had invited her to a sleepover on what turned out to be the weekend that Lonnie and June Ellen had suddenly been called to meet Amos and his wife in Las Vegas to finalize the Windsong negotiations.

		

		It was at that weekend bash that Inga had first heard about Lonnie’s huge stash of marijuana, hidden—or so he had always thought—out in the garage. As it turned out, Lee-Lee and her friends had known about the trove of dope since they’d been in grade school and had been snitching joints from it ever since then as well, with Lonnie none the wiser.

		

		Inga smiled, remembering that wild weekend fondly. She’d gotten drunk for the first time in her life, smoked dope until she couldn’t see straight for the first time ever and, when she was flying high on both, had been seduced by Cyn and the girls and had experienced the joys of lesbian sex for the first time as well.

		

		And then Riley and ten or eleven of his frat pals had unexpectedly showed up and walked in on the girls, naked and in the middle of their all-girl orgy in the rec room. The party had really heated up after that! Inga had never had sex with a guy before that party either, but by the end of it, she’d been dubbed “Engineer Inga” for the night because she had ended up “pulling the train” for Riley and all of his frat buddies as the Posse had urged her on.

		

		“Whatcha’ smilin’ about, cutie?” Lee-Lee asked her at that moment.

		

		“Just remembering that wild time we had that weekend your mom and dad went to Vegas and left us alone and Riley showed up,” Inga told her truthfully. “I was a naughty, naughty girl that weekend, babe.”

		

		Lee-Lee laughed, the dope starting to kick in. She giggled hysterically for long moments. “You? Yeah, I guess you were at that…we all were, come to think of it. But at least you didn’t end up fucking your own brother like I did!”

		

		Inga smiled at her friend and reached out and caressed Lee-Lee’s cheek with her palm. “Yeah, but it was kind of hot, watching it. The party really got rocking after you let Riley ball you. Everyone went a little nuts after that.”

		

		Lee-Lee actually blushed. “That was a crazy night. I mean…I hope you know that Ri and I don’t normally…”

		

		“No, of course not!” Inga grinned at her. “I was there, remember? I saw what happened. It was just kind of spontaneous; everyone was fucking everyone else and it just kind of…happened. It wasn’t that big a deal.”

		

		She winked at Lee-Lee. “I mean, he’s my boyfriend now and even I don’t think it was, like, something the two of you do all the time or anything.”

		

		“No way!” Lee-Lee blurted anxiously. “It was a one-time deal; we just got carried away and, before I knew it, we were fucking.”

		

		Inga stepped in closer, her eyes alive with excitement. “How about tonight, hot girl? Are the two of us going to get carried away tonight?”

		

		“Mmmmmmm, God, I hope so!” Lee-Lee smiled seductively at her friend. “You know how much I love that incredible bod of yours, Ing!”

		

		Inga smiled back in just as come-hither a way as Lee had just smiled at her. “Let’s smoke the rest of this and have another drink or two and then you can show me exactly how much you like it, okay, darling?”

		

		“Oh, yeah!” Lee-Lee whispered, coming into Inga’s suddenly open arms. “That sounds great to me, sexy.”

		

		Their lips met and Inga could taste the slightly bitter marijuana on Lee’s tongue. She wondered if hers tasted the same way?

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Inga slept until nearly noon the next day, Sunday. She awoke, tasting Lee-Lee’s pussy juice on her lips and smiled.

		

		Not a bad way to wake up, she decided. Lee-Lee’s cute little cunny had tasted sweet and fresh and wonderful last night, like it always did.

		

		Inga lay back in her bed and stared at the ceiling, comparing the way Lee-Lee’s cunt tasted to the way her mother’s did. She grinned at the thought of licking both of them within one night of each other, thus putting her in a position to compare the two objectively.

		

		Lee’s was young and succulent as could be, but June Ellen’s was so incredibly hot and juicy and…tasty as well! It was hard to say which Inga had enjoyed the most.

		

		She giggled delightedly, realizing that she was in a unique position; she didn’t have to decide which one she liked lapping at the most—she intended to keep right on having both of them!

		

		Throwing off the covers, she got out of bed, heading for the bathroom. Now she was thinking about Lee-Lee’s exquisite little cupcake tits as compared to her mom’s big, round, heavy beauties. The funny thing was—Inga thought to herself as she turned on the shower—the Ridge women’s nipples were almost identical in shape and size and color, just the way the Ridge men’s cocks were!

		

		How odd, the fact that those two pairs of sexual organs were so similar, one to another, Inga thought to herself, stepping into the shower and beginning to lather her lush body up with soap. She smiled. The Ridges were such an interesting family, and she was so glad that she knew each and every one of them so…intimately!

		

		She slipped a finger up into her pussy and diddled it absently, thinking about Riley’s big cock, and then June Ellen’s luscious pussy, and then Lonnie’s large nut sac and how much fun it was to lick…

		

		***

		

		“Well, look who finally woke up,” Lonnie said with a grin when Inga came down the stairs a half hour later. “You missed breakfast, cutie.”

		

		Inga just smiled back at him and said, “If there’s coffee and a roll or something left, I don’t care. I had a nice twelve hours of sleep, thank you very much, and I feel rested and invigorated, so there!”

		

		He swatted her on her shapely ass as she headed for the kitchen. “I’m sure you’ll find something to eat out there, beautiful.”

		

		“You girls didn’t stay up too late last night, did you?” June Ellen asked, looking up from the Sunday paper when Inga strolled past her. “Lee slept in pretty late too, now that I think about it.”

		

		“No, we were perfect little angels, June,” Inga said, lying to her, favoring her with an angelic smile while she did so. “I doubt we were up much past midnight.”

		

		Inga pushed the swinging door into the kitchen open and stepped inside, smiling at the memory of her and Lee-Lee, both naked and licking pussy like mad, right in the middle of the rec room floor. She went over to the fridge and opened it, taking out a big jug of fresh-squeezed orange juice.

		

		We really didn’t stay up much past midnight, though, she thought contentedly, fondly remembering her second great night of sex and debauchery in this house in a row. We were in Lee-Lee’s bed after that, taking turns fucking each other with that honking dildo she keeps hidden in the closet, using her vibrator collection on each other, sucking titties, licking pussy like two wild girls, kissing, tonguing each other’s bottoms…what fun that all was!

		

		“So, what’s on the agenda for you girls today?” June Ellen asked when Inga emerged from the kitchen a few minutes later, carrying a plate containing a large, buttery croissant with strawberry jam, a cup of black coffee, and the glass of juice.

		

		“Well, I don’t know what Lee’s going to do, but I thought I’d take care of some business that I really should have handled already,” Inga said, sitting down across the big dining room table from June Ellen and her spread out newspapers. “I’m going to call Marsh and see if her dad can see me today, you know, about my finances?”

		

		June Ellen nodded, looking pleased. “That’s a very good idea, dear. You do need to get that done.”

		

		“That’s what I figured,” Inga said, taking a big bite of the sinfully rich, flakey French pastry. “If this Guinevere deal happens like we hope it will, I’m really going to need his help.”

		

		***

		

		“Inga, how nice to see you again, come right this way,” Lionel Terry greeted the platinum blonde girl at his door an hour later. “Mrs. Terry and Marsha went out to lunch and some shopping, I’m afraid. We can talk in my study.”

		

		“That sounds great, Mr. Terry,” Inga smiled at him as he led her through the foyer and into the living room and then down the short hallway where his study was located.

		

		Inga knew Lionel Terry and his wife less well than she knew any of the Posse’s other parents. Lonnie and June Ellen were like second parents to her, of course, although when she thought about how well she knew them, she had to admit they were more like incestuous second parents. And dear Garrett…sex there too, she admonished herself with a small sigh.

		

		She looked over at Lionel. Early forties, fairly tall, substantially built but not fat, a trim, reddish-brown businessman’s mustache that matched his short cut, reddish-brown hair. Not an unattractive man by any means, but not an aging hottie like Lonnie or a legendary leading man in his sixties like Cyn’s dad either.

		

		Am I going to end up fucking him, too? She wondered idly, eying him carefully as he sat her in one of the heavy client chairs in front of his big polished walnut desk. The idea didn’t repel her, but she didn’t find Mr. Terry all that attractive either. She’d just have to see as she got to know him better, on a more personal basis than just as Marsha’s dad.

		

		One thing she did have in the back of her mind as she looked at him was Marsha’s drunken revelation during that first wild weekend sleepover at the Ridge mansion—when all of them had been discussing parental foibles over endless rounds of drinks—that Lionel had tons of younger girl-older man porn hidden on the pc that sat on his desk in this very room: Marsha had found it one day, filed under “Projects” or some such code word, as if it were some dull, work-related file. Inga wondered whether or not she might be able to use his well-concealed taste for young pussy to her financial advantage before today was out?

		

		“Now, what can I do for such a lovely young lady?” he asked her, taking his seat behind the desk, smiling at her.

		

		“Well, as you no doubt know, I’ve got right at four hundred thousand dollars still coming to me from Amos Stallings for my role in Windsong,” Inga began…

		

		***

		

		“Well, I don’t want to get too technical here, Inga,” Lionel Terry began, after hearing about the movie money and the possible Guinevere windfall, and the other endorsement deals Lonnie had in the works. “But that’s what we professional financial advisors commonly refer to as a whole shitpot full of cash!”

		

		Inga stared intently at him for a moment, and her chin began to quiver, she broke into a huge grin and then she proceeded to roar with laughter, along with Lionel Terry. They laughed together for the better part of a full minute, and when they finally stopped, Inga was brushing tears of laughter out of her eyes with her palms.

		

		“Well, I have to agree with your assessment, Mr. Terry,” she managed to gasp, still chortling slightly. “Now tell me, what do you suggest I do with it?”

		

		“Not much right away,” Lionel answered. “We’ll need to see how much of your present funds you’re going to need to install yourself in a rental home or an apartment, complete with appropriate furniture. You’re going to be a big star, Inga, so you need to watch your image. There will no doubt be in-home interviews, both print and video, so you can’t afford to live in a place that looks like it was furnished with thrift store purchases. You need to decorate tastefully, young and hip, but obviously expensive—that’s the ticket for you, and that costs money.”

		

		“Okay, I can see that,” Inga nodded, liking Marsha’s dad more by the second.

		

		She had thought that a money guy like him would counsel her to save, and invest and pinch pennies, but he had been in Hollywood and had celebrity clients for so long that he knew that spending a little money in order to project just the right image was also a key consideration in this town. She liked that.

		

		“Let’s just see what happens next week with the Guinevere deal before we do much more,” Lionel went on. “If that gets signed, then we will definitely need to do some tax sheltering and investing, but right now, I’m just going to get all of your information and set up a tax account for you and perhaps apply for some low interest credit cards for you. How does that sound?”

		

		“Great,” Inga smiled at him again, feeling relieved that she had had this meeting.

		

		Maybe her dad was right about some things after all, she thought. She felt better already, knowing that Mr. Terry was in her corner, handling her finances.

		

		“When the cash really starts coming in, you may find that you’ll want us to set up your finances the way so many of our clients have had us do in the past—so that my office takes care of all of your obligations automatically and then simply sends you a statement each month,” Lionel told her. “That way, you don’t ever have to worry about a thing. Your tax liability will be covered, your bills will be paid on time, and a liberal amount of cash will be automatically kept in your account, at your disposal. All you’ll have to do is live your life the way you wish to; how does that sound?”

		

		“Like absolute heaven!” Inga said, beaming.

		

		Her smile gradually ebbed away as she wondered how much all of this expert advice and investing savvy and lifestyle management were going to cost her per year? She leaned forward in her chair, the motion causing her scoop-necked top to bulge further open.

		

		“I don’t mean to sound ungrateful, Mr. Terry,” she began. “But what’s something like that going to run me?”

		

		He grinned back at her, staring openly down into her bulged out top at her gorgeous breasts for the first time. “You’re Marsha’s friend, hon. I’m sure we can work something out at a rate that you’ll be able to live with. And, from now on, you can call me Lionel, all right, darling?”

		

		Inga felt a little tremor of excitement ripple through her pussy. His eyes had moved back down to her tits and the serious business professional seemed to have just left the building and an openly leering, appreciative-of-her-beauty, middle-aged horndog appeared to have taken his place.

		

		Oh, well, middle-aged horndogs seem to be becoming a specialty of mine, she thought, flashing him a very welcoming smile in return.

		

		“What sounds fair to you…Lionel?” she whispered, leaning forward a bit more, so that even more of her lush young tits were visible.

		

		He licked his lips and said, just a bit nervously, “That depends…how much you do like sex, Inga?”

		

		She broke into a huge grin, “Oh, darling, have you ever come to the right place!”

		

		***

		

		It’s amazing how all of these guys seem to have a supply of Viagra or something like it, Inga thought an hour and a half later, getting into her Mercedes for the short drive back over to the Ridge estate.

		

		The price Lionel had quoted her for his services—after the blowjob and the steamy fuck session, of course—seemed more than reasonable to her. And he had a dynamite cock too, not as big as Lonnie or Riley’s but almost as long and thick as Garrett Soames’s pussy-pleaser, and Inga had to admit that, like Cyn’s dad, Marsha’s knew how to use what he had to really please a girl.

		

		She started, realizing in that instant that she had now fucked all three of her friend’s fathers! Giggling somewhat guiltily, she turned right at the next stop sign and headed for Lee-Lee’s.

		

		God, I’m such a slut girl! She thought to herself, not really that upset about the whole thing.

		

		She knew that if the other girls knew what she’d done, they’d give her a hard time about it but they probably wouldn’t really care any more than Cyn had when she’d started balling Garrett. She thought to herself, It’s Beverly Hills. It’s just the way things are.

		

		What was it Cyn told me that time, after I’d pulled the train for all of those hunky college friends of Riley’s? She asked herself.

		

		“Its BH, babe. Excess is a way of life.” Or something close to that—that’s what Cyn had said.

		

		“Whatever happened to that shy virgin girl from St. Croix?” she asked herself aloud as she pulled into the Ridge’s drive a block later. “Where did she go?”

		

		***

		

		When she retuned to the Ridge mansion, Inga ended up playing tennis with her new temporary family for the rest of the afternoon. She found Lee-Lee and June Ellen dressed in tennis togs, blasting the ball back and forth on the court, with Lonnie sitting in the shade and sipping a drink, also dressed in a designer tennis outfit, complete with five hundred-dollar sunglasses.

		

		“Hey, I love to play tennis too,” Inga grinned happily at him when she came out onto the patio to join them. “I’ll just duck back inside and change into some shorts and a top and get my racket and join you guys, okay?”

		

		“Sure, we’ll play doubles when you get back,” Lonnie smiled up at her invitingly. “What’ll you drink?”

		

		“What are you having?”

		

		“Vodka Collins,” Lonnie said.

		

		“Sounds good to me,” Inga said, turning and dashing back inside the house to change.

		

		I wonder if he’ll fix me one? She thought, running up the stairs. He let’s me and Lee-Lee drink all the wine we want with dinners. And I bet he wants me feeling as loose and sexy as possible for later tonight, after Lee goes to bed, so I’m guessing he’ll let me drink whatever I want until then!

		

		As she changed into a sports bra and a white top and a pair of tight white shorts, Inga smiled to herself. If she knew Lonnie and June Ellen, they were going to want a repeat performance of Friday night’s fun in their big bed tonight, having missed out last night by getting home so late from the movie premier and the after-party.

		

		She rummaged through her closet and found her racket and her best pair of tennis shoes. Oh, well, she thought, I love tennis but if there’s an activity I love even more, it’s definitely sex! So I say…let the games begin.

		

		***

		

		Though Inga loved to play tennis, she had not grown up with her own private court in the backyard the way Lee-Lee had, and so she proved to be no match for the Ridges. Lonnie and Lee-Lee beat Inga and June Ellen in doubles play and then, after a short rest and a round of drinks on the terrace, June Ellen and her daughter beat Lonnie and Inga in a second game.

		

		“You guys should just go ahead and turn pro and forget about producing TV shows and acting in them,” Inga chided her hosts, pouting slightly over being beaten so badly, after the second game.

		

		“Don’t be a Bitter Bonnie, gorgeous,” Lee-Lee smirked at her, putting away her expensive racket, “just ‘cause you lost.

		

		June Ellen patted Inga consolingly on the shoulder. “Lee-Lee had private tennis lessons from the time she was five until she was eighteen, dear, and Lonnie and I have been playing a lot longer than you.”

		

		“Besides, you’re a movie star, darling, not a tennis player,” Lonnie said, putting an arm around Inga’s waist. “Come on, I’ll fix us all another drink in the rec room and then we’ll get washed up and see what’s for dinner.”

		

		Lee-Lee and her mom went into the house through the slider and, as soon as he was sure that they were out of sight, he moved his hand upward and squeezed Inga’s bouncy left breast through the heavy bra. Grinning up at him, she knew at that moment that she would, indeed, be spending the night with the two of them in the master bedroom.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Inga heard from June Ellen just before the start of her third period class the next morning. She answered her cell and ducked out of the hallway and into the open air outside, where there weren’t so many milling students gathered in a tight corridor and she could hear what June was saying more easily.

		

		“I just got off the phone with Jules, the photographer, and he’s all over this spec photo shoot idea,” June Ellen said, her voice sounding both excited and happy. “Can you get off from school early tomorrow?”

		

		Inga thought about it a moment. She was so far ahead of the rest of her classmates on most of her studies this last semester of high school that, truthfully, she felt as if she could have quit attending classes right now and still have passed her finals with at least a “B”, had it not been for the fact that the authorities would come after her for missing that much school.

		

		“I feel a cold coming on,” Inga giggled into the phone at last. “I’m pretty sure I’m going home sick at noon tomorrow. Will that work?”

		

		“Inga!” June Ellen said in an upbraiding tone. “As a responsible adult, I simply can’t encourage your missing class just for a photo shoot.”

		

		After a moment, June Ellen went on, her voice softening. “But as your manager, I’ll be happy to see you here at twelve-fifteen tomorrow and then downtown at Jules’s studio at one o’clock, okay?”

		

		“Very okay with me,” Inga said. “I can hardly wait!”

		

		***

		

		“Okay, so here’s what the top brass at Guinevere envision,” Lonnie said.

		

		Inga, Lonnie, June Ellen, and Jules Jansen were sitting around a coffee table in his studio. They sat in navy blue canvas folding chairs with Jules Jansen Photography scrolled across the back in big gold script letters.

		

		“They’d like to see a forest scene, with gobs of low-lying, atmospheric ground fog swirling around, lots of big pine trees, Inga made up in their product to beat the band, and mostly naked but with nothing important showing—like nipples or pubic fur—lots of cleavage, lots of leg,” Lonnie explained.

		

		“From what their stuffy lawyer said after he finished going over the contract with me, the thinking is this: Inga is obviously Nordic, of Scandinavian descent, so they want to see a campaign built around her heritage—a half-naked Viking Princess striding majestically through the woods, looking devastating; I’m sure you get the theme.”

		

		“I like it,” Jules said, beaming, looking first at Lonnie and then at Inga. “I’m getting some ideas already. I’ve got fog machines here in the studio if we want to go that way, or we can use the computer to lay the fog in later, so that part is no problem. And with the computer graphic programs I subscribe to, I can put her in any kind of forest setting you can imagine with the click of a mouse.”

		

		“Excellent,” June Ellen smiled.

		

		“How about wolves?” Inga spoke up, the thought just popping into her mind as she listened to the discussion. “How about portraying me as some kind of mystical Nordic forest goddess, surrounded by a wolf pack, looking red-hot in my sexy green outfit?”

		

		“God, yes!” Jules smiled, his expressive hands moving up enthusiastically, fluttering with excitement over the table as he went on to add, “I’ll put some wolves in at least a few of them, just to see how that plays. Again, the computer could throw an elephant herd and a giraffe in there too, if we wanted, so wolves should be no problem.”

		

		***

		

		“This is pretty nice make up,” Karen, Jules’s make up girl said approvingly, applying the last of the mascara to Inga’s lashes. “It goes on easy and smoothes out real nice, and the colors are great on you.”

		

		Inga just sat still in the chair and smiled woodenly up at the older girl. She was getting nervous, despite her best efforts not to. Three million dollars this year was a lot of money; she didn’t want to blow this shoot!

		

		“Not that it would make much difference what make up we used on you, Inga,” Karen smiled slyly down at her. “You’re easily the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen, and all I do is make up gorgeous girls and guys day in and day out, so I know what I’m talking about when it comes to being beautiful.”

		

		“Thank you,” Inga said, trying to sound gracious. She got so fucking tired of people going on and on about how pretty she was. Now that she was making her living off her looks, she was grateful that she looked the way she did but, truthfully, she couldn’t take much real pride in the fact—after all, it wasn’t as if she’d ever consciously done anything to appear the way she did; no special diet, or working out, or cosmetic surgery; as she always told people, she just happened to look the way she looked.

		

		Karen stepped back, eying her handiwork, smiling broadly, motioning to her client. Inga got up out of the chair and removed the small bed sheet-sized cloth the makeup woman had draped over her and tossed it onto the chair.

		

		She examined herself critically in the lighted mirror in front of her. The makeup job was very effective—her eyes looked positively huge and dramatic. She smiled and nodded. Karen had done quite well, Inga had to admit, looking at the finished product in the mirror: If I had a dick, I’d be getting a hard on, looking at me!

		

		Coming out of the makeup room wearing the somewhat ratty terrycloth robe Jules had given her, Inga walked over to the bare screen she was to pose in front of, where the lights and camera had been set up. She took the green satin-finished coat, with its faux sable fur-lined hood and trim, out of the laundry bag they’d brought it over in and shucked out of the robe. She was completely nude underneath.

		

		“Just button the three in the middle, darling,” June Ellen said, watching Inga slide into the coat. “Leave lots of leg and titty showing, okay?”

		

		“But not too much titty,” Lonnie cautioned, grinning like a naughty little boy as he said it. “No nipple, just lots of boob.”

		

		“I know the drill,” Inga grinned back, buttoning the coat midway down and adjusting her ample breasts so that her nipples were just hidden in the fur but nearly half of her big, rounded globes still showed in the coat’s deep vee.

		

		Jules stepped in and arranged Inga’s long, stunning, white-gold hair across the hood’s sable fur just the way he wanted it, checked the light on a handheld meter, nodded positively at the reading, and stepped back. Moving behind the camera, he said, “Now…walk toward me slowly, dear. Remember, you’re in the woods, stepping on pine needles, with your wolf pack around you…a nature goddess, not making a sound, looking intense…”

		

		Inga nodded and, trying her level best to look intense, stepped forward. The camera clicked…

		

		***

		

		“I think that should do it,” Jules said two and a half hours later. “We’ve got fierce, we’ve got sexy, we’ve got you smiling, looking pensive…you name it, we’ve pretty much got it, kid. So I guess that’s a wrap; nothing to do now but electronically sprinkle in the swirling fog, the trees and the wolves and see what the final product looks like.”

		

		Inga held up her hand. “I’ve been thinking, Jules, while you were shooting. And I want to try just a few more shots, all right?”

		

		The young photographer’s face looked puzzled. “What more could we possibly do, darling?”

		

		Inga unbuttoned the coat and slipped it off. She went over to June Ellen and handed it to her, and then moved back in front of the camera, completely naked.

		

		“How about trying out a new advertising phrase for this campaign?” she asked, a little nervous about being naked on set, but not much; after all, June Ellen and Lonnie had seen her nude lots of times and dear Jules was too gay to care. “How about: ‘Inga wears nothing but Guinevere’?”

		

		She smiled and went on, “I want you to take some nude shots of me from in front, striding forward, and from the side and a few from in back. And then you can work on them later, with the computer, to position a sprig of brush strategically into place here and there, to block off my nipple or my…uh…pubic area or the crack between my asscheeks. I’ll be totally nude but not totally visible, if you see what I mean?”

		

		“Sure!” an enthusiastic smile spread over Jules’s face. “I can do that. It’s brilliant, really. That body of yours, naked? If that doesn’t snag peoples’ attention and sell a ton of this stuff, nothing’s ever going to!”

		

		“Okay, let’s try it,” Inga grinned.

		

		***

		

		The three of them got back to the house at just after seven. Lee-Lee was pacing around the living room anxiously.

		

		“Well, how did it go?” she asked, her eyes bright with anticipation.

		

		“It’s too soon to tell,” June Ellen told her daughter, “But I suspect it was a triumph. We won’t know until Jules finishes adding background to the shots and then e-mails the images to Guinevere in London and they get back to us.”

		

		“Yeah, tomorrow at the earliest,” Lonnie agreed, sighing deeply, suddenly looking very tired. “I’m really dragging tonight. I didn’t get much sleep last night.”

		

		Inga rolled her eyes at him, remembering just why he hadn’t gotten much sleep. His Viagra hadn’t run down until nearly three in the morning, when he’d fucked her through a wonderful orgasm that last time, pulled his cock out right at the last second, and fed part of his spurting load into Inga’s mouth to swallow and the rest into June Ellen’s eagerly sucking lips. After that, he’d passed out and slept like the dead, leaving June Ellen and her to their own lesbian pleasures for another hour or so…

		

		“I’m a little tired too,” Inga smiled at the two of them, being careful not to let on to Lee-Lee just why all of them were running out of energy.

		

		“Let’s see what Linda has put together for dinner tonight,” Lonnie said. “And then maybe I’ll turn in early, for a change.”

		

		Lee-Lee shook her head. “God, what’s with you guys? Watching Ing get her picture taken for a couple of hours isn’t that much work. You must be getting old, Daddy.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s probably it, scamp,” Lonnie said with a grin, swatting his daughter on her cute little butt as they made their way into the dining room.

		

		***

		

		By unspoken mutual consent, June Ellen and Lonnie did not expect Inga in their bed that night. The middle-aged couple was just too tired after staying up until nearly dawn this morning, having sex with their young houseguest, to be ready for another marathon session just yet. The four of them watched some TV until around ten in the rec room and then the elder Ridges went upstairs for the night.

		

		Inga and Lee-Lee stayed up until eleven. Then Inga ran upstairs, crept down the hall and cracked open the door to the master bedroom and peered inside. Lonnie and June Ellen were snuggled up, dead out for the night.

		

		Smiling, Inga closed the door, went to her own room and slipped into a nightie and her robe before padding barefoot back downstairs to Lee-Lee’s room at the other end of the house. She knocked lightly and then opened the door.

		

		“Mmmmmmm, there’s my girl,” Lee-Lee said, holding out her arms.

		

		The youngest Ridge was naked atop her queen bed, her legs open, arms held out welcomingly. Inga stepped inside, locked the door and got quickly out of her scant clothing.

		

		“So, tell me about the shoot,” Lee-Lee said, after they’d kissed, embraced, rubbed their naked bodies against one another for a moment and snuggled up next to each other in the middle of the bed.

		

		“Okay, but then I want some sweet, hot loving and a nice snooze after that, darling,” Inga insisted. “I’m a little tired too—surprisingly, it is kind of draining, posing for hours with almost no clothes on or totally naked—so I need some rest tonight, okay?”

		

		“All right, we’ll play until two and then you can go back upstairs and sleep until we gotta’ get up to go to school,” Lee-Lee agreed. “Now…tell! What happened at the shoot?”

