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Author's Note


"Come Together" is a short bi-awakening romance set about a year after the events of "The Heart's Hunger," and featuring some characters from that book. You don't need to have read "The Heart's Hunger" to enjoy this book, but I hope you give it a look — I know you'll love it!

But just in case you haven't taken my advice yet and read the finest in dramatic behind-the-scenes adult film romance, here's a quick rundown of the key personalities:

Zoe Chapelle, is an up-and-coming starlet, an "overnight success" who took years to get where she is now. After toiling in the dank basements and shag-carpeted vans of the gonzo world, Zoe got a starring role in a feature by the legendary director Wolfgang Zemper, and now she's getting more and better offers than she had ever dreamed possible.

Zoe's boyfriend, Tommy Dare (civilian name "Jim Westin") is a male adult film actor who is considering leaving the adult entertainment business behind and "going straight" as a business consultant. Well, maybe not entirely straight: because he's well known in the adult entertainment world, he's a trusted bridge between the brightly lit world of banking and business, and the less reputable demimonde of skin flicks.

Burke Sierra and Kati Kumbuquets are adult film royalty, now semi-retired. Burke spent much of his career in leather and fetish productions in the Bay Area, while Kati was a fresh-faced LA starlet, at least until the roles she used to claim started going to much younger actresses. Burke and Kati spent the 1990s in an on-again, off-again relationship, both on screen and off, before reconnecting on the set of "The Heart's Hunger," which was supposed to be Kati's big return to the screen but turned out to be Zoe's dynamite debut.

Mentioned (but not appearing) are Wolfgang Zemper, a legendary producer and director of erotic cinema, and Fannie Hawkins, an award-winning and highly problematic adult film actress whose conflicts with Zoe are one of the main drivers of "The Heart's Hunger."

Nolan Cahill and Steve Mandelli are the main characters of "Come Together," and don't appear in "The Heart's Hunger." They're adult film stars with a strong following and good on-screen chemistry who are contemplating striking out on their own as Lucky Gal Productions. And they're about to discover that mixing business and pleasure can get very complicated ...


Chapter 1: Nolan


"These books are surprisingly neat," Tommy ... er, I mean, Jim, Jim Westin says, looking up from his laptop. It's hard to keep track that the "Tommy Dare" I've known on the sets of such classic cinematic works as "Buzzsaw Bimbos" and "Double Stuffed for Thanksgiving" is "Jim Westin" now that he's gone straight.

Or at least somewhat straight. Steve heard through his girlfriend Zoe (which is almost certainly not her real name; this world is full of more secret identities than an old comic book rack ...) that he's happy to help out with accounting and other services for independent adult entertainment enterprises — which, I suppose, is what Steve and I are trying to be — for a discounted rate, combining his experience in front of the cameras with his non-porn-world professional credentials.

"That would be Steve's doing," I say. "He's got a little bit of a spreadsheet fetish."

Hmm ... I wonder if there's a way we can work that into a featurette when we're ready to start filming? Maybe an office freeuse scene, where Steve is coaching a buxom new hire through his system of interlocking spreadsheets, and I wander in just as he's demonstrating a particularly tricky formula? I'm picturing a tight skirt, slit high on the side, and a frilly blouse popping open so the actress's luscious tits spill free, just begging to be kneaded and sucked and ...

And this is why it's usually Steve who takes care of the bookkeeping for Lucky Gal Productions LLC: I'm too easily distracted to be trusted with anything even remotely serious. I'm more than happy to write, and perform in, the most sinfully debauched scenarios, but a grownup like Steve needs to make sure there's more money flowing into our bank account than out of it.

Honestly, I don't even know if we have a bank account yet; that's on Steve, too. Really, it should be Steve sitting at the table looking over these spreadsheets, but he got called in at the last minute by Blue Boy Productions to fill in for talent who came back with a bad STI test; the fee they offered was too good to pass up when Lucky Gal is in need of money to get us out of the gate.

"I mean, I'd like to see a little more detail on some of these expenses," Tommy — Jim — says, turning back to the screen, "and I'm going to put together a depreciation table on the more expensive gear you guys have, but this gives me a lot to start with. A lot more than I've seen from the typical cam-girl — or cam-boy."

"So you think ... you think we can actually do this thing?" I ask. I feel my pulse quicken; up until now, this has felt like a pipe dream, a fantasy that Steve and I talk about on set or at the coffee shop down the block from his apartment, not like something that could actually work.

"Why not?" Tommy say — Jim — damn it, Tommy, I'm just going to call him Tommy. I'm sure once Jimmy Olsen knew Superman's secret identity, he wouldn't call him "Clark" if they were just hanging out at his kitchen table. Tommy says, without even looking up from his laptop, "You guys are super talented, and super popular. Why should you be making money for some studio when you could be making it for yourselves?"

Which is exactly how Steve put it, though with a few more "fucking" and "god damns" thrown in.

"It kind of scares me, though," I admit. "Going out on our own, I mean. I know the studios take too big a cut, but the work is steady, and they've got all the female talent locked up in contracts."

"There are plenty of indie gals you two could work with," Tommy says. "Especially in the fetish scene. I'll put you in touch with Burke."

"Burke Sierra?" I say, nearly falling out of my chair. I knew that Burke and Tommy worked together on "The Heart's Hunger" last year, and there was some drama on the set that got Burke to finally make an honest woman of Kati Kumbuquets. But a professional connection to Burke Sierra, especially in the fetish scene, is worth a hundred times what Tommy is charging us for this consultation.

"Sure," says Tommy. "He's a big booster of indie producers, and Zoe and I are going to visit him and Kati in a couple of weeks."

"Well, shit, thanks," I say. Burke Fucking Sierra, as Steve would say ... I know he's Steve's idol, and a chance to connect with him professionally would be an amazing boost for us.

"Did I hear someone say my name?"

I glance up and see Zoe Chapelle waltzing into the kitchen, and I have to take in a deep breath to prevent my eyes from going all googly with star-struck awe. She has her blonde hair piled up on top of her head in a loose bun, and she's wearing pink sweats that have a very lived-in and cozy look, but even as dressed-down and casual as can be, there's still a graceful, sexy charm to her. Steve worked with her once, back in her gonzo era, and he claims that he wasn't surprised at all by the success she's found since "The Heart's Hunger" made such a splash. I've never had the good fortune myself to work with Zoe, behind or in front of the cameras, but I would absolutely jump at the chance if I got it — not just because she's beautiful, and famous (or at least porn-famous), but because of how Steve described her: "A fucking ray of sunshine in the bleakest gloom."

"Hey, baby," Tommy says, turning to her as Zoe bends down to kiss him. He runs his hand up her back and pauses at the nape of her neck, running his fingers in a circle until she makes a noise somewhere between a sigh and a giggle. "I was just looking over some stuff for Nolan — he's thinking of going independent with Steve Mandelli. I thought we could put him in touch with Burke?"

Zoe stands with her hand on Tommy's shoulder and her hip cocked against his back, her brow furrowed as she looks me over. She purses her lips and says, "I dunno ... would I have to share him with Burke? One look and Burke will be all over those pretty eyes and darling freckles and the sexy scruff on his chin, and Burke will have no interest in little old me ..."

I laugh and say, "Ms. Chapelle ... Zoe ... I am absolutely not going to compete with you for Burke Sierra's affections. You and I are not in the same league, and I'm afraid we're also not playing for the same team when it comes to Mr. Sierra."

A puzzled look flashes over her face.

"Really?" she says. "I guess I just assumed ... I mean, Steve Mandelli is ... we're talking about the same Steve Mandelli, right?"

"Oh, one and the same," I say with a laugh. Steve is the most unabashedly bi-sexual — pan-sexual — person I've ever met. He exudes a puzzling but intoxicating aura of arousal that draws people of every conceivable orientation and gender to him. "But our relationship is strictly business. I mean, I like performing with him, obviously, but we're just ... you know ..."

My cheeks are burning and my head feels dizzy, and I don't know why I'm trying so hard to explain that it's not like that ... It's not like that at all ...

What happens on the screen — the errant touches, the smouldering glances, the mutual pleasure when we bring a lucky gal to heights she never dreamed possible — that's all for the audience's delight. Maybe I'm the only person who has ever been that close to Steve Mandelli in the most intimate of ways without being pulled into his sensual orbit. I can certainly appreciate why so many women and men have fallen under his spell, of course — he has a gravitational pull more like Jupiter than Mercury — but I've been able to leave the passion on the set and maintain a friendly but purely chaste relationship when we're not fucking for the camera.

Fucking a woman, that is, not fucking each other. Never fucking each other.

"Good to know," Zoe says, though there's still a look of incredulity on her pretty face. "I'm glad I can keep Burke to myself when I'm around you. And maybe Steve, too?"

She winks, kisses Tommy's cheek again, and sashays out of the kitchen with a swivel of her hips that I'm sure is intended to arouse desire. Probably in Tommy instead of me, though, because Tommy's eyes follow her path with obvious hunger.

"I'll get those depreciation tables done tonight," Tommy says as he closes his laptop. "And ... um ... we'll talk on Thursday?"

I try not to laugh at how quickly Tommy's attention turns from Steve's spreadsheets to Zoe's ass. Not that I can blame him, of course; I'd want to turn my attention her way, too. It's hard not to imagine peeling those sweatpants off her, untying her blonde hair, and throwing her down on the bed. Actually, I'm not even going to bother not imagining it; I'm going to let my brain mull over all the delicious possibilities offered by Zoe Chapelle's body all the way home.


