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CHAPTER 1

Never, ever, ever, Branden
thought, invite hookers to your room.
Britt’s lip and high cheekbone were swelling, he could see it even
in the moonlight and even with her cowboy hat on. While the lip
didn’t look too bad, Branden thought that the girl’s hi-jinks may
have earned her a black eye. He shook his head. He knew that Chloe,
following behind them in the Ford, was worse off. He gunned the
cherry-red Chevrolet Impala convertible over a hill and down into a
sprawling expanse of Southern California suburbia.

From the first moments the adventure seemed
to go awry. The elevator guard would not let Chloe bring her new
prostitute friends up to the room. That led to a delay and more
booze as they waited for a guard shift change and eventually
sneaked the gals up using Britt’s and Chloe’s passes while he and
Spike rode the elevators over and over, tag-teaming girls and
passes. Eventually they had all four girls and he and Spike in the
room.

At first things went smooth enough. Branden
remembered everybody having a good time, but now, with Britt
bruised and passed out beside him in the Impala, Branden remembered
just when the night seemed to go so wrong. All the girls were
stripping to the waist and dancing. It was boobs galore, Branden
remembered.

“I want to lick tequila off this whore…”
Chloe had shouted. Branden cringed as the words rang again into his
head. Chloe and the blond hooker were dancing and somehow Chloe had
pinned the girl and had began dousing the gal with booze. Chloe
splashed some in the girl’s hair, which apparently, Branden
surmised, was crossing some kind of invisible hooker line. Branden
remembered seeing Strawberry, the hooker in the red dress, turn and
smack Chloe while uttering ‘I just washed it’. Then Chloe punched
the girl in the sequined dress, hard. Nikki, Strawberry’s brunette
friend in the gold pants, jumped on Chloe. Britt jumped on Nikki.
Chloe yanked Strawberry’s hair. Branden remembered his shock at
seeing her whole head of hair come off. It was a wig. That series
of events seemed harmless enough to Spike and himself, as they
yelled ‘catfight!’

Then Branden remembered things getting wild.
Each he and Spike were now trying to stop two out-of-control
catfights that were getting serious. A punch in the face chipped a
veneer off a tooth in Chloe’s mouth and split her lip. She
responded with a kick to Strawberry’s groin, which seemed to make
Strawberry upset. Chloe and Strawberry began rolling on the floor,
Branden remembered, with a huge klutzy Spike desperately trying to
pull the gals apart.

Nikki was punching Britt, who took two good
shots to the face before cold-clocking Nikki. Finally the guys got
the girls apart.

After a heated debate that ended with Chloe
paying the girls several hundred dollars, the hookers left.

The four of them were then kicked out of the
casino’s hotel, after staff finally figured out what had been going
on through videos and guests complaints about the noise.

Never, ever, sneak hookers into your room,
Branden reminded himself. He looked at his watch; it read 3 a.m. He
put his not-so-clean Navajo blanket over the bruised Britt. Never
invite hookers to your room, he told himself again.

The all-night café in Cali-Mesa was called
the High Frontier. Britt, Chloe, Spike and Branden sat virtually
alone in an over-stuffed booth. The table had graffiti carved into
it and the red faux-leather was sticky. Branden thought the owners
should rename the dive, the ‘Get High’ Frontier, because that was
the only way, Branden mused to himself, he was going to have an
appetite for anything they served there.

“So what’s the plan…?” Spike asked. Chloe sat
with her head in her hands and Britt had her Navajo blanket around
her and appeared to be all but sleeping. She had her white cowboy
hat pulled low, as if she did not want anyone to see her. Branden
watched as a woman approached.

“So,” a waitress, prune-ish in an impossibly
frazzled uniform, began, “did you get the number of the truck that
hit you or are these gents using you gals as punching bags?”

“We got beat-up by hookers,” Chloe said. She
did not look up at the server. Branden stifled a laugh.

“Don’t worry,” Britt said. She had revived
and now rested her head on her hands. “They got plenty beat up by
us, too…”

“Turns out hookers are a bit temperamental,”
Branden said.

“Especially if they just washed their hair…”
Chloe said.

“That was a fucking wig…” said Britt. “Do you
wash wigs?”

