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Chapter One



He poured the colourless oil into the palm of his hand until it formed a little pool and began to leak through his fingers, then massaged it into his erection. He was kneeling, naked on the bed beside her. He spread the oil over his cock and balls. It darkened his blond pubic hair and made his erection glisten. His glans was very smooth and pink. As his fist squeezed the shaft within it, the glans inflated, like a small balloon. He pressed his cock back against his flat, muscular belly, then rubbed his palm up and down against it.

‘Are you going to wank for me?’ she asked. ‘You know I love to see that.’

He did not reply. His fingers left the shaft and fastened around his scrotum, pulling it down and away from his body. His cock throbbed visibly. It had left a slick of oil on his belly. She watched as his fingers jiggled his balls briefly then worked their way down between his legs. One finger delved into his anus, the oil making the penetration frictionless. He pushed it right up to the knuckle, his other fingers preventing it going any further. His cock twitched and shuddered in reaction. For a moment she wondered if he might come. His whole body was wired with tension, his eyes looking at her intently, staring at the neatly trimmed triangle of her pubic hair, as if the whole compass of his world had been narrowed to that spot. His cock jerked up again, but she could see he had wrested back some semblance of control. He withdrew his finger and pulled his hand away.

For the second time he made a cup of his palm and filled it with oil. Again the viscous liquid leaked through his fingers but this time he moved his hand so that it was poised above her belly and the oil dripped on to her flesh. Then he carefully poured the rest of the oil from his palm into the hollow of her belly button. It smelt sweet and heady, like sandalwood.

Very slowly he began massaging the oil over her body, first using just one hand, then both. He used a circling motion, spreading the oil up towards her breasts.

‘Aren’t you going to fuck me?’ she asked. She was getting impatient. The sight of his strong, slender body and his quivering erection, as well as the way those periwinkle blue eyes looked at her with such desire, was affecting her quite as much as the sensuous movement of his hands. She still couldn’t get used to men looking at her with such undisguised lust.

Again he did not answer her question. His eyes were glazed. He was lost in his own private world where she was an icon of desire. His hands cupped her plump, round breasts, and rolled them around in circles too, their stiff, corrugated nipples crushed against his oily palms. Soon her soft breasts were coated in oil. They shone, sleek and slippery, trembling slightly as his hands moved away.

He worked down the sides of her torso, taking his time, kneading her narrow waist and the marked flare of her hips. He moved to the top of her thighs, then down to her knees, the oil facilitating the contact, making it sinuous and smooth. His hands worked on one leg at a time, working right down her left leg to the ankle, then up the right, his cock nudging against her hip as he bent over her body. When he reached her thigh, he used both hands to spread her legs apart and worked his fingers up along the inner surfaces on both sides.

He stared at her sex and the glistening labia. Its scarlets and pinks reminded him of an exotic flower, the crimson mouth of her vagina like a honey trap dripping with sticky juices. Her thighs were slender, their muscles, honed by exercise, forming long ridges and shallow valleys in her flesh. He saw her open her legs even wider, and lift her buttocks off the bed, angling her sex up towards him, wanting to show him her need.

Her labia were already opened. He pressed one finger into them, slid it up to her clitoris and saw her body shiver in response. Her head snapped over to one side on the white sheet on which she lay. With the fingers of his other hand he probed her vagina, slowly boring into it with one finger and then two. Her head tossed to the other side, her mouth open.

‘Feels so good,’ she breathed.

The tip of his finger began to circle her clitoris. How many times had he done this to her in the past twelve weeks? His touch was perfect: exactly the right pressure, exactly the right spot. As he proscribed tiny rings around her clit, his fingers inched deeper into her vagina, straining against the tendons of his hand. She could feel how wet he had made her. A river of juices flowed out of her, soaking the sheet under her buttocks.

‘Such a little slut, aren’t you?’ His voice was deep, a cultured American accent.

‘You know I am,’ she said. Their eyes met. She had seen his face a thousand times on posters and billboards. She’d seen it in tight close-up on a cinema screen thirty feet high, every detail, every follicle of his blond eyebrows, every pore of his shaved chin, larger than life, his blond hair and those crystal blue eyes – the two features that it was generally agreed had made his fortune and turned him into an international film star – used to ensnare whichever female actress with whom he happened to be sharing the screen. It was odd to think she had seen him kiss and make love to some of the most glamorous women in the world, long before he had kissed and made love to her. She still found it hard to believe that this beguiling, almost hypnotic personality was now focused on her.