		

		“Okay, well, I got this idea, see, where I posed totally nude?” Inga began…

		

		***

		

		Inga got a huge shock the next morning, after she and Lee-Lee had arrived at school. Just before her first class convened, Lonnie called on the cell phone.

		

		“Are you sitting down?” he asked her.

		

		“No, I’m standing in the hallway outside my first class, which is due to start in, like, a minute and a half,” Inga said impatiently. “What’s up?”

		

		“Well, I don’t usually go into the office until nine or so, but one of my girls gets there early, at seven,” Lonnie explained. “And I just got off the phone with her after she checked our e-mails first thing today.”

		

		There was a long pause, and the he asked her, from out of the blue, “Did you know that there’s an eight-hour time difference between Los Angeles and London?”

		

		“No, so what?” Inga answered anxiously, eying the clock in the classroom that was just about to tick onto the eight.

		

		“So, apparently our new pal Jules Jansen stayed up until all hours, working on the layouts, and then e-mailed them off to the address for Guinevere we gave him before finally hitting the hay early this morning,” Lonnie said, his voice growing more excited with each word.

		

		“They went fucking crazy when they saw those pictures, Inga, we got the deal—they want you to be the Guinevere Girl so bad they can barely stand it!”

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Inga squealed with delight. Three fucking million dollars!

		

		Kids hurrying to class stopped in the hall and stared at the gorgeous platinum blonde with the phone next to her ear who had just finished screaming with excitement. She felt herself coloring and grinned apologetically at the crowd of on lookers.

		

		Stepping away from the classroom, finding a room that wasn’t occupied, she slipped inside and closed the door behind her, the phone still pressed tightly to her ear. Her heart was absolutely pounding.

		

		“Which one of the sets of pictures did they like?” she asked, her voice sounding breathless in the silence of the deserted classroom.

		

		“Both, actually,” Lonnie chortled. “They thought the nude one was sheer genius. They intend to open with the forest goddess one, with you in the green coat, and then use the second one—‘Inga Wears Nothing but Guinevere, how about you?’—for a big Christmas campaign and then on into next year.”

		

		“So, we’ve got the three million coming in, for sure?” Inga asked, her voice quaking with excitement.

		

		“I’m bringing the contract home with me tonight for you to sign, cutie,” he answered. “Then we’re over-nighting it to London and it will be a done deal. We should have a healthy chunk of that cash in your account by the end of next week; the rest to be paid when the ads actually start to show up on the net and in print.”

		

		He paused a beat and then added, “Oh, and they want to use Jules for all of your shoots, and they want video, for the TV ads, right away too. Don’t worry about that, I know everyone in this town who’s any good, so I can put together a top-notch video crew as soon as we need them. As a matter of fact, I’ll make some calls today, after I talk to London, and start lining up a director and a camera and lighting crew.”

		

		“That is so fucking great!” Inga gushed happily into the phone. “Listen, I gotta’ get to class; I’m late as can be. I’ll talk to you later. And, Lonnie? Thanks again, for everything!”

		

		***

		

		The rest of the day went by in a fog of good feelings for Inga. Amos called, gloating about the Guinevere deal. June Ellen called, giggling like a schoolgirl over Inga’s snowballing success and her and Lonnie’s hand in it. Cyn and Marsha and Lee were very impressed too, Inga could tell.

		

		Late that afternoon, walking out to her car, Inga got more good news. Lonnie called and said that he’d gotten an e-mail from London saying that Jules’s layout in the green coat was so good that they wouldn’t even need another shoot. They were going to run with the initial pictures; and they positively loved the wolves!

		

		Lonnie went on to say that their British employers’ art director thought that they would probably need more angles and various lighting changes in the nude shots, necessitating another session at some point before the projected Christmas launch, but the “forest” shots seemed fine to go with just as they were.

		

		“That means you’re going to be all over the elite women’s mags next month, doll,” Lonnie told her. “Elle, Glamour, Cosmo, Vogue, Marie Claire—all of ‘em will have you and that hot green coat of yours plastered all over the inside of them, just as we’re getting rolling on the Windsong pre-production set ups, and at the same time the Men’s Realm cover and layout hits the stands!”

		

		He waited a second and then said, “That means you’ll be a very busy girl next month, with Windsong kicking off and the interviews that will generate on its own, in addition to the Guinevere publicity and so forth, so we need to get all of the Guinevere video stuff shot this month, before everything gets totally insane, okay?”

		

		“Fine by me,” she said, sighing as she thought, somewhat dejectedly, about being in the center of what sounded like a veritable hurricane of publicity and buzz—one that was sure to dwarf the intense flurry of excitement that she’d lived through already when the Windsong deal had been announced. But they didn’t pay you three million dollars for nothing and the firestorm of attention, she knew, was part of the price for earning all of that cash.

		

		“How about next weekend?” she asked, figuring she might as well get it over with. “Can we wrap the whole thing up in two days if we shoot straight through the weekend?”

		

		“That sounds good,” Lonnie said. “I’ll talk to London tonight and get their approval to proceed and then I’ll set aside part of tomorrow to get the crew together and schedule it for early Saturday morning.”

		

		Inga agreed to that and rang off. She got into her car and dialed up June Ellen to remind her that she was on her way to Garrett’s for dinner and her acting lesson, so she wouldn’t be home until late…eleven or so.

		

		June Ellen agreed to that without a second thought and they hung up, Inga smiling triumphantly, having just secured another hour in bed with her elderly lover with no hassles at all! Her mom had always wanted her home by ten at the latest on school nights, but June Ellen was obviously laxer about such things.

		

		“Yes!” Inga said, pumping her fist.

		

		She started the car and went to her hands-free set up. Coming to a stop at the edge of the lot, she looked both ways and then pulled out onto the street, heading for the Soames place, punching up Cyn’s cell on the speed dial as she drove.

		

		“Hey, girlfriend, could you find your dad and make sure we’re still on for dinner and the lesson tonight?” she said. “I’m on my way over to your place right now.”

		

		“It’s definitely on, babe,” Cyn replied. “I just saw Daddy, like, ten minutes ago and he mentioned that you were coming by tonight. I’ll see you in a few. We’ll be in the living room, having drinks, okay?”

		

		“Sounds good to me,” Inga said. “I could use one after today. We got the Guinevere deal all locked down tight, Cyn. I’m so jazzed about all of the loot wending its way towards me that I can hardly stand it.”

		

		“Don’t worry—I’ll help you spend it!” her friend laughed. “I’m an expert, remember?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		After their usual gourmet dining experience in the Soames’s dining room, Cyn said “ciao” and went off to watch TV in the den while Garrett and Inga made their way upstairs for tonight’s lesson. They started the session by playing the scene Inga had learned.

		

		Garrett smiled broadly and shook his lion’s mane of hair as she completed her last line. “Jesus, girl, you’re such a natural. Let’s look at that recording from the session Amos had filmed. I’ve gone through it several times since then, and I think that you’ve reached the point in your development as an actress where you’re ready to absorb a few of the finer points of the craft of acting from watching it with me.”

		

		He led her over to the couch and picked up the remote from the coffee table and clicked on a flat screen television that was hanging on a nearby wall. Inga watched intently as the scene from the IRA movie that she and Garrett had played out for Amos’s scruffy cameraman that night flickered across the high-resolution screen.

		

		“Okay,” she said when the scene had ended. “What’s to learn? I don’t want to sound immodest, but I thought I did pretty well.”

		

		“Too well,” Garrett told her with a big grin. “Here, let’s watch it again, and I’ll show you what I mean by that.”

		

		Garrett ran the disc again. Just when it came to one of the most dramatic parts, the one where Inga was crying uncontrollably, tears rolling out of her eyes, her big chest heaving behind her clothing, he stopped it in mid-sob.

		

		“This is incredible…but it’s just a shade too much,” Garrett told her, turning from the screen and staring intently into her blue, ice-colored eyes.

		

		“How can it be too much?” she asked, bewildered.

		

		He smiled at her. “In a few days, when we shoot this scene again, I want you to pull back on the emotion…just a tiny bit…and then it will be perfect.”

		

		“Why?” Inga was incredulous. “Isn’t that what acting’s all about, putting emotion up on the screen; making the audience feel what the character’s feeling?”

		

		Garrett thought about his answer for long moments. He steepled his fingers in front of his handsome, weathered face and finally said. “The thing that makes for a perfect scene, or a perfectly written novel for that matter, is knocking down the so-called ‘fourth wall’ between the reader or the play’s audience, or the movie’s viewer. You see, ideally, Inga, the novel writer or the players should be so skillful that the person reading the book or viewing the performance gets so lost in them that he is no longer aware that he’s doing so.”

		

		He reached out and took Inga’s hands in his and went on, his voice passionate, his eyes alive with excitement. “What you’re aiming for is an experience in which the person witnessing your art no longer realizes that he’s seeing a play or viewing a movie or reading a book—he’s been totally transported, enabled to see what is going on in someone’s life, as if that ‘fourth wall’ of a home had been somehow magically removed, so that he is standing there, unobserved by the people in the house, watching the most intimate moments of their lives played out right in front of him.”

		

		Garrett smiled at her. “He’s not watching or reading anymore; he’s part of the experience. He’s no longer aware that what he’s part of is fiction…what he’s watching is dead real to him…the real world falls away and there is only what you’re showing him!”

		

		Too moved by what he was saying to sit still a moment longer, the great actor vaulted up off the couch and onto his feet, pacing in front of the coffee table, looking at Inga, lecturing but so into his topic that he vaguely reminded Inga of a tent-show evangelist she’d seen years ago as a child, in rural Minnesota one summer.

		

		“You see, whenever a movie-goer says something to himself like… ‘That Inga Norgaard—my God but that girl can act! Just look at the emotion in that scene!’ That means you’ve gone over the top. You’ve lost him.”

		

		Garrett’s eyes were aglow with excitement as he turned and caught Inga’s with them. “Whenever something like that happens onscreen, or when an author writes a scene in a way in which the writing itself is so showy that it breaks the reader’s immersion in the book with a thought such as: ‘That Faulkner! My goodness what a masterful writer—the writing here just jumps off the page…look at that!’ That author has just defeated his purpose as an author; because his reader is no longer living in the story, he’s now aware again, in that moment, that he’s reading a book, that he’s reading a masterful scene. He’s no longer inside that fourth wall.”

		

		He stopped for a moment, casting about for a way to conclude his thoughts. “The most effective scenes, the most memorable books, the best movies, are ones in which the audience or the reader shuts the book after reading the last page, or turns the television off after the final credits have played or strolls out of the theater, and says: ‘Wow! Now that was a book!’ Or: ‘My God, what a movie!’”

		

		He smiled at her. “Do you see? When you do too much, when you go over the top in a way that brings attention to you, rather than the character you’re portraying—so that that fourth wall becomes apparent and your audience realized that they’re watching a movie, not magically living someone’s life—then you’ve actually failed as an actress, not triumphed.”

		

		Inga thought long and hard about what her mentor had just said. She suddenly saw it, crystal clear: too much was too much!

		

		It was okay for a movie-goer or a critic to marvel about a scene or a total performance after it was over, but if it was such a show-stopping star-turn that it focused everyone’s attention on the actor at that moment, rather than onto the role he or she was playing, then they were overplaying!

		

		“I get it!” she smiled up at him, the joy of learning something really important showing on her face. “I totally get what you’re saying!”

		

		“Good. Now let’s do that scene again, right now. I want you to feel it, and to let the audience and me feel it, just as before, but don’t let us be astounded by the pure intensity of your delivery, all right?”

		

		“Right!” Inga said, getting to her feet. “Give me just a moment to go over the lines in my head and to get myself into the right emotional frame of mind to play it.”

		

		She focused in on leaving home the other day, seeing herself and the other girls carrying boxes through the kitchen, out to the waiting cars. Her chest tightened as she remembered how that had felt. She saw her mom’s face, tears streaming…

		

		“Oh, Sean, it’s ruin you’ll be bringing down on the both of us in the end, can you not see that, you bull-headed man?” she said, her accent perfect, a tear rolling down her cheek…

		

		***

		

		“Dear God! Just like that!” Inga wailed.

		

		Garrett was on his knees, in between her legs, which were drawn up on either side of his rutting hips, her own knees waggling around crazily as he drove down into her again and again. She was whimpering with lust, her big breasts jellying wildly on her chest with each hard lunge.

		

		“Oh, fuck me hard you old devil!” Inga sighed, loving every moment of what he was doing to her.

		

		What was it about playing a scene just right that made her insanely horny afterward, she asked herself; her pussy tightening around her lover’s ramming cock?

		

		Inga didn’t know, but she knew that she adored playing scenes perfectly and getting fucked like this, and that she was going to come again any second now! She ran her fingers across Garrett’s hunching ass and worked her hips up to meet each thrust, biting her lower lip to keep from screaming.

		

		“I’m coming, darling!” he sighed a moment later, and she felt him gushing inside her just at that second as well.

		

		“Oh, fuck! Me too, babe!” she groaned, her cunny spasming out of control as his hot juice flooded her. “Oh, give it to me! Fuck it right into me, you sweet man!”

		

		“Jeeeezus! Oh, sweet Jesus, what a fuck you are!” he gasped, collapsing onto her at last. “Oh, darlin’, what a wonder you are in bed!”

		

		Inga smiled to herself and stroked his bony old back. “You’re not so bad yourself, lover. That was incredible.”

		

		He glanced over at the clock. “Just in time too. You have to be home in a half hour. Just time for a quick shower and to get dressed, I suppose.”

		

		She grinned impishly at him. “New rules, darling. June Ellen’s not a strict as my mom and dad. As long as I’m staying there, we’ve got until eleven.”

		

		“Well, I’ll have to give June Ellen a grateful pat on her plush little ass the next time I see her.”

		

		Inga gave him a mock-frown. “You’re supposed to be paying attention to my plush little ass, not hers, lover boy!”

		

		“Ah, sure, and it’s me nature to pay attention to each lovely ass on each lovely girl I see,” he told her, using the strong Irish brogue he’d been employing earlier during the scene they’d played. “Have ye not gleaned that yet, lass?”

		

		Inga just laughed and shoved him off her onto his back. She slid slowly down his body, stopping at his gooey, limp cock.

		

		“And ‘tis my nature to please each and every lovely cock I come across as well,” she chided him, using her own version of the same accent, giving his prick a long, sensuous lick after she finished speaking. “Have you not gleaned that yet, boyo?”

		

		She sucked all of his lifeless dick into her mouth at that and began to suck gently, her tongue making teasing circuits around it.

		

		“It’s killin’ me, ye are, girl,” he sighed, his accent thick as butter. “But I’ll not try and stop you, God help me!”

		

		***

		

		“I don’t know if you can afford it, even with Windsong and all of the Guinevere money coming in, babe,” Cyn told Inga breathlessly at lunch the next day, as soon as the four of them had taken their customary places at their table. “But if you could, it would be, like, the greatest thing ever!”

		

		“Ever?” asked Inga playfully, wondering what it was that Cyn wanted her to do.

		

		“Ever!” Cyn nodded back, smiling.

		

		“Well, then, don’t keep me hanging…what the fuck is it?” Inga asked, giggling.

		

		“Today, when I was backing out of the driveway, on my way to school,” Cyn said, spearing a small bit of the green salad she’d bought for lunch onto her fork. “I saw a guy pounding a real estate sign into the front lawn of the place next to ours.”

		

		Swallowing her salad, Cyn leaned closer to Inga. “That house, the old Landis place? It’s been vacant for, like, forever! Mr. Landis had this big chain of pizza places, and they all went broke, one right after the other, starting about three years ago.”

		

		Cyn took a big swig of her diet Coke and went on. “It was for sale for a year and a half—after the bank evicted Mr. Landis and repo-ed it—and the price kept dropping and dropping, and then they finally took it off the market, since they couldn’t seem to sell it, no matter how far they lowered the price.”

		

		“And you’re thinking…what? That I could lease it or something?” Inga asked.

		

		After a dramatic pause for effect, Cyn finally flashed Inga a wicked smile and said, “I’m thinking that you could buy it, if it’s cheap enough! If we could get the price down far enough, it would be a great investment for you, babe, plus an excellent place to live!”

		

		Inga’s mind reeled. Buy a house in Beverly Hills—her?

		

		“B-But my daddy doesn’t even have enough money to buy a house around here!” Inga blurted. “The bank he works for owns the one we live in. They just agreed to let my folks live there for free for three years as part of my dad’s relocation deal, because they couldn’t sell it anyway. My dad could never afford to buy it, even at his salary!”

		

		Cyn frowned and waited. Inga looked at her for long moments, in silence, before finally asking: “What?”

		

		“You make more than your dad does, by a bunch, cutie!” Cyn pointed out. “You’re gonna’ make at least three and a half million dollars this year, and probably a lot more than that. If Windsong is any kind of hit at all, even a modest one, someone’s going to offer you at least three million for your next role, maybe more, depending on how good a negotiator Lonnie is.”

		

		“And there’s the other endorsement money too!” Lee-Lee pointed out from across the table. “Daddy says that he’s pretty close to landing you some way cool deals, Ing. He said that the other day, when we were playing tennis, before you got back home from seeing Marsha’s dad? He said that if the Guinevere deal came through and it made a huge splash, the way he thought it would, he said that the other companies he was dickering with would all fall into line and sign up with you too, to represent them.”

		

		Inga sat back and took a deep breath, shaking her head. “I can’t buy a house in Beverly Hills; I’m still just a kid! I’m barely eighteen, for God’s sake, you guys!”

		

		The three other Posse members smiled at her. Cyn said slyly, “Yeah, but you’re hot and rich beyond your years, babe. You’re like Britney was when she was your age, or like Miley—you’re a fucking superstar in the making, Ing. Get used to it!”

		

		“Bullshit!” Inga murmured, almost to herself. “I’ve just been lucky so far. I should be careful and hold onto what money I get and just see how all of this goes…that’s what I think!”

		

		The four of them sat quietly for a moment, the other three just looking at her. Inga ate some of her not very good school lunch and then frowned.

		

		“What’s so hot about this place anyway?” she asked after another half a minute of silence.

		

		“I thought you’d never ask!” Cyn grinned happily, launching into her spiel like a late-night infomercial pitch girl, “Well, to start with, it’s not quite as big as our house or the Ridge estate, but it’s bigger than the place your parents are living in. It’s got a pool area and a cabana and a spa that are as nice as the one at the Ridge’s…”

		

		“Yeah, and it’s got a screening room, like a little mini-movie theater,” Lee-Lee blurted excitedly, cutting off Cyn. “And I think there’s, like, six bedrooms and eight bathrooms or something, not counting the bathroom out in the changing rooms by the pool.”

		

		Inga held up a hand. “How come you pusses know so much about this place?”

		

		The three of them looked at each other, and then Cyn explained. “There was a daughter, Gina? And she was an original Posse member, back when we were really just a bunch of wannabe posse pretenders. We were freshmen and we all hung out together and Gina was one of us, so we used to go over to her house a lot.”

		

		Marsha took over the story, leaning across the table. “Then Mr. and Mrs. Landis had this awful break up. They got a divorce and Mr. Landis kept the house and Mrs. Landis and Gina moved back east, to Boston or somewhere, and we kind of lost track of her after a while.”

		

		“Yeah,” Lee-Lee broke in again. “And then Mr. Landis went broke and moved out and the place has been empty ever since.”

		

		Cyn smiled encouragingly at Inga. “When Mr. Landis’s pizza chain was still making the big bucks, he used to dump a lot of it back into his place. The bathrooms all have faucets that are, like, plated with actual gold and stuff, and marble floors, and there’s all kinds of cool little touches like a real brick pizza oven in the kitchen and recessed lighting and this bitchin’ mural on a wall in the dining room.”

		

		“It’s a primo place, Ing,” Lee-Lee assured her. “You should at least take a look at it.”

		

		“I don’t know anything about houses,” Inga countered plaintively. “I wouldn’t know where to start.”

		

		Marsha whipped out her cell. “Well, I know someone who does.”

		

		She hit a button on the memory and then said, “Hi, Daddy! Your newest, cutest client needs a favor…”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		“This place is fabulous!” Inga gushed, staring at the beautifully painted mural on the back wall of the dining room in the rambling, empty mansion.

		

		Lee-Lee, Cyn, Marsha, and Lionel Terry, who were all standing near her, smiled in unison. He nodded his agreement.

		

		“It’s a great house, with lots of incredibly expensive little custom add-ons that increase its value, there’s no doubt about that, Inga,” he told her. “Let’s look at the upstairs now, shall we?”

		

		He put an arm around her and guided the group out of the dining room and across the large living room, stopping to admire the ornate, Mediterranean-style fireplace with its hand-painted tiles, and then into the foyer, where the sweeping circular staircase led upstairs. Inga put her hand on the highly polished, dark wood hand rail, caressing it as she climbed the heavily carpeted stair.

		

		“It’s so nice of you to take time off to help us with this,” she told Lionel, who was still beside her on the way up. “And it’s so great of you to have gotten the keys, so we could take our time looking around this place without some real estate agent hovering around, listening to our every word.”

		

		“Oh, that’s quite all right, my dear,” Lionel assured her with a big smile as they reached the top of the stairs. “Jerry Garrard, the realtor who has the listing, is an old friend and investment client of mine. He was only too happy to give me the keys to the place. And, besides that, you’re a friend of my daughter’s and my favorite new client as well, so I’m happy to help out.”

		

		I’ll just bet you are, Lionel, darling, Inga thought to herself, remembering the ecstatic look on his face the other day, when she’d first slipped his cock into her mouth and started to suck it for him.

		

		“The master bedroom’s in here, Ing,” Lee-Lee said, running ahead and opening the double doors on their right. “Wait till you see how plush it is!” Inga and Lionel stepped past her and into the huge room, with its vaulted ceiling and tile-inlaid open beams of dark wood and its deep pile, light cocoa-colored carpet. Inga went over to a set of French doors at the rear of the room and opened them, discovering that they led out onto a small balcony enclosed by black wrought iron, which overlooked the stunning pool/cabana/changing room/wet-bar/spa area and the half acre of manicured lawns and gardens below.

		

		“Wow!” Inga sighed; letting herself imagine for a moment that this magnificent estate could really be hers.

		

		“Impressive, isn’t it?” Lionel said. “I kept telling Bob Landis not to sink so much money into this place, but he never listened.”

		

		“Was he a client of yours too?” Inga asked, her eyes still on the incredibly inviting backyard, with the fifteen-foot-high brick fence surrounding the ornate grounds. Nude sunbathing for the girls and me whenever we want!

		

		“Yes, but he never took the advice I gave him,” Lionel offered sadly. “Last I heard, he was running a steakhouse out in Des Moines or somewhere, trying to franchise it and get started building another successful restaurant chain.”

		

		Inga nodded absently, thinking to herself that she could end up just as broke as Mr. Landis if she weren’t careful, buying things like this fabulous house that was definitely cool, but more than she could afford. She turned toward Lionel.

		

		“How much do they want for this place?”

		

		“It came on the market originally at ten million, the first time around,” Lionel told her. “That was way overpriced, even at the height of the real estate bubble. Then it gradually worked its way down to seven, but there were still no takers.”

		

		He turned and looked out at the showplace pool area again and went on, “The bank that owns it decided to cut their losses and dropped it down to half of that, to three million, five hundred thousand, but it still didn’t move. They knocked it down to three and a quarter, and then to an even three, but there was still no interest.”

		

		Turning to face her again, he lowered his voice and added, “They pulled it off the market for a time, but now there’s a push on to clear all of their old property inventory off the books. They’re asking two million, six hundred and ninety-five thousand this time around.”

		

		“Can I afford to buy something like this?” she asked, her voice sounding small and uncertain and sort of little-girl like, even to her.

		

		“If you decide you want the property, I’d offer them a million and a half initially, if I were you,” Lionel counseled her. “Of course, they won’t take that, but they’ll come back with a counter offer, probably in the two million, two-hundred-thousand-dollar range. Then I’d let them sit a while and stew, and then raise my offer to a million, seven-fifty.”

		

		“Would they take that?” she asked, wide eyed at the thought that she was actually discussing numbers like that with a man of Lionel Terry’s financial stature.

		

		“Probably not, but that would get them down into the two-million-dollar range and, candidly Inga, anything below two million for this place, even in this reduced market, would be a steal.”

		

		“Could I afford that?” she asked again.

		

		“Sure,” he told her, smiling. “We could probably get your monthly outlay on the place, taxes, mortgage, insurance, maintenance and gardening, pool care—everything down to somewhere between twenty-five and thirty grand a month.”

		

		Inga flat-out trembled as she asked incredulously, “I can afford to pay that much a month for some place to live?”

		

		“Easily,” Lionel grinned at her. “You’re going to have over two and a half million in the bank here very shortly, with a lot more to come, from what Lonnie told me when I called to discuss your current monetary situation with him the other day. As long as you don’t go nuts and start buying four hundred thousand-dollar cars or spending a hundred grand a month on clothes on Rodeo Drive, you should be fine.”

		

		Inga smiled nervously and looked over at Lee and Marsha and Cyn. “What do you guys think? Should I try and buy this place?”

		

		Cyn’s frowned, thinking hard about it. “You’ll need furniture, and this house is pretty huge. That could run you a lot of money, so we’ll have to factor that in too.”

		

		Lionel cleared his throat, and Inga turned back toward him. “I have a client who owns a very upscale furniture store over on Wilshire. He’ll sell you everything you’ll need to make this into a showplace, at his cost, as a favor to me.”

		

		Inga’s face broke into a big smile. He cautioned her, “That’s still liable to be a considerable sum of money, but it’s tens of thousands of dollars less than you could buy furniture of lesser quality for on you own.”

		

		Looking back at her friends, her heart hammering, Inga crossed her fingers, hoped to God that she wasn’t fucking up, big-time, and said, “Let’s buy it!”

		

		***

		

		After a thorough tour through the rest of the upstairs and a walk around the garden and pool area, Inga’s resolve to purchase the house was stronger than ever. Everything was in such excellent shape! The roof was Spanish tile and Lionel assured her that it would last for years yet, without repairs of any sort. The carpet was perfect in every room; there were no loose floorboards or bad linoleum, not even a leaky faucet. The garage door openers on all six of the garage doors worked perfectly and there wasn’t a hint of mold anywhere, even in the bathhouse and changing rooms out by the nearly Olympic-sized pool.

		

		“The pool filter and the heater were new last year, and they’re energy efficient,” Lionel told her confidently.

		

		“Will you handle the offer and the dickering back and forth and all of that for me, Lionel?” she asked him at the end of their walk through.

		

		“I’d be happy to,” he assured her.

		

		Lee-Lee and Marsha had already taken off in Marsha’s car and Cyn was preparing to walk on home, since she lived right next door. Lionel paused at the front door, key in hand.

		

		“I want to take a closer look at a couple of things with you, Inga, if you don’t mind?” he said, and then turned toward Cyn, who was already standing on the front step. “Why don’t you go ahead Cyn, and tell your dad hello for me, and you can get with Inga a little later, after the two of us look the house over a bit more, all right?”

		

		“Sure, that sounds great,” Cyn agreed, heading for her house. “Oh, and thanks, Lionel, for doing this for Inga.”

		

		“My pleasure,” he assured her, stepping back into the house next to Inga and shutting the front door.

