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"Would you just stop already Michael? It's
not a big deal."

My agent glared at me as he shook his head.
"Do you have any idea what you've done this time Angela? You can't
go onto Twitter and tell the world you'll show your tits if they go
see your movie!"

I couldn't help but smile at him as he turned
red in the face. Wisps of his slick-backed, black hair were loose
now, hanging around his face as he readied another rant. A soft
giggle escaped from me as he spun in angry circles. He was cute
when he was angry.

"It's a stinker Michael. February flop. But I
have points on the backend of this shitpile. If my tits can put
people in the seats then you better believe I'll start flashing
them around town." I spread my hands out wide, reaching for the
walls of my luxurious living room. "I have to pay for all this
somehow. And four back to back flops isn't going to cut it."

I stepped in closer to Michael, staring into
his deep blue eyes while my fingers reached out for his tie. "And
you know, the better I do, the better you do, Mr. McClaren." His
silken tie ran through my fingers as my hands ran down his chest,
stopping just above his belt buckle. Another step and we were
inches apart. He was so much taller then I was that I had to push
myself up onto my tip toes just to get my painted lips close to
his.

With our lips close enough that I could feel
his breath on my cheek, I let my hand slide further, pushing my
fingers between his waistband and his taut stomach. My touch
drifted lower as I whispered into his ear. "Are you jealous
Michael? Afraid to share me with the rest of the world?"

His breath sucked in quickly and I could feel
his pulse under my palm, picking up the pace as my hand inched
closer to the rock hard rod I knew he was sporting by now. But
before my fingers could make contact with him, he pushed me away.
Still on my tip toes, I lost my balance as I stumbled backwards,
falling hard onto my ass. I couldn't believe it. He'd rejected me.
Me!

"You're out of control Angela. First the
partying, then the rehab. Now you're finally out and you're just
going to fuck it all up again! Your fans don't want to see you turn
into a slut. They want you to get back to where you were! Why can't
you see that?!"

It was my turn to be angry. As I stood up,
rubbing my sore ass as I straightened out, fire built in my belly.
I'd been the good girl for years. It was Michael who wanted me to
sex up my image. It was Michael who took me to the parties so I
could mingle. And it was Michael who decided once I did everything
he wanted me to, that it was too much. This was his fault, not
mine!

"You're pissed because I did something
without you for once. That's all this is! You're afraid I won't
need you anymore!"

He shook his head and took another step back.
"You just don't get it do you Angie? The public is tired of the bad
girl shtick. It's played out. And I'm tired of it too. This was
supposed to be an act, not a fucking lifestyle." Michael picked up
his jacket from off of the side of the couch. "I can't do this
anymore. I thought after rehab you would straighten out."

"So what? You're quitting? You're breaking up
with me? What?" My anger was fading now, with fear and longing
filling the void. "Please don't do this Michael. Come on, let's
just forget about all of this and have a good night tonight. We
could do that thing you wanted to try..."

I saw him pause, but only for a second. Even
the offer of finally trying anal wasn't enough to calm him down.
Tears began to swell as I realized he was really walking out of the
door. This was really happening.

Michael didn't even turn around as he said
his final words to me. "Not this time Angie. I need to think." One
final pause, then he was out of the door.

I couldn't move. I thought when I'd posted
the tweet, he'd be proud of me. But now... Now I needed a drink.
With my watering eyes blinding me, I stumbled into the kitchen,
searching for the small travel bottles of hard liquor I'd hidden in
a dozen places. I beat my tiny fists against my marble countertops
each time one of my hiding spots can up dry, but by the time I was
done searching, I had enough of the mini bottles in front of me to
make a good dent in the pain welling up inside. I laughed to myself
as I twisted a cap off of a bottle and downed the drink in a single
gulp. I'd been staying away from the booze for him.

If he wanted to walk out on us, then there
was no point in holding onto all of the things I was doing just to
make him happy.

 


*****

 


I woke up to the pleasant feeling of my phone
vibrating between my thighs. I had no idea how or why the pink and
purple cell was nestled up against my crotch, but I didn't care at
the moment. I sighed as another text sent the phone crazy between
my legs. It felt so good that I didn't open my eyes for another few
minutes. Instead, I laid back and let the texts come, again and
again.

The text stopped as my phone started ringing.
With a sigh, I slid my phone away from my slit. As I pressed the
cell to my ear, I sat up and yawned. I regretted moving
immediately. My head started to pound and the light streaming into
my bedroom threatened to blind me. And when Michael's voice, as
angry as I ever heard him, blasted out of the phone's tiny speaker,
I dropped it to the floor in surprise.