He dipped his head down between her thighs. Almost immediately she felt his tongue replacing his finger on her clit. It was hot, the rubbery texture more sensuous. She squirmed her buttocks against the sheet as she felt her sex contract involuntarily around his fingers. His tongue was only just brushing against her, circling her clit more lightly than his fingers had done, but it was enough to make her come.

She cried out his name as a surge of pleasure coursed through her. His fingers tried to push deeper, his knuckles pressing against her. A third finger slipped into her anus, quite suddenly with no warning. It caused a sharp stab of pain, followed by an instant wave of almost unbelievable pleasure. Her body locked, arching off the bed like a long bow, supported only on her shoulders and her heels, and her orgasm peaked, a huge explosion of sensation crunching up all her nerves.

It was only the beginning, the opening gambit in the game of sexual chess they had played so many times, the ploys and strategies they used on each other capable of infinite variation, the end result always the same.

‘Lie back,’ she said, recovering her senses.

He obeyed. Immediately she straddled his shoulders and planted her labia firmly on his mouth again. Leaning forward she grasped his rock hard cock in her hand then fed it into her mouth. While she pursed her lips around his glans she moved her fist up and down his shaft with a deliberate rhythm that matched the movement of his tongue against her clit.

Taking her hand away she began to move her mouth up and down on his bone-hard erection as he sawed his fingers in and out of both passages of her body, the rhythm they used the same, its tempo becoming increasingly urgent. It was a perfect circle, a vicious circle, the needs and passion of one feeding off the other. The heat of his cock, and the way it throbbed as she sucked it, served only to fuel the fire in her loins, just as her avaricious mouth aggravated the arousal he felt.

Was it seconds or hours before she could stand it no longer, and his tongue and fingers and the feeling of his hot, hard cock buried in her throat provoked her beyond endurance and a second orgasm welled up inside her? She thrust down until his cock was jammed into her throat and she could feel every inch of it, then came, shuddering as pleasure invaded every nerve, and she became its helpless victim.

She must have rolled off him but she had no memory of doing so. It was like coming round from a deep sleep. She was having trouble remembering where she was. Her eyes had been forced closed by her climax and when she opened them again Robert d’Angelo was kneeling by the side of her prostrate body, his cock held tightly in his right fist.

‘Is that what you want?’ she said.

In the games they had played over the last twelve weeks they had done everything it was possible for two lovers to do, every position, every geometrical possibility, and practically every orifice. There had been no inhibitions and no taboos. But there had been preferences. This was his.

‘You don’t mind?’

‘You know I don’t.’

He took the bottle of oil from the bedside table. It was standing on a small, thick metal disc. The bottom of the disc was heated, powered by two batteries, thus warming the oil in the bottle. She had never seen anything like it, but it was one of the many toys he’d brought with him from America. He trickled the warm oil on to her belly, her skin having absorbed most of the original application. She smelt its strong aroma again. She supposed the scent of sandalwood would always remind her of him.

‘Smells so good,’ she said.

His hand smoothed the oil over her body until it was shiny and slippery. He put the bottle back on to its stand, then rubbed the excess oil from his hand on to his cock.

‘I want it so much. I’m so hard. Just looking at you makes me hard.’

It was true. Though she found it difficult to believe she knew it was true. He had proved it to her over and over again.

‘Come on,’ she encouraged, bucking her hips off the bed in a crude imitation of copulation.

He knelt between her open legs, then lay on top of her, his erection not directed down to her sex but lying on her belly, trapped between their two bodies. Immediately he kissed her on the mouth, his tongue plunging between her lips. She sucked on his tongue, as, minutes before, she’d sucked on his penis. It made his cock throb. She broke the kiss and transferred her mouth to his neck, sucking and nibbling on that, working it higher until she could drill her tongue into the inner whorls of his ear. This made him shudder.

He began to move his hips, as if he were fucking her. His cock slid up and down on her slickly oiled belly.

‘Yes,’ he whispered. ‘So good.’

