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      Chapter One

      
      ‘So, what do you think, baby? Do you think it’s possible?’ She stood looking down at him, her big meaty breasts pushing against
         the prison-issue shirt she had knotted under them, her navel bare. Her thighs were meaty too. She had cut the legs off the
         prison trousers to form shorts and he could see, at her crotch, a tangle of pubic hair extending out from the ragged edges.
         ‘I mean, you do fancy me, don’t you, baby?’
     

      
      She laughed. The laughter made her breasts quiver. He could see her nipples were erect.

      
      ‘Don’t you?’ she prompted, slapping her hand down on his naked thigh so hard it stung him with pain.

      
      He nodded furiously, wanting to avoid a second blow.

      
      ‘Didn’t catch that, baby,’ she teased and delivered the second slap anyway, exactly where the first had been but much harder.

      
      He nodded again and tried to pronounce the word ‘yes’ but the panties stuffed into his mouth and held there by a nylon stocking
         wrapped around his head and tied tight, didn’t allow him to produce more than a muffled groan.
     

      
      They had stripped him and used nylon tights and stockings to tie him to the big double bed in the master bedroom, pulling
         the nylon around the legs at each corner, stretching him out, the nylon cutting into his wrists and ankles. The bedroom had
         been ransacked, the means of his bondage extracted from a chest of drawers, the remains of its contents – bras, panties, and suspender belts, in silk and satin and lace, expensive lingerie
         from the best designers – strewn across the bedroom floor.
     

      
      As soon as they had him secured, the five women had drawn lots. Olga had won. It had been four hundred and thirty-two days
         since she’d had a man. All of the women were lifers. Some had gone much longer than Olga without sex. They would get their
         turn but she had won the right to go first. She didn’t mind if they watched – in fact that’s what she wanted.
     

      
      ‘So?’ Olga repeated. ‘You think it’s possible?’

      
      He didn’t understand the question. He didn’t know whether ‘yes’ was the right answer. He tried to tell her with his eyes that
         he’d do anything she wanted.
     

      
      ‘Answer me, you bastard,’ she said slapping her hand down on his other thigh, narrowly missing his cock. ‘You think it’s possible
         for a woman to rape a man?’ She slapped his thigh again. Both were reddened by her blows.
     

      
      Now that he understood he nodded vigorously and tried to get the word ‘yes’ through the silky nylon that filled his mouth,
         though he wasn’t at all sure ‘yes’ was what she wanted to hear. Nor was he sure it was true. His cock was flaccid, hanging
         limply between his open thighs. His fear of what the women were going to do to him, especially the leader who had threatened
         him with a wicked-looking hunting knife to get him to lie on the bed, had kept it that way.
     

      
      ‘Oh, so you think so, do you? Well, baby, you’re going to have to do a lot better than this …’ She picked up his cock between
         her thumb and forefinger, as though it filled her with distaste, then dropped it again, letting it flop back between his legs. ‘Isn’t that right?’ she snapped when he failed to nod his head immediately, reinforcing her
         point with yet another painful slap, this time aimed at his upper arm stretched out over his head. ‘What do you think, girls?’
     

      
      Two of the other girls were watching, both blondes. In the lottery they had drawn second and third places. Neither had been
         near a man for three years.
     

      
      ‘I think he needs a bit of encouragement,’ the one with the longest blonde hair said.

      
      ‘What, like this?’ Olga asked, unknotting the grey shirt and letting her breasts fall free. They were big. He didn’t think
         he’d ever seen bigger – great mounds of flesh, stretched by their own weight and quivering at their newfound freedom, their
         nipples, small in comparison, surrounded by circles of dark brown areolae. Squashing them between her upper arms Olga shook
         them from side to side, the flesh making a slapping noise as they hit each other. ‘Do you like big tits?’ she asked the man.
     

      
      He nodded.