"The hell happened last night," I said to
myself as I leaned down to fish the phone from the floor. Michael
was still screaming into the phone but I couldn't understand a word
he was saying. "One minute damn it!"

I fell out of bed as I tried to reach the
phone. The floor hit me hard and a string of curses filled the air
as I brushed my golden hair from my face. I forgot about the phone
for a moment and I pushed myself back up, taking a second to look
at my hands which were caked in dirt. I couldn't remember how that
had happened. "Too much fun..."

Three of my nails were broken and half a
dozen tiny cuts ran across the back of my hands. But no matter how
hard I thought about it, I couldn't remember how I'd managed any of
it. And when I looked down at the rest of my body, the picture
became that much fuzzier. The pants I was wearing last night were
gone, along with the underwear. I looked around the room but
neither garment was in eyesight. Whatever happened to my clothes, I
sincerely hoped I'd lost them after playing around in the dirt.

"Way too much fun..."

Michael was still on the phone when I pushed
it to my ear. I didn't know why he'd called but I was hoping this
was his apology for walking out on me last night. But if it was,
his tone was all wrong.

Michael sounded angry. "Angie? Hello? Come
on, answer the damn phone!"

"I'm here," I said as I pressed a dirty hand
to my forehead. My headache was growing worse by the second.
"Apology accepted Michael. Just come over and bring coffee. I need
you."

"Apology? Angie do you know what you've
done?"

Not this again, I thought as I rolled
my eyes. "Look, I'm sorry about the Twitter thing okay. Just come
over. Please!"

"You've been drinking haven't you."

I nodded even though he couldn't see me. The
motion made me want to throw up. "Maybe a little. But I was
upset!"

Grumbling. A full minute of grumbling with a
few fucks thrown in for good measure before Michael formed a
sentence I could understand. "Well you shit the bed on this one
Angie. You close to a computer?"

"Yeah why?"

"Turn it on and go to a news site. Any one.
You're front page news. God Angie how could you be so stupid?"

I stumbled to my feet as thoughts of what
might have happened last night flooded my head. I was half naked,
covered in muck, and apparently whatever I'd done was newsworthy.
Michael had a right to be angry. I just wished I could remember
what the hell I'd done.

"Look Michael, whatever I did I'm sorry. I
just... I didn't take you leaving last night all that well."

No matter what I said, his tone wasn't
softening. "Just get to a computer Angela. You need to see what you
did."

I dropped the phone again when the webpage
finally loaded. Everything I'd been imagining as I waited for the
computer to startup was nothing compared to what I was looking at
now.

In large black letters, the headline read,
"Starlet Promises To Make Porno For Ticket Sales."

In an instant I was sober. And as I scrolled
through the news story, the memory of last night came flooding
back.

I'd run out of tiny bottles downstairs. But
I'd hidden stashes in every room of the house and Michael only
managed to find half of them. It only took me an hour to power
through the Lilliputian bar I'd set up on the dining room table. I
remembered grabbing my keys and stumbling into the backyard. That's
where I'd gotten filthy. In the dark I tripped over my own feet and
landed hard in the bushes. I lost my keys and spent too much time
looking for them in the dark before giving up.

That's when I tried to get back inside but
found the door locked. I had to go around to the front to get back
in. But before I could get to the door, the media herds that had
been waiting all day for me to come outside and discuss my tweets
were on me. And I was in no state to be talking to anyone.

Pissed off at Michael and drunk enough to say
anything, I let the paparazzi carry the conversation in areas that
the sober version of me would have known to stay away from. Drunk
me though, she was a beast. Not only did I own up to the tweet that
Michael was so mad at me about, but I made a new promise to anyone
who was listening. I promised that if my movie, Out of
Jupiter, broke a box office record, I'd not only show my
goodies on the internet, but I'd star in a full on porno, and I'd
let my fans choose the topic.

It was all there in the story. My wager. My
behavior. And what was worse was that my drunken challenge was
working. The story said full theatres were sold out hours after the
story broke. The only thing the news piece didn't have was the
location of my missing pants.

I knew where they were now though. I'd taken
them off as soon as I was back in the house. The thought of being
on camera while Michael fucked me was all it took for me to end up
in bed in nothing from the waist down. And when I couldn't find my
dildo in the dark, I tried to use my phone set to vibrate before I
passed out drunk.

The phone. I looked down and found it once
again on the floor, praying silently as I picked it up that Michael
was still on the other end.

I couldn't stop shaking. My voice cracked as
I asked, "Michael? Are you still there?"

"I'm here. Guessing you saw the news?"