She kept her mouth locked to his ear, but sent her left hand down to his chest until she could grasp his nipple with her fingers. She pinched the bud of flesh hard, using her fingernails to increase the bite. His body shuddered again, his buttocks working faster and faster, his cock ploughing a furrow in her soft, incredibly slippery flesh.

‘God, God!’ he cried loudly.

His whole body shook in a throe of passion and she felt his cock kick violently against the confinement of their bellies. A hot, sticky liquid spattered out of it. A second convulsion produced another spending. Almost unconsciously, as she felt the tension seep from his body, she squirmed, spreading the hot spunk all over her belly.

‘Fantastic,’ he said rolling off her.

Melanie Chambers looked down at herself. Thick white liquid coated her flesh. Some had dribbled down into her pubic hair. As always, when he’d chosen this way to release his passion, she felt a certain emptiness, a void in her sex. But it was a void, she knew, that never lasted for long.

‘What do you want?’ he asked.

‘Champagne. And Beluga caviar. And mineral water. I’m thirsty,’ she replied from the bathroom.

She heard him pick up the phone and ask for room service as she turned on the mixer taps of the shower and adjusted the flow until the water was a pleasant temperature, on the warm side of cool. She was just about to step into the frosted glass shower cubicle when she caught a glimpse of a strange woman in the full length mirror that lined one whole wall of the white marble bathroom. The woman was lithe and slender with short blonde hair in a layered cut. She had big, round blue eyes, a straight, neat nose and sharp, sculpted cheekbones. The lines of her naked body were varied, flat and angular around her collar bone and pelvis, plump and curvaceous, by contrast, at her breasts and buttocks, smooth and contoured on her arms and legs. The stranger’s body was streaked with oil, the breasts shining with it, the neatly trimmed triangle of her pubic hair darkened by it, and there was a white powdery-looking residue on her belly.

It took seconds for Melanie Chambers to realise that she was not staring at a stranger but at herself. Inside every fat person there’s a thin person struggling to get out. So all the magazines had told her. And she had struggled out from her old body. But inside the beautiful strange body that stared back at her wide-eyed, from the wall of mirrors, the old Melanie Chambers – dumpy, plain, gauche with a large, bulbous nose – was still in residence, though she would never be allowed to see the light of day again. One day perhaps she would be banished, one day the vision that greeted Melanie in every mirror, and in every man’s admiring glances, would no longer be a stranger. It had not happened yet. One year after the operation, one year since she had been transformed, that day had not yet arrived.

The operation, by one of London’s top plastic surgeons, had taken away her large nose and her podgy jowls and cheeks, but the rest of the transformation had been her own work. She had taken herself off to a health farm to begin the process of losing two stones in weight, and to learn how to exercise properly in order to keep it off, as well as toning and shaping her body. She had spent time – which she had never done before – on learning about what make-up and clothes best suited her appearance. Her hair too, had undergone a dramatic and expensive re-styling. It had all cost her a small legacy left by a maiden aunt, but it had proved to be worth every penny.

She had never looked back, never once been tempted to over-eat, never once skipped the daily exercise regimen that kept her figure slender and trim, and never neglected taking trouble over her appearance. Before she had thought of clothes as a way of keeping warm. Now she never skimped on the time she spent considering what to wear and what to buy to wear. She was meticulous over her make-up and had her hair cut with monotonous regularity.

The reason she had not slackened the rigour of her new life was quite simple. In the past the old, dumpy Melanie Chambers had looked with a certain amount of contempt on the women who took time over their physical appearance. It had been a salutary lesson to her to find that these same women were the ones who had not only been promoted before her, despite lacking experience or qualifications or even a brain, but they were also the ones who seemed to have the most fun. Since what she called her transformation, not only had Melanie’s career been meteorically successful, she had also enjoyed herself more than she had ever done in her life. Before, men had hardly given her a second glance. Since, men had queued up for her attentions and shown they would do anything for a chance to take her to bed. The message was therefore self-reinforcing. She hadn’t the slightest temptation to slip back into bad habits because every day, in every way, in the admiring glances of men, and women for that matter, she saw the reason not to.