      
      ‘Show him the rest,’ the other blonde prompted. Both on-lookers had selected items from the ransacked lingerie drawers. The
         blonde with the long hair wore a black silk teddy, silk so smooth she had never felt anything like it in her life. It was
         cut so high on the hip that the whole of her flank was exposed. The bra of the garment was cupped in lace allowing glimpses
         of her breast and nipple. The other girl, her hair cut short, almost cropped, had taken a white suspender belt, white sheer
         stockings and a white three-quarters-cup bra, which was at least two sizes two small for her, making her breasts balloon out
         of it obscenely. No panties covered her blonde pubic hair.
     

      
      ‘I’ll give him a show, all right,’ Olga said. He watched as she turned her back on him and unbuttoned the cut-down trousers,
         pulling them down her hips and wriggling her backside from side to side like a stripper. As she stooped to pick them from
         her ankles, he could see the whole slit of her sex buried between her buttocks and covered in a great mass of hair that grew
         right up into the cleft of her arse – curly, wiry, thick hair. Her buttocks were as big as her breasts, great ovals of flesh
         trembling as she moved.
     

      
      ‘Hell, that’s no good,’ the long-haired blonde said.

      
      The man’s cock had not moved.

      
      ‘What’s the matter, baby? Don’t you like big women? I thought you liked big tits …’ Olga took one of her breasts in both hands
         and fed it up to her mouth so her lips could close on her nipple. She took it between her teeth, then pulled her lips back
         so he could see what she was doing, taking her hands away so her breast hung from her mouth by the nipple. ‘Mmm …’ she moaned
         involuntarily, feeling the tingle of pain turn to instant sexual pleasure.
     

      
      ‘I like that,’ the short-haired blonde said. She had seen Olga do this before. They had shared a cell together – and a great
         deal more besides …
     

      
      Olga repeated the delicious torture with the other breast, feeding it in then taking her hands away and allowing it to hang
         free from the nipple in her teeth, shaking it and feeling new shocks of pain.
     

      
      ‘He’s not going to be any good to us,’ the long-haired blonde said, looking at the man’s limp cock.

      
      ‘I can get him up and keep him up,’ the other blonde said, looking at Olga as if for permission, not wanting to be accused of jumping the queue.
     

      
      ‘Hey, do it, sister,’ Olga said. ‘He’s no good to any of us like this.’

      
      The blonde searched the clothing strewn around the floor until she found another nylon stocking. She stretched it between
         her hands until it was like a thin black string.
     

      
      ‘Where did the bitch keep her earrings?’ she asked.

      
      ‘Over there.’

      
      The blonde found a jewellery box on the dressing table. She flipped it open, searched briefly, then found what she was looking
         for.
     

      
      ‘Ain’t that lucky. She didn’t have pierced ears.’

      
      She held up two plain silver earrings, opening their clips as she came back to the bed.

      
      Taking the man’s nearest nipple in her finger and thumb she pinched it with her nail then snapped the clip of the earring
         over it. The man groaned. She did the same thing to the other nipple.
     

      
      ‘Doesn’t that look pretty?’ Olga said.

      
      ‘That’s prettier …’ the blonde added, pointing to a very discernible movement in the man’s cock. Immediately, she dipped her
         head and sucked the growing erection into her mouth. She didn’t lick it or tease it with her tongue, she just devoured it,
         taking it back into her mouth with all the suction she could create, her cheeks deflated by the effort. The man groaned again,
         but his cock swelled rapidly in her mouth.
     

      
      ‘Yes!’ Olga said seeing the shaft swelling between the blonde’s lips.

      
      Only when she couldn’t hold her breath any longer did she release it, letting it slide from her mouth. She had given birth to a proud throbbing infant. But she hadn’t finished yet. Taking the black stocking, she stretched it out
         again, then ran it down under his balls and up around the top of his shaft, tying it in a slip knot, tightening it. Then she
         pulled the two ends forward around either side, knotting it again in front before bringing the nylon down between his balls,
         separating them, then pulling the two ends of the stocking apart again, around the bottom of the shaft and up on top of the
         first knot where she tied them off securely. It was a neat package, his cock and balls tied up, straining against their constriction.
         She had tied the nylon tight.
     

      
      ‘Jesus, honey, where did you learn that?’ Olga asked.

      
      ‘I was always good with knots.’