"What do I do? You were right Michael. I
fucked this up and I need your help! Just tell me what I need to do
to fix this."

The phone was silent for awhile, with only
the sound of his breathing telling me that we were still
connected.

"Michael? Please! What do I do?!"

Finally he responded, but there was no hope
in his voice when he answered. "Pray Angie. Pray that your movie
stays a flop so you don't have to decide. Because if it does break
a record and you back away from this now, I don't think your career
will ever recover."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. He
wasn't seriously suggesting I go through with it all. "Can't we
just call it off? Say it was a big joke?"

I could hear the disappointment in his voice,
even if we were miles apart right now. "It's too late Angie. I told
you yesterday the public wanted to see you get back to your good
girl roots, but I was wrong. Your fans want the bad girl. And the
bad girl just promised them something no one else ever has. This
isn't going away. It's already too big."

Tears were running down my cheeks as I stared
at the computer. The comment section on the new article was
agreeing with everything Michael was saying right now. User after
user promised to buy tickets until every bit of me was violated on
camera. And if Michael didn't see a way to save face, I didn't know
what to do.

"I'm so sorry Michael! Please, just come
over. I'm sorry!"

He sighed on the other end of the phone. "I'm
sorry too. Goodbye Angie." The speaker clicked. Michael was
gone.

 


*****

 


Three months later and I was standing next to
Michael on the set of my newest movie, with a pit of dread where my
stomach should have been and shivering as I stood in nothing but
six inch heels and the skimpiest lingerie I'd ever seen. The
production crew was rushing to get everything ready while the other
actors were busy preparing. My body shook again, this time not from
the cold, but from what I was about to do.

My hand reached out for Michael's but when
our fingers touched, he pulled away. He was here, but not really.
He'd agreed to make this all happen. To make sure everything was
the best it could be, but unless it was business related, he had no
words for me. He barely even looked at me whenever we were
together.

I grabbed his hand and held on tightly. "I
need you right now Michael. Even if it's just as a friend."

His fingers squeezed back as he looked down
at me. Even in the heels he was taller then I was. "You can still
back out Angie. You don't have to do this."

A soft sigh slipped from me as I stared down
at my feet. I squeezed his hand tighter. "If I don't do this, I'm
done in Hollywood. You said it yourself."

I wasn't ready for it when he pulled me in
close. His arms wrapped around my back and for a moment I forgot
where I was. I laid my head on his chest, listening to the rapid
thumping of his heartbeat. In that moment, it was just me and him.
There wasn't a man behind me with his cock lodged in another girl's
mouth as she worked to keep him hard. There wasn't a stage with
nothing but a table and a pair of handcuffs waiting for me. There
wasn't three more men waiting in the wings to get their hands on my
body while the camera recorded it all.

But the hug that kept me safe ended just as
quickly as it began, leaving me to deal with the reality around me
once more.

How had I let this all happen?

"Actors to the set!" yelled a short, balding
man as he walked up to me. "Fluffers, keep those cocks hard!"

His beady eyes met mine, sending a shiver
down my spine. My shoot was sandwiched between three other "movies"
today. Now it looked like my turn had finally arrived.

"I just need one more minute," I said before
he could get a word out. "I just need a minute. One more. One
more!"

The beady eyed man was shaking his head but
Michael stepped between us before anything else happened. "Just one
more minute Mr. Androsi. She's never done anything like this."

His harsh voice barked back at Michael.
"Always something! More time, more time, more time! She should have
been done an hour ago! No more time. Her scenes are being shot now
so I can send the rest of the actors home."

"Can we at least start with something
smaller? Why do we have to shoot this scene first?" I said meekly,
keeping Michael between us. "There has to be something else."

Mr .Androsi stepped away from Michael to meet
my eyes once more, with his mouth curling up into a smile that send
shivers running through me. "No. No no no. Better to jump right
into the deep end sweetie." His hand landed on my shoulder as he
pulled me in closer. The smell of cigarettes washed over me with
every word. "First we'll shoot the anal scene. Then we'll shoot the
gangbang. And once we're done, we'll get the close-ups, showing
every inch of all those cocks deep inside of that pretty Hollywood
body of yours."

As he spoke, I didn't notice his other hand
slowly drifting down my arm. I didn't notice it drag across my
exposed sides, or drift down to my back. I didn't even notice his
touch as his fingers walked across my spine before his fingers
slipped across the swell of my ass. But when his hand cupped one of
my cheeks before rising away and crashing back down against my
barely covered ass, I noticed. Shock and pain shot through me as he
smiled his unsettling smile. "Time to go."

