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      Chapter One

      
      Jason MacIver was an actor. It was official now, after three years at RADA. He was a good actor. That was official too, after
         he had won the gold medal for the best student in his final year. He was also out of work. It had been five months since all
         the excitement of winning the award and having his picture in the Evening Standard hugging Molly Hanson who had won the female prize. But he wasn’t worried. The prize had meant he had been taken on by one
         of the top agents in London and he had already had five auditions and the promise of work with the RSC in the spring of next
         year if only as a spear-carrier. Jason had an optimistic personality, always looking on the bright side of life. He knew his break would come and come quickly.
      

      
      Jason had no money. He was permanently broke. But that didn’t worry him either. He would be rich one day, when he got his
         break. Meantime he worked part time in whatever job he could get – burger joints, delivering pizzas, hod-carrying – to pay
         the bills.
      

      
      He took his chosen profession seriously. He continued to go to voice and singing classes, he made sure he went to as many
         plays as possible to watch and learn from other actors and he kept his body in shape with regular games of tennis, long hours of fencing instruction and daily visits to a gym. The gym he frequented was not a fashionable club packed with
         high-tech exercise machines designed to take the sweat out of training, but an unfashionable low-tech boxer’s gym in the Mile
         End Road. There he could work out on the hard bag, use weights, medicine balls and wall bars, honing his body to fitness.
         In fact, stripped down, his body looked very much like a boxer’s: hard contoured arms, a deep chest and a flat iron stomach
         deeply lined with the definition of his ‘apts’. Each rib was visible like the rungs of a ladder and his legs were muscular
         and strong. There was no doubt that Jason MacIver was in very good condition.
      

      
      Nature had been on his side too. Jason was tall, six-foot-two in his stockinged feet, with hair so blond many women would
         have envied it, and piercing blue eyes, a deep turquoise blue. He was a person who was capable of being very still; he did
         not fidget when sitting or shift his weight from one foot to the other when standing and this had the effect, combined with
         those steely blue eyes, of disconcerting people, especially women. Jason was not a man who had ever had any trouble with his
         sex life.
      

      
      He was working on the hard bag, hammering it with left and right combinations at waist level, sweat pouring into his track
         suit, his hands bound in boxer’s tape, when the call came. It was his agent, or rather his agent’s assistant.
      

      
      ‘Have you got a pen?’ she asked. Of course he hadn’t.

      
      ‘What is it?’

      
      ‘It’s a film. A big one. American money. Major studio picture. American director. Half made here, half in LA. They want a
         newcomer for the young lead. The producer is here at the moment. We’ve sent them your pics and they’re interested.’
      

      
      ‘Great!’ Jason could feel his heart thumping and not from the exercise.

      
      ‘You’ve got to go to the Dorchester. Four-thirty tomorrow. Have you written that down?’

      
      She must be mad. Did she seriously think he’d forget it?

      
      ‘You’re meeting Hanna Silverstein, she’s the producer, and George Mason.’

      
      ‘The George Mason?’
      

      
      ‘That’s him. Good, isn’t it?’

      
      ‘Great! Fantastic! How did you manage it?’

      
      ‘They say to go looking casual. Don’t wear a suit.’

      
      ‘The lead?’

      
      ‘The lead. Go get it, Jason.’

      
      ‘Listen, that’s really great. Thank Joy for me, will you?’

      
      ‘Oh, Joy says Hanna Silverstein is a real ball-breaker so not to worry if she’s rude. It’s just her way, apparently.’

      
      Joy Chivas was his agent. She spoke to him rarely. In fact, she’d only spoken to him once since they’d had their first meeting.
         If he got this film she would, no doubt, be on the phone in person.
      

      
      ‘I’ll be there.’

      
      ‘Good luck.’

      
      ‘Thanks. Thanks a lot. Will they give me a script to read, by the way?’

      
      ‘Don’t know …’

      
      Well, he thought, as he put the phone down and went back into the gym to hammer the hard bag with renewed enthusiasm, this
         might well be just the break he knew, in his heart of hearts, that he was sure to get.
      

      
      It took Jason a long time to decide what he was going to wear but, in the end, having posed in the mirror in six or seven
         combinations, he decided on jeans, a crisp white shirt and his one expensive jacket – a leather Armani he had worked overtime
         in a pub for three consecutive weekends to afford.
      

      
      He took a taxi. It was an extravagance but psychologically it made him feel better, more important and substantial. Besides,
         he didn’t want to arrive with his carefully brushed hair rearranged by gusts of wind as he walked down the street or got on
         the tube.
      

      
      The commissionaire, smartly uniformed with a gold-braided cap, open the door of the taxi as soon as it came to rest.