      
      ‘Well, that’s going to make things hard for him.’

      
      ‘And for us.’

      
      They all laughed.

      
      Olga climbed on the bed. After four hundred and thirty-two days she didn’t intend to wait any longer. She swung her thigh
         over the man’s hips and immediately felt his cock nuzzling into her thickly haired labia.
     

      
      ‘You spunk, honey, and I promise I’ll see to it you never come again. Never ever. Got that?’

      
      She looked down at him and he nodded vigorously. The silver earrings bit into his nipples, looking incongruous on his well-developed
         chest.
     

      
      Sinking lower, Olga let the cock find its own way between her labia not caring if the curls of her wiry pubic hair scratched
         his glans. She wriggled until it was touching her clitoris, then she moved ever so slightly so she could feel the hot flesh
         rubbing against the centre of her sexual nerves. She moaned as she felt the cock pulse, making her clitoris spasm in turn. Moving back she
         made the cock plough the hairy furrow of her labia until she could feel it right at the mouth of her sex.
     

      
      Poised there she stopped. She looked at the other two women staring at her, their eyes focused on the shaft sticking upright
         between her legs, its veins distended with blood trapped by the nylon binding. She knew they were imagining what it would
         feel like when it came to their turn to have cock again. She could see it in their eyes, the envy and the need.
     

      
      She could feel the heat of the cock radiating out over her labia. She could feel her own wetness, not just leaking out of
         her but flooding, streaming down his circumcised glans and on to his balls. She could have come in this position, come just
         by swaying back and forth, letting it push against her clit, but she had no intention of doing that. All this was teasing
         – teasing herself, playing with herself, seeing how long it would be before she could stand it no longer, building a dam for
         her passions which would inevitably burst.
     

      
      One minute. Two. Thirty seconds more. And that was it, no more. The dam shattered, the water poured through. She dropped herself
         on to him, right down on to him so he reared up into her body with incredible force. He was big. Very big. She didn’t ride
         him. She didn’t pull back and have him pump into her. There was no need. Instead she concentrated every muscle, every effort,
         every last drop of energy on forcing herself further down on him, down until she could feel him as deep as any man had ever
         been, down until she could feel his balls, so prominent because of the way they were tied, hot against her arse, down until her body took control and she was shuddering, shaking and trembling, her big breasts
         smacking into each other, her whole body alive, exploding with feeling, impaled on a cock as hard as a bone.
     

      
      She didn’t leave it there. As soon as she had any control again she started to ride him, bounding up and down on him, exactly
         like a rider on a horse, pulling herself up on her haunches until the cock was all but out of her, then slamming down on it
         again, up and down in a blur of motion so fast, so hard, the man moaned pitifully through the panties. She didn’t care. The
         first orgasm had only been preparation for the second, and the second was coming now, coming like an express train as she
         reamed the helpless cock into her, every stroke increasing the intensity of the final explosion, bringing it closer and closer.
     

      
      ‘Yes!’ she screamed as she came, still ramming herself up and down on him, still capable of feeling more. Finally, she stopped,
         exhausted and replete, staying the movement of her breasts by catching them in her hands.
     

      
      Aftershocks, little orgasms in miniature, rippled through her, delicious reminders of the main event, making her sex throb
         against the hard cock inside her. Eventually, when they too had gone, she climbed off her victim. His cock was soaking wet,
         glistening with her juices. The nylon that held it so tightly was soaked too. Her wetness had run down between his legs and
         he could feel the sheet underneath his buttocks was damp.
     

      
      ‘Your turn,’ Olga said to the blonde in the white stockings, as she managed to steady herself enough to get off the bed. After so long without a man she was finding it difficult to control her muscles.
     

      
      ‘He looks hot,’ the blonde said.

      
      The man had sweat running down his forehead. The blonde wiped it away with her hand. She picked up the hunting knife their
         leader had left on the bedside table. Immediately the man flinched.
     

