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Lowering his beer bottle after another long pull,
David LeShaux stared at Ellie Montgomery on the
dance floor. Lillian Sommers had disappeared off somewhere, maybe
the bathroom, so he wasn't able to stare at her anymore, or she
would have been the one under his gaze.

Bryan Donahue and
Lucy Morgan were off at the bar across the room, so David was
sitting here alone, watching other people dance. Watching Ellie
dance, right now. She could really move her hips, and she kept
raising her arms and flipping her hair, and she was wearing the
world's shortest, tightest vinyl skirt. It clung to her body,
framing the curves of her ass and the delta of her thighs. Her
long, flashing legs led up to that little Y-shaped crease in the
material over her crotch, taunting David to climb along them to
that secret place and set up camp there forever.

He was just sober
enough to know he shouldn't be thinking like this, and just drunk
enough to not stop himself. The thing was, most of the time hanging
out with Ellie was like hanging out with one of the guys: they'd
talk about sports, cars, family barbeques, beer, and sexy women. It
was comfortable and fun. But sometimes David just couldn't ignore
the fact that she actually was a sexy woman herself, one who
certainly never thought of him in that way.

He took another
swig, finishing off the bottle. Lillian had dragged him out on the
dance floor for a while earlier, but then he'd left her alone to
sit back down and watch. Dancing wasn't his favorite pastime, even
though he liked to think he didn't totally suck at it. But watching
Lillian - that was definitely one of David's favorite
things.

There she was,
back from wherever she'd gone, weaving across the dance floor
toward him, looking sexy as hell in her tight jeans and a shiny
silver halter-top, dark hair framing her beautiful face. David
watched her approach, full of love and lust and pride and glee that
he was such a lucky damn man. Sober or drunk, he knew that all the
time.

Lillian danced
over and joined Ellie, the two of them melding into a smooth and
sinuous set of motions, graceful girls moving together. That looked
really good. David relaxed back even more in his chair, staring.
Lillian was all sun-browned skin and black hair, and Ellie was
glowingly blonde under the club's lights, a head taller than
Lillian.

They seemed to
really be getting into it, legs entwined, hips grinding, arms
around each other's necks, rocking together expertly. Hot. David
liked it. He flexed his fingers against the denim on his thigh,
tapping the empty bottle on the side of his chair.

Lillian leaned
up, looking like she was whispering something into Ellie's ear, and
suddenly the two of them were kissing. That was probably the
sexiest thing David had ever seen. Somewhere in the back of his
mind he knew that he ought to be jealous - he certainly would be if
Lillian were kissing some other man - but he just couldn't feel it.
He couldn't even bother to wonder what was going on, he was too
caught up in the excitement of watching them and the rush of
arousal through his body.

They kissed for a
few minutes, and David could even see some of the other dancers
around them watching as well. Then they broke apart, and Lillian
was headed his way. She slid herself in between David's splayed
legs, hips still swaying, and he reached up and put his hands
around her waist, feeling warm bare skin. She leaned over, tilting
her cleavage toward him, shiny hair falling down around her face,
wide smile and those beautiful, sparkling dark eyes.

"You're a star
now, baby. You can act like one," she yelled into his
ear.

David grinned. It
was true. They were all out celebrating the fact that The Ulluna tv
series had been picked up. It was like a little reunion, all these
weeks after they shot the pilot, Ellie flying down from Vancouver
to meet David and Bryan in LA. And man, but David was the
headliner, the first billed. It said so right in his brand spanking
new contract and made him giddy. It was a huge first.

But he didn't get
what that had to do with anything else right now. He stared at
Lillian in confusion until she glanced back over her shoulder at
Ellie.

"I asked her
about it, and she likes the idea," Lillian continued. "So, you in?"
She ran her hands over his shoulders, clutching the back of his
neck. David tightened his grip on her waist.

"Into
what?"

"That was hot,
wasn't it? You liked watching us kiss."

David grinned at
her. "Do you want me to like it?" Lillian leaned in closer,
pressing her thighs into his crotch.

"Would I do it
for you if I didn't?"

"Hell, no."
Stretching up, David mouthed along her jaw. "But how'd you enjoy
it?"

"I'm all
wet."

David shivered at
the sound of those words. He was hard as a rock himself, and he
knew she could tell, her legs rubbing against him, her swaying
between his thighs. Ellie was still dancing in the middle of the
floor, not looking at them, seemingly unconcerned and unaffected,
looking hot as hell. David loved the idea, he really did, but
actually going through

with
it?

He coughed. "Uh,
babe, can we talk about this a little more? Somewhere more quiet
and private?" Lillian twisted her mouth, then nodded. She pulled
him to his feet and toward Ellie.

"Just let her say
something first."

Ellie stopped
dancing and turned, lowering her arms, as the two of them
approached. She smiled at David, like a ray of sunshine.

"Your
girlfriend's really hot," she called out.

He grinned.
"Yeah, I know." Lillian squeezed his hand. "So, we were talking
about, uh, this thing, and, um…"

"He wants to talk
a little more because he's a gentleman and a romantic," Lillian
added. "We're going to vanish out back for a minute."