		

		“And just what things did you want to show me, Lionel?” Inga asked, looking up at him expectantly.

		

		Lionel Terry locked the door and unzipped the trousers to the expensive suit he was wearing and reached inside, freeing his half hard cock and both of his hefty nuts. He grinned at her.

		

		“These, darling girl,” he whispered. “I wanted to show you these again.”

		

		Inga smiled and took him by the cock and led him across the foyer and into the living room, where the carpet was thick and soft. She slid down onto her knees in front of him and started to lick all around the head of his rapidly-swelling dick.

		

		“Mmmmmmm, and they’re just the things I wanted to take a closer look at, darling,” she whispered up at him. “That’s for sure!”

		

		“Oh, sweet God!” he gasped as her lips went all the way down his prick and her tongue began to tease him.

		

		***

		

		“Fuckmefuckmefuckmefuckme!” Inga murmured, her voice gone all husky and intense, like a worshiper repeating a mantra.

		

		Lionel was on top of her, in the middle of the living room carpet. He was plowing her juicy little slit hard, puffing slightly with the effort but certainly not complaining.

		

		Inga had her heels dug into the rug and was pushing her strong young pelvis back up off the floor with each thrust, spearing him deep inside her every time he drove downward. They were both completely naked and panting with mutual lust.

		

		“Oh God, but you’re lovely!” Lionel gasped. “I can’t believe I’m fucking a little goddess like you!”

		

		“But you are, baby,” Inga hissed eagerly, whipping her ass upward, impaling her sopping wet cunny on his dick enthusiastically over and over again. “And, damn, but you’re doing good job of it!”

		

		“Fuckmefuckmefuckme hard!” she went back to chanting, her orgasm getting very close. “Oh, God, Lionel! Ball my brains out, you fucking stud!”

		

		Lionel shivered, his dick jerking inside her, a huge gout of come splashing into the back of her womb. Inga wailed and climaxed hard around the spurting prick, her head jerking from side to side on the carpet, her long, platinum-blonde mane flying about wildly as she came and came.

		

		“Soooooo gooooood!” she moaned in pure ecstasy. “It’s so fucking good to come on your big cock, darling!”

		

		The older man gave a few more humps down into her gripping pussy and then let his weight down onto her momentarily, breathing hard. “You’re fucking incredible; do you know that, kid?”

		

		He pushed himself back up off of her and got back onto his knees between her widespread legs. A big streamer of jism leaked out of her pussy and ran down her ass crack, pooling on the carpet beneath her.

		

		“Damn! We haven’t even signed the papers on the place yet and we already need to get the carpet cleaned,” he laughed.

		

		Inga scooted out from under him and sat up, seeing what he was staring at. She grinned at him. “I suspect that won’t be the last puddle of spunk this carpet sees if I get this place, sweetheart, so don’t worry about it. I’ve got a package of tissues in my purse; we’ll clean it up as best we can.”

		

		He raised his eyebrows at her comment about his come not being the last the carpet might see and she shrugged. “What can I tell you, darling? I have what you might call…an active sex life!”

		

		Lionel just smiled. “A girl who likes sex as much as you do? What a surprise.”

		

		***

		

		Inga had just gotten home from her home tour with the girls and Lionel when her cell rang. She trudged into her bedroom and got the phone out of her purse and smiled broadly as she read the caller ID: “Riley Ridge”.

		

		“Darling! I thought you’d forgotten all about me!” she said, the huge smile still in place.

		

		“Not likely, pretty girl,” he answered. “I have been busy as hell lately, though. It seems it’s tougher at USC to keep your average above a “B” than it was at dear old Beverly Hills High. I actually have to study and turn papers in on time and stuff like that here. It’s incredibly time-consuming and a real drag on my social life.”

		

		“Aw, you poor guy!” Inga’s voice was all mock sympathy. “Does the ACLU know about this? Rich young studs can be just as much an abused minority as blacks or Latinos, you know. Why, I know for a fact that you had to drive the same old Corvette for nearly three years before your daddy finally bought you a new one!”

		

		Riley laughed. “That’s right, bust my balls. I can always depend on you to give me a hard time when I call, babe.”

		

		Inga sat down on the edge of the bed and whispered back in a sexy growl, “And I can always depend on you to give me a very hard time when we get together, stud. That’s one thing I really love about you, sexy!”

		

		After another big laugh in response to her none-too-subtle innuendo, Riley said, “That’s what I’m calling about. Tomorrow’s Friday; you and I need to get together and do what we do together best, don’t you think, gorgeous?”

		

		“Oh, and what would that be?” she teased.

		

		“Well, it involves a bed and a nice ocean view and a fireplace and maybe a little lubricant for those tight, not so slippery places,” he whispered back. “How about it? Our favorite hotel in Newport; just you and me, in bed all day? This weekend?”

		

		Inga groaned. “I’ve gotta’ work all weekend! I’m shooting this video for a commercial your dad signed me to do, for this ritzy-titsy make up outfit, Guinevere Cosmetics. They’re from London.”

		

		“I heard about that from Mom when I talked to her the other day,” Riley said. “But I didn’t know that the video shoot for it was this weekend.”

		

		After a moment, he added, “Congrats, by the way, about being officially too fucking rich for me to date, Ing. I’m gonna’ feel like a gigolo every time we get together from here on out, you being a fucking movie star and a big-time celebrity endorser and me still just a starving college student.”

		

		Inga laughed. “Yeah, like your mom and dad don’t have more money already than I’m likely to make in my whole lifetime, rich boy!”

		

		They giggled together on the phone for long moments, Inga’s heart soaring. She hadn’t spoken to Riley for better than a week, even on the phone, and yet it felt to her like they had just seen each other yesterday. That easy, close connection between the two of them had been there almost from the first moment they’d met, and she treasured it.

		

		“So, when am I going to get to spend some time with you again, doll?” he asked at last. “I mean, you’re actually living at my folks place now and I feel like I see you less than I did when you were still at home.”

		

		“Whose fault is that?” she chided him. “If you’d come home more often, you’d see me all the time.”

		

		He had no reply for that, so there was another long pause. Inga fidgeted around on the bed; talking to Riley had really aroused a need in her to see him again, to be with him!

		

		You just got fucked royally by Lionel an hour ago, she thought to herself. Are you some kind of nymphomaniac girl?

		

		Inga mulled that question over quickly and decided that it wasn’t a fair one; fun and games with other girls or with Lionel or Garrett were just that—fun and games. Making love to her sweet Riley was different; she thought perhaps that she was really in love with Riley!

		

		“What are you doing tomorrow?” she asked suddenly, making up her mind that she wanted to see him, no matter what.

		

		“I’ve got class in the morning, until about ten,” he replied. “Then I’m free until Monday morning. Why, don’t you have school tomorrow?”

		

		“Fuck that!” Inga replied. “I’m way ahead in school and getting straight “A’s”, Riley. It won’t hurt me to miss a day of school to be with you.”

		

		Riley laughed again. “Well, I hate to encourage juvenile delinquency, but that sounds pretty damned inviting to me, Ing! Can you sneak away and meet me at the hotel?”

		

		“I’ll be there at eleven,” she smiled into the phone.

		

		“Great. We can have lunch and walk around the beach a little and then spend the afternoon and evening together in our favorite room,” Riley offered. “I’ll call and make the reservations right now, okay?”

		

		“That sounds great to me, darling,” she whispered. “I’ll see you at eleven.”

		

		They hung up and Inga smiled defiantly. If I can take a half a day off from school to pose in my birthday suit for some fucking make up outfit, I can have a whole day off to be with the guy I love!

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Anna Norgaard paced around in her kitchen anxiously. She was going out of her mind! Inga hadn’t called her even once since she’d moved out. Anna had talked to June Ellen four times since then, twice on the phone and twice in person, when Inga and Lee-Lee had been in school, and that had kept her up to date on what was going on in her wayward girl’s life, but that wasn’t the same as speaking with her!

		

		I should just go over there and see her, Anna thought, beside herself with sadness, with loneliness. Erik had been like a bitter, depressed zombie since Inga had moved out. He offered Anna no companionship at all these days, moping around the house, grumbling angrily about Inga, going off to work early and coming home late.

		

		I don’t know what’s the matter with him, Anna told herself worriedly. In twenty-two years of marriage, I’ve never seen him like this. With every new triumph our daughter scores…the movie contract…the millions of dollars in endorsement deals…Erik seems more distraught, more out of sorts and harder to talk to.

		

		“I can’t stand this anymore,” she said aloud.

		

		Looking over at the clock, she saw that it was just past two in the afternoon. Absolutely desperate to see and speak with Inga, she grabbed her cell phone and her car keys and headed out the kitchen door, toward her car in the driveway.

		

		“June Ellen, this is Anna,” she said, getting into her minivan and starting it, after hitting the speed dialer for the Ridge house as she did so. “Is Inga going to be there soon?”

		

		There was a long pause. June Ellen’s voice finally answered, but she sounded guilty and slightly evasive, “Uh, I don’t know exactly where she is this afternoon, Anna, to tell the truth. She mentioned that she might go by Garrett’s and that she probably wouldn’t be home until late—eleven or so. I’m sorry; I guess I ought to be stricter with her.”

		

		“No, that’s all right,” Anna was quick to forgive her friend’s lapse. “She’s not your daughter, and she’s eighteen, so she doesn’t have to listen to you or to me anymore, I guess. Thank you for taking her in and watching over her as much as you do. It’s a great comfort to me.”

		

		Anna disconnected, wanting to save herself and June Ellen more embarrassment. She started to turn the car off—there really wasn’t anywhere to go now, was there? Inga might be at Cyn’s house later, but maybe not.

		

		***

		

		Anna Norgaard’s fist was trembling like the proverbial leaf in a gale. She admonished herself to be strong, like Inga was, and brought the fist down on the front door of the Soames mansion. Her knees practically knocking together from nervousness about what she was doing, Anna stood on the broad front steps and waited.

		

		The door finally opened and a girl in her mid-twenties, dressed in a traditional maid’s uniform, opened it and asked if she might be of help.

		

		“Uh…I’m Anna Norgaard, Inga’s mother,” Anna managed to stammer. “Is she here?”

		

		“No, ma’am,” The girl answered. “Mr. Soames is in his study, but Miss Cynthia is out and I haven’t seen Miss Norgaard in a day or two.”

		

		“Who is that, Anita?” Garrett Soames’s confident, world-famous, slightly put out-sounding voice came from behind the maid.

		

		All at once, he appeared in the doorway, moving the maid gently off to one side. Anna shivered, seeing him up so close, looking so handsome and regal and so…just like a movie star!

		

		“You must be Inga’s mother,” he said, his face breaking into a huge, welcoming smile. “She looks so much like you! Won’t you come in?”

		

		“Oh, uh, why, yes, I suppose so,” Anna blathered nervously. “I was hoping to catch Inga here, Mr. Soames. I know she takes acting lessons from you and I…”

		

		“Yes, she does at that,” Garrett Soames’s smile grew even wider, and he stepped out onto the porch and took Anna gently by one arm. “Come in, let’s chat a while and see if she turns up. Won’t you join me in a libation while we wait? You know, I’ve wanted to meet you. Inga is such a promising talent; right this way, won’t you? That will be all for now, Anita, thank you.”

		

		***

		

		“My, what a magnificent home you have, Mr. Soames,” Anna said, joining him in front of the small bar in the living room. “Anything is fine for me, I’m not much of a drinker, I’m afraid. Just the occasional glass of wine with dinner, usually.”

		

		“Oh, well then, champagne would be the most appropriate, no?” Garrett said charmingly, bending low and fetching a chilled bottle of Dom Perignon from the half refrigerator next to the antique cabinet that served as the bar.

		

		He got out two chilled flutes as well and filled them with the expensive champagne. Clicking glasses with her, he gave her a toast, “To Inga, a wonderful girl and an incredibly gifted actress!”

		

		Anna drank some of the wine gratefully, hoping it would quiet her nerves. What had she been thinking of—bursting in here uninvited? But Mr. Soames, Garrett, was so hospitable, so gracious, and this wine was delicious! She had another big sip.

		

		***

		

		“This is what I wanted to show you,” Garrett said an hour later, escorting Inga’s mom into the upstairs sitting room where he and Inga “studied” together.

		

		He casually locked the door and went over to the small refrigerator and got out another bottle of bubbly and opened it. Anna, gazing raptly around Garrett’s bedroom, looked startled by the popping of the cork.

		

		“Oh, Garrett, more wine?” she asked with a coquettish giggle. “We had two bottles downstairs; do we dare drink any more?”

		

		“We dare all, fair lady,” he said, winking at her and filling a flute. “Here sip this and watch your daughter in action. You’ll be amazed, I promise you.”

		

		He guided Anna over to the couch and sat right next to her, sipping at his own wine, reaching for the DVD’s remote. He started the short disc containing his and Inga’s scene from The Traitor, his fingers dipping into the breast pocket of the dressing gown he wore over his clothes, finding the small blue, cock-enhancing pill there and bringing it to his lips to swallow while Anna watched the screen raptly, lost in her girl’s performance.

		

		God, how long’s it been since I hit the daily double—a mama and her daughter, both in the same week? He thought to himself, slipping his arm over Anna Norgaard’s shoulders as they watched the screen. She’s not as gorgeous as her daughter, of course, but she’s a damned handsome woman in her own right. Besides, just the novelty of doing both of them is worth the effort, and if she’s anywhere near as hot in the sack as Inga is…

		

		***

		

		“Oh, she’s so good!” Anna sighed when the clip was over, tears in her own blue eyes. “You must be an incredible teacher, Mr. Soames!”

		

		“Garrett, please, Anna,” he told her with a modest smile. “And I’ve done very little, so far. Your girl is a natural mimic, when it comes to accents and the like, and she’s instinctively able to tap into her emotions when she starts a difficult scene in the same way all of the really great actresses are able to—nothing to teach there, I’m afraid.”

		

		“But she seemed so different in that scene—like she was a completely different person!” Anna marveled, drinking the last of her champagne. “The girl I watched just now looks like my little Inga, but she’s so self assured, so confident, so able to take a difficult scene like that and just…play it for all it’s worth!”

		

		“She is indeed,” Garrett agreed, reaching over for the champagne and refilling her glass yet again. “She’s all those things. You and your husband have done quite a job with that youngster. You must have provided a very nurturing home life for her.”

		

		“Well, we certainly tried,” Anna agreed, sipping more of her wine. “At least until recently; my husband’s been so different since we moved out here. Not like him at all.”

		

		“Oh, how so, dear lady?”

		

		Anna looked stricken. She gulped down most of her new glass of champagne and set it on the table in front of her, wringing her hands. “He’s cold, and distant, and he flys off the handle over the smallest things. He all but drove poor Inga out of the house with his ranting and raving and finding fault with everything she did!”

		

		Garrett leaned in closer, his eyes sympathetic. She shrugged self consciously, clearly not used to unburdening herself to anyone. “And I’ve been so lonely since she left. She’d our only child and we were so close. And I’ve no one, now that she’s gone to live at June Ellen’s. I’ve been going crazy with loneliness.”

		

		“Surely, you husband has seen that and given you some comfort, you dear woman,” he said softly, his face inches from hers.

		

		“No, we barely speak some days,” Anna whispered, staring into the older movie star’s gorgeous eyes. “I feel completely abandoned.”

		

		“Well, no one should ever have to feel that way, Anna,” he murmured, coming even closer. “Especially not a beautiful, desirable woman such as yourself.”

		

		Anna shuddered from head to toe as his lips found hers. She moaned and opened her mouth instinctively to his questing tongue.

		

		Garrett Soames! She kept saying over and over again, as if to convince herself that she was actually in the arms of Garrett Soames, kissing him, tonguing him!

		

		I’m not like this! She told herself next. I’m faithful. I’ve never even so much as looked at another man in twenty-two years of marriage! Not until…now!

		

		Anna could feel her large breasts swelling against the man’s chest as the kiss went on and on. Her nipples were spiking and she knew that he must be able to feel their pointy tips against his skin, even through their clothes.

		

		This is wrong! She kept telling herself. This is just so wrong, and I’m not this sort of woman!

		

		But she didn’t pull away. And when Garrett’s knowing hands found her nipples a little while later, she just moaned again and let him go right on toying with them!

		

		The torrid feeling his fingers were producing went right down her spine, right into her wet…vagina! She couldn’t remember the last time she’d made love to Erik; it had been at least a week or two after arriving out here…months ago, by now!

		

		Garrett opened her blouse and eased it off her shoulders. She shuddered again, but made no move to stop him when he unhooked her bra and slid it off as well.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, sweet God but that feels wonderful!” she sighed as he began to suck her left nipple while rolling the right one between his fingertips…

		

		***

		

		“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Anna grunted, moving her lush hips up to meet each stroke.

		

		Now I know where Inga gets her rhythm from, Garrett thought, enjoying the girl’s mother almost as much as he had enjoyed her.

		

		Mama wasn’t as trim and goddess-like as her daughter, but she had great tits and a very nice ass for a woman just into her forties, and her pussy felt almost as juicy and tight and slick as her daughter’s tiny slit did around his gliding cock! He bent down and kissed her again and fucked her even harder.

		

		Anna tore her mouth away after only moments and looked up at him pleadingly. “I’m going to…you know…again, Garrett, darling! Oh, God! You’re driving me crazy with that huge thing!”

		

		Garrett just kept pounding it into her and held on, Anna squealing in ecstasy and going off hard around his cock still another time. He grimaced, trying not to come yet himself and mashed his dick against her clit as he banged her, drawing a fresh wail of joy.

		

		No wonder Inga comes so often and so easily, he thought to himself. Like mother, like daughter, I guess!

		

		***

		

		“Oh, I’ve hardly ever done it like this!” Anna sighed, Garrett sliding into her from in back.

		

		She was on her hands and knees in front of him, and it had taken a lot of urging and coaxing and cajoling to get her into this position, even though she seemed absolutely starved for his cock and the orgasms it was giving her. He eased into her and she moaned down into the sheets.

		

		“Oh, my! It goes in so deep this way, and you’re so huge!” Anna sighed when he bottomed out in her.

		

		Garrett wet his left thumb and, placing his palm flat on her lower back, nudged it into Anna’s anus as he began to fuck her. She groaned and tried to twist away, but he kept his hand where it was and pushed softly and, in no time, she was sighing and working her ass eagerly back onto both his cock and his thumb.

		

		You don’t see many girls who have kept their anal cherries into their forties, he thought, loving the way she felt on his cock, the way her tight ass sucked at his thumb.

		

		He knew he was going to be fucking her in the butt in a week or less, and that he would obviously be the first one ever to do so. For he had no illusions that this was a one night stand; this gorgeous, sensuous, ignored woman clearly loved to fuck—although he knew she would more primly refer to it as making love, if indeed she referred to it at all—and he was more than ready to give her all of the cock she needed!

		

		“Oh, Garrett…it’s happening again!” she moaned just then, her pussy going wild around his prick.

		

		“Me too, Anna, darling,” he assured her, cutting loose into her juicy quim for the first time, flooding her with his spend. “Oh, baby! Me too!”

		

		***

		

		“I feel so guilty! What must you think of me?” Anna said, her eyes teary a half hour later, standing in Garrett’s doorway as they took their leave of one another.

		

		“Hush, it’s my fault,” he smiled encouragingly at her, using the bad boy smile that had been winning him the hearts of girls and women since he had been a lad of thirteen back in Derbyshire. “I seduced you, Anna. I couldn’t help it. You’re so beautiful and you seemed to need what I could give you so much.”

		

		She blushed but she smiled at well. “That’s for certain. But it was so wrong of me. I’ve never cheated on my husband before, Garrett. I just feel so…awful about it!”

		

		“Don’t feel too awful,” he chided her, placing a finger under her chin and raising it until she was looking into his eyes. “You’re one hell of a woman, Anna. And if you’re husband can’t see that, or he’s forgotten it…what are you to do…waste away, untouched and unloved?”

		

		She bit her lower lip and Garrett saw Inga in her as clear as day, that little lip bite being one of Inga’s favorite gestures. She whispered hopefully at that moment, “Do you really think I’m…a hell of a woman?”

		

		“Yes, and I want you back here, next week, in my bed,” he told her truthfully. “I’ll expect you one day soon, when the kids are in school and your husband’s at work and we can spend the whole day together, just loving one another. Will you come?”

		

		Anna looked torn. She thought about it long and hard, and then smiled shyly.

		

		“I will,” she whispered. “I don’t think I could make myself stay away if I tried!”

		

		He kissed her passionately once more, and then she was gone.

		

		***

		

		Anna’s guilt over what she had done that afternoon with Garrett had her heart beating so hard that it felt as if it might leap right out of her chest that night when Erik finally got home and joined her in the kitchen. He kissed her perfunctorily on the cheek and stepped back, looking at her sharply.

		

		“Have you been drinking, Anna?” he asked. “Is that booze I smell on your breath?”

		

		“Nothing since lunch time,” Anna lied quickly, something that she had very limited experience at. “I had a glass of wine with lunch this afternoon, and then I took a nap afterward. It made me drowsy, I guess, but it just sounded good today. And I saw a story on the news the other night that said a glass of wine per day is beneficial to the heart, so I thought I’d try it.”

		

		He shook his head, his face stern with disapproval. “First my daughter becomes a pin up girl for a sex magazine and runs off to make filthy movies, and now my wife is becoming a lush and passing out in the afternoons! I swear to God, I hate California! I’m sorrier with every day that passes that we ever moved out here!”

		

		Storming out of the kitchen, he snatched up his Wall Street Journal from the hall table and headed for his study. Anna stood watching him, dumbfounded by his reaction for a moment.

		

		Finally, she called after him, “Erik! It wasn’t like that! I just had one glass of wine and took a nap; I didn’t pass out!”

		

		The door to his study slammed. Fuming, she glared at it.

		

		Ever since returning from Garrett’s and taking a long shower in the late afternoon, she’d been wondering if she would find the courage to go back again next week, as she’d promised him she would. Now, staring at her husband’s closed door, she wished she could go back right this minute.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Inga got out of bed at the normal time for a school morning the next day, got ready, gathered up her book bag and hurried down to breakfast. She smiled at Lee-Lee and June Ellen and Lonnie, bantered and made small talk with them at breakfast, and then got into her car and drove away toward school, right on time.

		

		The only difference between today and a normal day was that, this particular morning she kept right on driving. She checked her rear view for paparazzi, saw none, much to her relief, and got onto the number ten freeway heading east, until she came to the Long Beach freeway, and then took it, heading due south.

		

		I guess I’m not the flavor of the month anymore right now, Inga thought happily as she motored along, after noting that no cars full of rude photographers were following her. Thank God for small favors.

		

		That would all change soon enough, she knew, when the Guinevere ads and the Men’s Realm stuff hit. The paparazzi would be back with a vengeance then, following her everywhere, hoping for a snap they could use.

		

		Until then, she was still taking no chances, just as Riley had taught her. He was the son of famous parents and a lot of his friend’s parents were considered celebrities too, just as Inga’s friends’ parents were, so Riley knew how to avoid unwanted picture takers as well as anyone, and he’d showed Inga the ins and outs of how it was done.

		

		She took her time, enjoying the early morning drive as nine o’clock came and went and the commute traffic gradually thinned. When she got to Long Beach, she drove around in circles for a while, hopefully pissing off any photographers who might be shadowing her, and then meandered over to highway one and headed for Seal Beach and then eventually Huntington Beach.

		

		She parked her car in a public lot in Huntington Beach, wandered around window shopping for a bit, checking for people following her, and then hopped into a cab and gave the cabbie the address of the hotel in Newport Beach that she and Riley preferred, telling him to pull around in back when they arrived. As they drove, she put on the big dark glasses Riley had bought for her and took a slouch cap out of her bag and donned that as well.

		

		With the top half of her striking face well hidden, she tossed a twenty into the front seat as soon as the cab came to a stop behind the hotel and hopped out. She was through the back door of the small, boutique hotel instantly and onto a nearby elevator, heading for the third-floor seconds later. She checked her watch and saw that it was a little before eleven, but she had seen Riley’s brand-new red Corvette parked out in the lot when she’d rolled up in the taxi, so she knew he was probably waiting for her in what they always referred to as “their” suite.

		

		“Oh, man, did I ever miss you!” Riley said, after opening the door to her quiet knock and seeing her standing there. “Get in here!”

		

		He reached out and dragged her into the room, kicking the door closed, his arms folding around her. They kissed for long moments, tongues exploring.

		

		“We’d better stop that or our tradition will be down the drain,” he smiled at her, panting slightly.

		

		“What tradition is that, gorgeous?” she asked him, removing her cap and sunglasses and putting them on a nearby table.

		

		“Walking around together, taking in the pier and the beach and the shops; eating lunch before we spend the rest of today and tonight in bed, ravishing each other’s bodies,” he beamed at her as he explained.

		

		“Oh, that tradition!” she said, undoing her light jacket and slipping it off.

		

		She dropped it onto a chair and slowly started unbuttoning the blouse she had on, her eyes never leaving his, the sexy little smile still playing across her beautiful face. Her bra came into view as the third button parted and she heard him suck in his breath.

		

		“What about tradition?” he said, his hands going up to the buttons along the front of his own shirt.

		

		“It’s not even eleven yet,” she whispered to him, opening her blouse and pulling the tails of it free of her jeans. “We can spend a little time…pleasing each other…and still take a walk and go to lunch, darling. Don’t you think?”

		

		“Jesus! What a good idea!” he panted, tearing the unbuttoned shirt back off his shoulders. “But why the change in plans; have you become some sort of nympho girl on me, babe, now that you’re rich and famous?”

		

		“I’ve been wondering about that myself, darling,” she murmured, unsnapping her bra. “Let’s get in that bed and find out, shall we?”

		

		***

		

		“God, but you’ve got a nice cock!” Inga sighed, licking all around the big, helmet-shaped head as it stood up proudly above Riley’s huge balls.

		

		They were naked, in the middle of the suite’s queen bed. The gas fire was on, the drapes were open wide, affording them a great view of Newport Beach and the wide Pacific, should they choose to look up from their frenzied love-making.

		

		But right now, all of Inga’s attention was concentrated on Riley’s massive hard on. She ran her tongue up one side and down the other, feeling quite the naughty girl as she mentally compared it to his father’s. The taste was remarkably similar, as was the length and width and shape. She sucked the large head into her mouth and bathed it with her hot spittle and was rewarded with a long, low moan of approval that, if she closed her eyes, would have been nearly indistinguishable from his daddy’s when she did the same thing to him!

		

		So alike! She marveled.

		

		Really, the only difference was that Riley was younger and more muscular when he fucked her and that he needed no Viagra to stay hard around her. That and the fact that he was twenty-one, buffed, and totally gorgeous, with his short-clipped, sandy-blond hair, a few shades lighter than his sister’s and his mom’s, and his cute grin and his hot brown eyes that also reminded Inga of his female relatives’ sexy orbs. Lonnie was handsome and distinguished, but his son was just utterly yummy!

		

		“God, you do that so good,” Riley sighed at that moment, Inga’s practiced lips going all the way down to the base of his mammoth cock, the fat head making a bulge deep down inside her slender throat.

		

		“Mmmmm, she murmured, licking all around his hot flesh as she brought her sucking lips back upward, his prick surrounded by a pool of her hot saliva as well.