“They seem to feel strong objections to being
kicked in the money-maker,” Spike laughed, “that’s for sure…”

“Is there any way you could put some ice in a
bag for both these girls?” Branden asked.

“A couple of Vicodin and a glass of water
would be good too…” said Chloe.

The waitress seemed sympathetic to their
plight and brought the girls both aspirin and ice but not before
taking Britt aside and speaking with her in private. The server
seemed to accept Britt’s answers and brought them coffee and pie.
Chloe also had ice cream.

“I know someone in Venice,” Branden began.
“His name is Ash. He’s a writer, of sorts. He wrote one of the
plays that I did in Nashville a few years back.”

“You were an actor in Nashville?” Chloe
asked.

“Yeah, he’s a theatre actor,” Britt said.
“That’s why we’re going to Hollywood to become big movie
stars.”

“I had a half-dozen roles and only one decent
speaking part,” Branden said, “so Laurence Olivia I’m not. And it’s
movie stars or food-servers or something.” Branden said. “Anyway, I
figure we could drop by this guy’s apartment. He lives in a tall
building on the beach,” continued Branden, “we need to cool it for
a while, and get our bearings - we’re becoming close to being a
rolling explosion - I really think we need to chill on the crazy
stuff like weed, booze and freaky strangers.”

“Can we still get frisky?” Chloe asked.
Branden laughed; he hadn’t heard it put quite like that in a
generation. Britt smiled wide.

“Yeah,” Branden said. “We can still get
plenty frisky…”

It was indeed a tall building, Branden saw -
it also looked as if it had been built in the 20’s and never even
garnered a single new coat of paint. It was covered in graffiti and
had a long, rusty fire escape running up one side. On the side
opposite of the fire escape was a mural with half of its plaster
chipped off. Suddenly, Branden had second thoughts. The building’s
singular accomplishment seemed to be that it was on the beach.
Branden knew Venice was renown for its large expanse of blond sand
before the Pacific Ocean, and mostly for the sidewalk that lay
between the buildings and that sand. He studied the cement walkway
that ran between Santa Monica and Marina Del Rey, commonly referred
to as the ‘Ocean Front Walk’ and its crazy carnival-like atmosphere
of hawkers, vendors, performers, artists, homeless and street
people and wondered if he was in the wrong place.

“What number?” Chloe asked.

“What?” asked Branden.

“What number is this guy Ash’s
apartment?”

“Oh,” Branden said, “611.” Branden glanced at
his watch. They had made it from Cali-Mesa to Venice in three
hours. With an hour in the café, Branden saw it was just after
8-a.m. “It’s a bit early.”

“Writers always start early,” Chloe said.
“Let’s go.” Thinking it was a little late to change plans, Branden
followed the group into the apartment building’s atrium. The inside
of the structure matched the outside. Pealing paint, chipped
porcelain tiles and rusty banisters framed a window with the words
‘Manager’s Office’ above it. Behind a desk and a chair were
numbered mailboxes, some of which were missing their doors. The
office was deserted. After waiting in front of a gated elevator for
some long minutes, Branden pointed toward the stairs. In the
confined space of the stairwell the graffiti and peeling paint
seemed more pronounced. It also smelled of urine. The six flights
of switchback steps seemed endless.

“This… fucker,” Spike said while trying to
catch his breath, “had… better… be… home.”


CHAPTER 2

Branden laughed. When the door of number 611
finally opened, the man that stood in front of them looked as
dilapidated as the building around him. Tussled hair, standing all
but straight up, sat above a bloated, red-blotched face. The man
wore only a stained t-shirt and jockey shorts. His eyes were
bloodshot and it was clear he had been sleeping only a minute
before answering the door, thought Branden. He also smelled of
bourbon.

“Branden?” Ash asked.

“How are ya, Ash?” Branden wasn’t sure if
they should just turn and run down the stairs or not. He did not
look at the others.

“Hey dude,” Ash said. “Long time no see!” Ash
gave Branden a big hug. Ash smiled at the others, who were mostly
staring at the floor. Ash glanced down at himself. “Oh,” Ash said.
“Ahh, it’s been a couple days of hard nights,” Ash said, “if you
get my meaning. Come on in and I’ll get cleaned up.”