Chapter 2: Steve


"Burke Fucking Sierra?" I shout, then realize I'm yelling the name of one of my favorite porn stars — scratch that, my absolute favorite porn star, the unrivaled king of my personal spank bank — in the middle of a coffee shop. I lower my voice and say again, not even trying to mask the awe-filled tone of my voice, "Burke Fucking Sierra ..."

"That's what Tommy ... Jim ... Tommy ... you know, the consultant guy, says," Nolan says, clearly a little flustered now that he knows Tommy Dare's civilian name. This is one of the reasons I've never given him my birth name; that, and I think keeping a little mystery between us is fun and just a touch hot. Though Nolan's confusion is kind of cute, too.

"Just call him Tommy," I say with a laugh. "That's how I know him, too."

"He thinks Burke Sierra can help us with indie female talent," Nolan continues, running his fingers through his close-cropped red hair, which matches the spray of freckles across his nose. "And he's been pretty successful as an indie himself. If Tommy can introduce us to him, I feel like we can learn a lot to get Lucky Gal up and running."

Oh, indeed ...

Most of the porn-consuming world — well, most of the straight porn-consuming world — knows Burke Sierra as the Ebony Anaconda, from classics of the big-hair-and-bigger-boobs era like "Penelope the Pirate Queen" and "Pillow Talk Poker," starring opposite Kati Kumbuquets. But I know him as Big Daddy Burke, the leather-clad, paddle-wielding star of "Bi Me to the Moon" and "Deep Load Delivery." If watching Burke's leather classics doesn't turn you just a little bit gay, then there's really no hope for you.

I should probably convince Nolan to watch a few before we meet Burke Sierra ...

Not that I want to turn Nolan gay. Well, not entirely gay; maybe just a little bit. Just enough to make our time off set almost as fun as our time on set. I've never performed with anyone who gives me the same emotional buzz as I get from Nolan: the way he locks eyes with me when we're sharing our co-stars, the way he holds my shoulders while I'm pounding this week's starlet, the way he whispers encouragement into my ear when I'm really getting into the groove. But then, the minute the cameras stop rolling and the production assistant appears with the water bottles and the wet wipes, it's all business between us. I wish we could bring that energy behind the scenes, too, share a kiss or even just a touch.

"And when's this meeting happening?" I ask, shaking my head to clear the stray thoughts. Pining over Nolan is not going to help Lucky Gal Productions get off the ground.

"Two weeks," Nolan says. "Tommy invited us to tag along with him and Zoe when they visit Burke and Kati. If that fits the schedule and the budget, that is ..."

If it fits the schedule and the budget? Schedules and budgets be damned: a chance to meet Burke Sierra is worth completely upending all our plans. Toss Zoe Chapelle in like the tangy cherry on top of an especially delicious chocolate sundae, and I'll move mountains — or at least a few columns on my spreadsheets — to make this trip happen.

"It absolutely fucking works," I say. "Burke Fucking Sierra ..."

Nolan gives me a grin from across the table, his blue eyes sparkling, and my heart does a little flip-flop in my chest. And a trip with Nolan Cahill, I think, to give Lucky Gal Productions just the jump start it needs. It couldn't possibly get better than that ...

"I mean, we'll have to cut some corners," I continue. "This isn't going to be a fancy trip like that time you got to go to the Bahamas for a Sexy Vibes shoot."

"Hey," Nolan says, pursing his lips. His pretty, pretty lips ... "I flew economy for that one, squeezed between an old lady who knit the whole time and a guy who was snoring and drooling on my shoulder."

"Yeah, well, it'll be super economy for us," I say. "And as cheap a motel as I can find. We can do the champagne-and-caviar package when we've got a shelf full of Golden Dong awards."

Nolan laughs. "I'd rather travel cheap on our own dime," he says, "than be lining the pockets of some rich asshole who's taking bigger and bigger cuts of our checks."

"Truth, brother," I say, reaching across the table to squeeze his hand. A nice, manly, one-hundred-per-cent straight squeeze. "Truth."


Chapter 3: Nolan


We're calling our nascent studio Lucky Gal Productions in part as a comment on how we've seen the female talent treated on set in the past. Most of the scenes Steve and I have done are all about the pop shot: slobbery blowjobs, some very dick-centric in-and-out that completely avoids stimulating the clit (unless the lady does it for herself, risking the director yelling at her for covering up the action), and then a loving, lingering view of the jizz dribbling down a curvy ass or smeared across a pretty face.

And that is not how we want to do things.

Steve is the smart one, obviously, and he did the market research that makes us think we have a shot with something different. It turns out that there's an "underserved niche" (his words) of porn that focuses on the woman's pleasure: lots of toys, lots of tongues, a little light bondage. Lots of "good girls" whispered at the height of climax, lots of cuddling and petting as the tremors of orgasm subside.

And that's exactly how we want to do things.

I'm reminded of why we want to shoot those kinds of scenes for Lucky Gal while I'm editing this latest Taboo Tarts short. I do some freelance editing for a few of the studios that don't have in-house production, earning more seed money for Lucky Gal and putting the editing rig we splurged on to good use. The woman in this scene — "Foxy Feast," according to the slip of paper that came wrapped around the bundle of DV tapes — looks absolutely bored in this scene. The guy's tongue must be six inches away from her clit, and he's holding her legs straight up in the air to give the camera the best angle.

Every once in a while, the boom mike plays peek-a-boo in the upper right corner of the screen, forcing me to trim this particular scene down by about thirty seconds overall: a blessing to the viewer, really, though too late to come to Foxy's rescue. No orgasms were suffered by the female talent for this scene.

My eyes are bleary from staring at so much brightly lit, pale flesh — the cast of "Foxy's Frisky Folly" could stand to get out in the sun more — and all the positions that poor Foxy has to take are starting to blur together. I keep myself entertained on these projects by creating a couple of blooper cuts, one to include with the finished project and one to share with Steve. This order is for a forty-minute subscriber scene and an eight-minute tube cut, so with almost six hours of DV footage I get a lot of boom mishaps, butt-scratching production assistants wandering onto the set, and poor Foxy looking aggrieved and bored while the director twists her legs into uncomfortable but provocative poses.

Maybe we can convince Foxy to do a Lucky Gal shoot, I muse; her auburn curls, high breasts, and smooth-shaved pussy are definitely attractive, and I'm sure Steve and I could put them all to much better use than her current co-star, a pasty young man who looks almost as bored as Foxy does. If she hasn't run screaming from the interminable slog that is Porn Valley by the time we're actually doing shoots, that is.

I save the files I'm working on and close the editor screen; I've probably got an hour or so of work to do to get the final edit polished, but I'm exhausted; my eyes need a break from staring at Foxy and her paramour having the most uninspiring sex imaginable.

Steve dropped off a padded envelope last week — "homework for the trip" scrawled across the front. I tear it open, hoping against hope that it's not a copy of one of his spreadsheets. Two unlabeled plastic DVD jewel cases fall out, along with a scribbled note:

I'd send a link, the note says, but none of Burke's really good stuff is online. Plus you should pay for your porn, right? These are from my personal stash so DON'T FUCKING SCRATCH THEM!!!

I chuckle as I open the first case. While there's an inevitable overlap in our spank banks — Steve and I are both fans of Zoe Chapelle, for one thing, and anything featuring a Hitachi massage wand in expert hands gets us both revved up — there are also a lot of differences. I like the cinematic movies with lush camerawork and a lot of story, which are absolutely not something Lucky Gal can afford to do now but maybe, someday ... And Steve likes it down and dirty, a little raw and barely edited.

Also, there are more dicks in Steve's spank bank. A lot more dicks.

I lift the DVD from the case and hold its edges carefully between my fingers — I certainly don't want to smudge, much less scratch, one of Steve's beloved videos. Scrawled on the front in black marker, in the same handwriting as the note, are the words "BIG DADDY'S DISCIPLINE." I slip the disk into the reader attached to the editing computer and watch as the screen slowly resolves into the same words in a wavy font on a black background — judging by the picture quality and the font style, I'd guess something from the late '90s, 2005 at the latest.

And then the screen cuts to a dark and somewhat blurry scene; I have to lean forward, my nose almost against the monitor, to make it out. There's a tall Black man standing in shadows, wearing a leather harness over his broad chest and tight black leather shorts, and what looks like a flat black paddle in his hand. Another man — white, naked, with a shapeless red hood covering his face — is suspended before the Black man by coarse ropes that lead from his bound wrists to the ceiling, out of the image's frame. The naked man trembles against his restraints, his erect cock rising toward his belly.

The Black man slaps his thigh with the paddle, making a loud, cracking sound, as he walks around the bound man. When he steps out of the shadows and closer to the camera, I recognize Burke Sierra — a much younger Burke than the one who appeared in "The Heart's Hunger," with a spray of stubble on his chin and the most piercing brown eyes I've ever seen. He grasps the bound man's chin through his hood, tilting his covered head up, and hisses something in his ear; I lean toward the speakers on the monitor, but I can't make out the words.

And then, with a mighty crack, Burke brings the paddle down against the bound man's thigh. The man grunts and writhes, the tendons in his arms standing out as he pulls against the ropes. A red welt blossoms where the paddle struck him.

"Shit," I whisper, eyes wide.

Burke strikes the man again, this time on the ass, and then across his belly. The man convulses, a muffled sob escaping through the hood's fabric. The paddle leaves more marks where it falls against the man's pale skin.

"More?" I hear Burke say in that deep, sonorous voice that I recall from his movies with Kati Kumbuquets, where he played a pirate captain, a prison warden, or an outlaw on the run. There's something in his tone that's more a command than a question, as if he's already decided that the bound man will be struck again, and again, and Burke is only letting him know as a professional courtesy.