		

		There was no sound in the room for long moments, except for his soft moans of pure pleasure and slightly obscene noise of her slurpy, sucking blowjob, administered with love and true expertise. Riley twisted about on the bed under her, his eyes closing.

		

		“Oh, fuck, baby! I want to come in your mouth so bad…but I’m just dying to fuck you!” he gasped.

		

		Inga let him out of her mouth, a big streamer of saliva mixed with his pre-come stretching from her glistening lips to the head of his gleaming cock. It broke off and fell down against his wet shaft.

		

		“You have to choose, studly,” she teased him provocatively, licking her lips and shifting her shoulders just slightly, so that her big breasts swayed from side to side. “Mouth or pussy...or…ass—it’s all up to you!”

		

		Riley groaned as if she had his big nuts firmly trapped in a vise and was slowly tightening it on them, instead of giving him a choice most men would have gladly killed for. He finally reached out for her and drug her up onto his chest, his arms closing around her.

		

		“Come up here and fuck me, you little minx!” he growled at her, pulling her mouth down onto his. “You’re so fucking sexy, Inga! I want you every way there is to have you!”

		

		Inga shoved her tongue down into his mouth as he kissed her and scrambled up onto his chest, her legs scissoring open behind her. She kept kissing him and reached back and found his slippery-with-saliva cock and notched it into her juicy quim.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm!” she sighed, slipping her pussy down onto it, spearing it deep into her as she kissed him.

		

		She broke off the kiss after a few trips up and down his incredible length. Reveling at how good it felt inside her, she sighed and pushed further up onto her knees, getting set to really give him a ride.

		

		“Oh, babe!” she moaned. “Your cock is perfect! It’s the best…just the fucking best!”

		

		Riley smiled up at her, a disbelieving look on his handsome face as she began to screw him with her patented corkscrewing, up and down motion, her big breasts rolling and jerking on her chest, her eyes half closed with lust, her small teeth biting into her lower lip to keep from screaming about how good it felt to get fucked by her very favorite man!

		

		“You’re so fucking pretty that it’s unreal!” he gasped. “God, I can’t believe you’re my girl.”

		

		“Well I am!” Inga whispered insistently, fucking hard. “I’m all yours, darling!”

		

		Unless you count your dad and Garrett and Lionel and the other odd guy here and there, she thought to herself. And they don’t really count at all…they’re just for fun, to keep from getting bored. You’re the real deal, darling!

		

		***

		

		At almost the exact same moment that Riley and Inga were locked in their steamy liaison in the Newport Beach hotel room, Anna Norgaard was pacing angrily up and down in her kitchen. The normally sedate, controlled woman was alive with feelings—more feelings than she had experienced in years.

		

		Erik had been perfunctory, judgmental, and short with her this morning as he left for work, after completely ignoring her last night. Anna kept remembering Garrett’s sweet embrace, the incredible love he’d made to her, while her husband brushed past her as if she were a servant.

		

		“I slept with an internationally famous movie star yesterday—and I pleased him so much that he wants me again!”—Anna wanted to scream at her husband, but of course, she didn’t.

		

		But hours after Erik had finally driven away in his Mercedes, Anna found herself still sitting at the table, sipping coffee, remembering every exquisite emotion, every pulse of indescribable pleasure her new lover had given her yesterday. Part of her still felt wretched for giving in to her baser instincts and cheating on Erik—but the rest of her was relishing every touch Garrett had given her, every sensuous thrust into her heretofore sacrosanct…she steeled herself and said the word, mentally… pussy!

		

		“Dear God, he made me…orgasm so hard,” Anna whispered aloud in the confines of her empty kitchen.

		

		She drank the rest of her coffee, wishing it were the delicious, inhibition-releasing champagne Garrett had given her yesterday. As last, she dug the scrap of paper he had given her late yesterday afternoon—when he’d kissed her goodbye at his door—out of her pocket. It had his cell phone and his house phone numbers scrawled across it.

		

		What would my old friends back in St. Croix say if they knew I had Garrett Soames’s personal numbers in the pocket of my housecoat? She thought to herself as she looked at the piece of paper. That I could just call him up and ask him if he wanted…to…fuck me?

		

		Anna Norgaard smiled and went over and picked up the phone. It was almost eleven o’clock in the morning.

		

		She dialed the cell number and waited. In a moment, it was answered and a familiar, mellifluous voice, one known to millions of movie-goers around the world, came on the line.

		

		“Garrett? This is Anna,” she said, her heart hammering at her own boldness. “I know we said next week…but I would so like to see you again…today, as a matter of fact!”

		

		“How wonderful!” Garrett’s smooth baritone answered immediately. “Can you come over right away?”

		

		Anna’s heart trilled. Her…pussy…felt instantly wet!

		

		“Do you…want me to?” she whispered.

		

		“God, yes!” his urgent reply came back immediately.

		

		For long seconds, Anna hesitated. “What about Inga and Cyn, when will they be there?”

		

		“It’s Friday, darling,” Garrett assured her eagerly. “God knows when or if Cyn will be home. And I got a text from Inga earlier this morning, cancelling our lesson tonight. It seems she’d rendezvousing somewhere with Riley, the Ridge whelp, her boyfriend, today and on into the evening and won’t be available.”

		

		For just a second, Anna, the worried mother, took control of her. Rendezvousing with Riley, her boyfriend, during a school day? How dare she?

		

		And then, a brand-new person suddenly assumed control of Anna. This was Anna the lover…the red-hot woman who had fucked Garrett Soames so beautifully yesterday, and was about to do the same thing again today!

		

		Well, Inga’s a grown-up girl, with a dashingly-handsome young boyfriend. She’s a movie star, who makes millions of dollars a year, and who half the planet wants to go to bed with, this brand-new Anna thought to herself. Maybe she deserves an afternoon alone with her lover…maybe I do too!

		

		“I’m available to keep you company, Garrett, darling!” Anna whispered into the phone at last. “I don’t need any acting lessons…but I need you! Will that do?”

		

		“Christ, yes, you gorgeous thing!” Garrett assured her lustily. “Get that cute ass of yours over here right now!”

		

		***

		

		“Garrett, darling,” Anna smiled up at him uncertainly, “I don’t really know how to do this, I’m afraid.”

		

		They were naked, on his bed. She was bent over his swollen-to-attention prick, eying it fearfully. He had asked her to suck it, moments before, after they had gotten naked together and made out furiously until he was hard as a block of granite.

		

		“You mean, your husband never...?” his voice ebbed away, amazement etched on his handsome, movie star’s face.

		

		“He never needed me to in all these years…to get him hard, I mean,” she admitted shyly, turning away, her beautiful face going red.

		

		“Well, look at my dick, girl!” Garrett laughed. “I don’t need it either, for all that. I’m as hard as a fucking pool cue already! I just loving having my…”

		

		He cocked his head at her, a realization dawning on his world-famous face. “Sweet God in heaven! You can’t mean…?”

		

		Garrett scrambled up off his back and moved closer to her, easing her onto her back, spreading her magnificent legs open wide. He looked down at her platinum-colored muff and grinned like a twelve-year-old boy who has just discovered the joys of beating off.

		

		“Oh, man, is this ever going to be fun?” he sighed.

		

		“Wha-What are you doing to me?” Anna gasped, Garrett spreading her legs even wider and getting down between them on his stomach.

		

		One of the most recognized movie stars on the entire planet’s skilled tongue pierced Anna Norgaard’s cleft and licked up her flowing juices. Her mouth dropped open and she shivered like a baby left naked in a snow storm back in her native Minnesota as Garrett’s tongue lapped up her succulent oil and ladled it back into his mouth, and then found her enlarged, pulsing clitoris.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, my God!” Anna wailed, unable to keep her ass still on the mattress as Garrett licked her slit up and down, right over the top of her sensitive clit.

		

		Sweet fucking YES! Garrett congratulated himself, knowing he was the first man ever to lick this pussy!

		

		He sucked her clit into his lips and nursed gently, running his tongue all over it. Anna’s blue eyes rolled back into her head and she looked as if she wanted to scream, but couldn’t make a sound!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		“Like that,” Inga demanded, fucking hard back onto Riley’s cock. “Oh, yes, Goddamnit, just like that!”

		

		Riley banged it into her, deep and steady. She screamed and came, fighting to keep from sobbing, it felt so good!

		

		“Oh, Ri! You’re the best! The fucking best!” Inga moaned, orgasming like mad for the…she couldn’t even begin to count many times it had been thus far!

		

		Riley gasped and shot his wad into her. It wasn’t as much as the first few had been but he was coming inside of Inga Norgaard, the prettiest woman alive, and every come was better than the last one because of that…and because of the way he felt about her!

		

		The photogenic pair of youngsters stopped writhing and moaning eventually. Riley put his arms around her and they melted down onto the bed, cuddling, Inga spooning back against him, his arms crossed over her luscious tits.

		

		“Riley,” she finally got enough breath together to whisper. “I love to fuck. And I love to get my pussy off.”

		

		She wriggled around and smiled at him, her zillion-kilowatt smile making his limp dick jump against her ass. “But doing that with you is the absolute best—coming with you is so hot, I can barely stand it!”

		

		He grinned at her. They had a unique relationship. She knew that he fucked other girls at USC when the opportunity arose—which was often. And he, in turn, knew that a girl who looked like Inga got a dozen propositions a day. He didn’t begrudge her taking some of them up on their offers.

		

		But he also knew that she was his, in a very unique way, and that, conversely, he was hers. Some of the coeds he met were scorching hot and could fuck in a way that might make professional girls want to turn in their sex credentials. But none of them was Inga.

		

		“Are you gonna’ dump me, now that you’re poised to be the world’s sex goddess, the next Marilyn?” he asked her.

		

		She looked deep into his brown eyes—the eyes that were identical to Lee-Lee’s and June Ellen’s—and gave him one of those patented, sexy, dick-hardening smiles of hers. “Not in this lifetime, cutie…I think we’re stuck with each other!”

		

		They’d never discussed it before now; each of them just knew and accepted the other’s weaknesses when it came to sleeping with other people. But suddenly, Riley felt the need to get things said between them. He’d never felt this way about a girl before but he knew that Inga was special. He’d been laying hot looking chicks since he was thirteen, but Inga Norgaard was one in a million.

		

		“I want you,” he said quietly. “For always. I’m not gonna’ lie to you and say I’ll never look at another girl again. And I don’t expect you to say that you’ll never fuck another guy, either. I don’t care about that…I care about you.”

		

		Inga’s thoughts immediately turned to the relationship Lonnie and June Ellen had, Riley’s parents. When June Ellen had first explained it to her, Inga had thought that she could never accept something like that—do whomever you want, just don’t throw it in the other person’s face, and always love each other totally, even when you were busy cheating on each other.

		

		It had seemed insane to Inga at the time, but since then, she had seen how well it worked for the Ridges. Hell, she had slept with both of them—at the same time—and they were both fine with it the next morning, laughing and acting all loving toward each other at the breakfast table, like any conventional married couple, as if they would never think of looking at anyone else; with Inga sitting right there, eating her toast and fruit, watching them do it!

		

		Did she want that same kind of loosey-goosey, live and let live relationship with Riley? Could she really deal with that, knowing that he was out fucking other girls all the time, whenever he wasn’t actually with her?

		

		On the other hand, she realized, there was her constant “fun and games” with other men, when Riley wasn’t around! She always thought of that as “harmless fun that meant nothing”, now didn’t she? Why should Riley’s indiscretions mean anything more than hers did?

		

		“I care about you too, darling,” she finally told him. “Are you sure you’re strong enough for this? The paparazzi are going to be stuck to me like glaze to a donut from here on out. Every time I even smile at another guy, the papers and the television are going to be full of it—can you handle that…even know that sometimes…what they say about me being attracted to another man might just be true?”

		

		Riley considered that, and then smiled. “I can handle it if you can, babe. Just promise me that it will always be me, in the end, and I’ll be okay with it, I think.”

		

		“That’s a sure thing, darling,” Inga leaned into him, smiling. “I see lots of guys I wouldn’t mind fucking, and I will no doubt do some of them. But you’re the one I want forever.”

		

		“It’s the same with me,” he smiled at her. “And some of them are incredible girls…but none of them, in the end, are you!”

		

		“Mmmmmmm!” she agreed, kissing him.

		

		***

		

		Anna was looking up at him, her big, soulful blue eyes watching him inquiringly, her head moving up and down. His big dick was gliding up and down between her sucking lips, and the knowledge that his was the first and only cock she’d ever sucked—not to mention that her daughter was the best cocksucker he’d ever met in fifty-five years of having his dick gargled—had him ready to pop his load right down her innocent throat!

		

		“Anna, honey,” he sighed. “That feels incredible.”

		

		She smiled around his cock and let it slip out for a moment. “Does it feel as good as what you…did to me…earlier?”

		

		Garrett laughed softly. The sweet woman had come so hard when he’d eaten her for the very first time in her life that she’d practically passed out!

		

		“Yes, darling,” he assured her. “Exactly the same, I suspect.”

		

		Anna grinned like a forty-two-year-old, guilty schoolgirl. “Then I want to finish you that way too! I want to suck it until…you know!”

		

		Garrett’s heart did a small back flip. This woman was so pretty! So unspoiled; such a willing, unintentionally sexy little piece that he could barely contain himself!

		

		“Maybe in a minute,” he rasped at her, reaching down and taking her by the shoulders, turning her onto her back and moving over between her legs.

		

		“But first, I want to fuck you again, my darling Anna!” he growled hungrily, setting the head of his cock against her juicy lower lips. “I want to make you come again! To feel that hot little pussy of yours going off all around my dick!”

		

		He slid into her and Anna moaned, grabbing onto him. “Oh, God, yes, Garrett! Fuck me! Fuck me hard right in my hot pussy!”

		

		Garrett stroked into her and smiled as he heard her sigh with pleasure. He loved fucking her gorgeous young daughter as much as he’d ever loved fucking a woman in his entire, woman-strewn life—but somehow, he was coming to like fucking Anna Norgaard just as much!

		

		***

		

		“Garrett? Darling, it’s…oh, God, it’s happening again!” Anna screamed a few minutes later, her whole, lush body tensing, her head snapping from side to side under him as he rutted into her.

		

		“Are you coming again, love?” he asked softly, banging her hard.

		

		“Y-Yes!” she gasped, shaking. “Oh, darling, I’m coming so hard!”

		

		Garrett hung on and fucked her. Anna squealed and shivered and then screamed again.

		

		Garrett grinned in satisfied amazement; he’d thought Inga came fiercely. Her mom shuddered beneath him and gushed pussy oil like a breeched levee, shrieking with joy.

		

		“Oh, Garrett! It’s so good!” Anna whimpered, her pussy gripping him like a fist clasping a hold of his driving cock.

		

		“Anna…babe,” he gasped suddenly, the telltale feeling rippling through is nuts. “Oh, right now! I need you to suck it for me right now!”

		

		He drew his ready-to-explode prick out of her and moved up quickly, straddling her face and lining his juice-dripping dick up with her surprised mouth. Pushing forward, he was delighted and slightly shocked when Anna Norgaard, lifetime Good-Girl, opened her mouth and sucked him in eagerly, lapping at his prick as she did so.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck! Here it is!” Garrett wailed, unleashing a torrent of jizz into her virgin mouth.

		

		His spurting semen filled Anna’s mouth in seconds. Her blue eyes looked panicked for a moment, and then her slender throat worked and she swallowed, looking terrified and guilty as she did so. He filled her mouth again in a moment and she gulped down her second mouthful of steamy spunk.

		

		“Oh, sweet Jesus, Anna!” he gasped, watching her commit the lewd act. “Eat it! Eat my come!”

		

		And she did.

		

		***

		

		“Men like that, don’t they?” Anna whispered shyly.

		

		They were cuddled together at the top of the bed, ten minutes after Garrett had come in her mouth and she’d swallowed every drop for him. He was stroking her hair and she was touching his limp cock absently, smiling contentedly at him.

		

		“When they shoot that stuff into a woman’s mouth? They like it when you swallow it for them, as opposed to spitting it out, don’t they?”

		

		He smiled at her. “I am but a simple player of parts, madam. Why men like one thing and dislike another is too complex for me to reason out.”

		

		“You big fibber!” she grinned at him. “You know why men like it, don’t you?”

		

		“Power, ego,” he offered, shrugging his shoulders, smiling at her. “I suspect that men love it when a woman swallows their come because it makes the man feel powerful, as if he’s in total control of her. As if the woman is worshiping his dick and wants to gulp down his jizz for him, because it makes him feel all-powerful and that she’s subservient to him.”

		

		His smile grew deeper. “Just a guess, you understand? I’m no psychiatrist, although I’ve had several ex-wives and girlfriends who recommended to me that I go and see one, over the years!”

		

		She smiled up at him. “But you did like it…when I did it for you…didn’t you?”

		

		He pinched her bare left nipple. “God, yes! Almost as much as I’m going to enjoy fucking you in that cute little ass of yours in a few minutes, after I catch my breath!”

		

		He had expected to shock her with that, and had anticipated a long seduction, with her protesting that she couldn’t possibly do that, and with him wheedling and cajoling her. Instead, she merely smiled at him.

		

		“You’re such a bad boy, Garrett!” she whispered to him.

		

		Her smile grew warmer, more excited as she stared lovingly at him. “Why do you want to do such naughty things to me?”

		

		“Because no one ever has before,” he told her truthfully. “And I want to be the first, my darling Anna. I want to exalt you. I want to degrade you. I want to fuck you the way no man ever has before—I want to own every fucking inch of you!”

		

		She shivered in his arms. “Then that’s the way you’ll have me. I’ll give you all I have, Garrett. Fuck me. Fuck me in the ass, if you want it so badly!”

		

		It was now his turn to shiver in her grasp. His eyes bored into hers. “God! You’re so much woman, Anna! Your husband’s fucking crazy, letting a girl like you get away!”

		

		***

		

		“My God! My God! My God!” Anna sighed, her eyes closed, her whole body quivering with lust, with excitement.

		

		She was on her hands and knees. Garrett was on his hands and knees behind her, his face against her ass cheeks, his tongue alternately licking up and down her ass cleft and then burrowing deep into her virgin asshole, fucking it.

		

		Anna’s pussy oil was weeping out her untouched slit and dripping onto the sheet below her. Her tits were swollen so large that they actually ached, her nipples as stiff as a pair of rubber stoppers.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, Garrett, that’s so nasty!” Anna moaned in ecstasy, working her bottom up against his taboo tongue-thrusts. “But, God! It feels so good!”

		

		When he had her groaning and wriggling and cooing, and her ass was nipping at his delving tongue, he pulled out and slid his hand under her tummy and started teasing her clit, his dick head up against her gaping, wet anus. He rubbed the rock-hard organ against her ass and she whimpered at how nice it felt and pushed back, the thick tip lancing through her tight little ring and into her bottom.

		

		“Oh! Oh, it’s in me!” she gasped. It’s in my…my…ass, darling!”

		

		Garrett put a big hand on her left cheek to steady her, kept his other on her clit and drove forward slowly, gently, feeding inch after inch of steely cock meat into her previously unexplored anus. She groaned, but didn’t attempt to pull away, letting him penetrate her fully.

		

		“So much!” she sighed. “Oh, god, there’s so much of your big thing inside that little hole!”

		“Anna, you’re such a sweet piece, girl!” he sighed, bottoming out in her never before fucked ass. “Dear Jesus, but you’re one hot woman!”

		

		He did her slow and easy at first, letting her get used to the feel of a cock up her ass, his finger teasing her clit relentlessly. After less than a minute, he realized that he didn’t have a thing to worry about as far as her not liking anal sex: Anna was moaning and sighing and wiggling her nice ass back against him eagerly, craving what he was giving her.

		

		She confirmed that moments later: “Oh, Garrett…I’m such a naughty girl! I love it! I love your big cock in by ass, darling! Fuck me! Fuck me hard, sweetheart! Make me come again!”

		

		Garrett groaned with pleasure and gave her just what she wanted. He fed it to her fast and deep, his thighs slapping obscenely up against hers with every lusty stroke, his cock making a lewd, “schlooping” sound with every penetration into her tight sheath of muscle.

		

		“Oh, God, it’s good!” she cooed after another minute of the intense drilling he was giving her. “Oh, why does it feel so good back…theeeerrrrrrrreeeeeee?”

		

		Her question turned into a wail of ecstasy, her clit jerking under Garrett’s caressing finger, her anal passage fluttering closed in time with her clenching pussy shaft. She screamed and came hard, a jet of female ejaculate spurting out of her cunny against the hand on her clit, her butt sheath sucking at his buried cock.

		

		“Oh, oh, Anna!” he moaned, shooting a huge wad of come into her bowels. “Oh, sweet God, am I ever creaming that hot ass of yours?”

		

		Anna whimpered at the feel of his fiery jism so deep in her ass. It made her pussy clasp wildly yet again!

		

		“I…I can’t stop coming!” she gasped, shuddering. “Oh, Garrett! Fuck me! Fuck me in the ass!”

		

		***

		

		“You are an evil man!” Anna whispered a few minutes later, cuddled in Garrett Soames’s arms against the pillow.

		

		Her pretty features colored with embarrassment and she giggled like a schoolgirl. “I can’t believe I actually yelled out what I did! What if one of the servants heard me? I’d die of shame!”

		

		“You mean that bit about fucking you in the ass?” Garrett teased her happily.

		

		“Shhhhh!” Anna giggled bashfully and shushed him. “You mustn’t mention that, ever again! That was very naughty.”

		

		He threw back his head and roared with laughter. This woman delighted him! She was so sexy, so incredibly exciting in bed…and such a little girl at the same time!

		

		Inga’s light-years older than her mother, so far as sexual sophistication goes, he thought delightedly. Anna’s like a teenager, and a very young teenager at that! Imagine, a grown woman who’d never sucked a cock before…who’d never taken one up the ass until just now.

		

		He beamed at her. She delighted him in ways that no woman ever had before.

		

		“Why are you smiling like that?” she asked him, staring up at him lovingly.

		

		“Because I just realized that I want you, Anna,” he told her.

		

		She laughed. “I think you just had me, darling, and just about every way there is to have me, at that!”

		

		His face grew more serious and he held her closer against his chest. “No, I mean I want you, Anna. I want you with me all the time.”

		

		Her eyes flew open but before she could say a word, he was kissing her again.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		“Come on, Inga,” June Ellen whispered gently, softly shaking.

		

		“Huh?” Inga sighed, looking around, startled awake from a sound sleep.

		

		It was still dark outside. Inga glanced blearily at the clock next to her bed. It was five o’clock in the morning.

		

		“It’s the middle of the fucking night, June!” she complained. “What’s going on?”

		

		“Video shoot today and tomorrow, darling, did you forget?”

		

		“No, but it’s dark outside, June Ellen, for Christ’s sake! Who shoots videos in the dark?”

		

		“It’s not here,” June Ellen said, enigmatically. “Did you pack an overnight bag, like I asked you to earlier in the week?”

		

		“Yeah, it’s over there,” Inga said, pointing vaguely. “Where are we going?”

		

		“Reno first, and then Lake Tahoe,” June Ellen informed her, going over and finding the bag. “Now get up and get going, lazybones! We have a shoot to get to.”

		

		***

		

		Inga stumbled sleepily into the limousine parked under the portico of the Ridge mansion forty-five minutes later, at a quarter to six. The sun was on its way up, but hadn’t arrived yet. June Ellen and Lee-Lee and Lonnie were already seated in the big black vehicle, along with Marsha and Cyn.

		

		“Hey,” Inga said, her tired face brightening momentarily at the unexpected sight of her friends. “What are you guys doing here?”

		

		“We’re going along to watch you run through the trees in your green coat with your titties bouncing around, chica,” Marsha answered with a big grin.

		

		“Yeah, we’re going to be there to poke those big knockers of yours back inside when they bounce out!” Cyn giggled mischievously.

		

		“Seriously,” Inga insisted. “Not that I’m not happy to see you, but how come you guys are here?”

		

		“Mama invited us,” Lee-Lee said, as if that explained everything.

		

		“I think she thought that the three of us might get into less trouble in Lake Tahoe, with her, than we would if left here alone for the weekend, unchaperoned,” Cyn offered with a droll little smile.

		

		Inga thought back to that initial sleepover party, when Lonnie and June Ellen had been in Las Vegas for the weekend “auditioning” with Amos, leaving the four girls alone at the house. She saw right away why June Ellen might prefer to have them where she could keep and eye on them!

		

		“Besides, a private jet to Tahoe? Free rooms at a plush casino overlooking the lake?” Marsha grinned. “You think we’d turn that down, girlfriend?”

		

		Inga smiled back. That did sound pretty cool.

		

		“Who’s paying for all of this?” she asked June Ellen.

		

		“Guinevere Cosmetics, of course,” June Ellen said with a smile. “I put the girls down as your personal assistants. You’re a movie star, Inga. You’re entitled to a little entourage when you go out on location, now aren’t you?”

		

		“Entourage!” Cyn said with a big smile, holding up her hand.

		

		“That’s what I’m talkin’ about!” Marsha laughed, slapping Cyn’s palm in a “high-five”.

		

		The four girls giggled wildly, the big limo moving through light traffic at a fast clip. In no time, they were at an airfield in Van Nuys devoted mostly to private jets.

		

		They pulled up to a big Gulfstream G-650 sitting in front of a hangar with Rhymes Aeronautics painted on the side of it. The stairs were already in place and the passenger door was standing open.

		

		“Come on, kids,” Lonnie said, unbuckling his seat belt. “That’s our ride. Get your bags out of the trunk and let’s get in the air.”

		

		***

		

		The state of California whizzed by thousands of feet below them and Inga was so excited by her first trip in an airplane, and a private jet that, she managed to shake off the tiredness she was feeling from her late night with Riley—coupled with her early wake up from Riley’s mother—and peer raptly out the small window. Cyn sat next to her, her head nodding, close to dozing off.

		

		“This is so cool,” Inga couldn’t help saying after a little while. “This is my first time, ever, in a plane and, you know, it’s a private jet, so that makes it even neater.”

		

		“I remember my first trip in a private jet,” Marsha, who was sitting across from Cyn and Inga, with Lee-Lee next to her, said. “I was six, I think.”

		

		“Yeah, I was three,” Lee-Lee commented in a blasé tone.

		

		“I was so young that I don’t remember it,” Cyn chimed in, waking up a little. “Daddy always flys private, unless he’s going to Australia or Japan or somewhere like that.”

		

		Inga gave the three of them a mock scowl for one-upping her so easily. “Hollywood brats,” she whispered.

		

		“Movie star,” Marsha teased back.

		

		“Rich pusses,” Inga answered, smiling even more broadly.

		

		“Celeb…rity hot girl,” Lee-Lee drug the word out, staring at Inga, grinning widely.

		

		“Beverly Hills bitches!” Inga countered, breaking into a giggle.

		

		Marsha started to say something back but June Ellen cut her off. “That will be enough teasing each other. Settle down, girls, and look at the scenery.”

		

		***

		

		The cruising speed on the Gulfstream was six hundred and eighty-five miles per hour and it was right at five hundred miles to Reno from Van Nuys, so the trip took less than an hour, once they were airborne. They landed at Reno airport and taxied up to a hangar, where a long white limousine with Harrah’s Resort Hotel and Casino written along the side in gold leaf paint sat waiting for them.