      
      ‘Don’t worry. What, you think I don’t want my turn?’ She laughed, then used the tip of the knife to cut the nylon that held
         the gag in place. It sliced through it effortlessly. Fishing in his mouth, she extracted the panties. They had been pink but
         now, soaked with his saliva, they had turned a dark red. She threw them aside. ‘You give good head, honey?’ she asked stroking
         his lips with her fingers.
     

      
      ‘Yes,’ he replied croakily.

      
      ‘You better, sweet thing, ’cause I’m going to be chewing on your cock till you make me come. So the sooner the better, got
         it?’
     

      
      Putting the knife down again she climbed up on the bed kneeling by his face, then swung a leg over his head so she was facing
         his feet.
     

      
      ‘Make it extra specially good …’ she said. Then she leant forward to gobble his cock into her mouth and, at the same time,
         sank down on her haunches until her labia made contact with his lips.
     

      
      He tried to do what she said. It was difficult with no hands to help him. He pushed his tongue out and found her labia. Unlike
         the other women, the blonde’s pubic hair was soft and downy and he had no trouble parting the puffy flesh and finding the
         lozenge of her clit. He worked it vigorously.
     

      
      Suddenly she felt his cock spasm. She was doing what she had said she would do. It felt like she was chewing his cock, using her mouth and lips and tongue and even her teeth
         on it. It hurt, it stung, it ached but at the same time it was incredibly sexy. She’d make him come. He felt his spunk trying
         to pump into his shaft, trying to get through the tight nylon with little success.
     

      
      He tried to concentrate on her, tried to forget his cock. He knew he mustn’t come. He stabbed at her clit with his tongue,
         beating against it with a definite rhythm, then circling it, then nudging it from side to side. He slid his mouth back until
         he could feel the opening of her sex, then pushed his tongue in there, as far as it would go, until he felt his tendons stretched
         to the limit. He moved back further, feeling for the rough bud of her anus. He pushed his tongue in there too, penetrating
         the hard ring of muscle, wriggling up inside and feeling her body react, squirming for more.
     

      
      Licking the whole furrow of her sex he went back to her clit, as she chewed even harder on his cock. Didn’t she know she was
         making him come? She was supposed to be a professional. She must know he couldn’t come. He tongued her clit. Judging from
         her reactions she liked the little circling movements best so he concentrated on that, hoping it would make her come and she’d
         stop working on his cock.
     

      
      He felt her body tense. He felt the muscles in her thighs harden and her labia contract, as though sucking his mouth up into
         her.
     

      
      ‘Jesus …’ she screamed. She didn’t have to act, she didn’t have to fake her orgasm. She was melting, melting over his mouth,
         her whole body reduced to quivering jelly, her juices spraying out of her, almost as though she’d spunked. The vice-like grip of her mouth on his cock went limp.
     

      
      ‘Cut! And print. Great, Jason. That was just great, boy. Hey, can we get props? Get him out of this will you …’ Len Furey
         jumped up from his folding canvas director’s chair and ran on to the set, as the blonde climbed off the bed. ‘Real great,
         Jason,’ Furey repeated.
     

      
      The props girl picked up the hunting knife and sawed through the nylon stockings that held Jason MacIver to the bed and he
         sat up, every part of his body aching. She gave him a towel to wipe his face and he ran his fingers through his long blond
         hair, plucking the earrings from his nipples.
     

      
      ‘You nearly made me come, Mandy,’ he complained to the blonde.

      
      ‘Sorry, Jas, I just got carried away. Not surprising considering what you were doing to me. You’ve got a great move on you
         …’ Mandy ran her hands down Jason’s naked body, tracing the outline of the well-developed muscles of his chest and abdomen.
         ‘I mean you’re really something …’
     

      
      ‘OK, everyone, that’s lunch. Then we go straight into the last shot.’

      
      There was a smattering of applause at this from the crew, and the camera was rolled away and lights turned off.

      
      Jason slipped into the white towelling robe the wardrobe assistant handed him, unknotted the nylon tied around his cock and
         headed for his dressing room at the back of the sound stage. Normally, he had been told, most porno movies were made on the
         cheap, using the most basic facilities and equipment, but Hollywood Blues Productions were different. On the back of a string of successes and clever marketing, versions of each movie edited to meet the censorship rules of each
         country, no expense was spared to make films of high quality, in proper studios with all the same production values as a regular
         feature film. The only difference was that on this film the studio doors were barred and bolted against anyone not involved
         in the shooting.
     