The man's hooded head nods vigorously, the fabric moving around his mouth as he pants. Burke strikes his other thigh, then his ass again, and then reaches his free hand between the man's legs and grasps his testicles in his massive fist. I wince and press my thighs together as I watch Burke squeeze and twist, the man's balls bulging between Burke's fingers. There's a wicked smile on Burke's lips, and a devilish glint in his eyes.

"This is definitely not acting," I mutter. No matter how good an actor Burke is — and based on what I've seen of his classics, he's not bad — there's no way to fake that expression. He's enjoying this; my stomach clenches in a strange mix of fear and arousal.

The bound man's erection has not flagged through any of this mistreatment; if anything, it's become stronger, firmer, pulsing above Burke's fist, the tip glistening in the dim light. Burke uses the paddle to lift the man's cock higher until the head presses just below the man's navel.

And then, with Burke's fist around the man's balls and the vicious-looking paddle against his shaft, he erupts, the white seed bursting from the head of his cock and splashing against his belly. Stringy ropes of cum drip down the paddle and over Burke's fist; Burke squeezes harder, leans closer, and presses his lips against the red hood. The camera zooms in close, until Burke's mouth on the red fabric fills the entire screen, and then blackness drops abruptly over the scene. No credits, no sound, no explanation; simply blackness, silence, the end.

"Shit," I whisper again, rolling my chair back, blinking. The DVD tray whirs and opens.

As I reach a trembling hand to lift the disk, I suddenly realize that my own cock is rock hard, which it certainly wasn't for the whole two hours I was splicing Foxy Feast's dreary torment into something at least passably sexy. I shift uncomfortably in my chair, almost as bewildered by my response to the video as I am by the video itself. I don't know if I'm identifying with Burke, or with the bound man, or as a voyeur observing a dangerous, secret ritual.

"Fucking Steve," I mutter, "and his weird fucking shit."

I put the DVD back into its case and reach for the second disk, "SWITCH HITTER" scribbled across its front.


Chapter 4: Steve


Nolan picked me up with about four hours to spare before our flight. I was nervous that we were going to be cutting it close — LA traffic is hellish, but LA airport traffic is a whole other ring of the inferno. Apparently, I shouldn't have worried, though, because no sooner have we dropped our bags at the ticketing desk than both of our phones light up with alerts.

"Delayed," Nolan grunts, glancing down at his phone. "Ground stop in San Francisco due to fog."

"Well, fuck," I mutter.

We don't have any connections to make or meetings to attend today — Zoe and Tommy are already in San Francisco, and have us on Burke's calendar for tomorrow — but I was hoping to get in early, settle for a little while at the motel, and then explore what the nightlife has to offer. Having a delay in our travel throws me immediately into a bad mood.

Nolan and I make our way through security without a hitch. It's a good thing I remembered at the last minute to move the wand I want to show Burke from my carry-on to my checked bag, or we might have had a more interesting time at the X-ray machine. I check the gate number on the overhead screen, confirming once again that we're still delayed — "Next update in 2 hours" — and we head toward the terminal in no great rush, a cloud of discontent hovering around my ears.

"Um ... those were some pretty interesting videos," Nolan says when we find a couple of hard plastic seats near the gate and drop our carry-on bags at our feet.

I glance over at him, puzzled for a second, and then remember the envelope I dropped off at his apartment last week. He's only now getting around to watching them? A tingle rises up the back of my neck, and I feel suddenly exposed: maybe loaning Nolan those DVDs was revealing too much about me, and the darkness lurking within. He's seen me naked, seen me fucking, seen me lose control on set when we've got a co-star between us who punches both our buttons, but he's never seen me, not really.

"Oh, yeah," I say, swallowing hard. "What ... uh, what did you think?"

"Pretty interesting," Nolan repeats, looking down at his hands in his lap, thumbs twiddling nervously. It's a tic I've noticed before, when he's anxious about his performance on set, or when we're trying to agree on the vision and plan for Lucky Gal. "Not ... not something I'd normally watch, I guess."

Shit. Giving Nolan — sweet, handsome, kind, and very straight Nolan — some primo samples from my kinky gay porn collection was clearly a mistake. I wanted him to have a better understanding of Burke Sierra's place in the industry, and in my personal estimation, ahead of our meeting, but maybe I could have approached the topic more subtly.

"Yeah," I agree, my eyes fixed on my feet as I lean my shoulder away from Nolan, "yeah, I guess not. You probably didn't need to see that stuff. It's just that Burke —"

"I'm not saying I didn't like them," Nolan continues, and I look up, startled. "I mean, they might not be exactly my 'yum', but ... aesthetically, I think they're inspiring. I think they're good to have in the background for Lucky Gal."

I nod, images from the videos flashing through my mind: Burke's hand dripping with jizz after the masked man — Gabe Tiger, one of the greats of gay porn who we lost too early — shot his load; Burke pounding Tito Phoenix's ass while Tito fucks Vikki Viper; Tito and Vikki gobbling Burke's massive cock. Honestly, aesthetics aren't what I take away from those scenes, but I have to admit they share some qualities: the interplay of shadow and light, the spare sets, the refusal to turn the camera away from the carnal, messy facts of fucking. They're not pretty, not the way Sexy Vibes and Taboo Tarts and all the production companies try to scrub and polish the filthy details, making sex as smooth and clean as a starlet's waxed crotch. Burke's movies are about sweat, and spit, and jizz, bodies shiny with lust, with nothing hidden, everything on the table.

"Yeah," I say, letting out a breath. If Nolan was looking at the aesthetics of "Big Daddy's Discipline" and "Switch Hitter," then maybe he missed how raw and nasty they were, and what that might say about me. And if he's taking inspiration from the stripped-down, no-nonsense style of Burke's work, then I'm glad: he'll be the one editing our shoots, and I want Lucky Gal to stand out from the glossy, artificial competition.

"And ... they were ... hot," Nolan says, his voice suddenly hushed. "I mean, not my usual, obviously, but ... I think I can understand what you like about them."

I feel my ears burn. I showed too much, I think, I exposed something raw and dangerous about myself ...

"Not my usual," Nolan repeats. He suddenly stands, glancing around the gate area, and says, "Hey, I'm going to go grab a coffee. You want anything?"

I shake my head. "Nah ... I'm good. Maybe I'll stretch my legs a little, though, so you'd better bring your bag with you."

***

I watch Nolan disappear around the corner, making his way toward the little cluster of over-priced restaurants and convenience stores near the security line, then put my bag over my shoulder and walk toward the big windows looking out over the runways. Luggage trucks trundle back and forth between the terminal and the planes at the gates, including ours, which sits empty just beyond our gate. The sun is high and bright in a cloudless sky; how could it possibly be so foggy in San Francisco that they've shut down the airport for two hours?

I stroll over to the gate desk, where an agent in a blue jacket is tapping a finger at the computer keyboard, pausing periodically to look with pursed lips at the screen and tuck a stray auburn curl of hair behind his ear. He has a light spray of stubble across his chin — lighter than Nolan's, softer in the terminal's glare — and a constellation of small freckles on the bridge of his nose. Except for those features, he doesn't really look like Nolan — he's younger, he's shorter, his chest is thinner, and his eyes are green, not like Nolan's piercing iceberg blue — but if you squint just enough ... Well, he'll do, a wicked little voice in the back of my mind whispers.

I know I shouldn't listen to that voice, and yet I do ...

"Any news about the delay?" I ask, leaning an elbow casually on the edge of the desk.

The agent startles and blinks, looking up from his computer. He furrows his brow for just a second, almost like he recognizes me but can't quite place me — a look I am not unfamiliar with — then shakes his head.

"Everything's ground to a halt," he says. His voice is a little higher than Nolan's, reedy, but not unpleasant. "We're stuck until it lifts."

"Well, fuck," I say, then smile and say, "if you'll pardon my French. I was hoping to get to the Brass Buckle before it gets too crowded."

His eyebrow arches at that, and I let my tongue wet the edge of my lip. The hook is set, I think, time to play out a little line ...

"Brass Buckle? All the way over in Oakland?" he asks.

"Yeah, I'm meeting up with an old friend on the other side of the Bay. He says the Brass Buckle is the place to see and be seen."

The agent lets his lip quirk with a smile. "I guess for a certain ... generation," he says. "I mean, it's good for the older crowd."

"Older crowd?" I say with a chuckle. "Are you calling me ancient, young man?"

"No, no, not at all," he says, his voice rising in pitch a little. "It's just, the Brass Buckle ... it's a classic, I guess ..."

"A 'classic'," I say, raising my eyebrows. "That's a more polite way to say 'old,' I suppose ..."

"The Brass Buckle is fine, really," he says. "But a very different vibe than the Crow, or Juicy Lemon, or Three Dollar Bill ..."

"Slow down, slow down," I say, "let me jot these down. Three Dollar Bill, you say?"

"As in, 'queer as a ...'," he says with a wink, then extends his hand to me. "I'm Patrick."

"Steve," I say, taking his hand and giving it a firm squeeze. I let my fingers linger against his wrist for just a moment longer than is perfectly decorous. "Steve Mandelli."

"I thought so," Patrick says. The moist pink tip of his tongue pokes over his lip. "You looked ... familiar." He taps something on the computer keyboard, then pushes a button under the monitor so the screen goes black. "We'll be delayed here for a while, so why don't we go somewhere ... comfortable? I can give you some other places you don't want to miss while you're on the Bay."

"I was hoping you'd suggest that," I say, letting my smile crinkle my eyes. "Lead the way, Patrick, I love getting the inside scoop from someone in the know."