      
      ‘Good afternoon, sir,’ he said, saluting.

      
      ‘Good afternoon,’ Jason replied, hoping he did not expect a tip. Apparently, as he continued to smile when Jason walked passed
         him into the hotel, he didn’t.
      

      
      Breezing into the main lobby with its marble floors, decorative gilt plaster work and fine oriental carpeting, Jason made
         for the reception desk.
      

      
      ‘Hanna Silverstein, please,’ he said politely.

      
      ‘Who may I say it is, sir?’ the immaculately suited man behind the desk asked, his morning coat and pin-striped trousers looking
         as though they had just come straight from the hotel laundry.
      

      
      ‘Jason MacIver.’

      
      ‘Thank you, Mr MacIver.’

      
      In ten minutes Jason was standing outside the door of the Oliver Messel Suite on the top floor. He knocked tentatively and
         the door was opened, after a moment, by a smartly dressed, tall and incredibly attractive brunette who Jason guessed to be in her mid-twenties.
      

      
      ‘Ms Silverstein?’ he said, stressing the Ms.

      
      ‘No, I’m Camilla Potts,’ she said in a soft American accent. ‘Come in. You’re Jason MacIver, right? Very prompt. You’re the
         last appointment of the day. Follow me.’
      

      
      Jason was surprised to find a flight of stairs inside the door. Camilla lead the way. It was not an uninteresting prospect
         as her slender ankles and nylon-clad legs mounted the stairs in front of him. He could never remember seeing a more shapely
         pair of legs and, since the skirt of her suit was short, there was a lot of them to see.
      

      
      ‘Are you Ms Silverstein’s assistant? Jason asked trying to make conversation.

      
      ‘Hell no. Just a friend of the family helping out for the day.’

      
      At the top of the stairs the panorama of London unfolded in front of him. A wall of windows revealed a view of Buckingham
         Palace on one side and Hyde Park Corner on the other. No wonder, he thought, that these suites cost so much. Camilla showed
         him into the library, at least it was a room lined with books. On closer examination most of the books were fakes, their spines
         mocked-up in cardboard.
      

      
      ‘She won’t be long I’m sure,’ Camilla said, closing the door behind her and leaving him to contemplate the view.

      
      Almost immediately the door opened again. It took him a moment to recognise the man who entered. It was George Mason. He was
         a lot shorter than Jason would have imagined and had put on a lot of weight since his last published photograph. He was also
         very drunk.
      

      
      ‘Is this the fucking bathroom?’ he drawled.

      
      
      ‘No,’ Jason said, not at all sure what to say or do.

      
      ‘Where is it?’

      
      ‘I don’t know.’

      
      ‘What the fuck do you know?’
      

      
      ‘I’m here to see Hanna Silverstein and you, sir.’

      
      ‘Where’s the bathroom then? I’ve got to take a leak.’ He slumped into one of the armchairs unable to stand up any longer.

      
      ‘Shall I go and find it?’

      
      ‘Yes, make yourself useful.’

      
      Jason walked out into the suite again. There was no sign of Camilla or anyone else. He tried a couple of doors after knocking
         and getting no reply. Behind both were bedrooms. He had found his way into the dining-room of the suite before he realised
         that in such a grand hotel each bedroom would be sure to have its own bathroom.
      

      
      He walked back to the first bedroom be had found and went in. It appeared to be unoccupied. There were three identical doors
         on one wall. The first he tried was a wardrobe quite empty of clothes. The second, as he’d guessed, was a bathroom. Unfortunately
         this was not empty. In the middle of the white marble tiling Camilla Potts stood absolutely naked. In fact that was not quite
         true. She was wearing the black high heels Jason had followed up the stairs. As the bathroom was mirrored on every wall there
         was no part of Camilla that was not available for Jason’s inspection, but she did not seem to be in the least concerned.
      

      
      ‘Yes?’ she said as coolly as if she were sitting behind a reception desk. She turned round to face him. Her breasts were extraordinary;
         though as full and rounded as any Jason had seen, they seemed to defy gravity, the nipples pointing upwards. Her movement had produced a ripple in their flesh and they bounced and quivered at him. But even more noticeable was that
         Camilla’s pubis was completely hairless. Whether natural or shaved he didn’t know, but, as she stood now with legs akimbo,
         there was not a detail of her labia, her clitoris, the whole slit of her sex, that he could not see.
      

      
      ‘Yes?’ she repeated.

      
      ‘George Mason. He can’t find the bathroom,’ he blurted out.

      
      ‘Well, that’s nothing new. You’ll gather he has a drink problem?’