      
      Inside his well-appointed dressing room, Jason was soon under the shower, letting the warm water play over his aching limbs.
         The muscles in his thighs and shoulders ached from being tied to the bed and his neck was sore from straining up to get at
         Mandy’s sex. His cock too was tender where the nylon had cut deep into its engorged flesh, and there were marks on his wrists
         and ankles.
     

      
      He was delighted Escape of the Whores was almost over. He couldn’t pretend it had all been bad. Rolling around in bed with five beautiful women was not exactly
         a penance, despite the difficulties of having to perform on cue in front of a film camera and crew. In fact, he had always
         been good at sex and had found a way of using all the people standing around watching as a turn-on; he’d even taken pride
         in his obvious prowess.
     

      
      But he had not come to Hollywood to star in porno films. He was an actor, RADA-trained, winner of the gold medal in his year,
         and he was determined to succeed as a straight actor. The circumstances that had led him to appearing in Escape of the Whores had been beyond his control and he had simply had no choice. Well, he told himself constantly, he had at least managed to
         stay in Hollywood and had gained experience of making a film, however bizarre. If it had not been for the offer from Len Furey, he would have had to return
         to England penniless and with his tail between his legs. The money from the film had given him a breathing space. Now the
         film was almost over he could devote his time to trying to get his legitimate career back on track.
     

      
      Drying himself quickly and combing his hair, Jason glanced at his naked body in the big full-length mirror that lined the
         dressing-room door. The Los Angeles sun had given him a nice even tan and his regular workouts kept his muscles firm and well
         defined, adding to the impression of strength that his height produced. His blue eyes stared back at him with amusement –
         he had not lost his sense of humour, despite the difficulties life in general, and Hanna Silverstein in particular, had thrown
         at him.
     

      
      He stepped into a pair of white cotton boxer shorts and pulled on his jeans. Remarkably, the marks on his wrists and ankles
         were already beginning to fade.
     

      
      There was a knock on the dressing room door.

      
      ‘Come in,’

      
      ‘Hi!’ It was Mandy. She was wearing a peach-coloured satin robe that clashed with her straw-coloured short-cropped blond hair.
         It was obvious she was naked under the robe. ‘I came to apologise.’
     

      
      ‘For what?’ he asked, though he knew the answer.

      
      ‘For getting carried away.’

      
      ‘Forget it.’

      
      ‘Len would have been mad with me if I’d made you come. He’d have had to put off the shot this afternoon and all …’

      
      ‘You didn’t.’

      
      
      ‘It’s just that … well, what you were doing …’

      
      ‘Forget it,’ he repeated.

      
      ‘I wish I could.’

      
      She looked at him wistfully as he pulled his denim shirt on. Over the last four weeks she had seen his body in every conceivable
         position, watched him as he was fucked and sucked and manipulated by the four other actresses, watched as he fucked and sucked
         and manipulated her.
     

      
      ‘You just get to me, Jas …’ She put her hand out and touched his cheek.

      
      ‘Look, Mandy …’ he started to say.

      
      ‘I know, I know … It’s cool. You don’t want me. I know that. You’ve got more women chasing you than a bitch on heat. What
         do you need me for? I ain’t no Camilla Potts. I just came to tell you I’ve done six of these pieces of shit before and I never
         came on camera once. I always had to fake it. But with you … Jesus! You practically only have to look at me. There’s just
         something about you, Jas. The way you move … I don’t know … Anyway I’m finished now so I’m off.’ She took a little card from
         the pocket of the robe. It had numbers scrawled over it in very childish writing. ‘Just in case you ever feel like coming
         down market …’
     

      
      Mandy put the card down on the dressing table, untied the belt of the robe so it opened to reveal her naked body, took one
         step forward, caught both Jason’s cheeks in her hands and kissed him full on the mouth, rubbing her breasts against his chest
         and squirming her thigh up between his legs.
     