Chapter 5: Nolan


The coffee I got for Steve sits cold and untouched on the little table beside my seat, and Steve is nowhere to be seen. I've been back at the gate for over half an hour, and the departures schedule above the empty desk by the boarding door says that our flight is scheduled to take off in just over an hour. I don't want to be nervous — I'm sure Steve is just in the restroom, or browsing in the bookstore, and he'll be back any second — but I can't help the lump in my throat and the sweat on my palms.

I'm just about to grab my carry-on bag and go on a scouting mission when I hear a familiar laugh behind me. I swivel in my seat and see Steve strolling into the seating area from a hallway between two gates, a grin on his face and a man in a blue suit with tousled red hair behind him. He pauses and turns, pecks the man on the cheek with his lips, and then freezes when he sees me, his grin suddenly fading. The man he was kissing doesn't seem to notice; he slaps Steve's ass, gives him a playful bump with his hip, and wanders to the gate desk with the easy stride of someone who just got supremely lucky.

"What the fuck?" I hiss when Steve approaches our seats, his head hanging but the grin starting to appear again. "Were you just — what the fuck, Steve?"

"Sorry," he whispers, but it's pretty clear that he's really not sorry at all. "I was just ... um ... Patrick is a fan, and he had some tips about Oakland and ..."

"What the actual fucking fuck," I say, trying to keep my voice low. I glance over at the desk and see the man — Patrick, I guess — tapping at the keyboard.

Steve shrugs and says, "It just kind of happened, okay? I was asking him about bars in Oakland, and we had some time to kill, and ..."

"And so you just go off and fuck some stranger while I'm getting coffee?"

My hands are shaking and my voice is cracking, and I suddenly feel the sting of tears behind my eyes. What the fuck? I shouldn't be this upset; Steve might as well have velcro instead of a zipper on his fly, he's so quick to whip it out, and that's never bothered me before. In fact, I've always found it amusing, the way he'll slip off with a production assistant — male, female, doesn't matter — between scenes, or make casual hook-up plans with a camera operator while wiping down his unit after a pop shot. If "down to fuck" were in the dictionary, there'd be a helpful picture of Steve beside the definition.

Or maybe a cautionary picture — "Beware of this man! He'll fuck anything that moves and lots of things that don't!"

"It was an opportunity to connect with a fan," Steve whispers. "Think of it as marketing ..."

I laugh; it's not an amused laugh, it's a harsh, barking laugh. I narrow my eyes and say, "I don't think Patrick is in the 'underserved niche' Lucky Gal is targeting."

"You don't know that."

"Oh, is there something about Patrick I'm missing?" I hiss. "Because he sure doesn't look like a 'married woman in her early forties,' or a 'college educated professional woman,' or whatever other bullshit demographics you keep flinging around."

Steve drops heavily into his seat, arms folded, and sighs. He stares at his feet for what seems like forever while I seethe beside him.

"Fine," he finally says, letting out a deep breath. "It was dumb. I shouldn't be having random hook-ups when we're on the clock like this; this trip is too important for me to fuck it up."

I sigh, too, and put an arm across his back. He stiffens, then relaxes and lets his head fall against my shoulder.

"You didn't fuck it up," I say. I squeeze his shoulder, feeling suddenly protective of him. "You're under a lot of pressure — we're both under a lot of pressure — and if you need to blow off a little steam, who am I to criticize? I'm a porn star, for god's sake, I shouldn't sound like such a prude."

"You don't sound like a prude, Nolan," Steve says, looking up at me. His brown eyes shine damply in the harsh light. "You sound like the only business partner who would put up with my bullshit."

And then, suddenly, he kisses me; his lips brush my cheek for just an instant, warm and wet, and I feel a shiver run through my body. Before I can respond — before I can figure out how to respond, because my head is spinning — I hear Patrick's voice over the PA system: "Now boarding at Gate 12C, Flight JX 383, non-stop to San Francisco."

"That's us," Steve says, hoisting his bag to his shoulder and slapping my back. "Let's get this show on the road."


Chapter 6: Steve


Ikissed him, I think as I settle into the window seat and slide my bag under the seat in front of me. Why the fuck did I kiss him?

Nolan settles in beside me, stowing his bag and pulling his seatbelt across his lap. He fiddles with the pocket on the back of the seat in front of him, pulling out a battered SkyMall catalog; the cover is half torn off, a woman in a bathing suit with a mustache and beard scribbled on her face with ballpoint pen gracing what remains. He doesn't look at me, and I feel my heart pounding in my chest. I am such a fuck up ...

And I don't even know why I did it. Maybe it was because I'm nervous and needed a release. Or maybe it was because Patrick looked a little like Nolan — if you squint — and the memory of his lips wrapped around my cock is going to be so easy to slot into my fantasies about Nolan. It was stupid, and that kiss is just the cherry on top of a fuck-up sundae.

"Hey," I start to say, not sure what words are going to come out of my mouth.

"Do you think we'll get pretzels and a soda?" Nolan asks, interrupting my hesitant words. "The flight's just an hour and a half."

"We'd better get a soda," I say, relieved to be talking about something besides that kiss. We'll be on the road together for five days, and my goal is to never talk about that kiss. "Full cans, too, for that delay."

Nolan's eyes suddenly narrow, and he says, "Well, some of us put the delay to good use."

Fuck. I walked right into that one. I lean back in my seat and close my eyes.

"Listen," I say, trying to find my train of thought again, "I fucked up, and I'm not going to —"

Nolan squeezes my knee. I open my eyes and turn to see that he's smiling, those ice-blue eyes sparkling among the spray of freckles across his face. My heart stutters, not sure if it should be racing because of shame, or racing because Nolan is just so damned pretty.

"It's okay, man," Nolan says. "I'm just teasing. We'll drop it; I'll drop it. Tomorrow we'll be meeting Burke Sierra — Burke Fucking Sierra — and that meeting is going to change our lives. I believe it, don't you?"

"Yeah," I say. "Yeah, it's going to change everything for us."


Chapter 7: Nolan


The fog apparently rolled back in while we were in flight, and we're forced to circle San Francisco for almost an hour. I look past Steve, who is drowsing lightly ( the sleep of the not-so-innocent, I think), and see blue skies above us and a dense bank of white and gray clouds below us.

A quiet sense of dread settles on me, spurred, I'm sure, by those foggy clouds that hide the city. What else is hidden from view, obscured but waiting ominously, ready to pounce if I let my guard down? It's one thing to worry about the stuff I know to be worried about: the big studios that will try to squeeze Lucky Gal out of distribution or screw over performers who shoot with us, the banks and payment processors who keep turning the screws tighter and tighter on everyone from cam-girls to tube sites, the big outlay on cameras and the editing rig that could take years to pay for themselves.

But what are the things I don't know to worry about, that might be even more dangerous?

I envy Steve his ability to sleep right now. Probably because Patrick sucked him off before the flight, my brain offers unhelpfully. Go away, brain.

Should I be worried, for example, about that kiss? It was barely a kiss, maybe more of a nuzzle. It might even have been an accident: Steve was lifting his head just as I was lowering mine, and his lips just ... bumped my cheek. There are lines we've established, mostly unspoken, through our years working together on sets and our months putting together the plans for Lucky Gal: no touching behind the cameras, no serious touching even in front of the cameras, and no kisses. Kisses have never come up before, on or off set, and kisses are something that would definitely be over one of those lines.

It's the unspoken part of those lines that gnaws at me. Maybe we should sit down and draw those lines out, define what's on each side of the boundary, and agree not to cross them? Steve is good at the spreadsheets, the plans, the contracts — the nuts and bolts side of the project — so he's really the one who should do that work, right?

Except that he's also the one who crossed the line. If there's a line. Is there a line?

When the plane finally touches down, I've worked myself into a lather over what was probably an accidental bump of Steve's lips on my cheek, my brain spinning between the two possibilities: he kissed me or he didn't kiss me. I'm like that damn cat in a box, alive and dead at the same time, kissed and unkissed, and I don't want to open the box to check.

***

We end up landing almost three hours later than the original plan, and my stomach is rumbling: we did get soda (just in plastic cups filled mostly with ice, not the full cans Steve was hoping for), and crinkly bags of crumbly pretzels, but that was a few minutes after takeoff.

"In-N-Out Burger," Steve says the minute we can turn on our phones. He's got the map of the motel up on his screen, and he's zooming in on the area around it. We've decided to save some money by not renting a car, so it looks like we'll be hoofing it for burgers once we get checked in at the motel.

Of course, the map makes the hike look a lot easier than it really is. The motel is hemmed in by highway ramps, with no sidewalks for miles, and the In-N-Out is across a frontage road with no traffic lights.

Also, it's cold and wet: you'd think a boy who grew up in Chicago would be able to handle a little drizzle, but LA has spoiled me with its near constant sunshine and dry air. I packed a sweatshirt, but no raincoat, and I'm shivering by the time we scramble back to the motel with our bags of Double-Doubles, fries, and chocolate shakes.

"I'm hitting the shower," I say as soon as I've got the chain on the door in place, my teeth chattering. "I need to warm up."

"Should I wash your back?" Steve asks with a wink as he fishes in his takeout bag for his fries. I feel the tips of my ears burn, and he laughs.

"Just kidding, man," Steve says. "You shower up, I'll grab my turn when you're done."

***

The water pressure is about what you'd expect for a cut rate motel out by the highway, but the temperature, at least, is hot. The steam carries the scent of my lavender soap to my nose and the hot water on my back soothes my sore muscles, and soon I'm breathing easily again, heartbeat steady.