		

		“This is so incredibly cool!” Inga whispered under her breath, eying the limo waiting for them and feeling a little like an actual movie star for the first time in her life. Wait until she told Adie about this!

		

		In minutes, their luggage was stowed in the trunk and they were on their way to the hotel. The Norgaards had driven through Nevada on their move out to California, but Inga had dozed through a good deal of it. The scenery had been so bleak and unfamiliar to her that it had put her right to sleep; thousands of acres of open desert, brush, and desolation.

		

		This was more interesting, though. The big limo passed through the southern outskirts of Reno, and then through a sprawling rural clutter of small towns she’d never heard of, and then they were heading south through open farm country that reminded her vaguely of some parts of Minnesota. There were huge fields stretching away into the distance, irrigated and green as could be, interspersed with large open spots that were all sand and desert and tumbleweeds in between the farms.

		

		They came into Carson City, the capitol of Nevada and Inga smiled as she saw the small capitol building and the nearby legislative offices. She had to admit, she had seen county court house buildings that were as large as the Nevada capitol.

		

		“Real classy, this state,” Cyn remarked wryly. “That cheesy little casino over there obviously started life as a grocery store, and its just two blocks from the state capitol! I wonder if they have slot machines in the lobby of the senate building?”

		

		“Now, Cyn,” June Ellen scolded her. “Mustn’t be catty just because you’re from California. Nevada is a small state, population-wise, so naturally they don’t have a huge government complex. Why would they need one?”

		

		They were out on the south end of Carson City by now, and aside from a few strip malls and car dealerships, there was mostly desert, barren hills, and sagebrush again for as far as you could see. Cyn looked around and then grinned at June Ellen.

		

		“They should count jackrabbits and tarantulas in their census,” she said. “That would raise their population figures by millions, I’m betting.”

		

		June Ellen gave her a hard stare that said “tsk, tsk” and then looked away again at the passing scenery. They had turned right at the last crossroads and were now climbing steadily up out of the Carson Valley and into the Sierras, headed directly for Lake Tahoe. In just a few miles, they came over a crest and millions of pine trees and one of the prettiest Alpine lakes on the planet came into view, shining bright blue and gem-like in the distance.

		

		“Wow!” Inga sighed.

		

		She had seen the Great Lakes and the vast expanse of water was impressive, but this lake shone like it was part of a movie set. It looked absolutely perfect, like someone from Central Casting had ordered it up.

		

		“Mark Twain once said that this was the prettiest place on earth,” Lonnie commented. “I don’t think he was wrong.”

		

		***

		

		“Ms. Norgaard! Mr. Ridge! Mrs. Ridge! Welcome to Harrah’s; I’m Don Welling, VP of Hospitality,” a tall, handsome man, who looked as if he made his living smiling at VIP’s, greeted them as soon as they emerged from the limousine, two uniformed bellmen behind him, both armed with elaborate welcome baskets.

		

		Lonnie and June Ellen and Inga shook hands with Welling and introduced him to Marsha, Cyn and Lee-Lee. He fawned over all of them in turn and escorted the whole party inside and into the VIP lounge, where Lonnie checked them into their reserved suites on the seventeenth floor with the stroke of a pen. In no time, they had their magnetic key cards for the room doors and Welling was ushering them past a long line of impatient, envious-looking “regular” guest—who were waiting to check into the resort the way non-celebrity guests did, at the main registration desk—and into a private elevator that only went to the seventeenth, or “high-rollers” floor. On the short ride up, the hospitality executive explained that only guests afforded complementary or “compted” rooms by management, or celebrity guests such as themselves, were allowed access to this floor.

		

		“I’m sure you’ll be quite comfortable here,” he assured them, the elevator making short work of the seventeen floors.

		

		He led them down the hall and stopped at a room. Taking the offered key card from June Ellen, he swiped it in the door lock and escorted them inside.

		

		“As you requested, this is a deluxe single bedroom suite,” he told Lonnie, “which has been reserved by the folks at Guninevere for you and Mrs. Ridge. The girls are just down the hall on the same side of the building. You all have wonderful lake views, just as you requested.”

		

		June Ellen turned toward the four girls. “You go with Mr. Welling and see your room and make sure your bags have arrived there, and then meet us back here at nine sharp, all right, girls? We’re supposed to be out at the shoot by ten, so don’t dally.”

		

		The four of them nodded and then followed the hospitality executive down the hall a few doors, until he stopped in front of one of them. He opened that door and the girls went inside, ooohing and ahhhing at the size and luxuriousness of the suite as they went.

		

		“This is the living room and dining room area, young ladies, as you can see,” he said, gesturing around at the huge open area. “And, if you’ll just follow me, these are your bedroom suites. Mrs. Ridge seemed to feel the four of you wouldn’t mind sharing a pair of king beds for the one night you’ll be staying with us.”

		

		Inga smiled, wondering who was going to sleep with her tonight. She didn’t care, really. She’d slept with all three of her friends on different occasions, Lee-Lee most recently, of course.

		

		The two suites turned out to be huge as well, and each had its own very lushly-appointed bathroom, complete with small color televisions mounted near the sinks. There were two sinks in each bathroom, plus a shower and tub combination, built in hair dryers, expensive shampoo, body lotion, and a few other amenities. It was easily the fanciest hotel room Inga had ever seen in her life outside the movies, let alone actually stayed in.

		

		“This is wicked cool!” Lee-Lee said, looking around happily after Welling had left. “Kind of reminds me of Vegas, eh, Cyn?”

		

		“Yeah, Daddy and I had a really sweet room at the Venetian a few years ago, but this one’s not bad either,” Cyn agreed, strolling over to look at the fruit, candy, and nuts and drink basket the bellman had left in the middle of the dining table.

		

		She went over to the large window and opened the drapes and Lake Tahoe shimmered in the morning sunlight just few blocks away, stretching out into the distance with pine trees—grown thick and tall and in lush abundance—ringing the deep blue water for as far as you could see. Cyn stepped back, a little-girl like smile of surprise on her face.

		

		“This view doesn’t hurt either,” she whispered, more to herself than the others. “All you see in Vegas is lights at night and fucking sand and sagebrush during the day.”

		

		Inga came up next to her and stared at the unbelievable beauty that was Lake Tahoe. Lost in it for more than a minute, she at last remembered why they had come to this glorious ‘wilderness’ setting and asked Lee-Lee, “Did your mom say that I’m supposed to get dressed for the shoot here? Is that green coat I’m supposed to wear today here somewhere?”

		

		“Nah, there’s this big estate they rented for the backdrop of the shoot,” Lee-Lee told her. “Big pine trees everywhere, so it’s perfect for that, plus we get the use of the house, from what Mama said. The make up gal they’re using is supposed to be one of the best and she’s already there; they flew her up last night, from what I understand.”

		

		“Well, I saw my suitcase in the room, so I’m ready to go, I guess,” Inga said.

		

		“Yeah, mine was in there too and Lee and Marsha’s were in the other suite, so I think we’re good to go,” Cyn said.

		

		“Let’s do it, girls!” Marsha said, heading for the door.

		

		“Yeah, Ing, your audience awaits!” Cyn agreed, following along behind.

		

		***

		

		“Does it warm up later?” Inga asked, shivering, so cold her teeth were nearly chattering. “A girl could freeze her titties off out here!”

		

		Cyn laughed. “Tahoe is, like, six thousand feet or something, Ing. I don’t think it ever gets what you’d call really warm up here, not at that elevation.”

		

		The two of them were standing at the back of the set. Inga had a big, heavy terrycloth robe on over her green coat, for warmth. The coat was unbuttoned nearly all the way up to her naked crotch and from the top almost down to her navel, so it by itself was of minimum help with the cold.

		

		“The two sided tape was a nice touch, I think,” Cyn said, looking at Inga’s cleavage and the coat’s dark fur lining surrounding it, making sure that the “fashion tape strips”—two sided tape strips designed to keep a girl’s breasts anchored inside her strapless, braless gown when she moved around—didn’t show, which they didn’t. “At least now you don’t have to worry about your jugs bouncing out of the coat when you run through the trees with the wolf pack.”

		

		“Not having actual wolves was a good idea too,” Inga smiled back at her friend wryly. “I’m glad that they can add them later, via the computer. Running with actual wolves sounds a little dangerous to me.”

		

		“Shall I tell them that you’re ready for your close-up, Ms. Norgaard?” Marsha said loudly, coming up to them with a clipboard, looking very efficient and personal assistant-like.

		

		“You puss, quit clowning around,” Inga grinned at her, glad her friends were here and that Marsha was goofing around, attempting to lighten the tension Inga felt as her very first actual scene was about to start. She kept telling herself that it was only a commercial, not a movie, but still…

		

		The director, a man named Jonas Kline that Lonnie had introduced her to an hour ago, before she’d gone in to have her make up done and have her costume fitted, came over and eyed her critically, and then smiled broadly. “Everyone says you’re the prettiest girl in Hollywood, and I don’t see anything so far that tells me they’re wrong, Inga.”

		

		“Actually, she’s the prettiest girl on the entire North American continent,” Cyn corrected him teasingly, a sly smile on her face.

		

		“I heard it was in the whole northern hemisphere,” Marsha chimed in, also smiling at the director.

		

		“This just in from News Central, girls,” Lee-Lee said with an utterly straight face. “It’s the entire planet…Inga is officially the prettiest girl in the whole wide world!”

		

		“You smart-assed bitches!” Inga giggled, cracking up, and then so did the rest of them.

		

		She shook her head and grinned at the director, “You’ll have to forgive them, Mr. Kline. Too many drugs…brain damage, I’m afraid.”

		

		He grinned back and then looked at Cyn. “You’re Garrett’s daughter, aren’t you?”

		

		“Mmm-hmmm,” Cyn nodded that she was. “Do you know Daddy, Mr. Kline?”

		

		“Jonas, please, girls,” he told them and then looked back at Cyn. “Yeah, I do, slightly. I directed second crew on a couple of his pictures. He’s a hell of a guy, and a truly great actor.”

		

		He looked over at Marsha expectantly and she shrugged. “I’m Lionel Terry’s kid.”

		

		“I’ve got some dough invested with him. Love that man. It’s the only investment I’ve got that’s made any money for me in the last two years.”

		

		He looked over at Lee-Lee and smiled. “And I already know who you are, gorgeous. You look just like your mom.”

		

		“I wish I had inherited her big tits too, instead of just her eyes and hair,” Lee-Lee said.

		

		Jonas Kline broke out chuckling again and went back over to his camera crew, shaking his head. His assistant looked over at Inga and called out: “We’re ready if you are, Ms. Norgaard.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		“This sucks a donkey dick!” Marsha sighed, looking at the very expensive, aged bottle of Cabernet which sat on the dining room table in their suite, right along side the bottle of hundred-dollar champagne.

		

		Both had come from the gift basket delivered earlier in the day by the bellman. The tall redhead turned and looked at her friends.

		

		“I mean, it’s nice that they sent it, since we’re too young to drink,” she said, “But we all know that their sending it in the first place was probably just and oversight on their part. Someone downstairs probably forgot that the underage people were in one suite and the legal people, namely, the Ridges, were in the other one.”

		

		Lee-Lee shrugged. “That’s true; babe, but facts are facts. We’ve got two measly bottles of booze and no way to get any more.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s what sucks,” Marsha insisted. “I mean, come on, Cyn! This is the Posse we’re talkin’ about here. I could chug both of these myself and barely crack a buzz! How are all four of us gonna’ party tonight on two bottles of wine?”

		

		“And I could really use a couple of serious belts tonight,” Inga lamented. “You try running around in the freezing cold with your tits hanging out all day—smiling, scowling, looking pissed off, and then looking all wistful in the next shot—while you three dipshits were all standing their bundled up all warm and cozy, giggling and mugging, laughing at me!”

		

		Cyn patted her on the shoulder consolingly, grinned and then went over to the minibar and opened the door, pointing inside at the various single-shot bottles of the various liquors and liqueurs. “Well, this is a start. And I’m betting on something else too.”

		

		She closed the door to the small refrigerator and went over to the phone in their suite and picked up the receiver; she hit a couple of numbers. “Hello, room service? This is the Guinevere Cosmetics party. We’d like two bottles of Seagram’s Seven and three liters of Seven Up right away. Hmmmm? Yes, we’ll sign for it. Just put it on the bill.”

		

		Putting the phone back in its cradle, she smiled in triumph at her girls. “And that, chicas, is how it’s done!”

		

		***

		

		“Whooooooo!” Marsha screamed at the top of her lungs, pulling off her bra and whirling it above her head, both huge tits bouncing all over the place as she did so.

		

		It was near midnight and all of them, Marsha, Lee-Lee, Inga, and Cyn were pleasantly blitzed. The minibar was empty, except for a few non-alcoholic sodas and some nuts and other goodies. One bottle of Seagram’s was already toast and the other was headed that way rapidly.

		

		Inga was naked as the day she was born, Marsha wore only a pair of sheer thong panties, Cyn had on a flimsy bra and nothing else, and Lee-Lee still wore both her bra and her panties. The radio was blaring, tuned to a local rock station, and the girls were gyrating around the room, shaking their asses and drinking what was left of the seven and sevens.

		

		“God, I wish we’d scored some dudes tonight too!” Lee-Lee shouted, noticing just then that she had more clothes on than her friends.

		

		She ripped her bra off impatiently and shoved her panties down to her ankles, dancing out of them, shaking her tight little ass right in Cyn’s face. Inga grinned and shook her tits at Lee-Lee and smiled seductively.

		

		“What the fuck do you need dudes for? I’m the prettiest girl in goddamned North America and I want to lick your pussy, Lee!” Inga shouted gleefully.

		

		“No shit?” Lee-Lee giggled. “Well, lick away, beautiful!”

		

		The slender girl flopped back onto the couch and spread her legs, throwing one trim calf over onto the coffee table and the other one over the back of the couch. Inga went down between them and shoved her tongue deep into Lee-Lee’s tiny slit and started to tongue-fuck her like crazy.

		

		“Mmmmm, I want some of the prettiest girl in North America’s twat!” Cyn sighed, watching Inga eat Lee while humping her own perfect little pussy slit up in the air as she did so.

		

		In an instant, Cyn was down behind Inga, licking her cunt hungrily. Inga sighed and worked her ass back onto her girlfriend’s tongue, sucking at Lee-Lee’s clit at the same time.

		

		“Open your legs, Cyn, you snatch!” Marsha growled in her raspy voice, grabbing Cyn’s cute butt, one cheek in each hand and pushing her face into the brunette’s juicy opening.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah!” Cyn sighed, pulling her mouth out of Inga’s cunt for a moment. “But what about you, darling? How will you get off, Marsh?”

		

		“After you all come, I want one of you on each tit and the other one sucking my pussy off,” Marsha said, diving back into Cyn’s hot slit.

		

		“Oh! Oh, yeah! That’s a deal, for sure!” Cyn sighed happily, “Huh, girls?”

		

		She got two muffled moans of agreement and everyone went back to licking…

		

		***

		

		“I’m extremely disappointed in you four,” June Ellen said. “Every fucking one of you should know better!”

		

		She was walking angrily back and forth in front of the four girls, who were sitting on the couch in the trashed hotel suite. It was eight in the morning and all four of the teenagers sat with their heads lowered contritely.

		

		June Ellen stopped in front of Inga. “You can’t afford to do this kind of stuff anymore, Ing. Lonnie and I are going to have to spread a lot of cash around before we check out today, to keep this quiet. Do you know what the tabloids would do with this, if they got hold of it?”

		

		The older woman put a hand under Inga’s chin and raised it until they were looking at one another. “You’re on your way to being a bigger star than I ever dreamed of being, kid. You can’t afford to have it spread all over the gossip shows and tabloids that you’re a wild party girl and a lush!”

		

		She swept her hand around the devastated room. “Something like this could derail your career before it even gets going, darling. Don’t you know that? Don’t you keep up? Didn’t you read just a few weeks ago where a certain childhood star who’s grown up into a troubled young girl who’s in and out of rehab every other week just got fired from yet another acting job, because the producers decided that she couldn’t be depended upon to show up…clean and sober…and do the work?”

		

		June Ellen glared at the four of them. “All of you girls look like shit this morning, by the way! Now, gather up your things and get down to the car. Lonnie and I will take care of this mess. And don’t you ever do anything like this again!”

		

		Inga got up with her friends and started for the bedroom to retrieve her gear. June Ellen stopped her with a hand on her shoulder.

		

		“This was stupid, Inga. And I expect better from someone as smart as you,” June Ellen whispered urgently. “In the future, if you want to drink, you tell Lonnie or me and we’ll have what you need delivered to us, and then we’ll bring it discreetly over to you, so there’s no chance of a scandal, understand? And no more trashing rooms! You’re a movie star, not some glue-sniffing, shit-for-brains rocker, do you get that?”

		

		“Yes, June Ellen,” Inga said quietly. “It won’t happen again, I promise.”

		

		“Well, it better not,” June Ellen said softly, kissing Inga on the cheek. “I might expect this kind of shit from a ditz like my daughter or a wild girl like Marsha, but I look for more from a couple of smart cookies like you and Cyn, all right?”

		“Yes, ma’am,” Inga whispered quietly and turned to go into the bedroom.

		

		“And, Inga,” June Ellen called after her. “It’s a damned good thing that most of what we need for this shoot is already in the can, because you don’t look like you could run through the forest and look like a goddess today if someone put a gun to your head and told you that they were going to shoot you if you didn’t…understand?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Inga said again and then slunk away into her bedroom to pack up her things.

		

		***

		

		Stupid…stupid…stupid…fucking stupid! Inga told herself over and over again. Last night was fun but it was incredibly fucking dumb! And I can’t afford dumb.

		

		She threw her stuff into the bag and slammed it closed, kicking herself mentally again and again. She kept telling herself, I have a chance to become this huge movie star, and I risked it all to get drunk and suck pussy with my friends…which I can do any time I want back at home…how fucking dumb was that?

		

		“You about ready?” Cyn said softly.

		

		“Yeah, you?” Inga replied, her head still down.

		

		“Yeah, let’s go,” Cyn put her arm around Inga’s shoulder. “It’s okay, pretty girl, don’t let this shit get you down. Lonnie and June Ellen will handle this and the girls and I have your back from here on out. No more stupid lapses in judgment, I promise. You’re going to be a superstar, and the three of us are going to make sure it happens; no more slip ups, okay?”

		

		Inga looked over at Cyn, who was the calmest, toughest, smartest girl she knew. Her heart lifted when she saw the determined look on Cyn’s gorgeous face. “Okay.”

		

		***

		

		“All right, just one more of these and then we wrap, all right?” Jonas Kline asked Inga. “Is that good with you, darling?”

		

		“It’s great,” Inga said with an enthusiasm that was entirely faked, smiling queasily at him, her stomach turning over like a mix-master. “I’m ready when you are, Jonas.”

		

		I won’t puke! I won’t puke! I simply refuse to puke! Inga kept telling herself grittily, forcing herself to swallow the big gush of acid-reflux-tasting bile that had just found its way up into the back of her throat.

		

		“And…action!” Jonas Kline yelled.

		

		Inga took off running, a huge smile on her face, her white-gold mane flying out behind her, her gorgeous bare legs churning away, her sumptuous tits bouncing like crazy in her bodice, held into place with the double-sided tape. When she was all the way through the course they had laid out for her to follow, and the lights died away and the cameras stopped turning, and Jonas Kline had yelled: “And that’s a wrap! Thank you, Inga, you goddess. Thank you, crew, that was beautiful! And, we are done!”

		

		Only then did Inga slip behind the biggest tree she could find, lean forward, and puke her guts out all over the front of her three thousand dollar green coat.

		

		***

		

		“I sure hope they don’t want that coat for, like, the famous commercials hall of honor or something,” Cyn said, tongue in cheek as they rode to the airport in the Harrah’s limo an hour later.

		

		“Fuck you, Cyn, you bitch!” Inga sighed, laughing. “Can’t you see I’m seriously hung over and fucking dying here?”

		

		“Awwww, little Inga is sicky-pooh!” Marsha chortled. “What’s the matter, superstar? Out of practice? Can’t party with the big girls anymore?”

		

		“You cunts,” Inga giggled, flopping over into Cyn’s lap, her head just under the Posse leader’s big tits. “Pick on me while I’m down, why don’t all of you?”

		

		“Must have been something you ate?” Cyn said with mock seriousness, and then looked up at Lee-Lee, who was sitting across from her in the big car. “Did you not wash your pussy yesterday, Lee, before Inga ate it?”

		

		All four of them erupted into fits of giggles and Inga was glad for the umptiumpth time since they had left Lake Tahoe that Lonnie and June Ellen were coming later, in a separate limo, after they got things squared away with the hotel concerning the damage to the suite. She snuggled into Cyn’s lap, glad for her friends, glad to be going home, glad that the shoot was over and that everyone was saying how well it had gone…

		

		***

		

		Inga raised her cell phone and dialed Lionel’s cell. He picked up in two rings.

		

		“Hey, sexy, how’s the bid on my new house going?” she asked him.

		

		“As well as can be expected,” Lionel answered. “I bid low, they countered high, I upped our bid minimally, they screamed about how badly we were abusing them and slinked away to lick their imagined wounds.”

		

		“So, where are we now?” she asked, staring out the window of her bedroom in Lonnie and June Ellen’s house.

		

		“Just slightly above two million,” he answered.

		

		“How much lower do you think you can maneuver them?” Inga pressed him.

		

		“I don’t know,” he answered truthfully, but I’m having great fun trying.”

		

		“Get it a lot lower and I’ll make sure you have great fun like you’ve never had before in your whole life, Lionel, if you take my meaning.”

		

		He laughed. “That sounds wonderful, Inga. I’ll try, believe me.”

		

		After a moment, he asked, “Are you at school?”

		

		“No, I had that out of town video shoot this weekend and it wore me out, so I took today off,” Inga lied. “I’ll be back tomorrow.”

		

		Actually, Inga had felt fine this morning, but she had wheedled June Ellen into holding her out today, figuring that she was less likely to get into trouble for blowing off school on Friday so that she could shack up with Riley all day if she had a note from June Ellen saying that she was too ill to attend today as well.

		

		“By the way, you’re an incredibly famous young woman today, Inga, did you know that?” Lionel said.

		

		“More so than yesterday?” Inga asked listlessly, still gazing out the window, slightly bored with the whole topic of fame.

		

		“I should think so,” he replied. “The outtakes of the Norse Goddess in the Green Outfit hit the net today, the studio photo shoot, not the videos you did this weekend. Even so, everyone’s going bonkers over it. It seems that you’re suddenly the most famous, sexy, beautiful girl on the planet again, dear.”

		

		Inga sighed. “Well, that’s nice, I guess. Bye, Lionel. Let me know about the house. I want that fucker more than ever!”

		

		As if on cue, June Ellen appeared at the door to Inga’s room ten seconds after she had broken the connection with Lionel Terry. The older woman smiled.

		

		“Lonnie just called. The girls in the office can’t keep up with the phones this morning…Sixty Minutes, Today, the Tonight show, Letterman, the View, Ellen, the Hollywood Insider, maybe even Oprah—everyone is calling him to ask for an interview with you, babe. Those initial shots that Jules took of you in the late, lamented green coat are all over the net and people are going absolutely batshit over them.”

		

		June Ellen sat down on the edge of the bed. She reached out and stroked Inga’s hair. “You’re the most famous person on earth right at the moment, little girl. Lonnie said to tell you that you’re considerably richer too. The other companies he’s been dickering with all called this morning, after the pictures hit…you’re going to be the official spokesperson for a prestige car company, a couture fashion house, and the most famous of the sexy lingerie outfits, in addition to our British friends at Guinevere, of course. We sign the papers this week.”

		

		“How much?” Inga asked, happy but sort of numb. This kind of thing wasn’t exactly old hat, but she was beginning to feel like she’d definitely seen this movie before.

		

		“Somewhere north of fifty million dollars so far, kid,” June Ellen said. “Lonnie’s still jacking them up for as much as he can get…but it’s a lot. “There may be teenagers out there who are richer than you, but you’re the richest one I know.”

		

		Inga sighed. She felt elated, yet somehow sad at the same time. She wanted the money—who in their right mind wouldn’t? —but she also felt that the Inga Norgaard she used to know didn’t really exist anymore. Someone had bought her; the innocent young girl from St. Croix, Minnesota was long gone.

		

		“Lee-Lee won’t be home for hours yet,” Inga said to June Ellen, turning and smiling seductively her way. “How would you like to make love to the richest teenager in Beverly Hills?”

		

		Inga began unbuttoning the top she was wearing. June Ellen looked at her, cocking her head questioningly.

		

		“I really want someone to hold me right now, June,” Inga sighed. “All of this…it’s great, but it’s a little overwhelming too, you know?”

		

		June Ellen nodded and took off her top and bra. “I understand, cutie. Besides, I’ve been missing you.”

		

		Just before both of them were completely naked, Inga picked up her cell and hit Lionel’s cell number again on the speed dial. When he answered, she was quick about it.

		

		“Buy that fucking house, Lionel; I want it,” she said shortly. “Anywhere close to two million is okay. I can afford it, believe me. Call Lonnie if you want the gory details.”

		

		Inga shut off the phone, tossed it onto the nightstand, and reached for June Ellen’s naked body…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		“First of all, I want to thank all of you for helping me get this place into the shape it’s in,” Inga said.

		

		She, Lee-Lee, Cyn and Marsha were all sitting in the dining room of Inga’s newly acquired, newly furnished house, around a large dining room table that they had helped her pick out at the showroom belonging to Lionel’s client—the furniture store magnate—a few days ago. The tasteful mural shone on the wall behind them and there was a pizza cooking in the kitchen nearby, in the custom-built pizza oven that Bob Landis, the house’s old owner, the busted pizza-chain king, had ordered installed there a few years ago.

		

		“I couldn’t have done any of it without the three of you,” Inga said, tears coming to her eyes. “And the past couple of days—dealing with the studio, and with all of the advertising clients I now represent, and with the media, and everything else—have helped me realize something else: I’m nothing without my friends. I need all of you with me in order to do everything I need to do. I need the Posse more than ever now…so I’ve asked you all here tonight to make you an offer.”

		

		Inga sat back and looked at her three friends. They all had seven and sevens in front of them and all of them were looking back at her, wondering what this was all about.

		

		“Cyn is going to UCLA next year, to study film making and directing,” Inga said. “Lee is going God knows where, to study God knows what, but she’s going. Marsha is going to UCLA to study accounting, because her dad dragooned her into it, but we all know that that’s not going to last, now don’t we?”

		

		All four of them burst out laughing at the idea of blustery, wild child Marsha actually becoming an accountant. Inga finally quieted them, saying, “I’ve got a proposition for all of you. These are for you, if you decide to take me up on it.”

		

		Three envelopes lay next to Inga’s cocktail, sitting on its protective coaster on the new table’s shiny surface. She pushed them across the table: one in front of Lee-Lee, one for Cyn, and one for Marsha.

		

		She smiled at them and said: “Those are house keys. They fit the front door to this place. I want us all to live here together, starting tomorrow, if you want. There are six bedrooms here; I took the master, so that leaves five others for you three pusses to fight over and decide who gets which.”