      
      ‘Oh, sorry …’ Camilla Potts hadn’t bothered to knock. She stood in the doorway.

      
      ‘Don’t worry,’ Mandy said coolly, ‘I was just saying goodbye.’ She unravelled herself from Jason’s body and pulled the robe around her body again.
     

      
      ‘Not on my account, please,’ Camilla said with an amused expression.

      
      ‘Just can’t get enough of him, that’s my problem,’ Mandy said honestly as she left. ‘Bye, lover.’

      
      ‘Bye,’ Jason said lamely.

      
      Camilla closed the door after her.

      
      ‘I didn’t interrupt, did I?’

      
      ‘She was just saying goodbye apparently.’

      
      Camilla laughed. ‘Are you coming to lunch?’

      
      As usual Camilla Potts looked stunning. More often than not she dressed herself in clinging shiny Lycra, leggings and leotard
         or all-in-one catsuits, the material clinging to every curve of her incredibly curvaceous body – her firm up-tilted breasts,
         her slim waspie waist, her iron-flat stomach and pert round buttocks, the slender contours of her long, long legs. Today the
         Lycra was yellow, a catsuit so tight that, as she stood with her legs together, Jason could see a clear gap at the top of
         her thighs, immediately under the bulge of her sex – a roughly diamond-shaped gap that seemed to invite attention.
     

      
      Jason looked into her soft brown eyes. Her brunette hair was cut short, emphasising her long neck and fine almost aristocratic
         features – high cheekbones, a very straight nose and symmetrical mouth, with rather thin lips. Camilla Potts could easily
         have been a member of one of the older American families from New England, a member of what passed for American nobility;
         instead she was America’s leading pornographic movie star.
     

      
      They walked to the commissary together arm in arm. It had been through Camilla that Jason had become involved with Len Furey and Escape of the Whores and, though he would rather have been given the job he’d been promised – the promise that had brought him to LA in the first
         place – he was grateful to her for helping him out of the awkward situation he had found himself in. He also had to admit
         that she was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen. It had not been difficult ‘acting’ with her over the last few
         weeks – if having sex with her on camera could be called acting, especially as they had already established a sexual rapport
         off set.
     

      
      There was a pirate picture being made on the next sound stage and the commissary was full of actors in seventeenth-century
         costumes, big leather boots with doublet and hose. They found an empty table among the throng, then queued up for a salad
         and a bottle of Evian.
     

      
      ‘Len says he’s really pleased with you,’ Camilla volunteered as she toyed with a lettuce leaf.

      
      ‘Is he?’ Jason said with no enthusiasm.

      
      ‘Sure. I mean, like this morning. That’s not easy to do.’

      
      ‘You were watching? I didn’t see you.’

      
      ‘That’s hardly surprising. You don’t mind, do you?’

      
      ‘Why should I mind?’

      
      ‘They normally have to take a whole day over a scene like that. Ice the guy’s cock down so he can’t get it up, then spend
         all afternoon warming it up again. You did it in one take.’
     

      
      ‘No wonder Len’s pleased.’

      
      ‘How do you do it?’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Keep it soft. I mean with all those women around.’

      
      
      ‘Oh, I just thought about what Hanna Silverstein did to me.’

      
      Camilla laughed. ‘Right … easy then.’

      
      ‘That’s enough to turn anyone off.’

      
      ‘Don’t worry about it. When she sees you in this she’ll change her mind.’

      
      ‘You think so?’ Jason looked optimistic.

      
      ‘Sure. You’re great. I mean you act great, not just the fucking.’

      
      ‘Really?’

      
      ‘Sure. Jason, you’re going to make it big. We both are. If Len can get the money for his straight film we’ll both make it
         big. You see. And he’ll get it. It might take time but he’ll get it. Len’s one of the good guys.’
     

      
      ‘I hope so.’

      
      ‘Trust me. It’s a great script. It’s got a great part for you and a great part for me. Everyone who reads it thinks it’s the
         best thing since pepper in salami.’
     

      
      ‘Why won’t they finance it then?’