Steve is waiting his turn with the shower in nothing but his boxers when I step out of the tiny bathroom with a threadbare towel around my waist, and we do a little dance past the sink, hips bumping. I think of that kiss again (not a kiss, I remind myself, just a bump ...) and I'm worried the towel won't be up to the task of hiding my thickening cock. I pull on sweats and a t-shirt to the sound of the shower, and flop onto one of the two narrow beds with a sci-fi paperback.

"Crappy shower," Steve mutters when he comes out of the bathroom. I look up from my book and freeze: he's completely naked, toweling his close-cropped black hair, the water droplets still trapped in the dense hair on his chest glistening like little jewels.

I've seen Steve naked a hundred times. We've shot dozens of scenes together, we've sat around between scenes waiting our turn, we've even shared the showers at the Sexy Vibes studios after a shoot; casual nudity is the norm in our business. There are no secrets between us, as far as our bodies go: I know every dimple on his ass, every curve of his hips, every inch of his evenly bronzed skin. I know the black rose tattoo on his belly as intimately as I know my own ink — a flaming skull between my shoulder blades that I got on a drunken dare when I was twenty-one, and a flowering vine that wraps my right thigh, throwing a splash of blue and green onto my otherwise pale skin.

So why is seeing him naked now making my pulse race? Probably because of the kiss, my brain suggests. Which, of course, was not a kiss ...

And also because this is the first time I've been alone with Steve when he's naked. Every other time, there's been a crowd: the sound and camera crews, the director, the female talent we're shooting with, the various random hangers-on that seem to crowd every porn set. Even in the Sexy Vibes shower, we weren't alone: we'd just finished shooting a five-on-one gangbang scene, so the open gym-style shower was crowded.

"I hope I didn't use all the hot water," I say, resting my paperback on my lap to hide the erection that's threatening to tent my sweatpants. Steve's nipples are dark and stiff, poking out from their nest of coarse black hair, and a spray of goosebumps dapples his belly.

"Nah, you're good," Steve says, sitting on the edge of his bed. His cock, heavy and thick but not hard, hangs between his thighs. I try to keep my eyes on his face, but they're pulled to his cock like a moth to a flame. When he reaches in his suitcase for briefs and a shirt, I let out a sigh of relief.

"Are you heading out or staying in?" I ask.

"Out, I think, but just for a little while. I want to be rested for the meeting tomorrow." Steve pulls a black t-shirt over his head; it clings to his still-damp chest in a way I really shouldn't be noticing. "Patrick suggested a few places to check out. You want to come along?"

I shake my head. The kinds of places Patrick would recommend to a porn star are probably not the kinds of places I'd enjoy. That's another area where my and Steve's interests don't intersect.

"I'm going to stay in tonight," I say, making a bigger production of the yawn trying to escape my mouth than it really deserves. "Traveling wipes me out."


Chapter 8: Steve


The music at the Crow is way too loud, the drinks at the Juicy Lemon are expensive and watered down, and the line to get into Three Dollar Bill stretches around the corner, so I end up at the Brass Buckle anyway, as originally intended. Patrick knows his way around a cock ( Such a pretty mouth, my brain pipes up, flashing me an image that I struggle to suppress), but I don't think we made a connection on nightlife recommendations.

The Brass Buckle is on my Oakland bucket list anyway, so that's where I should have started. It's a leather bar that's legendary in some circles — primarily the circle of queers who worship Burke Sierra. There are framed photos of Burke and his various co-stars in the entryway, a leather cap and black paddle that featured in a few of Burke's shorts hanging over the bar, and a loop of black and white scenes with Burke, Tito, and other Bay Area legends running on the televisions suspended in the corners. I feel like I've stepped into a shrine to my heroes.

I also feel underdressed. Our discount flight gave us one checked bag, and I couldn't justify the space for any of my leather gear — studded jacket, polished harness, silver-buckled motorcycle boots. Black jeans and a black t-shirt will have to do; I feel a twinge of envy at some of the outfits I see around me, the assless chaps and shiny caps, the studded codpieces and golden nipple chains. It's like walking into a Tom of Finland drawing.

I make my way to the bar and order a gin and tonic, then lean my back against the brass and leather to watch the crowd. In LA, it's not unusual for me to be recognized — I'm not a top tier performer by any stretch, but there are enough people swirling around the adult industry down there that I'm not quite anonymous, either. Whenever someone approaches me at a bar in LA, I tense: do they want me, or do they want something from me? Are they looking for a way to use me to advance their career, or can we just get down to the fun and dirty business of using each other's bodies?

The Oakland scene — or, at least, the Brass Buckle scene — is giving me a completely different vibe. I recognize no one, and no one recognizes me; I can be as invisible as I want to be here. No one wants an introduction to a producer or director, no one wants me to plug their project or take their card. I let myself sink into blessed obscurity.

Which is why I nearly jump out of my skin when I hear a voice whisper close to my ear, "Business or pleasure?"

I turn, nearly spilling my drink, and find myself facing a young man in a white tank top, unruly red hair tucked under a black leather cap. He looks a little older than Patrick, younger than Nolan, built on a slight and sinewy frame. His eyes are a deep shade of mahogany and his skin looks like burnished copper, with not a trace of freckles, so I suspect the bright red hair is a dye job; a good dye job, though, from what I can see of the curls around his ears: his hair looks soft and shiny, and my fingertips tingle with want to tug at the springy locks.

"Business or pleasure," he repeats, moving his mouth closer so I can hear him over the steady thump of the music. "What brings you to Oakland? You don't look local ..."

The music is low and steady, a pulsing throb that I can feel in my bones, and not the tinny shriek like at the Crow; my heartbeat had started to synchronize with it, but now my pulse speeds up with this man leaning against me.

"Pleasure is my business," I say, raising my glass to him. "I try not to draw lines between them."

"You're not one of those tech boys, are you?" he asks, nodding his head toward the door, but I know he means to be nodding across the Bay, to the domain of Silicon Valley "disrupters" and "demigods" who've laid claim to a once-vibrant, often-messy city, slowly transforming it into a bland and sanitized monument to their hubris.

"Fuck, no," I say, leaning close enough that my lips nearly brush his ear. He smells like cinnamon and sweat, cloves and sex. It's a very nice smell ...

"Good," he says. "I was hoping there was nothing virtual about you."

***

"Fuck, yes," I hiss into his throat, grinding my hips against his. I can feel his erection through his leather pants, pressing into mine, and his mouth is hot and wet on my ear. When his teeth graze my skin, I feel the tingle all the way through my body.

I grasp his ass in my hands and lift, pressing him against the rough concrete wall behind the Brass Buckle. His fingers tangle in my hair, pulling my mouth to his. He tastes peppery and sharp. He wraps his legs around my waist and presses his erection against my belly. I grab at the supple leather that hides his cock from me, feeling him pulse against my hand, and my fingers fumble in search of buttons and snaps.

"Let me help," he whispers with a laugh. He guides my hand to a zipper on his hip, then resumes his frantic, hungry kisses, his teeth dragging against my lips.

I grab the zipper with my fingers and pull down, then drag myself down his body, still pressing him against the wall. He shimmies his hips to help me slide his leather pants down, and I push his tank top tails up to reveal his hard cock that rises from a tangle of dark hair, curved and pulsing and absolutely delicious. He groans and grasps my head as I swallow him down and suck, hard, the spongy tip of his cock pressing against the back of my throat.

I look up at him, catching sight of those red curls sticking out under his hat, the pretty mouth twisted into a delighted grin, and my mind flashes immediately to Nolan. He looks nothing like Nolan, I think, furiously trying to push that image away as I swallow this stranger's cock. His cock is nothing like Nolan's, which is straight and thick and uncut; this man resembles Nolan in no way at all, but still Nolan's face trembles behind my eyelids as I stroke and suck and urge him toward climax.


Chapter 9: Nolan


Iwake up to my phone vibrating under my pillow, and sit up groggily. The motel room is unnaturally dark in the way that only motel rooms can be, with their opaque blinds and thick curtains, and I feel disoriented and fuzzy-headed.

It was a text from Zoe Chapelle that set my phone buzzing: "We'll be there at 10 can't wait to take you to see Burke! ❤️❤️❤️"

The clock on my phone says it's almost nine o'clock, which is about an hour later than I hoped to get up. I throw the covers off and sit up, then look over at Steve's side of the room.

Steve is still in bed, lying face down, bare ass pointing at the ceiling. I didn't even hear him come back to the room last night; the stress of the trip must have completely wiped me out. I watch him for a few minutes: the rise and fall of his back as he snores lightly into his pillow, the muscles on his back stretching slightly with each inhale; the curve of his ass and the turn of his thigh, his knee bent slightly. My morning wood is especially heavy, and when my eyes take in Steve's bronze skin and broad shoulders, my cock makes an involuntary pulse.

I'm tempted to walk over to Steve and run my hand along his thick, muscular thigh, run my fingers through his dark, sleep tousled hair, place a kiss on his stubble-dappled cheek. He kissed me ... My cock pulses again, and I stifle a groan as I grasp it through my sweatpants. I must still be half in a dream state, my thoughts not entirely my own, my desires not in my control.

With a muffled grunt, I push myself to my feet and make my way to the bathroom. I need to get that kiss — that accidental kiss — out of my head before we meet with Burke, and watching Steve sleep, his naked body sprawled on his sheets, isn't going to clear my mind. A shower might.

A shower, I think, pushing my sweats down past my hips, freeing an erection that's even harder than I expected to find. I grin as my hand wraps around the shaft and gives it a slow, firm pull. My balls tighten with anticipation, and I glance behind me to make sure the bathroom door is locked — I don't need Steve wandering in when I'm mid-stroke. Yeah, that'll clear my head ...