The group reluctantly entered the apartment.
What they saw left them speechless. They heard a shower go on in
another room.

“Help yourself to anything you want,” Ash’s
voice rang out from some unknown area. “Kitchen’s all yours - if
you haven’t had breakfast, make some, or pour yourselves some O.J.
- it’s fresh squeezed.” Branden stood in a large living room. Off
to his left was a spacious kitchen. Ash had disappeared through a
large door at the furthest-most wall.

Branden tried to take it all in. To his right
sat a large armoire. It was made of an exotic hardwood, Branden
guessed, and was richly carved in an ornate African motif. Nearby
sat a bookcase with leather-bound books and framed photos. One
showed Ash beside a sign that said, ‘Welcome to Zimbabwe’. Another
showed Ash in a green Range Rover, on whose hood sat a huge
cheetah. Another showed Ash and an attractive woman standing in
front of several Maasai Warriors who were richly made up in
blood-red robes and covered in beads. On the floor lay silk Persian
throw rugs. There was no T.V. to be seen.

Strewn all about the apartment were an
assortment of exotic souvenirs: sculptures, statuettes, wooden
canes, hanging carvings, lampshades, wall decorations and carved
sticks almost cluttered the apartment but were arranged so that
they added a touch of winsome warmth to the place.

To Branden the apartment looked like
something out of a Hemingway or F. Scott Fitzgerald novel - it
looked like The Great Gatsby went souvenir hunting in Africa á la
William Randolph Hearst. The walls were hung with oil paintings,
all signed.

In the kitchen Branden found a well-stocked
refrigerator, a full wine rack and a globe that opened up to show
various hard liquors. Branden pulled out a bottle. It’s intricate
label read, ‘Macallan Single Malt Whisky’. The kitchen was
immaculate.

“Well,” Ash said, “like I said, long time no
see, Branden, what can I do for you?” Before Branden stood Ash. A
complete transformation had taken place. His bushy hair was combed.
He wore tan slacks over sandals and a bright-white cotton shirt.
Though a bit overweight, Branden could still make out that his
long-time pal, who he remembered as being attractive to many of
their women friends, was still there. Ash was six-foot-two, had
hazel eyes and a square jaw. Branden thought he looked a little
like an actor from a series he saw on T.V. albeit the slightly
overweight version.

“We’re here to become movie stars,” Britt
said. Ash laughed, then stopped. Britt looked serious.

“Ash,” Branden said, “This is Britt, Chloe
and Spike.”

“What happened to you, girls?”

“Streetwalkers pounded us…” Chloe said. Ash
stared at both Chloe and Britt.

“Spike, Branden,” Ash said, “let me see your
hands.” Both Spike and Branden cooperated. “Well, none of these
knuckles fucked up that tooth or split that lip, so I’ll take you
at your word.”

“We kind of got in over our heads with some…”
Britt began.

“Hardened pros,” Branden said. “That got out
of hand…”

“Been there,” Ash said, “done her. What, you
forget to negotiate a price beforehand and find the fee is a little
high? Mess up her hair or tear her clothes on mistake, or on
purpose-like?”

“The hair thing is close,” Chloe said.

“That tooth,” Ash said to Chloe, “that’s just
a veneer that popped off, right?”

“Right.” Chloe said. “It’s just like this cap
thingy glued in front…”

“You save it?”

“I swallowed it,” Chloe said. Ash
laughed.

“When?”

“Just last night,” Chloe said. “Like, at
about, 2 a.m.”

Ash laughed again. Branden watched as he went
to the kitchen. He came out with a gallon food-storage bag. Ash
gave it to Chloe.

“What’s that for?” Chloe asked.

“You keep it with you.” Ash said. “About
seventeen to twenty-four hours after swallowing it you get it back.
That way we go see a dentist friend of mine, who owes me a favor,
and that tooth is all better for twenty bucks instead of
eight-hundred. Chloe frowned. Britt took her aside and whispered to
the girl. Chloe turned to Ash with raised eyebrows.

“We’ll soak it in some alcohol and the
dentist can disinfect it,” Ash said, “that way its incredible
journey won’t be so un, ahh… let’s say… un-appetizing.