      
      ‘Yes,’ he said, trying desperately to pull his eyes from her naked body to her face. ‘He doesn’t look very well.’

      
      ‘That’s putting it mildly.’

      
      She had picked up a pair of black French knickers from a neat pile of clothes on the bathroom stool and stepped into them.
         They slid over her long thighs to fit perfectly over the strong curve of her arse, the action reflected from every angle by
         the mirrors in the bathroom.
      

      
      ‘Shall I bring him in here … I mean …’

      
      ‘I’ll come and get him.’

      
      She was slipping into a black strapless bra, lifting the cups over her large breasts, clipping the fastening behind her back,
         then pulling each cup in turn to settle the breasts more comfortably in their lacy restraints.
      

      
      Jason didn’t know whether to go or stay now his mission was accomplished. He decided to go.

      
      ‘Hold on,’ she said.

      
      She had stepped into a black silk evening dress, cut to mid-thigh and supported only by the thinnest of spaghetti straps which hooked over her shoulders. The dress revealed, as it was no doubt intended to do, a deep dark tunnel of cleavage.
      

      
      ‘Zip me up, could you?’

      
      Jason obliged with shaking hands.

      
      ‘Thanks,’ she said kissing his cheek with the briefest touch of her lips.

      
      She escorted him out of the bathroom, back to the library, as naturally as if he’d just stepped out of her office. George
         Mason had vanished.
      

      
      The phone rang. Camilla answered it.

      
      ‘You’re on. Good luck.’

      
      She showed him a door at the end of the long corridor. ‘What about Mr Mason?’

      
      ‘He won’t have gone far. I’ve got to go.’ She looked at her watch. It was a Cartier. ‘Thanks for the help.’

      
      ‘My pleasure,’ he mumbled, meaning it.

      
      As he walked down the corridor and saw Camilla leaving the suite, the vision of her naked body haunted him. Her pouting labia,
         pink and smooth, nestling at the top of those long legs. Let alone her breasts, heavy but upturned. He couldn’t get it out
         of his mind, and he was supposed to be concentrating on getting himself a very important job.
      

      
      ‘Come!’ a thick accent from the American south shouted in reply to his knock on the door.

      
      He entered another bedroom. This one was arranged with a large desk facing the door. The desk was covered with papers, scripts
         and photographs. He could see his own ten-by-eight lying in a pile with a lot of others. Behind the desk Hanna Silverstein
         sat smoking a long brown cigarette. She was not what he had expected. She was blonde, natural as far as he could tell, and wearing a white suit decorated with large gold buttons. Her face was tanned, rather over-tanned, but though
         she must have been over fifty-five her face had remarkably few lines and wrinkles. She was not tall but her body was well-proportioned
         and neat with not an ounce of fat.
      

      
      An empty bottle of champagne stood on the desk together with an empty glass.

      
      ‘Your name?’ she asked, not smiling, lifting her glasses to read from a piece of paper on the desk. From the way she slurred
         her words she was quite clearly drunk.
      

      
      ‘Jason MacIver.’

      
      ‘That’s right. Have we met before?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Oh.’ She took her glasses off and got up. ‘Look, it’s been a long day for me. Perhaps we could do this in the morning.’

      
      ‘Sure,’ Jason said, trying to keep the disappointment out of his voice.

      
      Hanna picked up the phone and punched in one number. Somewhere in the suite Jason could hear a phone ringing. No one answered
         it.
      

      
      ‘If you want Ms Potts I think she went out.’

      
      ‘Out where?’

      
      ‘George Mason’s missing.’

      
      ‘He’s not missing. He’ll be downstairs in the bar.’

      
      There was an awkward pause. Jason didn’t know whether he had been dismissed.

      
      ‘Do me a favour. Get me another bottle of champagne from the kitchen and open it. I’m hopeless with corks.’

      
      It took Jason five minutes to find the kitchen, and the champagne. Hanna Silverstein drunk the first glass he poured for her quickly and held out the empty glass for a refill immediately.
      

      
      ‘Join me, I hate drinking alone,’ she said, indicating a glass on a side table.

      
      The bottle disappeared rapidly despite the fact that Jason had only sipped at his glass. He was dispatched to get another.
         This time, when he returned, Hanna was lying on the bed. He poured the wine into her glass on the bedside table.
      

      
      ‘So why don’t you sleep your way into pictures … what’s your name?’

      
      ‘Jason …’

      
      ‘Jason?’

      
      ‘Because I don’t have the tits.’ He thought it was funny. But Hanna wasn’t laughing. She was unzipping her skirt.