***

"Aren't you just the cutest things!" the woman who greets us at the door of the tidy bungalow on a shady residential street says. She gives Steve a peck on the cheek, then tousles my hair before kissing me, too. "Burke and I have been looking over your past work, and we're pretty impressed."

The woman isn't just a woman, of course: this is Sue Papadopolous, also known as Kati Kumbuquets, an absolute legend of adult film and Burke Sierra's bride-to-be. She must be in her fifties now, but she's still stunningly beautiful, with long brown hair that falls in ringlets over her shoulders and tanned skin that glows in the sunlight. She's dressed in jeans that hug her hips and an Oxford shirt with the top buttons undone, showing just the slightest, very tasteful, decolletage. If you had told teenaged Nolan Cahill that he would one day get to meet Kati Kumbuquets, and that she would call him "cute" while kissing his cheek, he would have absolutely creamed his jeans.

Not that it took a lot to get teenaged me to cream his jeans, of course.

She leads us — Steve, Zoe, Tommy, and me — through the living room and a small galley kitchen to the back door. I suppose I imagined a couple of big-name porn stars would live in a palm-shaded mansion with a pool, where they would recline in the sun while their servants peeled grapes for them; this little house in a quiet neighborhood is more like my folks' place on Chicago's north side, exuding coziness and comfort.

The back yard is surrounded by a tall wooden fence, and shaded by a spreading oak tree. A rose bush blooms in the back corner, sweetening the breeze with its fragrance. And lounging on a wicker chaise on a brick patio, the sun shining on his shaved head, is Burke Sierra himself.

Burke Fucking Sierra, a voice in my head that sounds a lot like Steve's corrects me, and I stifle a grin. Though he's older and softer than the Big Daddy from the video Steve loaned me before our trip, I can still see the leather-clad, paddle-wielding man in him: his chest is broad, his shoulders rippling under a tight white t-shirt, and he reaches a massive hand toward me as he rises from his seat.

"Burke," he says in a voice like honey spread over warm buttered biscuits, and his hand swallows mine when I reach to shake it. "You must be Nolan, with that red hair and the freckles on your nose. And Steve — an impressive body of work, Mr. Mandelli, very impressive."

Burke steps past me, and I turn to see him take Steve's hand in his, his other hand grasping Steve's elbow as he pulls him into a quick embrace. Steve's eyes are wide, his mouth stretched in a giant grin that lights up his entire face. I can't help but grin, too, seeing Steve's joy at meeting one of his heroes.

"It's ... it's an honor, Mr. Sierra," Steve stammers.

"Burke. You can call me Burke," our host says, motioning for us to sit on the cushioned wicker chairs that form a circle on the patio. Then he winks at Steve. "Or, if you prefer, I'll also answer to 'Big Daddy.'"

I hear Zoe giggle behind me and see Steve's face turn red. I'd love to hear Steve call Burke Sierra "Big Daddy."

And watch Burke paddle Steve's tight ass, an unhelpful voice in my head whispers, making me blush, too, as I take a seat.

"We'll leave you three to chitchat," Sue says, giving Burke a wink. "Zoe, Tommy, come give me a hand picking out flowers for the wedding — I just can't decide between the lilacs and the hydrangeas."


Chapter 10: Steve


" ... and then the female talent gets to the room, and there's another guy there, and she gives this surprised look to the camera before the action starts."

Nolan is describing the basic premise of "Streets to Sheets," a series we shot for Sexy Vibes and was sort of the inspiration for Lucky Gal. There were twenty shorts in the series, of which Nolan and I were in ten, and they were by far the most popular ten episodes. The setup, with a few variations, went like this:

One of us (usually Nolan) would approach a woman (always a well-known actress in the Sexy Vibes contract system) walking down the street, along the beach, or waiting for a bus. He'd make small talk, make some comment about how she looked like an actress or a model, and then flash a wad of cash, offering it in return for a "screen test" back at his hotel.

Cut to the inside of the hotel room, camera facing the door. Nolan and the female talent come through the door, sometimes already making out, and then freeze, a surprised look on the woman's face. The camera pans across the room to the bed — rumpled sheets, discarded clothes, and yours truly, stretched out on the bed wearing nothing but a grin and a strategically placed pillow that doesn't stay strategically placed for long.

Sometimes the scenario is that I'm Nolan's partner-in-porn, looking to cast the next hot starlet; sometimes I'm the woman's boyfriend, and I've hired Nolan for a lover's sting operation; and sometimes I'm Nolan's boyfriend, catching him red-handed in a little bi-sexual seduction. Whatever script we used (and I use "script" very loosely — all the dialogue was pretty much improvised on the spot), things progressed quickly from there, with Nolan and me unwrapping our partner like she's the most delightful present we've ever received, and then proceeding to show her a very good time.

I had an acquaintance who works for one of the tube sites pull some of their internal analytics, and I was surprised at what he found. Most of the views of our videos that were attached to an account on the site belonged to women; and anonymous sessions that spent the most time watching our "Streets to Sheets" videos were searching for things that female viewers usually want to see: gay and lesbian scenes, bondage, and gangbangs, rather than MILFs, step-sisters, and big tits.

"The ladies like you guys," my friend said. And that's when the lightbulb flicked on.

"That must be because you're bringing something extra to the table," Burke says with a wink when I tell him about the possibility that Nolan and I were hitting a demographic with room to grow.

If you had told twenty-year-old Steve, the sad bi-boy still trying to figure out which way he swings, that someday Big Daddy Burke Sierra would give him a lascivious wink, he'd probably have creamed his jeans.

Of course, twenty-year-old Steve had a little bit of a hair trigger ...

"Well, yeah," I say, somewhat puzzled by Burke's comment — we hadn't even started to describe the "extra" we're planning to offer. "We were thinking we'd lean into the female pleasure angle, bring in toys, some light bondage play, a real focus on —"

"That's not what I'm talking about," Burke says in that honey-sweet, whiskey-dark voice. He raises an eyebrow at Steve and says, "It's the ... chemistry, right? The spark that even a studio like Sexy Vibes can't help but capture. I saw the looks you two were exchanging, and I heard those sweet nothings you were whispering when things got good and dirty. How much editing did they have to do to cut out the parts where you two were hot and heavy? I know Sexy Vibes has a no-sword-crossing policy ..."

"Oh, um, Mr. Sierra, sir," Steve stammers, his face going pale even as the freckles on his cheeks start to glow. "Um ... I think you're seeing something that isn't there ..."

"No?" He arches that eyebrow again and glances at me. I shake my head and silently mouth, "No."

"Well, damn," Burke says, laughing. "I guess I'm just a dirty old man who sees what he wants to see. I just assumed ... no? Really? But the sparks ..."

Oh, there were sparks in those scenes, I think. I'm surprised the bedding didn't catch on fire ...

I've watched most of the other "Streets to Sheets" videos, and the sparks definitely don't appear: it's the same scenario, one woman and two men, but there's barely any indication in the men's performances that they're aware there's another dude in the room, much less fucking the same woman. And though most of the women put in decent performances, none of them seem to be having a lot of fun, though that's par for the course as far as Sexy Vibes goes.

The videos Nolan and I shot stand out because we interact: we make eye contact, we whisper encouragement, we openly strategize about what filthy thing we're going to do next to this lucky lady. And we left those lucky ladies dazed and delighted, if I do say so myself; Nolan and I both picked up some after-shoot action, and not just from the talent: I went home with the PA from one of the shoots, and had quite a good time giving pointers to her boyfriend when he came home to a surprise threeway.

"We're professionals, Mr. Sierra," I say. "And we like working together. But that's as far as the action between us goes — we're there for the lady, and that's going to be our focus."

"Damn," Burke says, shaking his head. "You really are pros if you fooled ol' Burke. I thought sure the two of you were fucking up a storm between takes with that dark-haired gal — Betty, was it?"

I throw a quick glance at Nolan; his face that had flushed pale before was now bright red. He remembers Betty, too, I think, letting a grin turn my lips.

Unlike most of the Sexy Vibes talent we worked with, Betty Bush was enthusiastic to the point that she almost scared me. It turned out that she had a background in fetish scenes for a couple of indie studios, and was on a short contract with Sexy Vibes — in fact, I think our scene was the only one she shot with them before going back to her true passion of being tied and flogged and passed around by masked men. She took control from the moment the director called "action," and didn't let up until all three of us were exhausted. I'm a little surprised that short even made it to the tube sites, the way it flirted with Sexy Vibes' lines.

Did swords cross? Well, a little bit, maybe ... Betty took Nolan and me both into her mouth at the same time, stretching her lips and rubbing our shafts together in that warm, wet cavern. And she didn't let up with the cock-to-cock rubbing until there was a friendly fire incident — Nolan unloaded on my belly, letting out a surprised gasp that had Betty collapsing in fits of giggles and then lapping his creamy seed off my skin.

That part of the scene ended up on the editing room floor; I would love to have a copy for my own private enjoyment ...

"Oh, that Betty scene was a good one!"

I look up to see Sue returning with a pitcher of lemonade and a stack of plastic cups on a wicker tray. Tommy follows her with a plate of cookies, Zoe close behind him.

"Definitely pushed the boundaries of what Sexy Vibes usually puts out," says Zoe, dropping onto the chair beside me and reaching for a cookie after Tommy sets them on the low table in front of Burke. "I shot with Betty before 'Heart's Hunger,' she's wild."

"Oh, you know who else is wild, hon?" Sue says, dropping onto Burke's knee and putting her arms around his neck. "Pepper Posey! She's in town this week, and I think she'd be a great match for what these fellas are looking for."

