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​“Go on, honey,” Gail said, motioning to the starlet.  “Show me what you do.”

A wide grin spread over Brody’s face.  It was the permission he’d craved.  He looked at Madison and saw her excitement too.  Everything felt right.

“Where does Madison want me?” he asked, stepping forward and putting his knee into the bed.

Madison didn’t vocalize her answer.  Instead, she parted her knees and let her skirt ride up until the crotch of her black panties was clearly visible.  She patted it with her fingers.

“Yum,” said Brody, lying on his stomach between Madison’s open legs.

She wriggled up to the many cushions at the head of the bed and positioned them behind herself until she was comfortable.  Brody grabbed an extra one and fed it under her butt.

“Easier this way,” he said with a grin.

His intention was clear to Madison now, and she could feel the fizzing lust moving like static through her body.  Her head turned light.  She looked over at Gail and saw the infatuated stare of the soon-to-be cuckquean.

Brody moved up between Madison’s legs, and she pushed her fingers through his impeccable hair.  He opened his mouth over her panties and tongued at the fabric, feeling the soft heat on the other side.

“Yes!” ached Madison, letting her head fall back.

Gail watched her husband’s toned butt, bound in his boxer-shorts, and saw the way his muscles flexed as he maneuvered into a comfortable position.  Her gut twisted with emotion as he watched him lose herself to Madison’s tight, young body.

“I want it for real,” Brody said, sliding a finger under Madison’s panties.

She looked down in anticipation, ready for the reveal of her immaculate pussy.  She knew how well she’d looked after it.

Brody moved the fabric over and saw the perfect petals beneath.  She soft-pink folds lured him forwards, and he could smell the sweetness of the silky cream that had already started to fill Madison’s sex.

“On me,” she urged, pushing her pussy forwards.

Gail saw the confidence that she’d feared when she first met Madison.  She saw it in the unadulterated pleasure that Madison took from the moment.  There was no nervousness or trepidation, only a yearning to have Brody Masters attached to her pussy like it was a feedbag.

Brody obliged.  He pressed his hard cock against the mattress and planted his mouth over Madison’s drooling sex.

The moan she made was delightfully shrill.  The taste was sublime.  Brody slithered his tongue up slowly, looking up over Madison’s bunched-up dress as the euphoria arrived on her beautiful face.

“Good, honey,” urged Gail, reminding the duo that she was still there.  Brody hadn’t gone down on her in months, which made the whole thing harder to take.

She listened to the smacking of his lips as they met with Madison’s flesh repeatedly and listened too to the moans of triumph that left the understudy.
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Gail Masters had been ruthless to get to the top.  She came up in an industry that lagged behind most in terms of workplace standards and practices.  To get away from the lecherousness of executives and showrunners she’d married husband Brody Masters as soon as it was appropriate.

Brody had already made a name for himself due to his faultless professionalism, leading man looks, and athlete’s physique.  He was the eye-candy for the female viewership and represented every man’s ideal best friend.  Gail knew how a partnership with him would elevate her career.

The duo loved each other, of course, but in the showy fakery of Los Angeles, they knew what getting ahead looked like.  The wedding was a boon for both, raising their profiles in the aftermath as they became the darlings of L.A.

Fifteen years after their marriage, and they’d been voted America’s power-couple seven years running.  They’d avoided the scandals that had befallen many of their peers, and had adapted well to the high-octane, quick clips of social media.

Their P.R training had seen them rarely put a foot wrong.  Apart from an accidental ‘like’ on a post from a disgraced celebrity, the duo had performed faultlessly.

Now they led the ratings war with The Masters, a light entertainment show that ran throughout the week where Gail and Brody reported on whimsical topics and steered clear of divisive, hard-hitting news.  It was something the public were crying out for, and the relief The Masters provided seemed to calm the tinderbox of the American public.

Gail and Brody had hit a successful, if boring rhythm.  They kept on doing what they were doing, increasing their popularity with celebrity guests and outlandish pranks that were a far cry from their serious, news-anchor beginnings.

The Masters became hot property.  Celebrities approached Gail and Brody for spots on their show, keen to promote their new ventures and raise their profiles.  They became part of the media-circuit for any imminent blockbuster, and every person in the industry fought hard to get a spot on their show, be it catering, boom-mics, or cameramen.

Into all of this, walks Madison Lightfoot, fresh out of film-school and yearning for experience.  The blonde twenty-one-year-old had a bubbly and infectious personality that had ultimately sealed the deal when The Masters was searching for a new runner.