      
      ‘Fuck me.’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘You heard. I want you to fuck me. It’ll do your career no end of good.’

      
      ‘And if I don’t?’

      
      ‘Goodbye career.’ Now she was laughing. She stripped off her skirt revealing lacy white French knickers.

      
      ‘And if I do.’

      
      ‘That depends, doesn’t it? Come on, I’ve had a hard day. Come over here and rake the grass off my lawn.’

      
      ‘Do I get the part?’

      
      ‘You learn fast, Jason.’

      
      She caught him by the hand and with surprising strength pulled him on top of her. Immediately her mouth clamped on to his
         and her hot tongue was forcing its way between his lips. Her hands were all over him, pulling his shirt out of his trousers,
         unzipping his jeans, squeezing his tight buttocks, feeling for his cock.
      

      
      His mind was racing. The woman was drunk. She might regret it in the morning and then he’d have no chance. On the other hand,
         she might know exactly what she was doing, and if he refused he would have no chance either. His agent had said Hanna was
         a ball-breaker but he’d had no idea she meant literally.
      

      
      His body made the decision for him. Hanna had shucked her way out of her jacket and blouse and now in white bra and French
         knickers, was burrowing her head down into Jason’s lap. Her fingers had pulled his pants down far enough to reveal his cock
         and Hanna’s mouth fixed on it like a limpet on a rock, impossible to remove. As she sucked and licked and tongued his cock
         he felt his erection swelling in her mouth. As soon as it was hard she came up for air.
      

      
      ‘Good boy,’ she said, pulling off her knickers. ‘Now give it to me.’ She lay back, her hand still wrapped around his cock,
         not bothering to take off her bra. He was committed now. It was too late to walk away. So if he was going to fuck her he might
         as well make a good job of it, he thought.
      

      
      Jason rolled over on to his side and pulled himself down the bed, kissing Hanna’s flesh as he went. When his mouth reached
         her hips he moved over her, kissing and licking his way over her navel until be reached the wispy blonde pubic hair. She opened
         her legs wider. His tongue found her clitoris. He had always loved cunnilingus and all his lovers had said he was good at
         it. Well, if this was the casting couch he was going to make sure Hanna didn’t forget him in the morning. He started playing
         with her clitoris, circling it with his tongue, tapping it, nudging it, then running his tongue down to dart into the moist passage of her cunt. Within seconds be could feel her juices
         on his tongue, within minutes Hanna was shaking with orgasm, a long series of moans escaping from her lips.
      

      
      ‘Well, you are a find,’ she said, pulling his head up from her cunt. ‘Now I want cock.’

      
      He climbed up over her holding his cock at the entrance to her cunt, feeling her fleshy labia against his glans.

      
      ‘You want it?’ he asked, looking into this stranger’s eyes, now quite wild with lust.

      
      ‘Yes, yes, yes,’ she screamed.

      
      ‘Take it then,’ he said as he pushed his cock home, sinking it to the hilt in one long, hard stroke. Immediately he was deep
         inside her Hanna bucked her hips up at him pushing his cock in and out, reinforcing his own strokes, controlling the rhythm.
         She wanted it hard and deep and frequent. The rhythm she established was frantic, like riding a horse in the rodeo, but he
         managed to stay in the saddle and give as good as he got. She bucked and kicked and scratched. She bit his shoulder and scored
         his back with her nails but he stayed with it, pushing his cock into her and grinding his pubic bone against her clitoris.
      

      
      ‘I’m coming,’ she cried as he felt her whole body tense under him. ‘Oh my God, I’m coming …’

      
      With one final spasm she arched off the bed and held his cock deep inside her. He pushed deeper still and felt her body trembling
         around him, every nerve responding to her climax. Then he felt her relax as though melting under him.
      

      
      ‘Now it’s your turn, lover,’ she whispered in his ear.

      
      He started a rhythm that was good for him. She made no attempt to change it but fitted herself to him. Her cunt was hot and wet and she whispered in his ear again, ‘Give me your spunk, lover, I want it all.’
      

      
      He could feel his spunk in his cock now. There was no reason to hold back but he did. He wanted to make her come again, force
         her to orgasm before he spunked. He quickened his pace. He sent his hand down between their two bodies so the tip of his finger
         could find her clitoris and wank it while he plunged in and out with his cock. She started to gasp with pleasure. He wanked
         harder and could feel her body respond. With his other hand he felt for her nipple under the material of the bra and pinched
         it hard. She started to whimper and then moan. Then she was screaming and he felt her cunt tense around his cock and heard
         her give one long, heart-felt cry as her third orgasm racked through her body.
      