"She on anyone's contract?" Burke asks, wrinkling his brow. "That's what's going to trip you up the most, the big studios snatch up the gals and don't let 'em go, especially to upstarts like y'all."

"I don't think so," Sue says, "but I think it's worth asking. And you do have that studio space leased for another month ..."

"That I do," Burke says with a grin. "It would be a shame to let it collect dust when three such talented performers are bumming around Oakland."

Burke reaches for a cookie himself, then looks at me and asks, "What kind of camera setup were you fellas planning? I can get you a couple of stationaries and scrounge up a handheld if you're interested."


Chapter 11: Nolan


"Damn it, Steve," I say after Zoe and Tommy have dropped us back at the motel. "I wasn't planning to shoot this week."

"Neither was I," Steve says, pushing his shoulder against the sticky door. "But this is an opportunity we need to grab — getting a personal recommendation for talent from Kati and Burke, and a chance to shoot on his set ... maybe give him a co-production credit? That's credibility Lucky Gal can't possibly afford to buy!"

"Yeah, you're right," I admit, following Steve into the dimly lit room and dropping onto my bed. "But ... I don't know if I'm in the right head space to shoot. We're on the road, we're eating In-N-Out every meal, I probably need a haircut ..."

"You're such a fucking prima donna, Nolan," Steve says with laugh. "It's a fucking porno shoot, dude, not an audience with the queen. And the chicks dig your shaggy hair."

He reaches down to tousle my hair, and I playfully slap his hand away. When my fingers brush his skin, I remember that kiss and feel my cheeks go red.

"And I'll show you something that will definitely get you in the right head space," Steve says.

He sits on the edge of my bed, leaning over his phone and grinning, then turns the screen so I can see. I see a picture of a Black woman with wild natural hair, sparkling brown eyes, and a playful grin. Steve slides his thumb up, revealing more of the picture: she's naked, cinnamon skin glowing, arms crossed under a pair of high, firm tits with beautifully suckable nipples. He swipes his thumb, and the picture moves again: hip cocked at a jaunty angle, thick black bush trimmed into a heart, legs that go on for days and days and days ...

"Holy shit," I whisper, propping myself on my elbow and snatching the phone out of Steve's hand. "Is that —"

***

"Pepper Posey," the woman says, presenting her hand to me. She's wearing a colorful beaded vest and short denim skirt, looking like she was wandering Haight-Ashbury during the Summer of Love and just stepped sixty years into the future. The cloud of black hair in the picture Steve showed me last night has been tied back into a bun with a colorful strip of cloth, and my fingers itch to tug at the knot and let it explode around her head.

I take her hand in mine and raise it to my lips, brushing her knuckles while I smile at her. She laughs and makes a swooning gesture, pressing the back of her other hand to her forehead and leaning back. Steve slips behind her and catches her in his arms, and she falls backward, letting him take her weight against his chest. Her vest slips a little bit, showing me that she's wearing nothing else underneath it.

"I told you she's a wild one," Kati says. She and Burke drove us from the motel this morning to a nondescript office park on the other side of town and led us into a suite of rooms consisting of a reception desk, a waiting lounge, and a pair of closed offices; Pepper showed up a few minutes later, right on the dot of two o'clock. "She'll make you think Betty Bush was a demure and sophisticated lady."

"Oh, Betty is highly sophisticated," Pepper says. She drops herself onto one of the vinyl chairs in the waiting room, crossing one long leg over the other and dangling a high-heeled sandal on her pink-painted toes. "She has a refined sense of kink and the kind of cultivated wickedness that you'd find in a disciple of the Marquis de Sade. Whereas I am simply nasty and looking for a dirty, dirty good time."

She winks at me, and I feel my cock stir in my pants. I've been around the whole range of pornstars, from the porcelain divas like Fannie Hawkins to playful tomboys like Zoe Chapelle, but there's something about this confident, trash-talking, no-fucks-to-give woman that has my engine revving. I glance over at Steve, and from the twinkle in his eye, I can see that she's having the same effect on him.

Burke disappeared into one of the closed offices when we arrived, and he emerges from it now with a grin on his face. He wipes his hands on his slacks and sits in the chair beside Pepper, leaning over to give her a quick peck on the cheek.

"I've got you set up with two stationary cameras and a handheld if you want to go mobile," Burke says. "I assume you know the Cannon XF line?"

I nod; I've had to handle a camera more than a few times in my career — Taboo Tarts especially really likes the male POV shot — and I know my way around most of the models I've seen on set.

"There's a monitor under the desk," Burke says, pointing toward the reception, "so I'll be keeping an eye on the action. If I see you doing anything to this baby girl that I don't like —"

"Big Daddy Burke!" Pepper squeals, giving him a playful slap on the shoulder. "I'm a fucking adult, and I can set my own boundaries."

"You know how I am with my stars," Burke says, winking at her.

"Not to worry, Mr. Burke," Steve says, reaching into his shoulder bag and pulling out a sheaf of papers. "We've got the consent forms right here."


Chapter 12: Steve


Lucky Gal isn't officially in the Adult Studio Alliance yet — hell, we're not officially a studio yet — but Nolan and I have agreed to follow their guidelines from the start. And since this scene with Pepper is going to be the start, now is the time to break out the consent form. We've seen enough bullshit on adult film sets, bullshit that has forced us to refuse work with some of the bigger studios, that we're going to establish that we'll do right by our talent every time.

The papers include the STI tests Nolan and I took a couple days before we flew out, a contract clearly stating what we would owe Pepper for her work, and the disclosures about the scene:

"We'll shoot for two hours," I say, reading off the sheet, "and the set is closed to just the performers, Mr. Burke, and Ms. Papadopolous. The action is unscripted, but is anticipated to include oral sex — both giving and receiving — manual stimulation, penetrative intercourse, and the use of toys."

"Mmmm, I like the way this is sounding already," Pepper says, running her finger along the form. "Not anal?"

"Not planned," I say, "but we're open if you are, so to speak ..."

"Anal is fine," Pepper says, "but no ATM or ATP — I'm clean, but I'm not sterile, if you catch my drift; I don't want to be out with a funky infection."

"Duly noted," I say, scribbling in the margin of my copy of the form. "And also, this is a professional production with the intent to commercially distribute the resulting video in a variety of formats, both streaming and physical, available to the wider public. People will see this, including people you may know ..."

"I should hope so," Pepper says, giving me a wink. "I don't do this to be ignored."

"Well, it's got to be stated," I say. "You know how this industry is ..."

"Duly noted," Pepper says.

***

Burke leads us into the office where the set is, and I'm quite impressed. It's bigger than I expected, and brightly lit. There's a big bed in the middle of the room, an armchair in the corner ("cuck chair," Nolan whispers, causing Pepper to giggle), and a nightstand. One wall has a set of curtains and a windowsill, though no actual window; it's convincing enough, though, to give the space the appearance of an actual bedroom.

Burke motions up toward the ceiling, and I look up to see a camera mounted above the bed, its cables tucked inside the wall. There's another camera mounted near the door, angled up, and the promised shoulder-mounted Cannon sits on the pillows. Nolan and I debated hiring camera operators, and decided that we'd have to start simple, with fixed cameras, until we had some actual cash flow. I did a few scenes with those guys in Brooklyn who have a similar setup, so I've got a sense of the blocking challenges this arrangement presents, but the mobile camera gives us some flexibility and I'm hoping that leaning into the raw aesthetic will mean an audience that's more forgiving of technical flubs.

"The cameras are rolling when the red light is on over the door," Burke says, motioning toward a light that's currently glowing green, "and there are microphones in the nightstand, behind the curtains, and on the ceiling. I can't guarantee they'll pick up every little whisper, but the audio is decent."

"I promise to be good and loud," Pepper says, bouncing on the bed. Nolan scrambles to grab the camera resting on the pillows and sits down beside her, placing a hand on her bare knee.

"And we promise to give you plenty of reason to be loud," he says, leaning in to brush his lips against her cheek. She turns her face to him and pulls him to her mouth, her tongue darting out to tangle with his. Nolan reaches up for the ribbon in her hair and gives it a stiff tug; a cloud of black curls bursts forth, and Pepper shakes her head, laughing, as Nolan plunges his fingers into the kinky mass.

"Wait for the fucking light to turn red, damn it," I say, stepping to the bed and kneeling behind Pepper. "I don't want to miss any of this."


Chapter 13: Nolan


Unwrapping Pepper takes barely a second, because there's not much wrapping covering her body. I untie the leather string holding her vest closed, and her little tits spill out, nipples already stiff; I put my lips on each, kissing and sucking, while she giggles and runs her fingers through my hair. Steve, meanwhile, has the back of her skirt unzipped and it falls to her knees, revealing the tiniest white panties I've ever seen.

While Steve kneels behind her, kissing the curve of her smooth, round ass, I kneel in front of her and help her unbutton my shirt. I lean back, hoping the camera above the bed gets a good look at her nutmeg-brown fingers dragging over my pale chest. She reaches for my belt buckle, and her breath catches — looking over her shoulder, I see Steve lying on his back with his face beneath her, mouth working between her legs.

"Hang on," I gasp, reaching for the camera I set on the floor before we started undressing Pepper. "We need close-ups of this."

I reluctantly pull away from Pepper, my belt undone and fly half unzipped, and hurry around the bed to straddle Steve's legs. I balance the camera against his chest, tilt the viewfinder, and adjust my angle until I have a perfect view of the stubble on his chin and Pepper's pouting lips spreading over the narrow fabric of her panties, soft and glistening already from her nectar and Steve's saliva.