“He wants you to shit in the bag,” Spike
said.

“I get that,” Chloe said.

“Or you can flush the thing and pay the
eight-hundred, and wait two weeks for a new one to be made…” Ash
said. Britt began to giggle. Branden outright laughed. “Now let my
see that lip…” Ash examined Chloe and produced a black bag. “It’s
superficial. This tape will help it heal. Try not to smile too
broadly the next few days and you’ll be good as new.” Ash said.
Branden didn’t remember his friend being a doctor, but the guy
seemed to know what he was doing.

“Let me see you,” Ash said to Britt. “You’ll
be okay. Both of you take a couple of these, they are just
anti-inflammatory drugs, called NSAIDs. Take a couple every six
hours or so.

“Now what’s this about ‘being a movie star’?”
Ash asked.

“We came out here,” Britt said, “and figured
that that’s what we’d be…” Ash laughed out loud.

“Okay…” he said.

“So you tell us how,” Chloe said. Ash had
them all sit in the living room. The couches looked old, but clean
and in top shape. They had intricate patterns on them.

“Okay,” Ash said. “All you do is sit on a
stool at Schwab’s Drug Store in a tight sweater and in a few days
you get discovered and be a movie star.”

“Where’s this Schwab place?” Chloe asked. All
four of the others laughed.

“Seems a bit easy,” Britt said while
laughing.

“Well,” Ash continued, “If you don’t get
discovered in a few days, just keep shoving more tissue into your
bra till you do get discovered.” The others laughed again.

“It’s not a joke,” Chloe said. “Britt wants
to be a movie star…”

“Or a waitress or something…” Branden
said.

“So you’re a big writer or something… tell
Britt how.” Chloe said.

“I’m big,” Ash said, “some
say even fat. But the writer part is wrong, at least if you listen
to the critics.” He returned from the kitchen with glasses and a
big pitcher of orange juice. He served the others. Branden saw that
the man had made himself a Bloody Mary. It was just after nine in
the morning. “Okay, here’s how you become a movie star. First, you
give plays and act out your favorite scenes in a movie, like, at
the age of five, that way you get to be in the Christmas pageant
and stuff in grade school. You entertain all your peers with your
antics so that by the time you get to junior high they let you in
the small plays there, if they have any. In high school you join
the drama club and do all the drama club stuff. After high school
you join some type of Off-off-off Broadway group, and hope for
small parts there. All the while you starve to death making little
or no money. Then you get a breakout part and move to Off Broadway.
Then you catch lightening in a bottle and get a strong Broadway
part, and an agent from Hollywood notices your earning potential
and signs you as a client. Then he brings you to Hollywood and gets
you screen tests at some of the major studios, but only if you are
suited for a part in a green-lighted project and have some kind of
talent and experience. Then you get the part and play small rolls
for a few years and either break through to stardom or you go
packing, having not actually made it in show business, though you
did devote all your life energies there, when you could have been a
firefighter or a college professor or something.
IF, by chance, you get to
be an ‘A-List’ star, they put you on a tall, wobbly pedestal,
because Hollywood wants their stars to be one of two things -
heroes or fallen heroes. Then everybody waits to see which one you
will be. Also at that point you lose any and all privacy you ever
had, so that if you fart in public it’s in the papers with an old
picture of yourself when you were fat.” Ash said. “That’s it, plain
and simple, good luck!”

“None of that sounds too good…” Chloe said.
“Plus, it seems like we’re getting a late start. What should we
do?”

“Where you guys staying?”

“Nowhere, yet.” Branden said. He was
beginning to feel their ‘go to Hollywood’ plan lacked real
direction.

“Got any money?”

“Some, I got about three-hundred bucks, same
as Spike and Britt, Chloe’s got about thirty-two hundred.”

“You plan to stay around here, in L.A.
proper?” Ash asked, “you know, in the cities in and around Los
Angeles? Or even here in Venice?”

“Yep,” Britt said.

“You all staying together?”

“Yep,” Britt said.