"Michael?" I whispered as I looked towards
him. But he wouldn't meet my eyes. This was really it.

My whole body fought against me as I took my
first step towards the sound stage. I shivered again as my
stilettos clicked against the floor. In nothing but a lacy black
and red bra and a matching set of panties that I knew would be on
only as long as it took for my co-stars to rip off of me, I took my
place on top of the small yellow taped X on the floor, inches from
the back of the table I knew I'd be pressed against in a
minute.

More hands on my shoulder. Another wave of
fear. But when I turned my head this time, the sight of Mr.
Androsi's beady eyes didn't greet me. This time is was the wide,
friendly smile of one of the other actors. His chocolate skin
accented his dark brown eyes, flecked with hints of red and green.
I found myself relaxing into his gentle touch as his smile grew
even bigger.

"I love your movies," he said as his fingers
dug into my shoulders, seeking out the stress in my muscles.
"Relax. I'll be as gentle as I can."

 

I had no idea what to say. I hadn't expected
this. Without thinking, my mouth opened and words fell out. "I uh,
love your movies too?"

His hands fell away from my shoulders as his
whole body shook with laugher. "You've seen my movies? I didn't
think you'd be into them since I heard you've never done anal
before."

I shook my head stupidly. "I don't know why I
said that. I don't watch porno. I uh, I don't even know your
name."

If he was offended, he didn't show it. "It's
okay, I didn't expect you to. But for now you can call me Samuel.
That's my character's name for this shoot."

"Quiet on the set!" yelled Mr. Androsi. "Take
your marks. Filming in three, two..."

Just like that, and I wasn't Angela anymore.
Now my name was Nikki, a bold, no nonsense space captain who'd just
been captured by sexy space pirates. The whole movie was one big
parody of Out of Jupiter, the February bomb that landed me
here in the first place. I surprised myself with how quickly I fell
into a role so far outside of my comfort zone. I stood up
straighter, pushing my breasts out as I put on a defiant air. I was
a captain in the United Federation of Planets. They were nothing
but pirates. I had the power here.

But before I could get out a single line, I
felt Samuel's hands back on my body, pushing me roughly against the
tale as his booted feet kicked at my ankles. I hit the wooden top
hard, knocking the air from my lungs as I pushed back against his
grip on my shoulders. I was supposed to fight against him for the
scene, and right now, I wasn't sure how much of this was acting,
and how much of this was real, terrified emotion.

"Stay still you Federation dog!" Samuel spat
into my ear as one of his hands tore at my bra. I felt the clasp
behind my back snap under his assault. His hand on my shoulder
pulled me backwards, lifting me off of the table before pushing me
back down. He was shaking me, causing the open bra to slip away
from my body each time he pulled me away.

I was supposed to say something here, but I
couldn't remember my line. Every thought was concentrated on my bra
and the camera. I could feel a dozen eyes on me as the lacy
material slipped away from my body and when the cool air of the
film set touched my skin, my nipples hardened instantly. But what
was more surprising was the feeling in my stomach. The cold fear
that had been there only moments ago was gone. And in its place was
a bubbling excitement as Samuel manhandled me. I looked off to the
side, directly into the camera, and when I saw the lens looking
back at me, my knees went weak, with the feeling in my tummy
growing even stronger.

He's going to fuck me. This is really
happening. Holy shit.

Pushed against the wooden table top with one
hand, Samuel reached for my wrist and cuffed me to the furniture
before repeating the action with my other hand. It wasn't until the
cold steel of the cuffs bit into my skin that I realized they were
real, and not the fake restraints I'd used on movie sets before. I
pulled at the metal links holding me to the table, breathing in
deeply as my struggling sighs seeped into the air. And while I
fought against the handcuffs, Samuel was busy with my panties. I
kicked out at him ineffectually, which only earned me a quick smack
against my firm ass cheek.

I'd been expecting it. It was in the script.
So were the four other smacks that skipped across my unprotected
rear end. What I hadn't expected was the pain. He wasn't acting as
he spanked me. And when Samuel finally ripped the panties off of
me, I knew the camera was zooming in on my reddened rump that
burned from his touch. I just hoped that no one noticed just how
wet I'd become in the last minute. I'd expected to be terrified
through the whole shoot, but with each passing second, I found
myself growing excited at what was about to happen. Was I just in
character? Was this what Nikki would want?

I didn't have time to answer my own question.
Samuel was talking again but I wasn't listening. I was too busy
watching three more men line up in front of me, with each sporting
six pack abs and a cock that didn't seem possible. As my eyes
wandered from dick to dick, I couldn't believe how big each one
was. How was I supposed to fit one of those into any part of
me?