The other big change in her life that her transformation had wrought was sex. She had discovered sensual joy. Before, her experience of it had been desultory and unsatisfactory and she had wondered what all the fuss was about. As far as she was concerned, sex was a damp squib, her orgasms difficult to achieve, requiring an act of studied concentration, and, frankly, not worth the effort. At best they were frantic and short-lived, at worse muted and dull. All that had changed beyond recognition. The damp squib had become a soaring rocket cascading sparks into the sky. Melanie found she could come now with the greatest of ease. Not only that but her resulting orgasms were multiple and spectacular. She found she was capable of a whole range of sexual experience, that sex was not a flat featureless plane but a complex geography of hills and mountains. She was still exploring some of its more remote regions.

Being, by nature, introspective she had thought about how this could have happened. The change in her appearance had, by a strange alchemy she did not fully understand, changed her attitude too. She found that the lust her new body inspired in men gave her what she could only describe as a sense of power. It energised her. Before, she had always felt, subtly, that the man was doing her a favour by agreeing to go to bed with her. Now the boot was very definitely on the other foot. For the first time in her life she had experienced what she realised other beautiful women took for granted; the phenomenon of men wanting, even desperately wanting, her. It was this that had changed her perspective, she supposed. And feeling wanted had created a charge in her that had made her sexually sensitive and sexually alive, and had made her incredibly responsive. It had changed her sexual psyche, and made her open and uninhibited, ready for experiences that had once been taboo.

There were more things in heaven and earth than were dreamt of in her philosophy and there were certainly more sexual diversions than she had ever imagined. In the spirit of adventure her new attitude had engendered Melanie decided to learn all about them. Fortunately she had a friend who was much more worldly wise in such matters than her. Arabella Brown had proved an able teacher.

Melanie stepped into the stream of lukewarm water and showered quickly. She dried herself on one of the large fluffy pink bath towels provided by the hotel. They were in Rome in the Hotel Bristol overlooking the Spanish Steps. The view from every window of the suite was as breath-taking at night, with the lights sparkling over the city of the seven hills, as it was during the day when the burnt sienna of the terracotta roofs seemed to mirror the colour of sunlight, enveloping everything in its amber glow. Wrapping herself in a towelling robe with the Hotel’s crest emblazoned on the breast pocket, Melanie walked back into the bedroom.

Robert d’Angelo, the characteristic lock of blond hair flopped over his forehead, was lying on the bed, still naked. There was a silver tray next to him on the white linen sheet, set on which was a silver ice bucket containing a bottle of Krug champagne, two tall crystal flutes, an opened tin of grey-black caviar, nested in a bowl of ice, together with a basket of toast, plates, knives and white serviettes. There was a bottle of sparkling mineral water and two large glasses as well.

‘I’m fucked,’ Robert said.

‘Quite literally,’ Melanie added. She poured the champagne and handed him a glass as he sat up and propped himself against the pillows.

‘I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of having sex with you,’ he said seriously.

‘I should hope not.’ Melanie poured some mineral water and drank almost a full glass.

The phone rang. As Melanie was still on her feet she answered it. She listened for a few seconds then said ‘thank you’ and put the receiver down. ‘Your call for tomorrow,’ she said. ‘The car will be here at eight.’

‘That’s civilised,’ he said. ‘Scene numbers?’

Melanie turned to the leather-bound spring-loaded binder with the initials R d’A embossed on the front cover. Inside was the colour coded script each new re-write printed on different coloured pages. She flicked through it, then handed it to Robert. ‘Sixty to sixty-five,’ she told him.

‘Great,’ he said grinning. ‘No dialogue.’

‘There’re only ten scenes to go now.’

‘How many days?’

‘Four, tops.’ She found living with an American for twelve weeks had affected her vocabulary.

The film Melanie had set up had been shooting for eight weeks at Pinewood and two in a small village outside Amalfi. They had two weeks in Rome before the ‘wrap’, after which Robert d’Angelo had to fly back to the States where another film awaited him in Los Angeles. A star with his pulling power at the box office was never out of work.

‘You almost sound glad,’ he said sipping the champagne.