Madison performed her duties with boundless enthusiasm and could often be seen jogging around the set to make sure everyone was catered for.

“Is she new?” Gail had asked one day as she sipped a coffee that was cooler than she liked.

“I don’t recognize her,” said Brody, glancing up from his phone.  He did a double take at the bouncy butt that jogged away from them.

“Don’t recognize her face?” clarified Gail.

Brody looked over, pretending to be confused.  “Huh?”

“Most people look at someone’s face when they’re trying to see if they know them.”

“I don’t recognize her, honey, I don’t know what you want me to say.”

Make-up artists touched up the couple, pretending as though their ears didn’t work.  It was a skill that got you places.

“Do you think she’s cute?” asked Gail.

Brody dropped his head and looked from under his eyebrows at Gail.  “Really?”

“I’m asking,” Gail said, wafting a hand fan at her face.  “I think she is.”

“Then you have my permission to date her,” teased Brody.

Gail narrowed her eyes across at Madison as the runner did one of her big, hearty laughs.  She was desperate to discover if Madison was genuine, or whether this was all an act designed to get her noticed.  Gail knew all about that.

It was sometime later before Gail encountered Madison up-close again.  She was standing behind the camera operators as Brody did a piece to camera, and she hadn’t realized that Gail had stalked up next to her.

Gail took a sip of her coffee as she stood beside Madison.  She looked across at the angelic face, lit up from the studio lights.  The smooth, impeccable skin, glistening teeth and gleaming smile sparked a pang of envy in Gail.  At forty, she knew that it wouldn’t be long before her time was up.  That was L.A, after all.

“You’re Madison, aren’t you?” asked Gail.

Madison startled and turned.  Her face dropped quickly and then lit up in a wide smile.

“Mrs. Masters,” Madison said, bowing her head.  “It’s an honor.”

“Oh, stop that,” Gail said.  “I see you like my husband?”

“He’s a model professional,” Madison said, looking back at the man behind the desk who delivered his jokes with effortless ease.

“Do you want to be just like him?”

Madison bit her lip and looked awkwardly at Gail.  “I want to be like you Mrs. Masters.”

“You don’t,” whispered Gail.  “Trust me.  Run while you can.”

Madison wasn’t familiar with the world Gail made her name in.  The ‘Me Too’ movement had occurred before she entered the industry, and she’d known nothing except executives and interviewers who appeared to care.  The seismic shift Gail had experienced just felt like a normal day to Madison.

“Any pointers?” asked Madison, keen not to waste the opportunity to talk to an icon.

“One,” said Gail.  “It’s not what you know, it’s who you know.  Contacts are everything.  Networking should be like food to you.  You shouldn’t go a day without doing it.  Go to things.  Meet people.  Introduce yourself.  You’ll do great.  I can see why people like you.”

Gail glanced down at Madison’s big chest that sat under her tight t-shirt.  She tightened her jaw and looked back at her husband as he wrapped up his segment.  She’d never been nice to someone like Madison before.

“Thank you,” Madison said, on the verge of tears.

Gail handed Madison her coffee cup and walked off to her mark, turning on her smile just before the cameras cut to her.

Madison watched Gail’s professionalism now, and the playful way she talked to the crew throughout her piece.  Everyone on set was part of the performance, giving the show the ‘live’ feel that the audience lapped up.

Brody stood next to Madison now, and the young runner could feel her heart fighting to get out of her chest.

“You’re Madison, right?” asked Brody.

Madison couldn’t believe it.  She guffawed so loudly that it caught Gail’s attention.

“I’m Madison,” whispered Madison afterwards, turning red.

“You’ve got a great energy about you,” said Brody, knowing how much these small interactions meant to people.

“Thank you,” beamed Madison.

“You remind me of my wife when I first met her.”

“That is ... quite the compliment.”

“You’ve got that fire in you,” Brody continued.  “Keep it up.”

Gail was focusing hard on the autocue so that she didn’t stare at Brody and Madison.  Her jealousy was piquing, and that wasn’t a good look for a woman on camera.

The interaction played on Gail’s mind.  She wanted to ask her husband what they’d talked about but didn’t want to appear insecure.

Brody’s career was still on the rise, but Gail felt like she’d peaked some years ago, and was now in decline.  The men in L.A were less scrutinized, playing leading roles in blockbusters well into
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