      
      ‘Politics. There’s a lot of politics in this town. He’ll get the money in the end. Trust me.’

      
      ‘I do.’

      
      The truth was, of course, that he had little choice.

      
      ‘Speed,’ Len Furey shouted.

      
      ‘Speed,’ the cameraman confirmed.

      
      ‘Right. Action.’

      
      ‘Untie my hands, please …’ Jason said.

      
      ‘I can’t,’ Camilla replied.

      
      ‘Why not?’

      
      They were lying on the bed in the ransacked bedroom.

      
      ‘Be quiet, you’ll wake the others. They’re only next door.’

      
      
      Jason’s hands were tied behind his back with a leather strap. His cock was buried to the hilt in Camilla’s hairless sex. She
         had hauled him up on top of her and pushed his cock down between her legs. The camera had moved in for a close-up as her hand
         guided it to the mouth of her sex and it disappeared inside.
     

      
      ‘Let me fuck you properly, let me use my hands.’

      
      ‘Do it like this.’

      
      ‘Don’t you want more? I can give you so much more if you let me. Please …’ Jason was acting. His character had seen the chance
         to escape from the clutches of the women. Their leader was infatuated with him. If he could persuade her to release him he
         would have a chance to overpower her and be free.
     

      
      ‘I can’t.’

      
      ‘Don’t you trust me? You know I want you. Please let me fuck you properly. I want it so bad.’ He slammed his cock into her
         with all his might, up and down like a piston, making her moan. ‘I know you want it too.’
     

      
      ‘No … no …’ she said, her body contradicting her words, pulsing in response to his energy.

      
      ‘You love it.’

      
      ‘Yes …’

      
      ‘I can make it better. It’s not just sex any more. You know that. You know how I feel about you.’

      
      ‘Oh, oh …’ He was still stabbing his big hard cock into her, arching himself into her as far as he could, working his hips
         back and forth.
     

      
      ‘Come on …’

      
      ‘Wait …’ she said, making up her mind, trying to stop his thrusting so she could think. ‘You promise not to tell the others?
         If they found out they’d kill me.’
     

      
      ‘Yes, yes …’

      
      
      Without saying anything she unbuckled the strap that held his wrists together.

      
      ‘Yes …’ he said, kissing her neck where its tendons were most stretched and making her arch up off the bed involuntarily.

      
      ‘Let me concentrate …’ she chided.

      
      ‘You are so beautiful. I want to fuck you. I want to spunk you. I want to spunk your cunt …’

      
      ‘Oh …’ The words made her sex throb. Her fingers worked frantically to free the buckle, her eyes wild with passion. ‘There
         …’ she said triumphantly as the belt dropped away. For the first time since the five women had invaded the house he was free.
         He wanted to leap off her and run away but he knew he wouldn’t get far. She would raise the alarm and they’d catch him before
         he got to the front door. He had to be more subtle.
     

      
      ‘Darling …’ he said, kissing her full on the mouth, one hand working between their bodies to find her clitoris while the other
         groped for her nipples.
     

      
      ‘Oh, oh …’ she moaned as his cock bucked into her with renewed vigour. She could feel herself contracting around the bone
         hardness of his shaft as her orgasm began to build. ‘Oh yes …’
     

      
      He worked like a demon, pumping fast and furious, manipulating her clit at the same time, wanting her to come hard, wanting
         to plunge her into such ecstasy she wouldn’t have any senses left to cope with what he planned.
     

      
      ‘You want it?’ he demanded huskily. ‘You want my spunk?’

      
      ‘Yes, yes, give it to me …’

      
      His spunk would be the last straw. To feel his cock kicking and jerking in the tight confines of her sex, his white-hot spunk jetting out into the very centre of her, would be more than she could bear. She felt him tense, felt his
         whole body go rigid, but before she could feel anything else, her own orgasm overtook her. Her body started to tremble and
         she was thrown down a vertical precipice into a pit of darkness and absolute pleasure, falling ever deeper.
     