“You want the truth?” Ash asked. “Well,
cowgirl over there, with that full chest of hers, should put on a
tight top, tip that hat at an angle and apply at the Crowbar Outlaw
down the street. It’s a western club - lots of live music and
booze. She could walk to work. She could also apply at a Shooter’s
somewhere, sans the hat, but she’d have to drive. Spike should go
with Britt and apply at Crowbar as a bouncer. If he doesn’t get
that than apply at every other bar around.” Ash said. Chloe looked
down at her chest.

“What about me?” Chloe asked.

“Well, I wouldn’t follow this advice,” Ash
said. “But… my first impression of you was that you’d make a lot of
money in Chatsworth.”

“What’s that?”

“Porn,” Branden said. Chloe just
shrugged.

“I’d look into that,” she said.

“Better to check into other stuff, Clo.”
Branden said. “What about me? Any ideas?”

“Sid.” Ash said.

“Streenfeld?”

“Yup,” Ash said after draining his Bloody
Mary. “Your old agent is in town, and I got his number.”

“SO WE… CAN… BECOME MOVIE STARS!” Britt
screamed. Ash all but dropped his highball glass on his silk
carpet.


CHAPTER 3

“Okay,” Ash began, “you can stay here a few
weeks if you want.” Ash had refilled his Bloody Mary and poured
them all a second glass of juice. “Only the sleeping arrangements
will be tight. I’m sleeping in my own king bed. But that couch
pulls out into a sleeper which is comfortable enough if you don’t
mind the bar that runs through the center of it. That daybed
Chloe’s sitting on will be prefect for her. Spike, I’m afraid you
have the floor - you’re just too damn big for this place.”

“What if I take just a corner of your king?”
Chloe said.

“Chloe…” Spike answered.

“You’re not sleeping on the fucking floor,
Spike,” Chloe said, “while the rest of us sleep in beds. I trust
Branden and I think he trusts Ash. We’ll leave the door open.”

“Okay by me,” Ash said. “She’s small, I won’t
even notice. And Spike, you have my word I don’t lay a finger on
her. You can ask Branden, we chased a lot of tail in Nashville, but
never once did we do anything we couldn’t tell our mothers’ about.”
Everyone nodded. “One more thing,” Ash began, “it’s going to sound
corny but you take it to heart. We’re not in Shelbyville or
mom-and-pop-ville anymore. We are in Los Angeles, a city of four
million people with another eleven million making up the rest of
the county and surrounding areas. You go up to eighteen million if
you add in Orange County. That means there are plenty of good
people around and plenty of bad people around. Most times you can’t
tell which is which. This building is supposed to look the way it
looks.” Ash said. “You might think there was no one in the office
below but you’d be wrong, you were watched - there was a reason the
elevator didn’t work for you and the stairwell is full of cameras.
You didn’t wake me up, the manager did. This building is supposed
to look like the residents don’t have a pot to piss in. Don’t ever
tell anyone about this apartment, or that I might have nice things
or that I might have five cents in my pocket - GOT THAT?”

Branden waved goodbye to Ash, Spike and
Chloe. They were on their way to the dentist. He glanced at his
watch: 1:45-p.m. He and Britt were to ‘hold down the fort’ as Ash
said. When Branden quipped ‘just as long as it’s not the Alamo’ Ash
laughed. He said ‘who knows’ and left. Britt was in the shower.
Branden realized that he and Britt had not been physically close
for some time. He also realized he was exceeding horny.

Britt came out of the shower with only a
towel on. Her long, wet, auburn hair trailed down her back. The
towel stuck out and barely covered her large breasts. Branden could
just make out part of one nipple. The towel stopped just a hair
above Britt’s crotch, and when she moved or breathed Branden could
see everything he wanted to see. Britt stared hard at him. Branden
thought maybe he would be in for a scolding; he was obviously
staring lustfully at her and Britt was still a little bruised
up.

But instead, Britt walked over to where her
Stetson lay. She put it on. She titled the cowboy hat to a
seductive angle. She stepped into each of her white cowgirl boots.
She then dropped the towel. Full frontal, she stared hard at
Branden. She shook out her wet hair which seemed to have only
barely been toweled off. Her shaking sent rivulets of water drops
down her breasts and along the sides of her stomach.