Samuel's hand was back on my ass as his boots
kicked at my heels once more. My legs spread wider before I felt
his fingers drift across my asshole. His thumb pressed forward,
sliding quickly into my puckered hole before I could stop him. He
was lubing me up for what was about to happen, but if he was as big
as the rest of the men in front of me, there was no way he was
going to fit.

"You can't do this," I said quickly, trying
to turn around so I could see him. "Please Samuel! Don't do
this!"

The smile he shot me this time wasn't the
friendly one from earlier. Now he was angry and determined. His
hand caught me across my cheeks again before he pulled them apart
and readied himself. "Keep talking you Federation whore. I might
even go easy on you if you give me the passcodes to the shield
system now."

Shield system? I thought as I looked
back at him in confusion. He's still acting. I'm supposed to be
acting too! Line... What's my line...

It came to me as his hips pushed forward.
"I'll never ta...Uggghhhh!" That was as much of the line as I could
deliver before his head, as thick as any I'd ever felt, pushed
against a hole that was never meant to feel it. My asshole
stretched wide as his lubed dick slid in deep, catching me off
guard and ruining my delivery.

I knew it was coming. I'd read the script.
But nothing could have prepared me for the feeling of Samuel's cock
as he pushed himself deeper and deeper into my ass. I'd never let a
man back there before, and as the pressure grew, it only solidified
my position on it all. Whatever dirty, secret pleasure I was
getting from being forced into this was gone now, replaced with a
growing pain in my ass and stomach that I couldn't handle. I didn't
even know it, but I was crying as I did anything I could to try and
get the thick black cock jammed in my ass to reverse course.

"Cut! Damn it cut!" yelled out Mr.
Androsi.

As quick as Samuel was in, he was back out,
leaving me to wince in pain as I leaned heavily against the table.
I was completely out of breath even though I hadn't done anything
in the last minute that warranted the heavy breathing. And all I
could think about was just how much Samuel's entry had hurt. But
more than that, the thought that this was only the first take
wouldn't leave my head.

Still handcuffed to the table, I watched as a
pair of khaki slacks entered my field of view. I didn't have the
energy to lift my head to see who the legs were attached to, but in
the end I didn't need to. Mr. Androsi dropped into a crouch to look
me in the eyes as he screamed at me from inches away.

"You can't cry! You are supposed to be
acting. ACTING! I've seen your movies, I know that acting might be
hard for you, but come on! You just have to lay there, give me a
few moans, and look like you're enjoying it. Get it the fuck
together!"

"It hurt," I whispered. "I've never done this
before."

"I don't care if you've never seen a cock in
your life before today. Dick goes in, dick comes out. You smile and
make happy noises or we're done here and you can go back home to
die in obscurity. You think anyone is going to want to see a movie
with an actress who can't even act in a fucking porno?"

I could feel more tears coming as he popped
back to standing and stomped off of the set. He was yelling again
but not at me. "Clean her up and reset. We're starting from
penetration. I want that close-up now!"

A hand slid across my back, rubbing me gently
as it climbed up my spine. For a second I thought it was Michael.
He loved to rub my back in bed. But then I saw the dark chocolate
skin of Samuel as he came into view with a tissue in his hand. He
continued to rub my back as he wiped the tears from my cheeks. When
he was done he gave me another one of his warm smiles before
stepping away, giving me the first view of his entire body. That's
when I saw what he was packing. I couldn't help the gasp that
slipped from me as my eyes focused on the thick, dark rod in front
of my face.

He was at least ten inches long, if not more.
Still hard as steel and bobbing with each pulse, his cock was
blacker than the rest of him by quite a few shades, making it look
all the more menacing as it pointed right at me. As I stared,
Samuel grabbed himself and stroked quickly, making sure to keep
himself hard between takes. And as he did, I couldn't help but
notice that even in his large hands, it looked like he was having
trouble handling it all.

"You need to relax this time," he said as his
hand slid up and down the monstrous cock. "I could feel you tighten
right up after I slipped in. That only makes you cramp. But if you
relax, it won't hurt. You might even enjoy it."

I couldn't stop staring. "How am I supposed
to relax when you're so big? I mean look at you... How am I
supposed to take all of that into me. Into my... my ass?"

Samuel chuckled and rested a hand on top of
my head, bringing his massive cock to within inches of my face in
the process. "You would be surprised what your body can do if you
relax and let it. I'll start a bit slower this time though. I
should have eased you into it before."