      
      Somewhere in the pit, she felt him turning her over. He wanted to take her from behind. She didn’t protest. She was too far
         gone to do anything. His hands pulled her on to her stomach, his hands were moving her wrists, wrapping something around them
         behind her back …
     

      
      ‘What the …’ she said, suddenly aware of the danger. But it was too late. Before she could struggle he sat firmly on her back
         and pushed a pair of panties into her mouth. Quickly he wound a stocking around her head to secure them. He’d got her. He
         smiled victoriously. Levering himself down until he was sitting on her legs, he wound another stocking around her ankles,
         like the one he had used on her wrists. He’d got her now.
     

      
      He climbed off the bed and listened. There was not another sound in the house. The other women were all still sleeping, used
         to the sound of sex from the next room.
     

      
      As quietly as he could, he looked for his clothes among the lingerie strewn on the floor. He found jeans and a T-shirt.

      
      He looked at the bound figure as he pulled on the shirt. God, she was beautiful. She was struggling, the movement only making
         the knots of the nylon tighter. The curves of her round tanned arse were bobbing up and down, her breasts squirming against the sheets.
     

      
      He felt his cock throb, still erect.

      
      He came closer to the bed looking down at her. She sensed what he was doing and twisted her head around to look up at him,
         her soft brown eyes full of expression, but it was not anger or hatred that he had cheated her. It was passion, it was unadulterated
         and unmistakable lust. She could feel his cock as though it were still inside her, like the impression of a key left in soft
         soap. She could feel her juices running out of her sex, squeezed between her thighs. She begged him, begged him with her eyes
         to take her again, just one more time.
     

      
      And he did. He couldn’t resist. He fell on her like a hungry wolf, his cock already full of spunk, his need too urgent to
         ignore in the face of her desire. His shaft slipped between her buttocks and up into her soaking wet sex, despite the fact
         she couldn’t open her legs.
     

      
      She felt so good, so hot. He took up a rhythm, pounding into her, her buttocks slapping against his navel. She moaned through
         the panties, a moan of pure pleasure. He didn’t care. He wasn’t interested in her pleasure, he was too far gone to care about
         anything but his own. He reamed into her faster, every stroke, every long travail of her hot silky wet sex a provocation,
         driving him closer and closer to the point where he would have to come, where he would be beyond the point of no control.
     

      
      ‘I can’t leave you … I want you. I can’t leave you here,’ he said. ‘We’ll go together.’ He realised that was what he wanted.
         He couldn’t bear to be parted from her, from this incredible body.
     

      
      
      She nodded wildly in agreement.

      
      Their faces registered it all. There was no need for Len Furey to interrupt. They’d got everything perfectly, just as it was
         written in the script.
     

      
      Jason pulled out just in time, his control stretched to the limit. The camera closed in quickly. He waited for the sign that
         the cameraman was ready, his cock throbbing visibly. The cameraman made a circle with his finger and thumb. Immediately Jason
         ploughed his cock into the cleft of Camilla’s pert arse, as she, in turn, arched it up towards him. As he felt his spunk begin
         to jet out, he pulled his cock away from her body so great big gobs of white-hot spunk shot out over her arse and back, the
         white in stark contrast to her tanned flesh, easy for the camera to pick out.
     

      
      The camera focused on a close-up of Jason’s hand untying the nylon that held the gag in place, going in tighter as his mouth
         kissed Camilla on the lips, their tongues vying for position, the kiss long and passionate.
     

      
      ‘Cut! Print. Check the gate.’

      
      There was a long pause while the cameraman checked his camera to see if there had been any obstruction on the lens. Satisfied
         there hadn’t been, he nodded to Len.
     

      
      ‘And that’s a wrap, ladies and gentlemen. There will be drinks on the set in thirty minutes and you’re all invited. Thank
         you for all your efforts …’
     

      
      Applause broke out on the set as technicians began to pack up equipment and turn off lighting. No one seemed to take any notice
         of Camilla and Jason, still kissing a long time after the camera had ceased to roll.
     

      
      
      ‘We’d better go,’ Jason said.

      
      ‘Come to my dressing room …’

      
      ‘I need to shower …’

      
      ‘No, let me lick you clean …’
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