‘I’m glad it’s on schedule and under budget. That’s the only reason.’ She sat on the bed. In the life of luxury and limitless expenses that characterised a man who could command more than five million dollars for every movie he made, Melanie had got used to having whatever she desired without thinking of the cost. She had developed a taste for caviar and Beluga was the best. She took a piece of toast, already cut into a wide finger, and dipped it into the bowl, scooping out a large dollop. ‘Anyway we always agreed this was a temporary arrangement. You’ve got your career and I’ve got mine.’

‘You could come and work in L.A.’

‘Maybe I will one day.’ She ate the caviar. It was delicious. ‘But not yet. We’ve been through this already. When I come to Hollywood I want it to be on my terms, not because I’m an adjunct to you.’

‘Yeah, you’re right, I guess. Pity though. I’m going to miss you. You’ve got a great arse.’

‘And I thought you liked my tits.’

‘Those too.’ He was looking at them. His cock stirred slightly.

‘Aren’t you going to eat?’ she asked.

‘Sure.’ He scrambled over to the tray and used a knife to spread a slice of toast with caviar. ‘Are you sure you don’t want to go out and get some dinner?’

‘It’s too late. And we’ve got to be up early. Besides …’

‘Besides what?’

‘I’m feeling in a rather demanding mood.’ Melanie ran her hand up his thigh and flicked at his flaccid cock with her fingernail. It began to swell instantly. That’s what she liked about Robert d’Angelo. He was very responsive.

‘I still wish you’d change your mind.’

She pinched his glans between her thumb and forefinger. ‘About what?’

‘Coming to L.A.’

‘And what about Consuela?’

‘That’s all over.’

‘As far as you’re concerned maybe – but she doesn’t know that, does she?’

‘When I get back—’

‘Robert.’ She never called him Bob. He didn’t like the nickname. ‘Stop it. I’ve had a wonderful time with you. The best time in my life. I might be in lust with you but I’m not in love. And you’re not with me. You know that. This has been convenient. When you get back and see her again you’ll probably feel differently. Better not to make promises you don’t want to keep.’

‘Jesus, you’re so sensible.’

‘You know I’m right. If you want to dump Consuela when you get back to L.A. do it. But not on my account. If my career brings me over there and you’re not heavily involved, then who knows …’

He looked at her. The expression in his eyes changed. He reached forward and kissed her on the mouth. He tasted of the salty caviar. ‘If all the women I’d met were like you I wouldn’t have been married twice already.’

‘Exactly,’ she said. She had met d’Angelo because she needed his name to get the money to finance the film she’d developed. Undoubtedly his very obvious attraction to her had influenced his decision to do the film. It had also been the reason that they had decided to live together during the shooting. He’d first asked her to go and live with him in L.A. after they’d been together for a week. He’d asked her every week since then. After six weeks he’d asked her to marry him. She’d flatly refused. She had a burgeoning career and a burgeoning sex life. It was too early to abandon her adventures and settle for a life of monogamy. ‘Let’s just enjoy the rest of our time together and let the future go hang,’ she said making further use of her newly acquired stock of Americanisms.

‘Sure,’ he said.

She dipped her finger into the tin of caviar and fished out a small quantity. Leaning forward she transferred it to the tip of his now semi-erect penis. ‘This is how I like my caviar best,’ she said grinning. She licked the grey-black eggs off his glans, then sank her mouth right the way down on to him.

‘You’re still hungry, I see,’ he said feeling his cock swelling rapidly.

She pulled her head up from his lap. ‘So are you going to give me something to eat?’ she asked before stretching her lips over his glans again.

‘Anything to keep the wolf from the door.’ He lay back on the bed, knitting his fingers together behind his head. Melanie was one of the best producers he’d ever worked with, good at getting the script right, liked and respected by the crew, and able to control the demands of the director while keeping the budget under control. But she was also one of the sexiest women he had ever met. It was a singular act of serendipity that her enthusiasm and seemingly endless appetite for sex matched his own. She had the ability to arouse him with a look, with a word, or, as now, with a great deal more, creating an urgent need in him that only she could satisfy. Despite his orgasm, he wanted her now quite as much as he had earlier.


Chapter Two



The limousine, a white stretch-Cadillac that looked curiously out of place in the narrow streets of Rome and was the only example in the capital, was waiting outside at eight. They climbed inside the luxurious interior and sat in a comfortable silence as the car drove out of the city to the location in the hills to the north. Melanie stared out at the sights of the city while Robert studied the leather-bound script.