His hand ran through my hair before fingers
brushed by my ear. I couldn't help but press my cheek into his
palm. He was a gentle giant with the camera off. I just had to let
him take me roughly while the film rolled to get the shot. I could
do this. I had to do this.

I'm never drinking again.

Samuel left my vision as everyone retook
their cues. Mr. Androsi counted down once more before the set
dropped into complete silence. Then I felt hands on my hips once
more, with boots banging into my ankles as Samuel kicked my legs
out wide. I felt his fingers pull my ass cheeks apart and I knew
for the second time in as many minutes, his large cock would try to
slide deep into me. But this time I had to let him in. I had to let
him fuck me like the script called for. I had to let a stranger
fuck me in the ass on camera.

Samuel delivered his line once more. "Keep
talking you Federation whore! I'll even go easy on you if you give
up the passcodes to your shield systems right now!"

It's just a scene. I can do this.

With a deep breath, I braced myself for what
I knew was coming this time. "I'll never talk. Do your..."

Samuel's head pressed against my asshole. For
a moment I resisted, clamping down as hard as I could against his
assault. But his words from earlier came back to me as his hips
thrust forward. There was no way I could keep him out. I had to
relax. I had to let this happen.

I relaxed.

As soon as I did, Samuel was in. His head
stretched me wide before burying itself deep in my asshole. But
this time I didn't scream in pain. My face twisted in shock, and a
shallow grunt escaped from me before morphing into a breathy sigh.
He was in and the pain was still there, but it wasn't alone this
time. Now there was a strange pleasure too. The feeling of
fullness, of the pressure within me, brought a small smile to my
face. Samuel was right. I just had to relax.

Line. Have to finish my line.

"Do your worst! You'll never get my
passcodes!" As soon as the last word slipped from my mouth, I let
out a sigh before pushing my hips backwards, forcing Samuel's dick
even deeper into me. Another sigh followed quickly after as a burst
of pleasure filled my stomach. Forcing him in deeper had felt good.
Really good. "Fuck me all you want. I've had worse."

Samuel snapped his fingers before his hand
slapped hard into my raised ass cheeks. His palm didn't lift from
my skin for a second blow. Instead, he grabbed me by the sides and
pushed himself forward. I felt his hips press against my ass,
telling me he was in as deep as he could possibly go while I found
myself moaning under his touch. I couldn't believe he was all the
way in. And I couldn't believe just how much I was enjoying it
either.

"Prepare the clamps," he said to the men
standing in front of me. "And don't start off lightly. Give her
full power!"

My whole body rocked back and forth as Samuel
began to pump in and out. I followed the action in front of me
while I braced myself against the table and let out well timed and
completely honest sighs of pleasure. A cart with wires and a large
car battery was wheeled to one side before one of the three men
grabbed electric leads and clipped them to my erect nipples. I held
my breath as the metal gator clips bit down. It was painful, but
not so much that I wanted it to stop. If anything, the pain the
clips were causing just made the pleasure of Samuel that much
clearer.

"Do it now," said Samuel in a deep voice that
washed over me. "Full power!"

If taking it in the ass for the first time
was a surprise, having electricity shoot into the gator clips
hanging from my nipples was a shock in more ways than one. The
clips grew hot around me as tiny vibrators attached to the leads
came to life. I was caught by surprise again, and this one was more
than welcome. I couldn't stop the moan that escaped from deep
within me as the vibrations up top matched up with the steady
rhythm of Samuel's thrusts.

"I still won't... Mmmm... I still won't
talk!"

Pleasure was building within me now. Twenty
minutes ago and I'd been shaking like a leaf, fearing what would
happen to me when the cameras started rolling. But now I was
fighting back against a quickly building orgasm, afraid that if I
came now, the rest of the shot would be ruined. I never thought I'd
enjoy this. I wasn't ready.

Samuel snapped his fingers again. "If she
still won't talk then we should put her mouth to better use. Teach
her what her silence earns men!"

I was seconds from coming when one of the men
stepped back in front of me and grabbed me by the hair. With a
rough yank, he pulled my head back, making me look up at him as he
smiled back down at me, with a feral grin on his face as he held
his cock in his hand. The pain in my scalp was enough to push away
the overwhelming pleasure that had been building, at least for
now.

"Let's see if that tongue of yours is good
for anything other than insolence," he said as he pushed my head
back down.

I was ready for him as the tip of his cock
pressed against my candy colored lips. Samuel was still thrusting
behind me and the clips were buzzing away, but now I was zoning in
on the man in front of me, with a cock nearly as big as Samuel's
but much lighter in color. I opened my mouth slowly, pretending to
resist against him, which earned me another hard yank on my hair. I
didn't mind the pain. It was keeping my pleasure at bay.