One droplet ran from between her breasts all
the way to her puss. Branden wanted to feel that drop on his
tongue. Britt came to him. Perky breasts, sloping gently in the
front and then impossibly full and round at the bottom, stuck out
and pointed skyward - they rubbed up against Branden’s shirt as
Britt and he embraced.

“I missed you,” Britt said.
“It seems like a long time since we’ve been close.”

“I sure missed you, Little
Bitty Stinker-butt,” Branden said. He knew his eyes were tearing
up. He wondered if in all their adventures and shenanigans they had
somehow lost what was really important - their closeness. “I want
to always be close to you,” Branden said.

“You always will be,
Branden,” Britt said. She breathed it into his ear. “I’ll make sure
we’re so close that you’ll feel like you are inside me.” Branden
felt her soft lips press against his. She had full, pouty lips that
somewhere along the line had found some deep red lip-polish. He
pressed back, ever so light. He could smell and taste her lipstick
on his lips. He opened his mouth. Britt opened hers. He found her
tongue. He pressed his deep into her mouth. He wanted his mouth to
become her mouth. He wanted his tongue inside her, and he wanted it
deep, he wanted it part of her. She responded. She sucked his
tongue and swirled hers all around his mouth. Britt’s fingers found
the buttons on his shirt. As they kissed she placed her small hands
on his shirt lapels and pulled. It slid down his
shoulders.

He was bare-chested and his pecks pressed
against her soft, warm breasts. Branden knew Britt liked his chest;
he stayed in actor’s shape, always ready for a role that would
require a scene without a shirt. She ran her sharp nails down his
shoulders and did not stop until she was at his waist. She
scratched just lightly enough not to hurt, but hard enough to leave
red tracks on Branden’s skin.

Her hands were on his belt, loosening and
undoing the leather from the buckle. Branden put his hands on
Britt’s face and pulled her closer. Again he slid his tongue into
her mouth. He slowly moved his hands further down. Her rubbed her
shoulders. He placed both hands on the top of her chest and then
moved them until his large, semi-calloused palms cupped her soft,
tender breasts. Her small lithe hand slid into his jeans and found
his penis. He pushed and pulled firmly on her breasts, rubbing and
gently squeezing them. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and
pull gently, and then she found his balls.

Branden rubbed his thumbs against her
nipples, making them hard while continuing to rub and squeeze her
globes. Britt withdrew her hand and pull roughly at Branden’s jeans
until they were past his member and were now around his thighs. He
was rock hard. Branden moved one hand, in an impossibly slow
motion, down Britt’s sculpted, tanned, flat belly. He found her
mound. He found her pussy.

She had shaved in Ash’s bathroom, and was as
smooth as silk. Between its soft folds Branden could feel it was
warm and wet. Britt was now almost panting as they kissed. Branden
began to kiss her and withdraw - he would pull away and then
re-engage her mouth. Her breath was coming out hot and heavy.
Branden began to softly stroke, in one direction, her shaved,
smooth, puss. He felt her generating high, intense heat between her
legs. His fingers were also catching small leakages of silkily,
slippery nectar. When his thumb caught a drop, her massaged it into
her clit all while still kissing her mouth hard. With his middle
finger he found the opening to her sex. It was very small and
impossibly silky smooth.

He gently guided his finger a small way into
her toned body. Britt threw her head back and gasped. Her hands
found their way to between his legs; she grabbed both his balls and
his penis, rubbing and lightly pulling, pulling and lightly
rubbing. Branden pulled Britt’s lean long face and auburn hair back
to his; he kissed her again and again, making an art of their
joined mouths while still toying with her simmering cunt.

He kept his finger from real penetration,
instead opting to circle and rub her sex. With his other fingers he
caressed her inner and outer labia. Moving his other hand from her
breast, Branden ran it down her back and cupped her buttocks. He
squeezed and caressed her butt. He dug his nails into her ass.

He withdrew his finger from her, and, using
all four tips of them he deep rubbed her entire vagina until both
his hand and her sex were covered in slick, wet pussy nectar. He
pulled back from her and in one swift bold move swept her from
underneath her legs until she lay cradled in his arms and in four
fast steps had her on Ash’s large bed.

Branden kissed her breasts as Britt laughed
and panted, giggled and squealed at the surprise movements that got
her on Ash’s bed and on her back.