The usual bustle of activity was evident as they arrived at the deserted farmhouse on the side of a valley which had been turned into a miniature city with wagons drawn in a semi-circle around it and a dozen generators providing power. As electricians and grips arranged the huge lighting ‘brutes’ to meet the cameraman’s requirements for the first set-up, Melanie headed for the caravan that served as the production office while Robert disappeared into the large marquee that was used by make-up.

It was a fine day, the sky blue and the sun hot. Due to Melanie’s efforts the film was two days under schedule and $200,000 under budget. Pyramid Television and the rest of the financiers who had put up the money to make the film were pleased. The weather forecast for the next few days was for the sun to continue and there was no reason for the film not to finish on Thursday. On Friday they should all be on their way home. The film would be handed over to the editor and in perhaps three months would be ready for its first public view.

As Melanie sat in her small cramped office in the caravan, she couldn’t help dwelling on last night. She knew what she had told Robert was sensible and it was actually what most of her wanted. There was, inevitably however, a side of her that was not at all sensible, and wanted to accept Robert’s offer without qualms. A year ago if someone had suggested to her that one of Hollywood’s most appealing hunks would be asking her to marry him, she would have thought they were playing a cruel joke. Her transformation had made such things credible. The urge to throw herself into his arms and be carried off to L.A. to live a life of luxury – and decadence – was resistible. That didn’t mean it wasn’t a strong temptation.

The day passed quickly. There was as much to do in winding up a production as in starting out. Equipment that was not going to be used could be shipped back and an inventory made of everything that remained. Assuming there were no major disasters in the last four days the production could claim a rebate on the insurance and Melanie made sure that was in hand.

It was not until four that she got a chance to stroll down to the actual location where Robert d’Angelo was being filmed in a scene in the garden of the farmhouse. She watched him stalk through the garden, stealthily approaching one of the film’s prime suspects. It only took two takes. After the second the director declared himself satisfied and decided there was time to cram in one extra scene before the light faded, which would be another improvement on the schedule.

‘Hi,’ Robert said as he came off the set. He kissed her cheek.

‘We’re going straight on to sixty-three A,’ the first assistant director told him before Melanie could say a word. ‘There’s a bit of dialogue.’

‘I’ve learnt it. How long?’ he asked.

‘An hour,’ the tousle-haired assistant said. ‘Shall I get them to bring you some tea?’

‘No, I’ve got mineral water in the trailer thanks. There’s a costume change, isn’t there?’

‘The girl will be right there,’ the assistant confirmed.

‘If we go on like this we’ll finish even earlier,’ Melanie said taking his arm and walking him towards his Winnebago, the huge motorised caravan that all star actors were given on location for rest and recuperation. It was fully equipped with its own kitchen, shower, toilet, make-up table, and double bed. It was also fully air-conditioned, a real bonus on a sweltering, humid day like today.

‘No,’ he said opening the Winnebago’s narrow metal door. ‘There’s the fight tomorrow. Believe me, fights are never quick.’

He followed her inside. The blinds had been drawn to keep out the worst of the sun and the interior was gloomy apart from shafts of light from a single skylight. The blast of the cool air the air-conditioner had created was welcome. Robert’s khaki shirt was darkened by patches of sweat under his arms and in the middle of his back.

‘I need a shower,’ he said. As he headed for the shower cubicle at the front of the trailer there was a knock on the door and the plump, matronly wardrobe mistress bustled in without waiting to be asked. She was carrying a change of clothes.

‘Hand over,’ she said breezily as Robert began to strip off the shirt. She had been in the film business for thirty years and was used to seeing even the most famous of stars stripped to – and sometimes out of – their underpants.

Robert handed her his shirt. He began to undo his trousers.

‘It’s going well, Nora,’ Melanie said.

‘It’s been a really good day,’ Nora agreed. She took Robert’s trousers and hung his next costume change on a hook by the shower.

Naturally the whole crew knew that their producer was sleeping with their star. No one seemed to mind. It was such common practice for male producers to sleep with their female stars that it made a pleasant change to see the sexual roles reversed. Besides which, Melanie had looked after her crew, had seen they were given good accommodation, not quibbled about overtime, and had made sure the location catering was of the best quality. Such care had already won her plaudits from the technicians more frequently known for their cynicism.