"Ah." Sauntering
a little closer, Ellie placed a hand on David's chest. "Look, if
it's too weird or you're not interested…"

It might have
been the beer that loosened his lips, or it might have been the way
Ellie glanced up at him though her eyelashes, but David found
himself babbling, his free hand reaching up to cup her chin. "Dude,
I've always thought you were really hot. Gorgeous. But I figured
you had no interest in me, and all."

She laughed. "I
do boys sometimes, if they're sweet. I just don't talk about it
much, so the rest don't get any ideas."

Then she leaned
up and kissed David.

It was nothing
like kissing her on set, when he had to worry about staying
professional, and staying in character, and listening for the
director. He could feel Lillian pressed up to his side, holding on
tight, as Ellie's mouth opened against his. This was all play, no
work. He could feel the rush of desire through him, and he swayed
into her, feeling her breasts firm against him, her mouth right
there without him hardly needing to bend over, clutching at her
face, her tongue darting in and teasing him.

"I like it," he
heard Lillian say, felt her lips moving against his
biceps.

Ellie laughed,
pulling away slowly as David chased after her mouth. She bent down
and kissed Lillian again instead, and David found himself wrapping
an arm around each of their waists, licking across Ellie's cheek.
The two women were pulled up tight against him, Ellie bending down
in front of his face, Lillian raising up, softly wriggling along
his thigh, her hand pressed in the small of his back. David dug his
fingers into the curve of her hip, touching warm soft skin between
her pants and shirt, sliding his fingers under denim and his thumb
under silky material, his other hand stroking across the vinyl of
Ellie's skirt.

Watching them
kiss close up was even better. He could look down into two sets of
cleavage rising and falling as they panted, see the wet shine of
saliva as Ellie sucked Lillian's tongue out, nipped at her lower
lip. Their eyes were closed, and Lillian moaned softly, making
David's head spin with possibilities.

Lillian pulled
her mouth away from Ellie and surged up against David. He pressed
his hand harder against her hip, supporting her, and dived in to
claim her mouth. She tasted like kissing, somehow, rather than just
herself, tasted of something wild and used. Ellie's hand wound up
the back of his neck and tangled in his hair as David pulled
Lillian tighter, bending his knees slightly and sinking down. Ellie
nipped at his earlobe, and he felt her mouth working down his jaw,
her other hand working up Lillian's side to cup a tit, sliding
along David's stomach as she did so.

Then her mouth
reached the corner of his lips, and her tongue was slipping in,
weaving into the kiss, opening up to him and Lillian. Lillian
tilted her head more, and David felt rather like he was fighting
Ellie for the kiss, dueling with her to keep his tongue in
Lillian's mouth, Lillian leading them both on with little flicks
and licks and this, this was even hotter, how the whole thing just
kept getting better and better, topping his expectations.
God.

He had no idea
what he'd say or do around Ellie after this, but he wanted
it.

Someone was
clapping, and David realized he had totally forgotten that they
were still in public. He pulled back, easing Lillian down, and saw
Ellie send a frosty glare over his shoulder at whoever it was.
Lillian tugged at Ellie's hair.

"Ignore
it."

David didn't turn
to look, but he didn't hear anything else, so he tried to put it
out of his mind.

Ellie relaxed,
smiling at them again. "Okay, you two go on and have your
conversation now. I'll be here waiting when you've
decided."

Decided, right,
there were important issues to discuss other than just David's
sudden need to get them all naked and tangled up, a need his dick
was quite happy to keep telling him about.

Grabbing his
hand, Lillian led him into the back hallway outside the bathrooms
where it was quieter. There were a few armchairs gathered in a
conversation huddle at the end of the hall. A girl was curled up in
one, looking quite asleep. It seemed like privacy enough, and even
though his ears were ringing from the music, it was easier to
hear.

Lillian clambered
up on a chair, perched on the back of it, feet resting in the seat,
bringing her eyes up to David's level.

David leaned
forward, hands on her thighs.

"Come on, baby,
what do you want to talk about?" she asked.

"You're into
this? I mean, I'm up for it, but…"

She laughed.
"Yeah, I can see that. And I'm into it. I've made out with women
before. It's not that big a deal."

"Those were
straight women. Ellie actually really wants you."

"Are you
jealous?"

"Nah, I know you
love my cock too much to run away to the isle of
Lesbos."

Lillian swatted
his arm. "Damn, I must, because I let you get away with saying
stupid stuff like that." She was grinning, her mouth wide, her eyes
crinkled up, the prettiest thing he'd ever seen, still. David
leaned in closer and kissed her cheek, full of love and
adoration.

"Are you
jealous?" he asked.

"I thought I
might be, but I'm not." She stared for a moment, tapping her
fingers against the insides of his elbows. "Any other
concerns?"

"Just the fact
that I've worked with Ellie."

"You worked with
me. And Joanne."

"This is more
awkward than asking someone out, or even just hooking
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