      
      He quickened his pace. He felt her hands on his buttocks urging him forward and he knew he could not told back any longer.
         He concentrated on himself now. He thrust into her as deeply as he could and felt his cock spasm as it pumped his hot spunk
         out into the soft clinging wet walls of her cunt.
      

      
      ‘Bravo, bravo, bravo,’ a man’s voice was shouting.

      
      Jason twisted round to see George Mason lolling in the chair by the desk. How long he had been there Jason did not know.

      
      ‘Don’t mind him, lover. George loves to watch. That’s about all he’s good for. And you certainly gave him his money’s worth.’

      
      He was glad he lived alone. After getting back from the Dorchester he was exhausted and cross with himself. He had blown it.
         His first chance at a big Hollywood film and he had ended up screwing the producer while the director watched. Both of them had probably been so drunk they wouldn’t even remember his name in the morning. And he could hardly ring up his
         agent and tell her what had happened. Fortunately he was so tired sleep overtook him the moment he got into bed and he was
         spared further self-recrimination until the morning.
      

      
      He woke at nine. He trudged over to the curtains and threw them back, not really wanting the day to begin. Outside in the
         street a black Rolls Royce Phantom was parked. He wondered if someone in the street was having a royal visit as it was certainly
         unusual for this area, which, though far from depressed, was more used to second-hand Porsches and third-hand Range Rovers.
         Perhaps one of the royals was having a fling with a local resident, he thought, as he put on the coffee.
      

      
      The doorbell startled him. He was not expecting anyone especially not at this time in the morning. He scrambled into a robe
         and went to his front door. He was even more startled to see Camilla Potts.
      

      
      ‘Morning. Late night?’ she asked knowingly.

      
      ‘What are you doing here?’ he was too astonished to be polite.

      
      ‘Aren’t you going to invite me in?’

      
      ‘Sorry. Come in. I’m just surprised to see you.’

      
      Camilla walked into the flat, found the front room and sat down on the sofa.

      
      ‘Why?’

      
      ‘Why am I surprised?’

      
      ‘Yes. I thought Hanna told you.’

      
      ‘Told me what?’ Camilla’s short skirt revealed a distracting amount of long lithe leg.

      
      
      ‘She didn’t. I thought she was a bit pissed. She wants you to screen test for the film.’

      
      ‘What? Today?’

      
      ‘Oh no, next week. But you have to leave today.’

      
      ‘Leave?’ Jason’s mouth was wide open. This was all happening too fast.

      
      ‘For Hollywood. Los Angeles. You know, where they make films. She didn’t tell you?’

      
      ‘No. Nothing. You mean leave now?’

      
      ‘Twelve o’clock flight from Heathrow. We’ll take you back to the Dorchester to pick up Hanna and you’re off. You’re flying
         with her.’
      

      
      ‘How long will I be gone?’

      
      ‘Depends on the screen test. You don’t need to pack much. Hanna’ll buy you everything you need out there. She likes doing
         that.’
      

      
      He wanted to pinch himself. It must be a dream. He pretended he had to go to the loo so he had a moment alone to think. He
         had to call his agent. Talk it over with her.
      

      
      ‘Don’t be long,’ Camilla shouted. ‘We haven’t got much time.’

      
      Well, there was nothing else he could do but go with the flow. He went into the bedroom and pulled on his best jeans, a clean
         shirt and stuffed a couple of books and his shaving gear and a toothbrush into a briefcase. He walked back into the living-room,
         where he’d left his leather jacket.
      

      
      ‘I have to call my agent.’

      
      ‘There’s a phone in the car, use that. It’ll save time.’

      
      He looked around, trying to think what else he should do.

      
      ‘Cancel the papers. Turn off the electricity at the mains and the gas …’ Camilla said helpfully. ‘Write a note for the cleaning lady.’
      

      
      ‘Don’t have one,’

      
      ‘Let’s go, then.’

      
      Camilla Potts was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen, Jason decided as the chauffeur guided the Rolls Royce
         effortlessly through the traffic. The tight, short red dress she wore perfectly complimented the marvellous body he had seen
         so graphically exposed last night. The material moulded itself to her heavy breasts and amply curved hips. He could not help
         thinking, as it was positioned only two or three feet away, of her immaculately shaven – he assumed that was how the hair
         had been removed – cunt nestling no doubt in soft silk knickers under her skirt.
      

      
      It was as if she read his thoughts. ‘I prefer it. It makes me feel more open. More available. I like to feel available.’ He
         laughed. ‘Or do you like to think you’ve made a conquest?’
      

      
      ‘I don’t think so.’