		

		She nodded toward the rear of the large house. “My garage has room for six cars, and I only have one so far, so everyone gets covered parking. The pool area is big and inviting and you’re all welcome to use it and the rest of the house just like it’s yours, ‘cause it will be, as far as I’m concerned, if you take me up on this offer.”

		

		After a brief pause, to let that all sink in, she went on. “I want Cyn to be my Chief of Staff: she’s the smartest, toughest, take-no-prisoners girl I’ve ever met and I’m going to need that, dealing with people like that fucking Amos Stallings and his barracuda wife, from here on out in my career.”

		

		She smiled over at her voluptuous redheaded friend and said, “Marsha, you’re my PR gal from now on, if you want to be. I don’t know anyone else who can put a spin on things the way you do, plus, you can always dazzle the press guys with those big knockers of yours if nothing else works.”

		

		Turing her attention to Lee-Lee Ridge, she said simply: “Lee, you’re with me. You’re my personal assistant, starting right now. You’ll work with Cyn and Marsha and your mom and dad to make sure I’m where I’m supposed to be, when I’m supposed to be, dressed appropriately, and properly briefed on what’s expected of me when I get there.”

		

		Inga glanced around the table at each of them in turn and added, “In return, I’ll pay your school tuitions, books, fee’s, parking expenses—all of that crap. And you guys can live here for free. I’ll keep the bars stocked and the refrigerator and cupboards full and if you guys feel we need something else by way of booze or food and we aren’t stocking it, I’ll get it. How does that sound?”

		

		Cyn was the first to recover from the shock of what Inga had just said. She smiled slyly and asked, “Do we get any money, besides the full ride at school and room and board?”

		

		“Two hundred grand a year, each,” Inga said. “That’s on top of the rest of it—you won’t have any expenses to speak of, except maybe car insurance and credit card bills, so that ought to go a long way, don’t you think?”

		

		Again, it was Cyn who thought it all over the quickest and responded first. She put her hand on Inga’s and told her, “If I agree to do this, it won’t be for forever, hon. I intend to direct films when I graduate, not work for you for the rest of my life, okay?”

		

		“And I intend to have my own production company by then,” Inga answered her boldly. “You can work for me doing that, directing pictures that I’m producing and starring in.”

		

		Cyn sat back in her chair and gazed at Inga with admiration in her brown eyes. She looked at the other girls and sighed, “We’ve created a monster, girls. Just look at her, would you? Our once-shy little Inga, all grown up and ready to kick some major league ass!”

		

		Inga leaned forward and focused on Marsha. “What do you say, Marsh?”

		

		“I say we help you conquer Hollywood and get rich ourselves in the process,” Marsha said in her distinctive, gravelly, older-than-eighteen-sounding voice. “You’re going to generate a lot of money on your way to the top, Ing, and we can all share in it if we play our cards right.”

		

		“I’m for that!” Lee-Lee said enthusiastically. She turned to Inga. “But I still want a shot at an acting career for myself too, Ing; is that okay with you?”

		

		“Done,” Inga promised. “Like I said, I intend to have my own production company within five years. I’ll work with you on your acting chops while you’re my assistant and, as roles that you fit into come along in movies I’m starring in, I’ll push your name to the producers and directors, Lee. I promise.”

		

		“Good enough for me,” Lee-Lee said. “I’m in.”

		

		“Cyn?” Inga asked the leader of the Posse.

		

		“You don’t really think I’d let you three fuck-ups try this on you own, do you?” Cyn laughed gaily. “I’m in too!”

		

		Cyn Soames leaned forward and slapped her hand, palm down on the big table. “All for one, sisters!”

		

		“And one for all!” Inga shouted ecstatically, slapping her hand down onto Cyn’s.

		

		“You got it!” Marsha growled, putting hers on top of the other two.

		

		“Amen, chicas!” Lee-Lee said, topping the pile.

		

		“Cool!” Inga smiled, and then wrested her hand free. “But my fucking pizza’s burnin’ up!”

		

		Laughing hysterically, they all jumped up from the table and rushed into the kitchen, where smoke was billowing out of the brick pizza oven.

		

		***

		

		“Well, I hope this isn’t an omen of things to come,” Cyn said, eating the last of her slice of the Kitchen Sink Special from their favorite pizzeria, Salvatore’s, that they had been forced to have delivered after the made-from-scratch pizza Inga had put together for them earlier had burned up in the fancy pizza oven.

		

		“A minor fucking glitch, chica,” Marsha said, sipping at her Corona. “You can’t expect everything to go smoothly. There’s bound to be a few bumps in the road, even with the Posse signed up for duty and watching Inga’s back.”

		

		“Yeah, you’re right, Marsh. If a trashed pizza is the worst setback we run into, I’ll be very happy,” Cyn agreed, taking a bite out of one of the gooey, cheesy bread sticks they’d ordered to go along with the pizza.

		

		Lee-Lee finished her beer and got up to go to the refrigerator for another one. She asked the girls, “Who else wants a brew?”

		

		All three chimed in with a big yes to that. Cyn turned to Inga while Lee-Lee fetched them another round.

		

		“What’s on tap for the rest of this week?” she asked.

		

		“Well, I’ve got an acting gig with your dad tonight, and then there’s the photo shoot for the Sunday supplement this weekend. We’ve moved that from the Ridge mansion to here, so that America can see where sweet little homebody Inga now hangs her hat,” Inga said. “And there’s also an interview with that screaming bitch, Joan Jensen, from the Hollywood Insider gossip-fest that Lonnie’s been bugging the shit out of me to do as soon as possible, since dear Joan is apparently bugging the shit out of him about it and he’s just dying to get her out of his hair.”

		

		She looked over at Marsha. “Will you get her number from Lonnie and give her a buzz and set that up, Marsh, and then coordinate it with Cyn and Lee, so that we’re all on the same page, schedule-wise?”

		

		“Happy to,” Marsha said, sipping at the fresh beer Lee-Lee had just handed her. “And right after class lets out tomorrow, I’m hitting one of those quick print shops to get some business cards run up for the three of us, okay?”

		

		“Cool!” Inga smiled at her, loving the way this was all coming together. She knew she needed help from here on out, as things threatened to get crazier and crazier, and her schedule more hectic—and who better than her best friends to be her go-to girls?

		

		“Maybe I should be a ‘Senior Executive Assistant in Charge of Ms. Norgaard’s Personal Scheduling’?” Lee-Lee said, gazing out into space thoughtfully, sipping at her Mexican beer.

		

		“Good title,” Marsha commented slyly, “If you don’t mind having a business card with printing on the front and back, one side for your name and the flip side for your fucking otherworldly long-ass job title, Lee?”

		

		The other three of her friends all chuckled at that and Lee-Lee gave Marsha a hard stare. “You never let me have any fun, Marsh, you biatch!”

		

		Then the hard stare dissolved into a grin and Lee-Lee giggled, letting them know that she had only been joking about the long title, and drank more of her beer.

		

		***

		

		“Do you mind if I finish you this way, darling?” Anna Norgaard said in a teasing, sexy whisper, running her tongue all over Garrett Soames’s erect, throbbing cock.

		

		She was naked, as was he, in his big bed. Anna was on her stomach, between Garrett’s splayed open legs, his back resting against the headboard and pillows. She had been alternating rubbing his saliva-slick cock up and down between her lush breasts and sucking it for him for the last half hour, not quite letting Garrett orgasm, toying with him.

		

		“God, yes!” he sighed, smiling at her. “Suck me off, you little minx! Eat my come for me, Anna!”

		

		“Mmmmmmm, I thought you’d never ask,” she sighed, opening her mouth and sucking him inside.

		

		Anna, who had gotten very, very good at sucking cock since she’d first been seduced by Garrett, let herself go on him, sucking and licking and splashing warm saliva against his sensitive flesh. Garrett twisted slightly beneath her, moaning. He gripped her long blonde locks lightly in each hand and tugged at them, sighing.

		

		“Oh! Oh, fuck, Anna, but you’re good at that!” he gasped. “Jesus, can you ever suck a cock!”

		

		“Ulllmmmm,” Anna murmured, attempting to let him know how much she liked sucking it for him, her head never missing a dip downward, her tongue swirling around his glans, teasing it lightly, his fat knob super-slick beneath her tongue, an endless stream of sweet, oily pre-come pouring out of the small opening at the top.

		

		Garrett groaned and his body went stiff and suddenly something else was pouring out of the opening. A huge jet of come spattered against the roof of Anna’s mouth and soon filled it. She swallowed and kept licking for more, her lips moving up and down on her lover, milking his warm, slightly salty cream out so that she could gulp down still more of it.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, baby, do you ever do that nicely!” Garrett sighed, watching Anna swallow and suck for more jizz. “You are such an exquisite cocksucker, Anna! And you look so damned hot with a big dick in that once-innocent little mouth of yours!”

		

		Anna teased a few more tiny gushes of come out of Garrett’s deflating prick and then let it slide free of her lips. She smiled up at him, showed him a small lake of his pearly goop in her mouth, swallowed, and then showed him that it was all gone, down her throat.

		

		“Did you like that?” she whispered, coming back up to cuddle against his chest.

		

		“Jesus, yes!” he sighed contentedly. “You’re incredibly fun in bed, Anna. I wish you could be here with me all the time.”

		

		Her smile slowly faded and her pretty face became serious. “I wish that too, darling.”

		

		She glanced away, a guilty look flashing across her face. “I…I made love to Erik last night, Garrett. I didn’t really want to—the little session the two of us had yesterday morning and into the afternoon left me very satisfied—but I am still his wife, and he hadn’t wanted me in that way for so long…I couldn’t very well tell him no, now could I?”

		

		“Was it…awkward for you, dear girl?”

		

		“Very,” Anna said.

		

		She looked at Garrett and shook her head and then admitted, “I didn’t do any of the little tricks you’ve taught me over the last few weeks. I didn’t suck him or anything, but I think he still knew that something was different between us now. He looked at me very strangely after he…after he finished up inside me. He looked quite surprised, somehow, like he’d just fucked someone he’d never been with before, instead the woman he’d had hundreds of times over the years.”

		

		“Did he say anything?” Garrett asked, concerned. “Did he ask you anything?”

		

		“No, he just rolled over and went to sleep, like he always does after he has sex,” Anna said. “But there was still that strange expression on his face when he looked at me.”

		

		Garrett caressed her bare shoulder absently. “Did he…I mean did you…?”

		

		“Did he make me come?” Anna said with a naughty grin. “No, but that’s not unusual for Erik and me these last few years, unfortunately.”

		

		She snuggled nearer to him and touched his cheek, smiling. “Not like you, darling. You always make sure I come like crazy, whenever you’re with me, you sweet man.”

		

		“As if you don’t do the same for me,” Garrett laughed. “That was one hell of a sweet blowjob you just gave me, honey.”

		

		“Do we have time for a quickie before I leave?” Anna asked, reaching for Garrett’s limp cock.

		

		He looked at the clock and shook his head sadly. “No, we’d better not. Inga is coming later, for her lesson, and Cyn should be home any time now.”

		

		The mention of Garrett’s daughter, one of Inga’s best friends, got Anna moving immediately. She gave his dick a loving pat and then got out of bed, heading for the master bathroom and a quick shower to clean the come out of her pussy before going home to her husband. She didn’t want Cyn to see her there and begin wondering why Inga’s mom was spending so much time with her dad during the day lately.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		“Oh, fuck! Well, I guess that cat’s out of the bag,” Inga told herself with a little sigh of resignation.

		

		She was idling down the driveway of her new mansion the next morning, on her way to school, when she saw at least twenty men milling around out in front of her big iron gates with cameras. She hit the remote, opening the gates and drove through slowly, being careful not to run over anyone as the flashes went off and twenty voices called to her all at once—imploring, begging, demanding, shouting anxiously, wheedling.

		

		“Over here, Inga!”

		

		“Look this way, hot stuff!”

		

		“Smile!

		

		“Look sexy for me, babe!”

		

		“Hey, Inga, over on this side!”

		

		“Where’s that hot green coat?”

		

		“Flash those big tits for us, cutie!”

		

		Once the Mercedes was clear of the sidewalk, she closed the gates and punched the accelerator, speeding off toward school, shaking her head. It sure hadn’t taken long for them to find her new address.

		

		And it’s just gonna’ get worse over the next month, she told herself. Once the magazine actually hits the stands and the Guinevere videos start running on TV. It’ll be a real zoo then.

		

		She went to her hands-free set up and speed-dialed Cyn. “Hey, the paps found out I bought the house. There were about two dozen of them waiting for me just now, so let Lee and Marsh know, okay?”

		

		“Yeah, I’ll give them the heads up,” Cyn said. “It was only a matter of time. I’m already at school. I just pulled up in the lot. Are you close?

		

		“I’m probably five minutes out, depending on the traffic,” Inga answered. “I’ll see you at lunch.”

		

		She thought about it a minute and then asked Cyn, “How did your dad take the news that you’re moving next door with me? He didn’t mention anything about it last night during our acting lesson, so I didn’t mention it either.”

		

		“I told him this morning, over breakfast,” Cyn answered. “It was kind of weird, to tell you the truth. He wasn’t nearly as down about it as I thought he’d be. Maybe it’s because I’m only going to be one house away. He seemed very okay with it, actually, almost as if he was relieved, somehow.”

		

		“Maybe he’s got a new girlfriend to spend time with,” Inga suggested.

		

		“I guess anything’s possible,” Cyn replied. “See you at lunch.”

		

		***

		

		“I got ahold of the people at the Hollywood Insider,” Marsha said at lunch that day. “They’re pretty much ready whenever you are, Ing, but I got the definite idea that sooner was better than later as far as they’re concerned. Those green-coat pics are all over everywhere on the net and some of the outtakes from the video shoot are already cropping up on U-Tube, so you’re, like, super-nova hot right now.”

		

		Inga wrinkled her nose and then grinned as a thought struck her. She shared it with her girls: “Think what it’ll be like when the second Guinevere campaign kicks off, the one with the nude shots? The net will go ultra-batshit over those!”

		

		The other girls thought about that for a moment and then all burst out laughing. Cyn shook her head, “We may want to move out of your place for a while after that happens, Ing. You probably won’t be able to drive in and out of the gates for a month after those pics start leaking, not without worrying about running over one of those slime ball shutterbugs, I mean.”

		

		“Serve the fuckers right,” Marsha growled in her raspy voice. “Being run down with a car is too good for most of those assholes.”

		

		***

		

		That Friday afternoon, Cyn, Lee-Lee, and Marsha all moved their stuff into the house, and into their respective new bedrooms. Inga had already enlisted twenty-one year old Riley’s aid in buying booze to stock the various bars around the place, so there was plenty to drink Friday night, after the last of the boxes and suitcases had been unpacked and the girls sat around in their new rec/game room, eating order-in Chinese food in celebration of their new status as housemates.

		

		Lee-Lee raised her beer bottle and cleared her throat, and then offered in a loud voice, “A toast, girls: here’s to our best friend, new employer, landlady, roomie-extraordinaire, the prettiest girl in the entire universe, and Hollywood’s next superstar…Inga!”

		

		The other three girls, including Inga, cheered wildly, clinked beer bottles with her and then took a big sip of the German brew they were drinking. When the catcalls and laughter had died away, Inga smiled at her friends, her heart full of joy at having the four of them all together, under her roof.

		

		“Thanks, you guys, for being my friends and for taking me under your wings when I first moved here and teaching me about BH and Hollywood and…and just for…everything,” Inga managed to choke out, her throat tightening with emotion, “I’m an only child, so I never had any sisters. But if I had…they’d be you!”

		

		Lee-Lee stifled a sob, tears rolling down both cheeks; Marsha cleared her throat loudly and brushed what might have been a tear from her eye before finishing her beer in three big gulps. Even tough-girl Cyn seemed to have moisture welling up in her brown eyes.

		

		“I want to party our tits off tonight, to celebrate our first night together in this house,” Inga went on, beaming with joy as two large, fat tears rolled down both cheeks. “But, taking a lesson from our recent Lake Tahoe fiasco, I want to make sure we keep things at least semi-under control. Those people from the Sunday supplement magazine are due here at ten tomorrow morning for the picture shoot and interview, and that mean-as-a-snake bitch Joan Jensen and her video crew from the Hollywood Insider are supposed to be here at three-thirty tomorrow afternoon to interview me on camera about how it feels to be eighteen and a multi-millionaire and the prettiest girl who ever drew breath and blah…blah… blah..”

		

		The rest of the Posse cracked up, knowing full well how little Inga liked talking about how pretty she was with anyone, let alone someone like Joan Jensen, who was legendary for being a simpering suck-up to your face but quite capable of quickly morphing into a back-stabbing bitch on camera if she thought it would net her bigger ratings.

		

		June Ellen had cautioned Inga during her first interview with Joan—just after the Windsong contract had been announced, amid a flurry of press buzz generated by Amos—telling her that the long-time gossip reporter was universally hated by almost everyone in Hollywood. The only reason anyone would agree to talk with her was because they pretty much felt compelled to—such was the Hollywood Insider’s status as a universally-watched show among the town’s movers and shakers.

		

		“So, what that all means is, no mess anywhere when we go to bed tonight,” Inga went on. “No dirty dishes stacked up in the sink, no half-empty food cartons left out on the counter, and for God’s sake, no beer bottles visible anywhere…sitting on the bar or the kitchen counters or sticking out of the trash where a camera might catch a shot of them. Remember, girls, we’re four straight-arrow, upstanding, All-American young pusses as far as the public knows.”

		

		She smiled at her three friends, who were looking a little discouraged by what she’d just said. Inga shrugged, “I don’t like it either, but there’s no telling where the camera crews might want to roam tomorrow…so; everything picked up and put away, trash dumped so that no booze bottles are visible, no vibrators or lube left out on bedroom tables, and we can’t look too hung over tomorrow, okay?”

		

		The three of them looked forlornly at one another and then back at Inga. Marsha shook her long red tresses and sighed, “Geez, Ing, you sure know how to throw a party!”

		

		“Yeah, is it okay if I move back home now?” Lee-Lee teased her. “My mom and dad’s place was more fun than Prison Camp Inga sounds like it’s going to be!”

		

		“No shit, maybe I’ll just stroll next door for a few days,” Cyn said with a grin. “At least Daddy didn’t give a fuck what I drank or where I left my empties!”

		

		“You pusses!” Inga sighed in an exasperated tone. “It’s just for this weekend! I’m not going to have stuff like this scheduled every weekend, I promise, okay?”

		

		Lee-Lee flashed her a smile and jumped up from her barstool, starting for the other room. “Wait here, chicas! I brought something that’ll liven up this party without generating much in the way of trash!”

		

		In moments, the slender girl had sprinted up the stairs and then back down. She held a baggie in her hand. Grinning wildly, she shook it in front of her three friend’s faces triumphantly.

		

		“From Daddy’s stash…it’s kick-ass!”

		

		“Oooooooooh!” all three of them crooned together, eying the fistful of fat doobies nestled invitingly in the baggie.

		

		***

		

		“Now, this is more like it!” Marsha sighed contentedly.

		

		The four of them were lying around on some of Inga’s brand-new pool furniture, passing a thick roach back and forth, inhaling like four mini-Hoovers each time the powerful doobie came by. They had smoked two already and had downed several drinks each; their old standby, seven and seven, had replaced beer as the drink of choice after dinner was over and the leftovers had been dutifully gathered up and put away in the refrigerator.

		

		“This’s fucking way more like it!” Lee-Lee agreed, taking the “j” from Marsha and nailing it hard before passing it to Inga.

		

		“Mmmmmmm, yeah, and we don’t have to worry about the house smelling like a dope den tomorrow morning either, doing this stuff out here tonight,” Inga commented before hitting the offered joint so hard that there was just a tiny nub of cigarette left to pass on to Cyn.

		

		The Posse leader took the smoldering roach, placing it in a dope clip so that she didn’t burn her fingers with it, and then smoked it down to almost nothing. She then put the eighth inch long remainder out, flicked the ash off the end of it, and then ate it, chasing the paper and marijuana leaves with a swallow of seven and seven.

		

		“I say we smoke this one,” Cyn said, reaching into the pocket of her blouse and pulling out a fresh doobie. “And then head back inside for another drink or two and some…extra-curricular activities up in Inga’s room.”

		

		“Oh, yeahhhhhh!” Inga grinned, Cyn’s fingertips coming over to caress her bare leg just below where her short skirt ended. “All four of us, naked, in my big bed? That sounds good to me!”

		

		“That’s a winner for sure,” Lee-Lee agreed, reaching out to touch Marsha’s sumptuous rack through the light blouse and flimsy bra she wore. “The Pussy Posse hasn’t ridden wild together for a while—I’m not even counting that disaster at Tahoe—and I’m just dyin’ for us to make it with each other again! How about you, ladies?”

		

		There was a rapid murmur of enthusiastic agreement, accompanied by smiles all around.

		

		***

		

		“Oh, sweet Jesus, Lee,” Inga moaned. “That thing is huge! Where did you get that?”

		

		“Kind of reminds you of my bro, doesn’t it?” Lee-Lee joked, easing the fat faux cock down into Inga’s cute little ass slowly. “It’s new. I just bought it last week.”

		

		Lee-Lee was on her knees behind Inga, sliding the new dildo into her friend while Marsha lay beneath Inga in a sixty-nine position, lapping the budding movie star’s pussy while Inga ate hers in return. Cyn was hovering near the trio, tickling Lee-Lee’s erect nipples lightly, watching intently, her brown eyes bright with excitement. Lee-Lee was wearing a black, garter-belt-looking contraption with one huge soft-plastic cock protruding from the front of it—the one that was now halfway up Inga’s well-greased asshole—and the other giant prick hooking downward from the device, penetrating Lee-Lee’s own pussy, in effect fucking her as she fucked Inga.

		

		“Give it to her, Lee!” Cyn hissed breathily, reaching down and tweaking Inga’s nipples lightly, Lee-Lee picking up the pace, really starting to hammer the fake cock into her blonde friend’s taut little cheeks. “I just love to watch our favorite movie star take it up the ass while one of us eats her!”

		

		“Mmmmmmm,” Inga sighed into Marsha’s slick pussy lips, then brought her head up to murmur, “Not as much as I love taking it, believe me! Fuck me, Lee! Fuck me right in the ass while I gobble up Marsh’s hot pussy juice!”

		

		***

		

		“Oh, yeah! Oh, God, yeah!” Lee-Lee whined ecstatically, her eyes half closed, her pussy humping up off the bed, mashing itself against Inga’s licking tongue and kissing lips. “Oh, Jesus, pretty girl! Don’t you ever get enough cunt?”

		

		“Ulllmmmm!” Inga murmured, shaking her head “no” and continuing to gobble Lee-Lee’s juicy slit eagerly, as if she’d been cut off from hot pussy for a week.

		

		Which she clearly hadn’t, since Marsha was sighing and settling back into the pillows right next to Lee-Lee, a contented look on her pretty face, her legs splayed open wide, her pussy wet and shiny with girl-jizz, lube, and Inga’s saliva. The three girls, Marsha, Lee-Lee and Cyn were all lined up right next to one another, their legs spread open, lying back against the pillows at the head of Inga’s big king bed. Inga was on her stomach, eating Lee-Lee’s hot little cunny like a wild girl. She had just licked off Marsha’s; the big redhead having just screamed and wailed and hunched her way through a mammoth orgasm on Inga’s willing tongue, and now she was doing the same for Lee-Lee.

		

		“Oh, fuck, Ing!” Lee-Lee squealed, her hips coming up off the bed hard, her cunny working against Inga’s mouth. “Oh, God, can you ever eat a pussy, babe?”

		

		The slender girl grabbed onto Inga’s long platinum locks and tugged her against her spasming pussy, coming all over Inga’s gorgeous face, her girl oil smearing the perfect white skin all the way from the bottom of her chin up to her model’s knife-blade sharp cheekbones. Inga loved every second of it. She licked and kissed and sucked until Lee was done, her own nipples so erect from doing her two girlfriends, one right after another, that she was about to come herself.

		

		“You’re next, beautiful,” Inga whispered, panting for breath and grinned up at Cyn.

		

		“Mmmmm, I can’t wait!” Cyn smiled back, opening her long legs a little wider. “It’s not every night you get a chance to have your cunny sucked off by the prettiest girl in the world!”

		

		Inga didn’t bother to reply, she just slid over and positioned herself and then dove in, her tongue going crazy on Cyn’s hairless little slit. She found the Posse leader’s enlarged clit and sucked it in, bathing it in hot spit and lapping at it with her tongue.

		

		Cyn looked over at her two sated friends and smiled broadly. She sighed and began working her pussy against Inga’s greedy mouth.

		

		“Remember when she first moved here and she didn’t know how to suck a cock or eat a pussy or even how to just…fuck?” Cyn asked them.

		

		“She just lucked out and fell in with the right crowd,” Marsha grinned back.

		

		“She’s one awesome fast learner though, I’ll give her that,” Lee-Lee added, watching in open admiration as Inga whipped Cyn’s pussy into a frenzy in less than a minute. “Damn, but this girl is something!”

		

		“Tell me about it,” Cyn moaned, her butt coming off the bed in a hungry, driving rhythm. “She’s…she’s…oh, fuck, Inga! That’s it! Lick it just like that, you cunt-lapping little sex goddess, you! Eat it! Oh, man, you eat it soooooo good, hon!”

		

		Never missing a lick or a suck, Inga slipped her middle finger up into Cyn’s pussy and found her g-spot. She fingered it expertly, sucking on the other girl’s clit as she did so.

		

		“Unnggghhhh! Ah! Oh, Ohhhhhhhhhhh fuuuuccccckkkkk!” Cyn moaned, her ass coming up off the bed, her whole body quivering, her toes curling up tightly as her cunt went off in Inga’s mouth, a huge jet of girl-jizz spattering into her lover’s mouth.

		

		“Mmmmm,” Inga sighed happily, swallowing.

		

		She stayed with Cyn’s bucking, twisting body until the last of the fiery orgasm had passed. Almost before Cyn stopped wriggling and moaning out her intense pleasure, Lee and Marsha were on Inga, turning her over onto her back.

		

		“And now, darling, you get yours,” Marsha smiled down at the prettiest girl in the world.

		

		Inga closed her eyes and sighed with joy. There was a mouth on each nipple and another on her pussy, licking it as expertly as she had just done Cyn’s. She didn’t even bother to open her eyes and see who was where—all of her girls were fantastic lovers, and Inga knew that her own towering orgasm was just a few licks and sucks away…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		“Well, I just can’t get over what a lovely home you’ve made for yourself here, Inga,” Joan Jensen said. “It’s so beautifully furnished and decorated, and you seem so at ease here. Don’t you miss living in your parent’s house?”

		

		“Yes, I have to admit I do,” Inga said, smiling at Joan and her camera crew.

		

		They were sitting in Inga’s living room, the pool area and the manicured lawns and gardens visible in the background, just outside the gauzily-draped French doors leading out onto the trellised brick patio. Inga was wearing a designer sweater top from Dolce & Gabbana, a pair of tight Gucci jeans and a new pair of white athletic shoes. Her hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail and she looked like any other eighteen-year-old lounging about her home…except that her home had cost just a hair over two-million dollars and that she was Inga Norgaard, the next Marilyn Monroe in waiting.