My mouth opened wide and I let the man in
front of me in, making sure that my tongue slid across his ridge as
he pushed deep into my mouth. I felt him hit against the back of my
throat and for a moment I thought I was choking, but then he pulled
back. He'd barely gotten half of his huge cock into my mouth before
he reversed his thrust. He only gave me a second to catch my breath
before sliding forward again.

I'm really doing this, I thought as I
watched his hips come in close. His cock tapped against the back of
my throat again, threatening to slide in deeper if I let it. I had
to pull myself away from the man in front which only pushed me back
against Samuel's anal intrusion. The camera is actually catching
all of this. People will watch this.

The thought was too much. I felt pleasure
building again, this time kindled by my surprising desire for other
people to see what I'd agreed to do. Just knowing there were others
in the room right now was turning me on. But the thought of
thousands watching this. Getting off to me as I was fucked and
fondled. It was too much.

I came. There was no gentle build up like
when I was alone in bed, or with Michael under the sheets. This was
a completely different beast, filling a completely different need.
My whole body tensed as energy gathered in my core only to explode
outwards. Every inch of my skin burned hot as my toes curled and my
muscles flexed then relaxed. My asshole clamped down on Samuel as
my pussy dripped with excitement. I couldn't think. I couldn't
breathe. All I could do was moan against the cock still wedged in
my mouth while my body went wild.

I thought I would hear the Mr. Androsi yell
cut as pleasure rolled through me, but I heard Samuel's voice
instead. "Let her speak! She sounds like she is ready to talk."

As soon as the cock in my mouth slipped from
between my lips, the clipped moans of my orgasm filled the air. I
had to bite down on my lip to cut off the string of sighs while I
waited for the pleasure still rolling through me to subside. Samuel
was off script now, but I knew I had to say something. I just had
to keep from moaning while I did.

"I wo...I won't talk... Fuck you Samuel!"

Fingers dug into my hips before Samuel
pressed into me as deep as he could go. Another sigh broke from
between my lips. But instead of pulling back before driving forward
again, Samuel leaned over me, pressing his chest against my back.
"You'll talk. They all talk eventually."

Samuel leaned back and returned to thrusting,
slow but powerful. His fingers snapped again. "Don't let her rest
this time. And turn up the power."

The man in front of me yanked on my hair
again and slid himself back into my mouth. I couldn't do anything
but open wide and guide him with my tongue as he slid between my
lips again and again. And while he worked, I watched a man to the
left pretend to hook up another car battery to the machine hooked
to my nipples. He smiled and shot me a thumbs up before cranking a
dial on the cart to my side. But what I didn't expect was that the
vibrations running across my nipples would actually increase.

So real, I thought as my tongue
slipped up and down the cock in my mouth. And it feels so
good.

While I concentrated on the man in front of
me, making sure that my tongue was working him as well as I could
manage, I nearly forgot about Samuel. His constant thrusts were
just part of the overall picture now and he felt so good behind me
that I didn't need to think about it. But when he grunted and
pulled out suddenly, my mind was back with him.

I couldn't see it, but I could feel the first
hot streak of his cum as he blasted across my back. He pushed his
cock against my ass cheeks like a hotdog in a bun, letting me feel
every swell of his dick as he pushed out another string of sticky
white that landed on my back. Again and again he squirted, until
the last of his mess was dribbling into my crack as he pulled
away.

He snapped again. "Don't let her rest. You.
Take over."

Within seconds there was another man behind
me with his hands resting on my hips. He wasn't interested in my
ass though. I felt his head drift across my inner thigh before he
lined himself up with my pussy, so wet now that once he found my
slit, he slid right in. I gasped again as a familiar, but still
different enough, feeling gripped me. Whoever the man was behind
me, he was bigger than anyone I'd ever been with. When he pressed
forward, he reached parts of me that were never touched before.

The man wasn't happy with my stance either.
While Samuel had kicked my legs out before fucking me, this new man
lifted me by my hips until I was balancing myself on my tip toes.
And with his new angle of attack, his head slid across my G-spot
with each deep thrust he made. With one arm wrapped around my legs
to keep me from dropping my hips again, his other hand found my
ass, with his thumb hooking into my well oiled asshole. As he
pushed into me, his thumb moved in circles inside of my ass, adding
to the already overwhelming sensation of so many feeling across my
body.

While the feeling of a new man behind me tore
away my attention to the man in front of me, the man to my side was
busy dialing the electrodes up and down randomly, sending waves of
vibrations over my tits. I could already feel a second orgasm
building within me, growing in strength with each second that
passed. I couldn't remember the last time I'd gotten it twice in a
row, but it was about to happen now.

