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It wasn’t exactly Lottie’s first choice, but after more rejections than she could count, it had become her only choice. As a drunken actress had told her at a party in the hills, ‘when starting out in Hollywood, if a door opens, you don’t hesitate, you just jump straight through it!’ The actress passed out soon after, but still, as advice went, it kind of made sense. She just needed some experience, something on her resume to get to the next step.

Her car groaned as it struggled up the hill and toward the famous white sign. She took a moment to look out and over LA, which sprawled out below for as far as the eye could see. She had fought so hard to get here and nothing would stop her until she had made it! 

She pulled up in front of a mansion that already had several other cars and vans squeezed into the driveway. It was the kind of place she had dreamed of. When she had made it big, like really big, she would buy herself a house just like this. It would be her hosting one of those parties everyone was desperate to be seen at. One day... but not today... Today was about rolling her sleeves up and getting stuck in. Just do the job, make a good impression and move onward and upward. Simple.

The hallway was as grand as she had expected, with a huge, sweeping staircase, marble floor and ornate pillars. Like a lot of what she had seen in the City of Angels, it was a bit over the top, but she guessed that’s what made this place so special. 

A woman with a full perm and thick glasses hurried by, arms full of towels and makeup bags.

“Er, hi! Excuse me, I’m Lottie... I’m here for the er... filming.”

“Girls are getting ready through there,” the woman nodded in a vague direction.

“Oh, no... I’m here as a production assistant. Lottie, Lottie McKenna.”

The woman looked her up and down. Lottie knew she was attractive, with a slender build, ample bust, and thick, flowing blonde hair. She was always getting checked out, but this felt a little different.

“I see...” the woman seemed a little surprised, “Then, follow me.” 

“This is an amazing house. Whose is it?” 

“Not sure. We’re just hiring it. Got two days to shoot the entire thing so it’s rush, rush, rush,” the woman emphasized this point by the speed she was moving.

“So, you are... makeup?” Lottie asked, trying to keep up.

“Makeup, catering... sometimes lighting... whatever is needed. I’m Jan.”

“Nice to meet you.”

They stepped outside and back into the dazzling sunshine, which was bouncing off brilliant white walls and the vast swimming pool. Half a dozen crew members were setting up, reflectors, sound booms, VHS cameras. Sitting around a table on the patio were a couple of gorgeous women, in skimpy bikinis, reading through thin screenplays.

“Bobby! Bobby!” Jan called out, “Your new assistant,” before rushing over to the two girls.

A man in a pale blue jacket, with shoulder pads, turned. He had slicked-back black hair and a neat moustache. He took a drag on his cigarette as he appraised the newcomer, “You’re Lottie?” his eyes moved up and down her figure, not in a lecherous way but like someone appraising a piece of artwork.

“That’s right!” she smiled broadly and thrust out a hand in greeting. It was important to appear confident, she told herself.

“Nice to meet you, I’m Robert Danner, but everyone calls me Bobby. Production assistant, eh?”

“That’s right.”

“Interesting, most girls who look like you come to Hollywood with dreams of being on the other side of the camera.”

Lottie was used to men’s attempts at flirting, but this wasn’t some guy trying to sound charming – he was just stating a fact, “I want to make films. Proper films.”

“Proper films?” Bobby smirked, “You mean not like us,” he nodded to the two busty girls on the patio, “Not porn.”

Lottie blushed as she realised she had just insulted the industry she had arrived to work in, “Er... no... I mean... I want to progress into...”

Bobby laughed, “Relax! I’m just playing with you. I get it. Girl arrives in Hollywood dreaming of walking straight onto the next Star Wars set and instead quickly finds herself on the set of ‘Lesbo Sex Nymphs 3.’ The rest of Hollywood may look down on us, but you will learn more in a week here than six months on some huge studio lot.”

“Right! I get that. And I’m going to work hard and do whatever you need me to.”

“Glad to hear it. So, you watched much porn before?”

“Erm... no... I mean, of course I’ve seen a few late-night eroticas.”