		

		“But I don’t get too lonely,” she went on, looking very relaxed and casual in front of the cameras, just chatting with Joan, “I have three of my very best friends in the world living here with me.”

		

		“Yes, that would be Lionel Terry, the well-known investment counselor’s, daughter, and Garrett Soames’s daughter, and also the Ridge girl, June Ellen and Lonnie’s daughter,” Joan said, pausing for a long moment after she finished listing the names, obviously fishing for a comment.

		

		“That’s right,” Inga said. “We’re all in our last year at Beverly Hills High together.”

		

		Joan looked around at the mansion surrounding them and smiled, “Well, not many high school kids can afford a first apartment or house that looks like this one, when they go out on their own initially, Inga. You four are very lucky.”

		

		“Oh, I know, Joan, and I’m very grateful for my good fortune, believe me,” Inga agreed, keeping the smile planted on her face, attempting to appear as gracious as she could.

		

		“May we see the rest?”

		

		“Yes, of course, come right this way, Joan,” Inga said, rising to her feet from where she had been sitting on a nearby recliner. “Let me show you around the rest of the downstairs, and the pool area, and then we can go upstairs, if you wish…”

		

		***

		

		“Is that bitch gone yet?” Cyn asked.

		

		“Yep, a half hour ago,” Inga replied, breathing a sigh of relief into her cell phone. “It’s safe for you and the other chicas to come home now.”

		

		“Great, you want us to buy something for dinner on the way home?”

		

		“Yeah, how about Mexican food?” Inga asked, “Does that sound good?”

		

		“Sounds cool to me,” Cyn replied. “If it gets a yes vote from the rest of the troops—and I’m pretty sure it will—we’ll stop by Enrique’s on the way back and pick up the chow, okay?”

		

		“Yeah, just make sure you get me at least one beef enchilada, all right?”

		

		“I should get you a fish enchilada, babe,” Cyn replied coyly, teasing her. “You don’t want to pick up any unwanted weight over the next couple of weeks, not with all of those nude scenes in Windsong coming up!”

		

		“Fuck too!” Inga shot back with a laugh. Then, her voice going more serious, she asked hesitantly, “I’m not really getting fat, am I?”

		

		“No, you’re still a fucking goddess, or at least you were last night when I was eying your naked goodies, kid,” Cyn laughed gaily, clearly loving the fact that she had gotten Inga to even consider that she might have picked up an unwanted pound or two, “And I got a pretty close look at that cute ass of yours, too, chica!”

		

		“You puss!” Inga laughed, but nevertheless sounding relieved, “Quit clowning around and go get my food. Jawing with Joan—the rattlesnake—Jensen gives you an appetite, let me tell you.”

		

		“Better you than me,” Cyn said. “I believe I’ll just take your word for that one.”

		

		***

		

		“I can’t fucking believe you’re living with your friends in that fucking mansion, Ing!” Adie sighed into the phone.

		

		“So, you got the pictures I e-mailed you, I take it?” Inga smiled, cradling the cell phone into her ear. “And, I’m also guessing that your folks aren’t home right now, from the language.”

		

		Adie laughed, “Right on both counts, hon! They’re over at the Richter’s, playing cards tonight. What’s going on at your place?”

		

		“Well, Marsha’s got a date; Riley’s coming over here in a little while to spend the night with me,” Inga said. “And Lee and Cyn are going out to some club later.”

		

		“And I’m here by myself, painting my toenails for no good reason,” Adie sighed. “It’s not like I’ve got a boyfriend who’s going to say ‘hot-looking nails you’ve got there, babe, let’s fuck!’ or anything.”

		

		“You could get a guy if you wanted to badly enough,” Inga said. “You’re a cute girl, Ad, and you’ve got a nice build, and you’re a very sweet person.”

		

		“Yeah, but guys aren’t interested in nice builds and sweet people, Ing,” Adie sighed, “They want boobs like yours and an ass to die for…again, like yours, and a face so pretty it stops traffic—guess who that describes?”

		

		Inga giggled; she couldn’t help it! Poor Adie was jealous and—to her—that meant that her poor friend was so off base in her thinking!

		

		“Think about it, Ad,” she said after a moment or two. “How many dates did I ever go on when I lived back there? Almost none, that’s how many!”

		

		She let that sink in for a second and then added, “All the boys thought that a girl who looked the way I do would probably only be interested in dating the most handsome, hottest, big-man-on-campus types, so the average guy never asked me out. And the handful of guys who fit the profile that people thought I’d be interested in all seemed to figure that a girl who looked like me would already have a date to the prom or the dance or the movies with someone else, so they never asked me out either, for fear of being turned down.”

		

		Adie considered that for a moment and then admitted, “Yeah, you and me and Brigitte did end up going to the movies a lot by ourselves, didn’t we?

		

		“Almost always,” Inga said with a sigh.

		

		“It wasn’t until I moved out here that I ever had a social life, other than hanging out with you and the rest of the girls,” Inga concluded. “Which, don’t get me wrong, was fun, but…?”

		

		“But not as much fun as having a drop-dead gorgeous boyfriend like Riley to come over and spend the night with you, right?”

		

		Inga thought about Riley’s tanned, supple, muscular young body and how good it felt when his arms were around her and his huge cock was inside her, fucking her straight up to heaven. She grinned and told her oldest friend, “No, not quite that much fun, for sure!”

		

		***

		

		“I had an interesting conversation about you earlier, with an old girlfriend of mine from Minnesota,” Inga whispered, nuzzling in closer to Riley.

		

		They were naked in her bed, the lights low, their clothes strewn about the room on the floor. The first frenzied, frantic love-making session of the night had been concluded a few minutes ago, very successfully concluded, Inga thought to herself, caressing Riley’s short, perfectly-barbered brownish-blond hair as they lay contentedly together. He had fucked her hard and deep and wonderfully—just the way she’d wanted it from him tonight—like a horny young bull, and she had come magnificently on his beautiful cock as he had moaned out his own intense pleasure and flooded her pussy with his hot spend.

		

		“And what did the two of you decide?” he asked, touching her right breast lovingly.

		

		“That you were a hot-looking dude and well worth fucking,” she grinned impishly at him, mussing up his hair.

		

		“Well, hey!” he grinned back, ducking away from her unwanted attention to his now sticking-up-at-odd angles hairdo. “I’m glad we agree on that point.”

		

		The two of them looked at each other for long moments, just smiling and happy to be where they were. Riley pulled her in a little closer, his right arm encircling her waist, her breasts now pressed up against his bare chest. Their eyes seemed to be dancing with one another in the room’s soft light and Inga sighed softly, extremely happy in her new bedroom, in her new house, in the arms of her favorite guy in the whole wide world.

		

		He glanced over at the door. “I noticed you locked that, earlier?”

		

		“Yeah, no fun and games with Marsh and Cyn tonight,” she whispered, her eyes never leaving his. “Is that okay with you, or were you expecting a little mini-orgy tonight, to celebrate my new place?”

		

		“No, this is perfect,” he whispered back. “The four of us in bed together, with maybe one or two other guys tossed into the mix, is fun once in a while, for variety’s sake, but our first night together in your new house…I kind of like the fact that it’s just you and me, hon.”

		

		“Yeah,” Inga sighed, snuggling closer. “I know you love watching me lick another girl’s pussy once in a while, but sometimes I crave a more…how shall I say it…a more traditional night in bed with my guy?”

		

		He laughed softly, leaning in to kiss her. “It can be as traditional as all get out when I want to be, darling. Just you watch…”

		

		***

		

		Cyn, Marsha, Lee-Lee, and Lee-Lee’s mom, June Ellen Ridge, sat around the big table in the Ridge kitchen together. It was nine-fifteen in the evening and their faces were serious as could be as they sat there warily eying each other, waiting to hear what was so important that Lee-Lee and Cyn had been forced to lie to Inga about going out to a dance club tonight and Marsha had also spun her a tale about a date with a new guy she’d just met.

		

		“This feels very weird, Mom,” Lee-Lee said. “Inga’s our best friend and we all work for her now too, and live in her house for free, so lying to her feels, well…way strange!”

		

		“It was necessary,” June Ellen assured her daughter. “Inga has a lot on her mind already right now, with rehearsals starting soon on Windsong, and the incredible amount of press she’s been doing, and all of the photographers dogging her every step again nowadays. And she’s been handling it beautifully…but she doesn’t need any more pressure; especially this kind—a situation that she can’t do much about anyway—that will only worry her to death if she learns about it.”

		

		“Okay, June, we’re all here,” Cyn spoke up impatiently. “Now, what the fuck’s going on that’s got you so freaked out?”

		

		As the leader of the Posse, Cyn was used to taking command of situations, even in the face of an adult she’d known since she was a little girl. Her gaze, as she stared across the table at June Ellen, was fearless, unwavering, and demanding of answers.

		

		June Ellen looked away for a moment, seeming to think over exactly what she wanted to say. She glanced at Lee-Lee for a long moment, and then seemed to make up her mind, turning back to Cyn.

		

		“Lee’s my daughter, and it feels very…unusual…to speak this frankly in front of her and to expect her to do the same with me,” June Ellen started out hesitantly. “But she’s eighteen and living out on her own now, so I guess she’s officially a grown-up and I’m going to have to start treating her that way.”

		

		The actress looked around the table quickly, took a deep breath, and said, “Anna Norgaard and I have become very close friends. When she came by here earlier today, she was so distraught that it took me the better part of an hour and a half to calm her down.”

		

		Taking yet another deep breath, June Ellen leaned back against her kitchen chair and proceeded to let the cat out of the bag—except that the feline in this case wasn’t a housecat, it turned out to be more of a full grown puma: “It seems that Erik had becomes suspicious of Anna’s recent changes in attitude; suspicious to the point where he secretly hired a private detective to follow her for a week. The detective showed him time-stamped photos of his wife going into the Soames mansion at ten or eleven in the morning every single day last week and not leaving until almost four in the afternoon.”

		

		The girls all drew in a collective breath. Cyn leaned forward and said what they were all thinking, “You mean Inga’s mom and my dad are…?”

		

		“Having an affair,” June Ellen nodded.

		

		Cyn sat back, a sly smile spreading over her pretty face as she thought about that. She shook her long black tresses disbelievingly, but her face showed total belief.

		

		“That conniving old fucker!” she whispered with what sounded like a grudging admiration, “doing the mama and the daughter at the same time!”

		

		Three sets of eyes shot open wider around the table. Marsha turned to Cyn and asked, in her distinctive, raspy whisper of a voice: “You mean your old man and Inga have been…?”

		

		“Yeah,” Cyn nodded. “There’s been a lot more than just acting lessons going on between the two of them for weeks and weeks now.”

		

		“Jesus!” Lee-Lee gasped, her hand going up to her face. “Does Inga’s mom know that Garrett’s been…?”

		

		“No, thank God!” June Ellen sighed. “That would make this prize cluster-fuck even worse, for sure!”

		

		She looked around the table again and then asked, “And I gather, from your reactions just now, that you girls were all as much in the dark about Garrett and Inga as I was. Except for Cyn, of course.”

		

		The other two nodded, looking at each other, then at Cyn, and then back to June Ellen, who sighed and went on with her story, “Erik’s been acting very unstable for months now, according to Anna. That’s part of what eventually drove her to Garrett’s bed after being faithful for over twenty years; that and the way his irrational behavior toward Inga had already driven her out of the house.”

		

		June Ellen gathered herself momentarily, and then plunged on, getting to the really terrible part. Her voice tight with emotion, she said: “For some reason, Erik disapproves of his daughter’s career in the movies, and he seems hell-bent on sabotaging it at any cost: he told Anna that he’s going to go public with her affair. He plans to tell all of the gossip rags and the celebrity TV gabfests about Anna and Garrett, because he thinks the resulting shit-storm of bad publicity will ruin Inga’s career before it ever gets started!”

		

		After dead silence for what seemed like forever to the four people sitting around the table, Cyn finally shrugged and said, “Well, unfortunately for Inga, he might be dead fucking right about that!”

		

		“Maybe not,” Marsha suggested hopefully. “It seems like almost everyone nowadays has some kind of sex tape floating around out there that eventually surfaces.”

		

		“Yeah,” Lee-Lee said excitedly. “And practically every other day it seems like some kid who got started on television playing some sweet young thing on the Disney channel is posting snaps on the net that she took of herself with her cell phone, showing off her naked boobs!”

		

		“That’s true,” Marsha agreed. “And Anna’s not a celebrity—Garrett is, of course—but who really cares if he’s banging some housewife?”

		

		“Yeah, but Inga’s just about the most famous name on the entire planet all of a sudden, and Garrett’s her acting coach and everyone knows that, thanks to Amos and his fucking publicity machine,” Cyn sighed, thinking out loud. “And Anna is her mom, and her fucking my famous daddy is just…it’s gonna’ be just too fucking juicy a story to fade away quickly; especially if there’s a loud, messy divorce along with it.”

		

		“Anna didn’t mention divorce yet, just that Erik seemed dead set on shouting her infidelity from the rooftops, to whoever will listen,” June Ellen said.

		

		After another short pause, the leader of the Posse suddenly slapped her hand on the table. Everyone else jumped and then turned toward her. They saw that Cyn was suddenly smiling; it was a cruel, sly smile that gave her gorgeous face an evil cast.

		

		“That’s not going to happen,” Cyn whispered; her voice sounding outright malevolent in the stillness of the kitchen. “We’re not going to let it. Inga is our girl and we’re not letting her get shoved head-first down the shit chute like this…not without a fight.”

		

		“But what can we do?” Lee-Lee asked nervously.

		

		She had seen the look on Cyn’s face before, and knew that it usually spelled disaster for whoever was messing with her. Sure enough, after a dramatic little pause, Cyn smiled again and asked, “You girls do remember what we did to Kathy and her little pals, don’t you?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Four

		

		“Who’s Kathy?” June Ellen asked.

		

		“Kathy Hayes,” Lee-Lee answered quietly. “You remember her, Mom. She was that real pretty blonde who used to run with us, her and her two pals, Bonnie and Caren, that ditzy bleached blonde who spelled Karen with a “c” instead of a “k”?”

		

		“Yes, I remember them now,” June Ellen said. “But can’t recall seeing much of them this year, back when you were still living at home, dear. What happened to them?”

		

		“What happened to them was that Kathy thought that she should be the leader of the Posse—our little group—June Ellen,” Cyn explained, “and that wasn’t going to happen, so shortly after Inga got here and we brought her into the fold, Kathy and her two bimbos split and tried to start their own little clique of cool girls on campus.”

		

		“She wanted to run against me for Winter Fantasy Prom Queen,” Marsha offered. “Cyn said no, that I was gonna’ be Queen, since Cyn was Homecoming Queen…it was only fair, but Kathy blew her off and ran anyway.”

		

		June Ellen looked at the three of them expectantly, sensing that there was a lot of the story still missing. Cyn shrugged.

		

		“All adults here now, right?” she asked, smiling wryly at June Ellen before going on. “Well, it seems there was some film footage of Bonnie and Kathy and of Kathy and Caren, which I knew about. It was lezzy stuff…one frame that we cut out and printed as a still shot showed Kathy with her tongue up Bonnie’s pussy, another showed Kathy coming hard as cute little Caren with a “c” gobbled her clit.”

		

		Cyn didn’t even bother to react to the wide-eyed little gasp that statement brought from June Ellen, she just went on to add, “Kathy had posters all over school that said ‘Vote for Kathy Hayes For Winter Fantasy Prom Queen!’ And under her picture, there was her campaign slogan that read: ‘She knows how to bring the fantasy alive!’”

		

		Smiling as sweetly as could be, Cyn explained, “We arranged the pictures—of Kathy and Bonnie and of Kathy and Caren getting cozy with each other—in place between the two slogans, just like on Kathy’s original posters, and made up a hundred of each. Then we got to school real early one day and took all of the old ones down and replaced them with our new, improved versions.”

		

		“Kathy had a nervous breakdown and had to finish school in some rubber-room academy over by Phoenix,” Marsha confided to June Ellen.

		

		“And Bonnie and Caren transferred to another local high school right after that,” Lee-Lee said blithely.

		

		Seeing the appalled look on June Ellen’s face, her daughter hastened to add, “It wasn’t just the Prom Queen deal, Mom! Kathy was threatening to spread some really awful rumors about us…about the Posse…around school if Marsha didn’t drop out of the contest and let her win. So Cyn went ahead and…took care of it.”

		

		Marsha leaned across the table and smiled apologetically at June Ellen. She whispered, in her gravely voice, “Inga always says that Cyn’s the toughest, strongest-willed girl she knows, June Ellen—that she takes no prisoners. That’s why she’s Inga’s new Chief of Staff.”

		

		June Ellen looked over at Cyn with a new respect in her eyes. There was also, perhaps, just a hint of fear.

		

		“What do you think we should do about this thing with Erik and Anna, Cyn?” she asked after a moment.

		

		“Not us…you, June,” Cyn said with her nasty little smile still in place. “I’d do it myself, but in all the times I’ve been in the Norgaard house, with Daddy Erik hovering around in the background, I’ve never once seen him giving me or Lee or Marsha the leer: he’s not a chicken-hawk, I guess. I just don’t get that I-want-some-of-that-hot-teen-pussy vibe that I get from a zillion other older dudes; guys like Lonnie, or Amos Stallings, or Marsha’s dad, for instance.”

		

		Before June Ellen could open her mouth to react to that damning statement, Cyn added, “He’s not a queer, but he doesn’t seem to want young stuff, so that means that its going to take a hot, sexy older gal with nice knockers and a pretty movie star face and long, sexy legs and a nice ass—someone like you, June—to do what we need done.”

		

		“A-And what would that be?” June Ellen managed to stammer.

		

		“Seduce him,” Cyn replied simply. “I need you to get him to fuck you. Once that happens, he’s ours.”

		

		“Wh-What?” the older woman gasped.

		

		“It’s simple,” Cyn shrugged. “You give him some pussy and then we threaten to blow the whistle on him if he blows the whistle on Anna and my dad. Do you really think a bank is going to want a top executive on board who’s got his picture all over the gossip mags for sleeping with a married movie star like you?”

		

		June Ellen thought frantically for a moment, and then said, “Why couldn’t we just use that to discourage him from dragging Anna’s name through the mud? Surely, the bank wouldn’t want a scandal like that involving one of their Senior VP’s wives either? We could point out to him that if he goes ahead with his plan to make a big, public disclosure about his wife and Garrett, it would probably backfire and result in him losing his job too.”

		

		Cyn shook her head in disagreement.

		

		“It’s all a matter of who the wronged party is,” she explained. “The bank might hold still for it if their guy’s wife suddenly goes off the deep end and starts sleeping with a legendary movie star, much to her husband’s shock and outrage. But it’s an entirely different matter if their guy’s face is suddenly splashed all over the tabloids for screwing a well-known actress who still happens to be married to a famous producer like Lonnie.”

		

		There was another long silence. After a guilty glance over at Lee-Lee, June Ellen asked Cyn in a slightly huffy-sounding tone, “It might just work, I’ll grant you that, but what makes you think that I would ever…?”

		

		Cyn laughed, cutting off the older woman’s weak protest, “Oh, come on, June—we’re not fucking six years old anymore! Everyone knows about you and Lonnie, and how you guys sleep around with whoever strikes your fancy.”

		

		June Ellen slowly turned a bright, beet-red. She looked over at Lee-Lee, who had a sort of helpless, embarrassed look on her face.

		

		“That isn’t true, baby,” June Ellen attempted to assure her daughter, her voice sounding forlorn. “Your daddy and I love each other very much. We…”

		

		“It’s okay, Mama,” Lee-Lee whispered, turning even redder herself. “We all know. We’re just like you and Daddy; we all know that both of you…go to bed with other people, but we never say anything about it. It’s just the way it is.”

		

		June Ellen looked thunderstruck. She glanced down at the table and appeared to be fighting not to cry.

		

		Cyn reached across the table and put her hand gently on the older woman’s. She smiled and whispered softly, as June Ellen looked up at her, “It’s okay, June. All of us girls have real healthy sex drives too. None of us are apt to say ‘no’ either when a hot-looking dude wants to get it on with one of us—or with all of us, for that matter.”

		

		She grinned slyly at June Ellen and went on to add, “And I’ve always heard that you liked the ladies too? Well, let’s just say that Marsh and Lee and Inga and I are all…real good friends, if you know what I mean, and leave it at that, okay?”

		

		June Ellen gasped again, and then looked at the other two girls, especially at her daughter, who was now blushing furiously again. She started to say something, thought better of it, and closed her mouth.

		

		After a long pause, she finally said, “Well, this certainly has turned out to be a no-holds-barred, adult discussion all right. I’m just not sure yet that I’m adult enough to have heard it!”

		

		The four of them thought about that for a moment, giggled, and then started to laugh together, relief flooding over them…

		

		***

		

		“Does this look all right?” June Ellen asked nervously, fidgeting in front of her full-length mirror. “Is it too much?”

		

		“It’s perfect, Mama,” Lee-Lee said.

		

		“I’m going to take back what I said about Erik not being queer, if he doesn’t go nuts over you in that dress, June!” Cyn assured her with a devilish grin.

		

		“Yeah, June, my tongue gets hard just looking at you in that outfit,” Marsha rasped, winking at the older woman.

		

		“Marsha!” June Ellen gasped, jumping as if she’d been pinched. “I’ve known you since you were five years old!”

		

		The tall, curvy redhead grinned lasciviously at the older woman and replied, “Doesn’t mean I can’t think you’re hot, June.”

		

		June Ellen Ridge blushed furiously and then asked her daughter’s gorgeous young friend, “Really?”

		

		Marsha winked and Lee-Lee spoke up amidst the naughty chuckles that the wink produced from her mom and her two friends, “Hey, enough of this! If you want to hit on my mama, please have the decency to do it when I’m not standing right here, Marsh!”

		

		With the other girls still laughing at her unease, they led June into the bathroom and sat her down in front of her professional-looking, brightly-lit make up mirror and went to work on her face and hair. In just a few minutes, they had her looking beautiful, but with a subdued, subtle look to her make up that was appropriate for daytime, rather than after dark, wear.

		

		It was just after two o’clock on the Sunday afternoon following the clandestine Saturday night meeting in the Ridge kitchen. June Ellen had called Anna Norgaard on her cell phone that morning and discovered that she had fought with Erik all evening and had finally stormed out of their home late last night and had spent the rest of the night at Garrett’s. She had told June Ellen that she’d decided that—since Erik knew about her affair with Cyn’s dad now anyway, thanks to his detective—she might as well spend the night in bed with someone who cared for her rather than someone who just ranted and threatened to ruin her reputation out of spite.

		

		Cyn and Lee-Lee had cruised by the Norgaard house and the Soames mansion minutes ago, confirming that Anna’s car was still at Garrett’s and that Erik’s was still parked in his driveway. Lonnie was off playing golf for the afternoon and was, thus, out of the way. Cyn nodded to June Ellen, who picked up her purse and started for the door.

		

		“You’ll handle Anna?” June Ellen said, stopping at the doorway and turning briefly to face Cyn.

		

		“Definitely,” Cyn assured her. “I’m heading over to my dad’s house right now to ‘pick up a few things from my old room’ and schmooze with Hilda, our cook, and putter around the house…just until I get a call from you, confirming that you’ve done what you needed to do with Mr. Norgaard. And don’t worry; if Anna starts to leave, I’ll intercept her and find out where she’s going. Leave your cell on in your purse and keep the purse near you so I can warn you if she’s headed home.”

		

		“Okay,” June Ellen nodded, looking more than a little nervous about the role she was about to play.

		

		But she managed to fight through her small attack of nerves and get into her car and drive the few blocks to the Norgaard house.

		

		***

		

		“Uh, Mrs. Ridge,” Erik Norgaard said hesitantly when he finally opened the door to her insistent knock some minutes later. “Uhhhh…Anna’s not home right now, I’m afraid.”

		

		“Oh, please call me June Ellen, Erik,” she said, smiling broadly and, she hoped, enticingly. “It’s not as if we’ve never met before.”

		

		She pushed the big front door open wider and stepped into the foyer, startling Erik, who had been about to ease the door closed. She took it from him and closed it behind her, stepping all the way into the house.

		

		“Besides, I didn’t come to see Anna,” she said brightly. “I came to see you.”

		

		“Me?” he stammered. “But we barely know each other.”

		

		“Anna and I have become close friends over the last few months, Erik, you poor man,” she said, putting her hands lightly on his shirtfront, running her fingers teasingly over his buttons as she spoke. “I know some of what’s been going on between the two of you lately, and I came over to make sure that you were all right.”

		

		“Well…uh…of course I’m all right,” Erik stammered once more, looking nervous as a cat about the lovely June Ellen Ridge’s fingertips being all over his shirtfront. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

		

		He stepped back from her and asked, “May I offer you some coffee, or a drink?”

		

		June Ellen looked at Inga’s handsome father. He was tall and willowy, with a paler version of his daughter’s eyes and white-blonde hair. His cheeks this afternoon were unshaven and there was a haunted look about him, as if he had been pacing the floor all night instead of sleeping. She wondered if he’d been drinking already…

		

		“A drink would be wonderful,” she smiled at him. “Let’s both have a drink and chat a bit, darling, all right?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty—Five

		

		“I hope this is okay,” Erik Norgaard apologized as he handed June Ellen the bourbon and water she had settled on after hearing his meager selection of available drink options. “I’m not much of a drinker, normally, so I don’t keep much liquor in the house.”

		

		“No, this is perfect,” June Ellen lied, sipping the not very good cocktail, smiling at him.

		

		She patted the sofa where she sat. “Come sit next to me so that we can talk and get to know each other better, Erik.”

		

		He sat down next to her warily, sipping at the neat shot of bourbon in his own glass. She put her drink down for the moment on the coffee table’s coaster and, in the process, managed to scoot closer to him.

		

		“You must know that I’ve been helping Inga with her career,” she said, straightening up and leaning back onto the couch, her movement drawing the thin sundress she wore tighter across her braless breasts; she could feel her pronounced nipples jutting out against the flimsy fabric and saw his eyes drift downward to take in the show.

		

		“Inga is one of my daughters, Lee-Lee’s, closest friends,” she went on, loving the way his pale blue eyes kept straying downward, toward her pokey nipples in the low-cut dress. “So, when Amos Stallings became interested in her for Windsong, Lonnie and I decided to represent her, to make sure she got the best deal possible from a canny old Hollywood dog like Amos, her being a neophyte as far as acting and movie contracts went.”

		

		When Erik nodded and sipped more of his drink, but didn’t reply, she went on to ask, “Why are you so dead set against her succeeding as an actress; so against her making that her career? Do you have something against actresses, Erik?”

		

		She leaned forward, toward him as she said that, and his eyes went wider as more and more of her sumptuous cleavage came into view. Tearing his eyes away from her chest, he said, “Uh, well, it’s just so different a lifestyle than what we’re used to.”

		

		He drank more of his bourbon and then blurted, “We’re conservative, Midwestern people, June Ellen; we never knew any actresses before we moved out here. I’m not comfortable with my daughter staking her whole future on something as…ephemeral as a career in the movies.”

		

		Shaking his head, he went on to say heatedly, “Plus, there’s the publicity! My God, I don’t know how you people live with dozens of strangers following you around constantly, taking pictures of your every move. I’m not at all sure that that’s the sort of life I want for my little Inga!”