The man behind me picked up speed while the
man in front of me grabbed me by the ears, matching the thrusts of
his partner. I couldn't keep up with my tongue as his cock slipped
in and out rapidly. All I could do was breath shallowly before his
dick rammed against the back of my throat. I felt like I was being
pulled in two different directions as each man held onto me
tightly, using me for nothing more than a hole to fuck and fill.
Shame bubbled up within me as my excitement grew. This was so wrong
but I'd never felt so good.

I came again just as the man in front of me
came too. As I moaned, I felt the first spurt of his salty spray
touch my tongue. A wave of pleasure ran through me and what seemed
like right into him. His cock throbbed in concert with my own
excitement, shooting thick ropes of cum into my mouth that I knew I
wasn't supposed to swallow, but couldn't help from drinking. By the
time he pulled out and the camera zoomed in on my face to show the
mess the man had made within my mouth, there was barely any of his
spunk left.

It didn't matter much anyways. I was supposed
to hold out my tongue to show the mess I'd collected from the man
in my mouth, but I couldn't follow the script right now. I was too
busy pushing my hips back into the man behind me and I battled
against the sighs that were desperately trying to escape. I sounded
like a cat as I purred and arched my back, pressing myself against
the man behind me, making sure he slid in as deep as he could with
every thrust.

He didn't last much longer. With each wave of
my own orgasm, I flexed downstairs, grabbing on tightly to his cock
with every muscles I could muster before I let go again. By the
time my orgasm was fading, his was on the way. His thrusts slowed
as his fingers gripped me roughly and his hips slammed into my ass.
The thumb buried deep in my butt quit moving as his cock swelled
again and again. I could hear him breathing heavily as he pulled
away from me and knew as soon as he stepped away that a camera was
zooming in on my wet and stretched cunt, waiting for his cum to
dribble back out of me.

It all felt so real that it was hard to
remember there were camera catching my fuck fest from every angle
imaginable. But when Samuel stepped back in front of me, tilting my
head up with a finger under my chin, I remembered where I was and
what I was doing here.

"Are you ready to talk now whore?" He asked
as he glared at me.

I shook my head, sending my hair wild as I
glared right back. "I told you Samuel. I will not break. I will not
talk. Ever!"

He just smiled as his fingers fell away from
my chin. "Have it your way. This ship holds over a hundred men.
We'll see how many you can take before you give up your precious
passcodes." He snapped his fingers again. "Send in the next group.
And tell them not to be so gentle this time."

I held my head high as Samuel walked away. I
was ready for whatever was about to come next, and I wanted the
cameras to see it. But before the futuristic doors on the set in
front of me opened, I heard the familiar voice of Mr. Androsi and
he yelled out, "Cut! That was money. Let's set up for the next
scene."

I'd done it. And as Samuel turned back around
to congratulate me on a good shoot, part of me just wanted to move
onto the next scene. Not to hurry the shoot along, but because my
whole body was still humming. I wanted more. And I didn't want to
stop.

 


*****

 


A few months later and I was sitting next to
Michael in a packed auditorium, clad in a flowing red dress and
waiting to hear my name called for the third time tonight. I was at
an awards show, surrounded by hundreds of other actors, actresses
and production staff all fighting for a handful of awards.

It wasn't the Oscars. Most of the men and
women around me had never worked on a Hollywood production. My
Hollywood movie, Out of Jupiter had broken a few box office
records due to my publicity stunt, but wasn't nominated for
anything this year. In the end, it was still a mediocre movie. But
my other movie, Into Uranus, the parody porno that saw me
fuck nearly a dozen men over the three hour run time was already
one of the most successful adult films ever made.

I was at the AVN awards, with Into
Uranus set to win most of the categories tonight. And tonight
was the first time in days that Michael and I had been together
without his phone ringing nonstop with offers from every producer
in Hollywood. Everyone wanted me in their new movie, with the only
condition being that I starred in a parody porno after the
theatrical release. Overnight I'd become the biggest name in
Hollywood and the porn business.

I didn't care. I just hugged Michael's arm as
I pressed myself closer to him. A dumb idea from a drunken episode
had turned my career around. And as I heard my name called again, I
stood up gracefully, moving towards the stage to accept another
adult film award to the sound of applause. When I looked back,
Michael was clapping and smiling along with everyone else.
Excitement bubbled up within me.

I'd almost lost everything but now I had it
all. I smiled as I walked towards the stage. This was my life now,
and I was finally looking forward to the future.
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