Branden made his way from her breast to her
navel. He gently pulled at her thighs until her legs were
completely spread. He engaged her pussy with his mouth and with the
same ferocity as he did when he kissed her own perky lips. She
squealed and arched her back. She tasted slightly salty. The
impossibly slipperiness of the inside closing pussy flesh around
her hole startled him. Her sex was beyond soft, beyond sloopy - it
was the tender-most of the tender. With power Branden thrust his
tongue deep into her vagina. Britt screamed and grabbed his head;
she thrust with her hips, grinding Branden’s mouth into her sex.
Britt began to growl. In a soft, throaty voice, Britt barked at
him. “As hard as you can, as deep as you can baby, as much as you
can, slurp me, baby use… kiss hard, baby, kiss… this… kiss… this…
lick… it… lickbabylickbabylickbaby…”

Branden deep dived into the girl as much as
humanly possible. He seemed to have his entire mouth in her pussy,
which had flowered open.

Branden felt his cock
rubbing against Ash’s satin sheets, it was throbbing with an ache
that bordered on painfulness, but it was the most sweet pain, one
that Branden had never felt before. It sent sparks up Branden’s
spine, like his cock had a mind of its own. ‘Give me access to
that, THAT… THAT… give me access to where
your mouth is’ it screamed.

Before Branden knew, he was obeying. He
slammed into Britt and pushed her two feet across the bed. His flat
stomach muscles, his thigh muscles, his groin and his buttocks all
became one with his cock, all became as granite, all became as a
solid immovable force determined to enter and trust their hunger
upon and into and over, with domination of and on Britt’s sex. Each
representing a polar opposite side of the ecstasy spectrum,
Branden’s hardness met and became part of Britt’s softness. While
thrusting with all his might Branden realized Britt was writhing
and screaming.

“I’m CUMMING,
BRANDEN…BRANDEN… BRANDEN…” Britt screamed.

She was screaming his name with wild
abandon. His other muscles, his shoulders, arms and back joined the
group at his groin to make Branden a thrusting machine. He no
longer cared about life, he no longer cared about the future or the
past, he didn’t even care that his heart was pounding incredibly
hard in his chest or that the block of thrusting muscles had began
to scream in pain as loud as Britt - he only cared that Britt feel
his impossible power.

He only cared that he could and would bring
her into an orgasm that made every nerve in her explode. Britt was
shaking, riding him like a mechanical bull, while shrieking. Britt
had become primeval. Branden decided to take her home and flood her
with his seed.

“Britt… NOW… now baby,”
Branden screamed, “NOW… I’M CUMMING NOW… I’M INSIDE YOU AND I AM
CUMMING…” Branden screamed. Britt started shuddering and
convulsing, jerking in an almost seizure-like way; she was no
longer screaming; she was growling through her teeth, growling and
baring her teeth.

Orgasm after orgasm spasm racked and buckled
the girl. Tears escaped from her eyes and a little spittle bubble
formed at the corner of her mouth.

“I love you, Branden,”
Britt moaned. It was almost a sob and almost a scream. “I really
LOVE YOU…”

Branden arched his back, and with one last,
desperate thrust, came. He felt his seed start to fill Britt. She
was frozen in an arched position, almost as if to intensify and
isolate the moment.

It was then that Branden’s body began to
convulse - it unloaded and unloaded and unloaded his seed deep into
Britt’s body. His penis began swimming in her canal as his juice
filled her.

Finally, it was over - all but the panting,
which wouldn’t reside for long, long minutes. Spent, impossibly
spent, Britt spoke.

“Branden,” Britt said
through intense, heavy breaths, “we are going to become movie
stars… right?”

“…or dishwashers or food
servers, or… something…” Branden said through laughs and
tears.

Then, on silken sheets, on the sixth floor
of a Venice Beach apartment building, two people in love, wrapped
in the afterglow of ecstasy, left the world of the conscious and,
with complete abandon, jumped hand-in-hand into the land of dreams,
together.

###

THE END

If you liked this story look for other
chapters of naughty Britt’s adventures every couple of weeks or so.
Also check out my other books under author William A. Patrick
III.

Leave a review, if you can, and THANKS!

khingemail@yahoo.com
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