Bobby laughed again, “We’re a little different than those... less plot... more sex. A lot more sex. Real sex. You understand?”

Lottie nodded. She had only accepted the job yesterday, the need for money and the burning desire to get into the industry, no matter what, had meant she hadn’t given the exact details too much thought, “Sure. I get that,” she nodded as the thought of seeing people having sex, for real, right in front of her made her equally excited and nervous.

“Excellent! We’re a small crew, so everyone chips in everywhere, no one is above getting their hands dirty and that includes me... and you.”

“Whatever it takes.”

“Hey Bobby!” Jan called from the other side of the pool, “Dave wants to know if he should get ready yet.”

Bobby looked around. Everything appeared to be set up, “Yes. Does he need a hand or is he ok?”

Jan shrugged, “You know Dave, he always prefers a hand.”

A ridiculously muscular and handsome man walked out of the house dressed in what was meant to be a postal uniform that was far too tight, his shirt was open a few buttons, “Bobby, what about the shirt? More or less open?” he called out.

Bobby thought about it, “Keep it done up for now, Dave, we can focus on the unbuttoning to build tension.”

“Who’s the new girl, a fluffer?” Dave asked hopefully.

Bobby looked at Lottie who was unsure what the guy had asked, “No... just ask Monique.”

“Gotcha!” Dave looked a bit disappointed.

“What is a fluffer?” asked Lottie.

“A fluffer helps the actors prepare for the scene, keeps them hard and aroused between takes.”   

Lottie gasped as Dave went over to one of the hot girls at the table, pulled down his shorts and just flopped his cock out. The girl took his member and started to stroke it. With every passing second, his dick began to swell... bigger and bigger. 

“As I said, this isn’t the set of Star Wars 2,” he smiled, “Okay, everyone, gather around.”

They all convened at the table on the patio, the girl was still stroking Dave, who was now fully erect, but her attention was on Bobby.

“So, Dave is delivering his parcel to the rich housewife, Candy. She starts sucking him off while Monique watches from behind the bushes over there and starts masturbating.”

“Do I know she’s watching?” asked Candy.

“Yes! And you enjoy it! You want to make her jealous and turn her on. We will show you looking over there while Monique tries to remain hidden.”

“What’s in the parcel?” asked Dave.

“Erm... doesn’t matter...” replied Bobby.

“Maybe a toolbox? Or a toaster?”

Bobby shrugged, “Up to you, Dave, imagine whatever you want.”

“Cool.”

Lottie couldn’t take her eyes off Dave’s massive, erect cock and the hand stroking him. Everyone else kept talking away as if it were the most normal thing in the world. She caught Candy’s eye, the girl just shrugged and blew a pink bubble from her gum. Lottie blushed, fidgeted and looked away.

“Positions, everyone!”

Lottie held a reflector as requested while Dave strutted out of the doors and onto the patio. What a supposed deliveryman was doing inside the house, she wasn’t sure.

“Excuse me, I have a package for you,” said Dave, a twinkle in his eye.

“Mmm... I see you do, and what a package it is!” Candy replied. Candy had voluminous blonde permed hair that ballooned out in tight ringlets, full lips heavily coated in red lipstick, and the classic hourglass figure. She was the personification of ‘Porno Hot.’

Without a further prompt, the girl dropped to her knees, unzipped Dave’s tight little shorts and pulled out his already prepared cock. She then began giving a blow job, sticking her tongue out and licking along the shaft.

Lottie went red. Sure, she had known what she had signed up for but even still, seeing it for real, just a few feet away.

“Oh yes....” Dave gave an exaggerated, loud moan.

“Look up,” whispered Bobby, “That’s it, good.”

The cameraman continued to get closer and closer.

“Now glance over at the bushes where Monique is,” instructed Bobby.

Candy did so, she gripped Dave’s dick while turning to look at the bush. Lottie found herself following her gaze. Monique wasn’t actually there and she smiled, ‘of course, that would be edited in later,’ she thought to herself. The scene went on for five minutes with much slurping and sucking until Dave’s cock was coated in spit.

“Good! Dave, you ready to cum?”
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