      
      ‘Good. That’s so old fashioned. Women should be able to take the initiative. I’m glad you impressed Hanna. I was thinking
         about you last night. You bursting in on me like that. It was a turn on …’
      

      
      ‘Was it?’

      
      ‘Yes. It still is.’

      
      She took his hand and pressed it into her lap. The tips of his fingers were inches from the top of her skirt.

      
      ‘Do you want to call your agent?’ she asked, unhooking the car-phone from its mounting and handing it to him.

      
      ‘Thanks.’ He dialled the number then returned his spare hand to Camilla’s lap. She looked pleased.

      
      
      ‘Hi. It’s Jason MacIver,’ he said into the phone.

      
      ‘Hi, Jason, I’ll put you through,’ the receptionist said perkily.

      
      ‘Jason.’ It was Joy Chivas in person. Something must be up. ‘Hanna Silverstein called me. She’s offered me a deal for the
         film subject to a screen test.’
      

      
      ‘Should I go, then?’

      
      ‘Of course.’

      
      Camilla Potts dropped to her knees on the thick wool carpet of the Rolls and pried his legs apart. Her hand reached for his
         zip.
      

      
      ‘What about a contract?’ he tried to concentrate.

      
      Camilla extracted his cock from his pants and was stroking it enthusiastically. He could feel it growing in her hand.

      
      ‘I’m still haggling. Don’t worry, I’ll work it out,’ Joy was saying.

      
      Camilla lowered her head and took his cock into her mouth. It was getting very difficult for Jason to concentrate on the phone
         call.
      

      
      ‘What about … oh …’ Camilla sucked voraciously, ‘expenses.’

      
      ‘Everything’s paid for. First class travel. The works. Enjoy yourself.’

      
      ‘I am … I mean, I will.’ His cock was fully erect now and Camilla was using her tongue to lick every inch of it.

      
      ‘Call me from LA.’

      
      ‘OK,’ he said, only too grateful to be able to throw the phone on to the seat. ‘What are you doing? People will see.’

      
      ‘I thought it was obvious what I was doing,’ she said without taking the cock out of her mouth. ‘And they can’t see. The windows
         are black.’
      

      
      
      She dived back on to his cock, pushing it so far into her mouth he thought he could feel her throat. He was generally dazed.
         Everything was happening so fast. He was on his way to Hollywood in a Rolls Royce Phantom whose interior was bigger than most
         people’s sitting-rooms while the most beautiful woman he had ever seen was kneeling between his legs giving him a blow job.
         No wonder he’d wanted to be an actor! But what should he do now? Throw Camilla to the floor of the car and fuck her over the
         transmission tunnel or lie back and enjoy himself?
      

      
      Camilla settled his dilemma. ‘Relax,’ she said. ‘I want you to come in my mouth.’

      
      ‘What about you?’ he said gallantly.

      
      ‘I want this.’ She plunged her mouth back down on to his cock and began a relentless rhythm alternately sucking his cock in,
         then pulling it out of her mouth, her tongue flicking at the tip of the swollen rod of flesh, coating it with saliva both
         on the way in and on the way out. Meantime her hand had found its way into his trousers and was successfully massaging his
         balls and the stem of his cock. He felt the spunk rising in his prick. He opened his eyes to watch Camilla’s head bobbing
         up and down on his cock. He could see that her other hand, the one not occupied between his legs, had insinuated its way between
         her own, pulled her tiny red briefs aside and was wanking her clitoris as vigorously as her mouth and hand were wanking his
         cock. Her skirt had ridden up over her bum and he could see her shaven pussy again.
      

      
      There was no holding back now. He managed to mumble, ‘I’m coming,’ before he reached out and held her head down on his cock,
         not wanting it to pull back again. He wanted to spunk deep in her throat. Camilla reacted instinctively, sinking her head down deeper on him, deeper than he’d ever have thought
         possible and he felt her lips grazing his pubic hair. Her final thrust made him come. It was as though she’d contracted her
         throat muscles, squeezing his shaft. He moaned as he felt his spunk rocketing from his cock, so much he thought she would
         drown in it, as it hit the back of her throat. She swallowed it all except a drop which escaped from the side of her mouth
         and which she caught with the tip of her finger. She licked the finger clean, sucking it down into her mouth with obvious
         relish while she looked straight into his cold blue eyes.
      

      
      ‘Welcome to Hollywood,’ she said quietly smiling, as the Rolls Royce turned into the forecourt of the Dorchester. ‘I must
         remember this. Good set-up. Might come in useful in my next epic.’
      

      
      What this remark meant Jason had not the slightest idea. But now, he decided, was not the time to ask for an explanation.