‘You’ve got a shirt and slacks for the next scene,’ Nora said. ‘Do you want your dresser?’

‘No, I’m fine.’ Robert, like all stars of his calibre, was entitled to a dresser, on call the whole time he was on set. For complicated wardrobe changes in period pieces it was a necessity, but with modern clothes it was often only another way of asserting importance and ego. Robert eschewed such things where possible, not needing constant reassurance of his status as a star, Melanie had been glad to note. ‘Just ask them to call me five minutes early, would you? It helps me get used to the heat again.’

‘Certainly will,’ Nora said cheerily, taking the used costume and closing the narrow metal door behind her.

‘Do you want a drink?’ Melanie shouted over the noise of the electric shower pump.

‘Water. Long. With ice.’

Melanie took two glasses from the miniaturised kitchen and filled them from a large bottle of San Pellegrino. She added ice from the fridge and a slice of lemon. Then she walked to the other end of the trailer and slipped into the U-shaped banquette built around a square table, putting the glasses down in front of her.

Robert d’Angelo emerged from the shower. The skylight was in the roof immediately above him and a beam of sunlight slanted in through it, the strong orange light playing over his naked body. At forty-two, d’Angelo still had the athleticism of a much younger man. His chest was broad, his abdomen flat and structured by muscle, his arms and legs equally well defined. Apart from his public hair and a few wisps of blond hair around each of his nipples, his body was hairless. It was also deep and evenly tanned all over, testimony to the fact that his Beverly Hills house afforded complete privacy for nude sunbathing. He stood towelling himself dry.

‘What’s got into you?’ Melanie said as her eyes feasted on the wonders of his naked body. Robert’s cock was hardening rapidly.

He looked down as if surprised. ‘You have, I guess,’ he said smiling that smile that had captivated a whole generation of women. He walked up to the table and picked up the water, drinking it thirstily. ‘We’ve got an hour, haven’t we?’ The smile was not directed at the big lens of a Panavision camera now, but at her. It contained a boyish naughtiness that was irresistible.

Melanie extended her hand and wrapped her fingers around his erection. ‘I wonder what you’ve been thinking about?’ she said, feeling her own body respond to the heat and hardness of his cock.

‘You turn me on, simple as that,’ he replied looking down at her, the smile replaced with a more serious look.

‘What do you want to do about it?’

‘We don’t have to do anything. I’ve only got, what …?’ He looked at his gold Rolex. In fact it was not his at all. Robert would never wear anything so ostentatious. The Rolex was a ‘prop’, appropriate to the character he was playing. ‘Fifty minutes?’

‘That’s long enough, for a quickie,’ Melanie said decisively.

‘A long quickie,’ he agreed.

She slid out from the table, and got to her feet with the intention of locking the trailer door. But as she brushed passed him Robert grabbed her by the shoulders, and pulled her round, kissing her hard on the lips as his arms hugged her to him. She felt his erection pressed between their bellies. As he ground his lips down on hers and his tongue delved in her mouth his right hand worked its way down to her tight, pert buttocks and began reeling in the hem of her short black shirt, inching it up her thighs.

‘Let me lock the door,’ she said, breaking the kiss.

‘You turn me on, you really turn me on, Mel,’ he said resisting her attempt to get away, squirming his mouth against hers hungrily, sucking on her lips then crushing down so hard she could feel his teeth. She felt his cock pulse. His fingers rucked up her skirt until it was well above her thighs and he could inveigle his hand into the leg of her silky panties. His need was too urgent for subtlety and she gasped as he drove his fingers down between her buttocks then up into her vagina, so powerfully she was almost lifted off her feet. Her vagina was already creamy. His obvious desire for her was exciting. What woman would not be turned on by such ardour?

Robert pulled back and looked her straight in the eyes. ‘I’m so horny,’ he said. He ripped his fingers from her body, grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her round, so the tops of her thighs were pushed against the edge of the table.

Melanie’s heart was thumping. She loved this. Robert was capable of great tenderness and care: he could also be impulsive and almost violent in his needs. It was a perfect combination.
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