		

		June Ellen sat back, not commenting right away. This man was wound tighter than a watch spring; she could sense it, and it wasn’t just from his unhappiness with Inga’s choice of careers or the fact that his wife had abandoned him for another man’s bed. There was something else going on here…

		

		“This place, Hollywood, Beverly Hills, southern California,” he said, shaking his head negatively yet again. “It’s just not our sort of place. We never should have left our little town in Minnesota and moved here.”

		

		June Ellen had an intuition just then, something to do with the wistful tone in his voice as he mentioned rural Minnesota. She decided to take a stab at it.

		

		“How is your job at the bank going, Erik?” she asked, watching for his reaction..

		

		Erik Norgaard looked stricken. He finished the rest of his bourbon in a big swallow and turned away.

		

		“As I said, we never should have left the Midwest,” he finally admitted in a sullen tone when he turned back to face her. “They put me in charge of business development, something that was a big part of my job when I was president of my bank back home.”

		

		He looked away again, as if unable to look her in the eye, as he went on to explain, “Things here are so different. I have trouble connecting to people as easily as I did back home; here, it’s all golf and drinks at the country club and what they call ‘schmoozing’.”

		

		With a derisive little laugh, he lurched up off the couch and went over to the bourbon bottle and poured himself another large, straight drink. As he crossed the room back to the couch, he said, “Back home, I never had to ‘schmooze’. People talked straight. Everyone out here wants to gossip and talk movies and celebrities—things I don’t keep up on. And then, when Inga suddenly became so famous, almost overnight…”

		

		June Ellen suddenly saw it all. Erik had been on the verge of failing with the bank, of losing his impressive six-figure job and his free mansion and having to move home to Minnesota with his tail between his legs. And then Inga had exploded onto the scene with her half-million-dollar contract and her face on every TV gossip show, her name on everyone in this town’s lips!

		

		“I bet those clients you were attempting to schmooze with all wanted to meet Inga, didn’t they?” she asked quietly.

		

		He closed his eyes, took a big pull from his freshened drink and nodded affirmatively. “God, yes! They kept asking me all about her. And I could tell that when I wasn’t there, those guys were all drooling over her, imagining what it would be like to…to be with my little girl, sexually!”

		

		Poor fucker, June Ellen thought to herself, everyone you meet is fantasizing about screwing your daughter, you’re about to get fired from your prestigious job, and then your wife runs off to suck an aging matinee idol’s dick!

		

		Still, June Ellen realized, she hadn’t come here to sympathize with Erik and find out exactly which demons were tormenting him. She had come here to seduce him.

		

		Leaning forward, her lush breasts pushing out the front of her thin dress once more, she touched his shoulder lightly. She could feel his eyes checking out her cleavage again as she said softly, “Well, Erik, you’re going to have to deal with the fact that, while you might still see Inga as your little girl, the rest of the world sees her as a grown-up, sexy, desirable young woman; a movie star. And people are attracted to and fantasize sexually about movie and TV stars all the time.”

		

		He blushed, looking up nervously from her breasts to her face. Haltingly, he admitted, “I do know exactly what you mean. You remember how Anna always said that your first series, Undercover Girl, was her absolute favorite TV show back when she was in high school?”

		

		June Ellen nodded that she did.

		

		“Well, it was mine too,” he said shyly, coloring even more deeply. “And it wasn’t because of the show, so much—it was because of you.”

		

		She grinned and leaned in even closer, her breasts nearly touching his shirtfront now. She reached up and ran her fingertips through his pale hair teasingly.

		

		“Oh, it wasn’t my great acting, or the exciting plot lines that drew you in every week?” she whispered, coming still closer.

		

		“No,” he admitted, his voice as low and soft as hers in the empty living room. “I thought you were the most beautiful girl in the world.”

		

		“Well, I’m not as pretty was I was when I was seventeen,” she murmured, her lips nearing his. “But I am right here, right now…not on some television screen.”

		

		He moaned and closed his eyes as she kissed him for the first time. Her lush tits came down on his chest and she rubbed them against him, her tongue tapping at his closed lips.

		

		“Unnggghhhh!” he gasped, opening them to her, her tongue slipping into his mouth.

		

		He’s all mine now, June Ellen thought triumphantly, his free hand coming up to toy with her hair while they kissed, her fingers beginning to work on the buttons of his shirt.

		

		Within another few minutes, her dress was gone and she lay writhing atop his bare chest, kissing him sensuously, her naked tits, with their prominent, stiff little knobs dragging across his chest fur. She felt his cock, brick-hard, under her thong-clad body.

		

		“Mmmmmmm, let’s open this up and see what you have for me, darling,” she whispered, coming up off his lips and reaching down to undo his belt, trousers and zipper with practiced ease.

		

		“Oh, my, what a nice one!” she sighed, staring down at Erik Norgaard’s average-sized but very thick cock. “How absolutely yummy looking!”

		

		She slid downward; kneeling between his legs, his trousers and boxers quickly pulled down around his shoes, and took his rampant prick in her right fist. Easing her tongue out, she slid it all over his fat, knobby cock head, basting the sensitive red knot of flesh with her hot spittle.

		

		“Oh! Oh, dear God, what are you doooooing?” he sighed in ecstasy and disbelief, watching the girl of his adolescent daydreams lick his cock.

		

		Anna, Anna, Anna, shame on you! She thought to herself, sucking the head of Erik’s prick between her lips, still licking wildly at the hot tip. What were you thinking, never giving this nice cock of his a blowjob in all those years?

		

		“Oh, oh, that feels incredible!” Erik gasped the first time she sucked all of him in, her tongue swirling all around him. “I…I never…!”

		

		Of course, you haven’t darling, she thought to herself, her head going smoothly up and down, her suction constant, her tongue-work practiced and perfect. But you’re about to, trust me on that one!

		

		Erik Norgaard didn’t last another two minutes. In no time at all, he was screaming out his release, huge gouts of come spurting up into his fantasy girl’s mouth, while June Ellen calmly swallowed and licked and sucked some more out.

		

		“It’s so good! Oh, sweet God, it feels so wonderful!” he cried out in pure bliss, his eyes half closed, his body bowed up off the couch, his cock exploding again and again into her willing mouth and throat.

		

		***

		

		“Wasn’t that fun?” she asked when he’d finally stopped spewing out come, and his cock had shriveled soft again.

		

		She stood up in front of the panting, smiling man and doffed her last item of clothing, her tiny thong panties, baring her juicy-wet, shiny cunt lips to his gaze. His eyes widened as he saw that her pussy was completely bereft of hair.

		

		“Do you like it?” she asked, smiling seductively down at him, running her forefinger over her slippery opening. “Here, have a taste.”

		

		She brought her finger up to his startled lips and pushed it insistently against them until he let it inside. His tongue lapped the thick nectar from her fingertip and he sighed.

		

		“It’s…it’s sweet!” he said, sounding astonished.

		

		June Ellen grinned and slid down onto the couch on her back, hooking one leg over the back of the sofa and throwing the other one up on the coffee table, opening herself wide to his inspection. She worked her splayed open pussy up off the cushion and whispered, “Why don’t you have a little taste straight from the source, darling?”

		

		“I don’t…I don’t know how to do that,” he admitted shyly, his handsome face coloring with embarrassment once more.

		

		She crooked her finger at him, still smiling and said, “Then come down here and learn. It’s not difficult, I promise.”

		

		***

		

		“Just like that, sweetheart!” June Ellen hissed eagerly, her pelvis rocking up off the couch against her new lover’s gliding tongue. “Oh, fuck, yes! Suck my hot clitty and lick it just like that!”

		

		Erik Norgaard, lapping ecstatically at the first pussy he’d ever eaten in his life, did just as he was told, gripping June Ellen’s sumptuous ass moons in his big hands as he did so. He sucked at her engorged bud enthusiastically, his tongue sliding all over it, and the dark-haired temptress whimpered and started to come.

		

		“Eaaaatttt ittttttt!” she wailed, orgasming hard against his willing mouth. “Oh, fuck, baby! Eat my hot cunt!”

		

		The pussy-gobbling man held on tight and swallowed, her pussy gushing out a big wave of cunny juice as she ground herself against him and shivered from head to toe. June Ellen moaned and gripped his short blond hair, her twat throbbing wonderfully as she came and came.

		

		“Oh, that was so sweet,” she sighed at last, dropping back onto the couch limply, her orgasm receding. “For a novice, you lick cunt like an old pro, darling. Thank you.”

		

		He looked up from her wet junction excitedly, his face shiny with her outpouring, grinning like a teenaged boy who has just discovered the joys of masturbation. Straightening up a little, his cock and balls came into view and June Ellen could see that pleasing her with his mouth had given him a raging hard on once more—which was just what she’d hoped for.

		

		She crooked her finger at him again enticingly. When he moved forward a little between her spread-wide legs, she sat up just a bit and reached down and took his reinvigorated dick in her fist and placed the head of it against her slippery lower lips.

		

		“Push, darling,” she urged him. “I want you inside of me. Fuck me, Erik. Give me that big dick of yours right now!”

		

		Wrapping her arms around him, she drew him in as he penetrated her. She gripped him in a tight embrace and kissed him, loving the taste of her own sweet pussy juice on his lips and tongue, tossing her ass up off the couch, giving him the fuck of a lifetime.

		

		She wondered, idly, as she screwed Inga’s daddy for the first time, if Lonnie was really playing golf this afternoon. It was very possible, knowing her philandering husband, that he was doing exactly what she was doing this very minute, with some little cutie he’d met recently.

		

		I hope so, June Ellen thought, fucking Erik passionately.

		

		They had always enjoyed some of the best sex of their no-holds-barred marriage right after they’d both cheated on each other. Lying in bed, describing what they’d done to their new partners, each tantalizing the other with how hot the experience had been, never failed to work both Lonnie and her up into a lather of excitement. They always fucked each other with fierce abandon after a little story-telling session like that, and she was looking forward to enjoying another one of those tonight!

		

		***

		

		“And you’re actually going to tell him all about what we did today?” Erik asked incredulously a half hour later, as June Ellen was getting dressed to leave.

		

		“Of course,” she told him. “I just hope he’s out getting it on with some little slut today instead of actually playing golf. It’s not much of a trade, me telling him about seducing you and how great you fucked me and ate my pussy in return for hearing about some fucking boring round of golf, now is it?”

		

		Erik flashed her a bemused, disbelieving smile and said, “I’ll never fit into this life out here. I can’t believe you two have been happily married for over twenty years, doing things like this the whole time.”

		

		“Well, I’m not saying that it would work for everyone, sweetie, but it works well for us,” she said, pulling her dress back into place. “Give it some thought and do remember what else we talked about, and keep it in mind, all right?”

		

		He nodded that he would, and she picked up her purse and headed for the front door.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Six

		

		“And sooooooo, we’re okay?” Cyn asked anxiously.

		

		Cyn, Lee-Lee, Marsha, and June Ellen were all huddled around the Ridge’s kitchen table again. It was a little after five in the afternoon and June Ellen had just returned from her afternoon tryst with Erik.

		

		“I think we will be,” June Ellen said. “I explained that the last thing on earth I wanted to do was to ruin his life, but I made it clear that if he went through with his threats about Anna and Garrett, I would have no alternative except to retaliate in kind.”

		

		“And he was swayed by that?” Marsha asked.

		

		June Ellen looked down at the table, red creeping into her cheeks. She looked back up in her daughter’s direction and then admitted in a very quiet voice, “Well, I think that it did have an effect, yes. Plus…I agreed to see him again in the future. He was really excited about that idea.”

		

		“So, you’re going to fuck him steady from now on, to help keep him in line?” Cyn asked, smiling happily.

		

		June Ellen blushed harder, her eyes darting away from Lee-Lee’s, as she whispered guiltily, “Yes, I am.”

		

		***

		

		“You are fucking kidding me!” Inga gasped later that evening, when Riley had gone back to the frat house and the girls were back home, seated around the dinner table, and Cyn finished bringing the blonde girl up to speed on what had happened today.

		

		Inga closed her eyes and shook her head angrily. “I can’t fucking believe it! My mama is balling Garrett, while he’s fucking me at the same time, and my daddy is now screwing June Ellen? This is like some kind of bizzaro-universe where everyone fucks everyone!”

		

		“Not to mention you making it with all of us and Riley, and sharing some of us,”—Marsha stopped and looked pointedly over at Lee-Lee before adding—“but not all of us with Riley as well.”

		

		After a moment of considering that, Inga took a deep breath and announced, “We may as well get it all out in the open, since we seem to be airing out all of the dirty laundry tonight.”

		

		She looked over at Lee-Lee and said, “I’m sorry to have to tell you about this, but it’s all getting so damned confusing that I just want it all out there, darling—I’ve fucked your dad and mom too, every once in a while, for months now.”

		

		Lee-Lee picked up the wine she had been drinking with dinner and downed all of what was left in two big gulps. She held out her empty glass and asked weakly, “Is there any more of this stuff left?”

		

		After Cyn had jumped up and gone into the kitchen and opened another bottle and refilled the youngest Ridge’s glass, Lee-Lee took another big drink and then sighed, “This is like living in some kind of bizzaro-universe. It’s like the triple X rated version of that old movie, Peyton Place, and we’re all starring in it!”

		

		Long moments went by and then Inga laughed and patted Lee-Lee’s hand with hers and said, “Well, at least all of us are stars, not just extras, and we’ve all got speaking parts, huh, kid?”

		

		The four of them looked at one another and then all began cracking up. They refilled the glasses and rapidly emptied them, still chuckling guiltily at the mess their lives had become.

		

		***

		

		“How did you know I wasn’t really playing golf?” Lonnie Ridge asked his wife late that night, in their bedroom.

		

		They were both naked in the big bed and June Ellen had just filled him in briefly on the barely-averted disaster with Erik and Anna Norgaard and Garrett Soames, and about her role in it that afternoon. She now smiled at him and rested her chin on his bare left shoulder, staring up into his questioning, excited eyes.

		

		“It was just a guess, based on being married to you for years and years, sexy,” she whispered. “Was she hot?”

		

		Lonnie chuckled and nodded his head yes. “Yeah. Not as hot as you or Inga or someone in that elevated realm, but not too bad.”

		

		He cocked his head and asked, “How about old Erik? Is he hung? Did he do my baby nicely and make her come good?”

		

		June Ellen giggled and nodded back, answering, “He hasn’t got your fantastic attributes, cock-wise, darling, but then few men have. However, he does know how to use what he’s got. I came very nicely, thank you. And he about drowned me when I blew him, earlier. I swear, I don’t think Anna had drained that swamp in a long time!”

		

		Lonnie laughed again and wrapped his arm around his wife and drew her in even closer to him. He winked at her and whispered, “Tell me all about it. I want to hear about every single thing that happened.”

		

		She glanced down and saw that his massive dick was already getting stiff under the covers, at just the thought of her doing another man and then telling him—blow by blow, so to speak—all about it. She had to admit, her own nipples were as hard as could be and her pussy was getting wetter at the thought of doing just that, but she hesitated, demanding of him: “Only if you agree to tell me every detail of what you and your little golf-date honey did this afternoon in return.”

		

		He grinned lasciviously at her and nodded agreement, his dick jerking under the covers at the thought of the incredibly hot, raunchy sex their mutual revelations would no doubt inspire…

		

		***

		

		“You said that it was important that we talk, so I’m here,” Anna Norgaard said stiffly to her husband. “So talk.”

		

		They were standing in the living room, the same living room where, unbeknownst to Anna, Erik had enjoyed some of the wildest, most intense sex of his entire life with June Ellen Ridge a few hours ago. He was freshly showered and shaved now, the evidence of her perfume and her body fluids carefully washed away. The memory of her and her hot, luscious body and what they’d done together and what she’d promised to give him in the future, were still very vivid, however.

		

		“Your friend, June Ellen, came and saw me this afternoon,” Erik began, hoping that he had some of the talent his daughter seemed to possess buried deep within him somewhere; that he was actor enough to somehow pull this off.

		

		“She convinced me that going public with the affair was foolish, so I’m not going to do that,” he said.

		

		Anna looked stunned, and then relieved. Her eyes widened after she considered what he had said for another moment.

		

		“How on earth did she do that?” Anna asked suspiciously. “You were so angry, so dead set on doing it.”

		

		“She pointed out to me that the bank might just terminate me for being involved in a scandal of that sort, especially if it came to light that I had been the cause of it; that I had been the one to go to the media with it and make what happened public,” Erik lied as boldly as he knew how to, not having much experience at lying to Anna.

		

		When she didn’t say anything for long moments, he went on, “She made me see some other things as well. I’ve been awful to you for months now; it’s as much my fault as it was yours that I…I drove you away.”

		

		He paused and then moved back to what he considered his strongest suit—the truth—saying, “I’ve been terrified of losing my job, practically since we first got here, Anna. I didn’t want to tell you, to worry you with it, so I tried to deal with it on my own. But it was eating me alive. That’s a big part of why I’ve been so distant and angry and…unpleasant to be around for months now.”

		

		“Oh, darling!” she found herself blurting, dashing across the room to wrap her arms around him in spite of herself. “What can we do?”

		

		He smiled at her and played what he hoped would be another ace, saying: “Well, June Ellen had some good advice for me there too. She said that Lionel Terry would be calling me this week. She promised that she’d talk to him and explain my situation and that he would introduce me to some people, clients of his, who would be happy to send some new business my way.”

		

		Anna looked puzzled. She asked, “But why would Mr. Terry do that for you? We barely know him; we only met him and his wife once, at that barbeque at the Ridge’s house a few months ago?”

		

		“Because June Ellen and her husband are old clients of his, and old friends, and our little Inga is one of his most important new clients,” Erik explained. “She said she’d talk to him for me and convince him, with Inga’s help, to steer some business my way, thereby saving my bacon down at the bank.”

		

		Anna smiled, looking just like the old Anna…his Anna; the woman he’d been in love with for more than twenty years. She saw the look in his eye and the smile softened. She melted into his arms and their lips came together almost of their own accord.

		

		***

		

		Erik gasped. He didn’t know whether to laugh or cry! His Anna, his gorgeous, sweet, darling Anna, was sucking his cock for the very first time ever, and doing it every bit as well as June Ellen had done it earlier that afternoon. The knowledge that she had obviously learned how to commit this lewd, lascivious…deliciously forbidden and pleasurable act on another man’s dick was sheer torture for him, but the exquisite sensations her lips and tongue were creating were so intense that he couldn’t find it within himself to tell her to stop!

		

		He felt his balls tightening and reached down to stop her head in it’s smooth, easy glide up and down his throbbing shaft. She glanced up at him, a rapt look of utter contentment on her face, and he realized in that instant that she would have happily sucked him all the way off and swallowed his hot come for him, had he wished her to.

		

		“Anna, darling,” he sighed, easing her head off the end of his prick. “Lay back, please, sweetheart. I…I need to love you.”

		

		“Oh, yes, Erik!” she whispered, getting up onto her hands and knees between his open legs and moving back up the bed, turning onto her back and holding out her arms to him.

		

		He arranged himself quickly between her spread thighs and slid his cock into her, moaning at how good her wet, juicy heat felt around him. He pushed in all the way, his balls coming to rest up against her pretty asscheeks and he smiled down at her as she embraced him.

		

		“Oh, Anna, I love you so much,” he whispered truthfully, loving her like mad again at that instant. “I’m so sorry I pushed you away.”

		

		Anna looked as if she might cry for a moment, and then she wrapped him in her arms and held him close, starting to move her pelvis beneath him. She whispered fiercely in his ear. “Fuck me, Erik! Fuck your wife hard with that nice cock of yours; make me come, my darling!”

		

		Erik Norgaard gasped, never having heard Anna use language like that in his entire life. But he happily did just as she urged him…

		

		***

		

		“I’ve had a lot of time to think about things,” Erik said later, as they lay cuddled in bed. “I didn’t sleep at all last night, after you left. I walked around and thought things through, and then today, when June Ellen showed up, we talked and I finally admitted to her, and to myself, that being terrified I was about to fail—to lose my job and everything we’ve worked for our whole adult lives—had made me irrational, and impossible to be around.”

		

		He turned his head and looked at her, nestled against his bare shoulder, her white-gold hair fanned out against his skin and the pillow.

		

		“I drove Inga away, and then I drove you away,” he said. “I don’t blame you anymore for going elsewhere for what you needed. But I do have a request to make.”

		

		“What’s that?” she asked softly, her eyes wide with fear at what his request might be.

		

		“I want you, Anna,” he whispered back. “I always have and I always will. I won’t have you followed anymore; I promise. But I want you to be here for me when I come home at night. Your days are your own. If you need to…go somewhere…then you should just go and do what you need to do. But please be home, waiting for me, when I get back at night. Can you promise me that much?”

		

		Anna’s head spun. Did he really mean what it sounded like he meant? Was he willing to turn a blind eye toward her…visits…to Garrett’s bed?

		

		“You mean…?” she started to ask, and then stopped herself.

		

		“I mean just what I said,” he answered shortly. “We will never discuss what’s happened thus far and, whatever happens in the future…happens. Your days are your own, to do with as you please; just be here for me when I get home. Can you do that for me, Anna, my love?”

		

		Her heart beat wildly. He was giving her Garrett, like some sort of aged boy-toy, to do with as she pleased, like a birthday present or something!

		

		“I…I…. of course, I can do that, darling,” she whispered softly, not quite believing the change that had come over him but desperately wanting to believe it.

		

		“Good, that’s settled then,” he smiled at her somewhat stiffly.

		

		And I can feel free to be with June Ellen a few times a month without any remorse, he thought with guilty elation.

		

		It was a totally foreign arrangement for both of them, but from the light in Anna’s excited blue eyes, he thought it just might be the right one for them. He knew it would work for him because his cock was already getting hard again at the thought of his Anna picking up even more nasty new tricks from her older lover, and of him learning a great deal more as well from sexy, sultry, June Ellen Ridge!

		

		***

		

		Monday went very well for Inga. It just seemed to keep getting better and better. She got a paper back that she had written a week earlier and found a large “A” across the top of if, she enjoyed a nice lunch with the Posse, and then she ducked out of school right at the last bell and went to visit her mom at home, having phoned her first to let her know that she was coming over.

		

		The two of them visited in the kitchen, sitting at the table, Inga snacking on some of her favorite dishes from the refrigerator, Anna telling her how much better her father was suddenly acting—after explaining about the scare at work about losing his job that had contributed to his behavior for the last few months, and then filling her in on Lionel’s up-coming help with directing new business to the bank—and Inga telling her mom in return about all of the new products she was now representing, the unbelievable money that was coming in, and about Windsong rehearsals finally starting next month. Both of them studiously avoided any mention of Garrett Soames or Anna’s involvement with him.

		

		Erik Norgaard surprised both of them by coming home early, joyously greeting Inga with a huge hug and smile when he found her seated at the table as he burst through the door at just after five with a big bouquet of roses for Anna. Inga thought her heart would leap right out of her chest with the bliss of having her family back together again; Daddy seemed so much more like his old self! He was absolutely overflowing with love for her, and for Mama.

		

		Inga, of course, knew more than her mother did about at least one of the reasons why her father was so happy. She enjoyed going to bed with June Ellen herself, so she could definitely identify with at least one of her dad’s reasons for loving life all of a sudden.

		

		But she also caught the vibes between her parents, and that made her smile. Besides his new passion for June Ellen’s lush body, Daddy seemed to have rekindled his love for Mama somewhere along the way too, and that made Inga very happy indeed.

		

		Maybe June Ellen and Lonnie and Riley and I aren’t crazy, she found herself thinking. Maybe sometimes it just adds spice to the relationship, when you go out and fuck around behind your honey’s back once in a while?

		

		She begged off from her parent’s invitation to stay for dinner, promising to do that very soon, but explaining that she was expected back at her house for another try at pizza-making in her built-in pizza oven tonight, with Marsha and Lee assisting. Cyn was still steadfastly anti-domestic, preferring to order in or go out for dinner, but she had agreed to sip wine and kibitz as her roomies attempted to cook a pizza without incinerating it.

		

		***

		

		When she strolled into the kitchen from the driveway twenty minutes later, Inga knew immediately that something as very wrong. Instead of finding Lee and Marsha and Cyn waiting for her in the kitchen, aprons on, sipping wine, pizza ingredients laid out on the counter and ready to assemble, she found them sitting glumly around the kitchen table, a big bottle of Seagram’s and a liter of Seven Up in the middle of it, seven and seven glasses in their hands. All of them looked as sour as a taxpayer waiting to see an IRS auditor.

		

		“Okay, what happened?” Inga asked with a sigh. “Did someone die?”

		

		The three girls started as if a current of electricity had just been pumped through their kitchen chairs. Cyn reached over, dropped some cubes from a bowl of ice that sat next to the booze and the mixer into a tall glass and proceeded to make Inga a strong one. She pushed it toward an empty chair.

		

		“Sit down and have a belt of that, why don’t you, cutie?” she suggested dolefully.

		

		Inga took the drink and had a large sip and sat down. She looked around the table demandingly.

		

		“Is somebody going to tell me what happened or not?” she asked.

		

		Cyn looked at the other two and then said, “Amos Stallings apparently found himself a new hottie to ‘audition’. The word I got from Lee-Lee’s mom and dad, who heard it from someone who knows Claudia really well, was that Amos was porking this really cute, really hot little thirteen year old—who had just missed being signed by Disney a few weeks ago for the lead in one of their a new series—this afternoon in his back bedroom at the studio, when his eyes suddenly rolled back in his head, he blew a huge wad into this poor screaming kid, and then he pitched over, dead as a rock…his dick still up her asshole!”

		

		“Holy Jesus!” Inga gasped.

		

		“That’s pretty bad, all right,” Marsha assured her. “But you ain’t heard the worst of it yet.”

		

		“Daddy says that Claudia Stallings is freaking out—not just cause horndog Amos is probably slow-roasting over a hot fire on a spit in Hell—but because she’s not sure that she’s going to be able to hold the financing together to get Windsong made,” Lee-Lee added morosely.

		

		“Yeah, he was a supreme asshole, but he had a terrific rep as a producer because nine-tenths of his films made money over the years and, also, he had won those two Oscars at Best Director,” Cyn said. “With him not around to produce the fucking thing and direct it, his money guys are apparently real nervous.”

		

		Inga tipped back her drink and swallowed half of it in two big gulps, her heart suddenly pounding. If Windsong folded, would she have to give back the money? She could probably do it, because of all the other endorsement money now in her accounts. But if there was no starring role for her in Windsong, how long would those other deals hold together? Could those companies demand repayment, since she would no longer be an up-and-coming movie star, but would, instead, revert to being—at least temporarily—an unknown with no immediate employment prospects?

		

		“What do your mom and dad say about all of this?” she asked Lee-Lee nervously.

		

		The youngest Ridge shook her head. “They’re worried—I could hear it in their voices on the phone. No one knows yet just how bad this will get, since he just died late this afternoon, but Claudia is a basket case and everything is way up in the air right now, according to Daddy.”

		

		“Damn it!” Inga sighed, seeing her whole wondrous, beautiful life starting to melt away around her, like icicles in the spring thaw back in Minnesota…

		

		The End – for now
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