      




      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      It took an hour before the Rolls Royce and a second, less prestigious car, was loaded with Hanna Silverstein’s luggage and
         Hanna herself replaced Camilla on the leather seat in the back next to Jason. As the chauffeur pulled into Park Lane and headed
         for the airport Jason was a little disappointed to learn that Camilla was not coming with them but apparently would be in
         Los Angeles in a few days’ time. Meantime, she told him cryptically before Hanna arrived, she was sure he would have plenty
         to keep him occupied.
      

      
      ‘I need a drink,’ were Hanna’s first words to him that morning. ‘Pour me a Jim Beam straight, there’s a good boy.’

      
      Hanna appeared to like white. Last night she had worn a white dress and this morning she was wearing a white suit, with a
         white silk blouse underneath. Her shoes were white as were her tights.
      

      
      Jason opened the large cocktail cabinet mounted in the centre of the partition between passenger and driver. Behind the beautiful
         walnut veneer was an amply filled bar stocked with every conceivable beverage. He poured the bourbon into a crystal tumbler
         and was about to add ice from a silver bucket recessed neatly into the side of the cabinet, when Hanna snatched the glass
         from his hand.
      

      
      
      ‘Straight,’ she said, as though explaining to a seven-year-old. She gulped the drink down. Its effect was dramatic. Hanna
         seemed to recognise Jason for the first time. ‘Well Jason, we’re on our way. Did Camilla fill you in?’
      

      
      ‘A bit.’

      
      ‘Lovely girl, isn’t she? Gorgeous.’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘She’s got quite a reputation in Hollywood.’

      
      ‘She’s an actress?’

      
      Hanna laughed huskily. ‘She thinks so.’ Hanna put her hand on Jason’s knee and patted it. ‘I really like you, Jason. You’ll
         go far.’
      

      
      ‘What about George Mason?’

      
      ‘Oh, don’t worry about him. He’s not important. I make the decisions on my films. George couldn’t discover talent if it was
         pushed up his anus.’ She downed the rest of the drink and held out the glass. He refilled it.
      

      
      ‘Such a strong face, Jason. They’re going to love you in the States. You’ve never been there, have you?’

      
      ‘No, I’m very …’

      
      ‘They’re going to love you,’ she cut in before he could finish. ‘I’m never wrong about these things. I’ll get the screen test
         set up the moment we get in. You’ll stay with me in Beverly Hills, of course. I’ve got lots of room and it’s much better.
         We can work on the script …’ She laughed and shot her hand out to grab at the top of his thigh and pinch it quite hard.
      

      
      ‘Could I see a script?’

      
      ‘What script?’

      
      ‘The screen test …’

      
      ‘Oh, that. The script’s in rewrites. First draft was crap. To think I paid a hundred and fifty thousand dollars for that piece of shit. Jesus. Total crap …’
      

      
      ‘But I thought you were going to start shooting …’

      
      ‘Jason, you’ve got a lot to learn. We get a rewrite. It’s being done now. No problem.’

      
      ‘But my character …’

      
      ‘Your character is a big strong horny stud who all the girls are mad to get between the sheets with … You can do that, can’t
         you?’
      

      
      Considering what had happened last night he thought it better to let actions speak louder than words. She knew what he could
         do. And so did George Mason.
      

      
      ‘What’s the plot?’

      
      ‘No more business now, Jason. I’ve spent a week talking business with a load of schmucks and I want to relax. I like flying.
         It makes me high …’ She laughed, suddenly realising what she had said. ‘Give me another.’
      

      
      He poured the Jim Beam. Just as he was taking the bottle away she caught his hand and tilted it up again, holding it until
         the glass was more than half full.
      

      
      ‘Remember,’ she said, ‘that’s how I like my drinks.’

      
      The conversation lapsed. Hanna stared out of the window as they passed the Brompton Oratory and the Natural History Museum.

      
      ‘So you like Camilla?’

      
      ‘She’s very beautiful.’

      
      ‘And gives great head …’

      
      Jason felt his face starting to redden. He was sure Camilla hadn’t had time to tell Hanna what had happened in the car. They
         had only exchanged a few words outside the hotel. Or had she been acting on Hanna’s instructions? In this new world in which he found himself anything was possible.
      

      
      ‘Of course, you wouldn’t know, would you?’ she said. ‘Not over here.’

      
      He didn’t know what that meant either. He wanted to ask how she knew of Camilla’s capabilities. But he said nothing: it was
         better to look, listen and learn.
      

      
      Two hours later they were installed in the spacious seats of the first class cabin on the upper deck of a Boeing 747 Big Top,
         and being plied with glasses of champagne, prior to takeoff, by an extremely pretty stewardess.
      

      
      Jason, who had drunk nothing in the car, accepted a glass willingly, feeling it was appropriate. Hanna refused.

      
      ‘Bring me a Jim Beam, dear. Large. Extra large, honey. And keep it coming. You understand?’ She caught the blonde stewardess’s
         hand and looked into her eyes as if she was just about to tell her the secret of life.
      

      
      ‘Yes … Ms Silverstein.’ She read the name from little tags pinned in the top of each seat.

      
      ‘Great.’

      
      Hanna had consumed most of the bottle of bourbon in the limousine, two extra-large measures in the first class lounge while
         they waited for the flight to be called, but still downed the glass the stewardess brought as though she had been in a desert
         for a week.
      

      
      Only the imminent take-off prevented her from consuming another before they had left the ground.

      
      The stewardess returned to relieve them of their glasses as the plane taxied up to the queue of aircraft waiting on the runway.
         She caught Jason’s eye as she took Hanna’s glass, her expression a mixture of amusement and pity. He raised his eyebrows, wanting to tell her Ms Silverstein’s condition was nothing
         to do with him. He didn’t know whether the message was understood.
      

      
      As soon as the plane was airborne the stewardess brought another bourbon just as Hanna was searching for the call button to
         ask for one.
      

      
      ‘Now that’s what I call service,’ Hanna declared. The pressurisation of the cabin seemed to have increased her intoxication
         considerably. ‘Bring me two blankets and another bourbon and that’s it … no food … no hot towels … nothing. Understand?’ Her
         words were slurred.
      

      
      Five minutes later, handing the empty glass to Jason, Hanna curled her small frame into a fetal ball, covered herself in the
         red airline blankets and within seconds was sleeping peacefully.
      

      
      Jason got up quietly and went to find the galley. The crew were busy preparing lunch but the blonde stewardess came over immediately
         to relieve him of the glass.
      

      
      ‘Thanks,’ she said. ‘If you’d rather sit alone while you’re having lunch there’s a spare double over there. Help yourself.’

      
      ‘Good idea. I think she’s out for the count.’

      
      ‘Oh, it happens. We get a lot like that.’

      
      He read the name tag on her uniform, pinned above her firm jutting bosom. ‘Melanie, nice name …’

      
      ‘I’m glad you think so,’ she said, for a moment letting him see that this was not an official remark, part of her duties.
         ‘Better get back,’ she added, moving down to rejoin the feverish activity among her colleagues.
      

      
      Jason sat on the aisle seat in the row she had suggested. He was glad not to have to worry about disturbing Hanna while he
         ate his lunch, especially as he was ravenously hungry. All the excitement – sexual and professional – had clearly affected
         his appetite.
      

      
      He had never been in first class before so was not expecting the lavish cuisine. Smoked salmon, foie gras, Iranian caviar,
         a chateaubriand carved by the seat. There was vodka with the caviar, which he declined, and fine claret, which he drank appreciatively.
         A selection of cheeses was followed by an elaborate dessert and the offer of liqueurs. He was persuaded to have a small Armagnac
         with his coffee. If this was going to be his life from now on he certainly wouldn’t be protesting. If it wasn’t, he was determined
         to enjoy it while it lasted. After all, he could soon be on the next plane back home.
      

      
      He scolded himself for that thought. He must think positive. He was going to make a huge success of his screen test. End of
         story.
      

      
      The alcohol made him sleepy. He closed his eyes. He could still feel Camilla’s lips on his cock, her throat sucking him down
         …
      

      
      ‘More coffee?’ Melanie interrupted his reverie. She had been serving on the opposite side of the cabin so he had not seen
         her during the meal.
      

      
      ‘Oh no … No thanks.’

      
      She was looking down into his lap. He realised he had an erection. Is that what she was looking at?

      
      ‘Let me take your napkin away, then.’

      
      Before he could protest she dropped her hand on to the white linen and gripped it tightly, catching his cock in its folds.
         She smiled innocuously, gave another little squeeze, then plucked the linen out of his lap.
      

      
      
      ‘I … eh …’ he was trying to think of something to say to explain his condition.

      
      ‘It’s the vibration of the plane. Very common in our male passengers.’ She smiled a knowing smile. ‘Sometimes has the same
         effect on women but it’s less noticeable. It always affects me.’
      

      
      ‘Does it?’

      
      ‘Always. Perhaps that’s why I love my job. I’m on my break now for an hour. Do you feel like a little walk? Might help to
         relieve the discomfort …’
      

      
      ‘A walk?’

      
      ‘This is a very big plane. There are all sorts of places the passengers don’t see. Trust me.’
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