"Action," I say when my trembling hand finds the button on the side of the camera, and Steve pulls Pepper closer to him, his eager lips and tongue probing and exploring, teeth pulling her panties to the side. Pepper lets out a delighted moan that I hope the various microphones are picking up — it's absolute music to my ears, and makes my cock strain against my trousers.

Steve starts to unbuckle his belt, and I slide down, positioning the camera on his knees. He opens his fly and lifts his ass, sliding his slacks over his thighs; his erection lifts the fabric of his briefs, and I have to bite my lip to resist the urge to give them a tug and free his cock. Instead, I move the camera so I can see Pepper's ass, trembling above Steve's face, and Steve's hands working at his underwear until they finally slide down and his shaft springs into view, purple head already weeping a pearly trickle of pre-cum.

I'm going to linger on this in post, I think, my trembling thumb finding the zoom button so I can pull in close to the glistening knob. The audience is going to love it ...

***

"This cock is mighty tasty, Steve," Pepper says, tapping the head of my dick against her smiling lips. "You should come up here and share it with me ..."

I'm standing with my bare ass against the headboard, the fingers of one hand tangled in Pepper's kinky hair, while she kneels in front of me. I'm barely able to keep the camera steady on my shoulder and hold her face in focus as she nibbles up and down my shaft.

Steve kneels behind Pepper, fingers teasing her stiff nipples, with his cock nestled between her plump ass cheeks. If I shift the camera a little bit, I can look over her shoulder, down her back, and focus on the bulbous end of Steve's cock. A smear of pre-cum shines against Pepper's skin where the tip of his cock has slid against it.

Steve looks at me, a grin on his face, and I feel my pulse quicken. He kissed me ... he kissed me ... I close my eyes, recalling the brief brush of his lips against my cheek in the airport, imagining what those lips would feel like on my cock. I can picture his face opposite Pepper's, their lips meeting around my shaft, their tongues tangling around the tip.

I catch Steve's eye and shake my head. It's not that I don't want him to join Pepper on her knees in front of me; in this moment I'm ready to do almost anything Pepper and Steve ask. But I know that it will be another Betty Bush situation: I'll explode all over Steve's and Pepper's faces and be out for the count.

"Why don't I keep you busy back here?" Steve says into Pepper's ear, shifting his hips and angling his cock toward her wet and willing pussy. She lets out a gasp around my cock as he pushes into her. "Let us work together to make you feel really, really good ..."


Chapter 14: Steve


The only violation of the contract we signed with Pepper is the duration of the shoot: we're pushing three hours when Nolan finally empties himself on Pepper's ass, pulling out of her puckered starfish just after I've finished in her womb. She collapses on top of me, breathing heavily and giggling, her body slick with sweat. She doesn't seem to mind that we ran out the clock and then some.

"Holy shit, you two," she pants. "I am one fucking lucky gal."

"Could I get you to say that, clearly and loudly, for the camera?" I ask, smoothing her sticky hair back from her face before pressing my lips to her cheek. She sighs and coos.

"Baby, you could get me to say just about anything after that world class fucking," she says with a laugh. "Next time I'm in LA, I'll be looking you up for round two."

"We might be able to increase your fee by then," says Nolan as he stretches out beside me. His hip presses against mine, and it's almost more temptation than I can bear to resist pulling his face to me for a kiss. But I know that the glow of the moment, the intense camaraderie of putting Pepper through the paces, is going to fade quickly, and soon Nolan will pull away. Again. Like he always does.

"I'd let you work me over for free," Pepper says. "Hell, maybe I'll pay you for the honor of being your bridge."

"Bridge?" Nolan asks, wrinkling his brow.

Pepper stirs on me and leans across to kiss Nolan, then says, "I'm the safe thing in the middle that lets you two connect without ... connecting. You know you want to fuck each other, but you can't bring yourself to do it without a woman between you. And considering the workout I got because you can't face that, well, I'm not going to complain!"

"I ... I don't think that's true," Nolan says, propping himself up on his elbow. "Steve and I, we're ... we've got a professional relationship here, a good professional relationship."

"And our profession just happens to be fucking pretty gals like you," I say, turning Pepper's face back to mine so I don't have to look at Nolan's pretty mouth and ice-blue eyes.

***

"Fuckin' hot, man," Burke says when I emerge from the set, my shirt open and trousers undone. He and Kati are both sitting behind the reception desk, looking at the small monitor screens that show a freeze frame of me and Nolan helping a weak-kneed Pepper to her feet. I need a shower, but I'm also enjoying the scent of sex on my skin.

"I hope the cameras caught it all," I say. "You wouldn't happen to have a place for Nolan to do a rough cut of the scene, would you?"

"My man Sergei can set you up," Burke says. He reaches into his back pocket and pulls out his wallet, then plucks a card from it. "He's got a studio near the house, rents out gear by the hour. It's not super high end, but a lot of the gonzo guys use him."

Nolan and Pepper follow me out of the set. Nolan has the sheets balled up in his arms and a grin on his face; Pepper has her vest open and a sparkle in her eyes. I would certainly enjoy working with her again.

And having her lead us across this metaphorical bridge, I think, letting my eyes roam across Nolan's face. Maybe the chasm between us is too deep, maybe there are monsters lurking in the shadows of that dark canyon, and we need someone like Pepper to keep us safe.

But there are also times when we're working together — sometimes on a scene, but also just brainstorming Lucky Gal scenarios and promotions, or editing together sizzle reels of our old work, sometimes even when we're looking over my budget spreadsheets to decide what cameras we can buy or what studio space we can rent — and there's no space between us at all. I can't think of anyone I'd rather spend time with than Nolan, whether we're fucking or working or just hanging out.

And it kills me that he doesn't feel the same way, that this glow we both feel after an afternoon with Pepper Posey is going to fade for him, but deepen into an aching burn for me.

"We'll give Sergei a call, then," I say, handing the card with Sergei's number on it to Nolan, careful not to let our fingers brush.


Chapter 15: Nolan


Isuppose I shouldn't complain that this Sergei only has time on the studio calendar for Steve and me at one in the morning, or that his editing bays are equipped with gear that's easily twenty years out of date. The price is right, and the service is discreet: the taxi drops us off, and we grab a key card from under a potted plant by the alley of a bungalow a few blocks from Burke's place and let ourselves into a basement entrance and down a hallway with several closed doors, a piece of paper with "LUCKY GAL" scrawled across it taped to the booth where we'll do our work.

Burke gave us three DV cassettes when we left the office park where we shot our scene, but I didn't have anything at the motel room to play them on. I wasn't planning to shoot a scene on this trip, and I definitely wasn't planning to edit one. Back home, I've assembled a system that may not be top of the line, but it's definitely solid; it helps that the mainstream studios in town are constantly upgrading their gear, and I can get last year's models for a song. It would probably take me about as long to boil those three DVs into a professional scene as it took us to shoot it, and only a few minutes to render the video; one look at the battered laptop, two monitors, and vintage DVD burner in the closet-sized space we've rented, and my heart sinks: it would take forever to get a decent video on this crap if I don't cut corners.

"I don't give a shit about pixel depth or bit rate or whatever the fuck you're hung up on," Steve says when I voice my concerns. "Just hack something together like it's your Aunt Flossie's vacation pictures that you're going to email to the relatives — we need something to show Burke so he knows we're worth the trouble."

"You overestimate how interesting my aunt's vacations are," I say, cringing a little at the thought of any of my aunts or uncles making this kind of video on their annual trip to Florida or Cancun, "and you also underestimate her quality standards. Besides, Burke was there — he watched the whole scene live. He knows we're worth the trouble."

"Yeah, but I want him to remember," Steve says. "And I want to give him copies to share, too — this is going to get Lucky Gal in front of the next tier of backers."

I sigh and open the deck to pop in the first tape. The marketing is Steve's thing, and that includes marketing to potential investors. If he wants a rough cut for that, then I guess I can give him a rough cut. A really rough cut.

The first thing I see on the screen is the last thing we shot with Pepper. She's sitting naked on the edge of the bed, her sweaty hair plastered to her cheeks and forehead and a big, satisfied smile on her face. Steve and I sit on either side of her, arms across her shoulders, with equally satisfied grins.

"I just shot a scene with Steve and Nolan," I hear Pepper's voice say out of the tiny speaker on the monitor, a little tinny and high-pitched, "and I am one fucking lucky gal."

"That's beautiful," Steve whispers, leaning over my shoulder so close that I can feel his breath on my ear, warm and soft. "Absolutely fucking beautiful; make that the first thing we see in the video."

***

I'm bleary eyed and thirsty and my fingers and head ache, but two hours later, I think we've got something. Not something good — the cuts are too sharp, the sound is awful, there are too many clips of my ass and Steve's knees — but something good enough.

I hate the finished product, but Steve is ecstatic. About an hour into the process, he stopped giving me direction by tapping on the monitor or punching my shoulder to get my attention, and just sat back and watched, muttering, "That's hot ... that's so fucking hot," every couple of minutes.

And it was hot, fucking hot. Even if I hadn't been there myself, hadn't been holding Pepper's head against my chest while Steve fucked her, hadn't been pushing my cock into her mouth while she arched her back against Steve's hips, hadn't been stretching her tight little asshole while Steve filled her pussy, I'd know it was hot. Because the chemistry just explodes off the screen: the three of us are laughing, moaning, rolling around and thoroughly enjoying each other in every way possible.

Porn should be fun, damn it, and Pepper, Steve, and I are obviously having fun in this video.

Still, I know this video could be so much hotter if I was editing it at home. For one thing, I only used the shots from the handheld and the camera on the floor. When I ran through the DV from the ceiling camera at high speed, it looked like there was some good footage there, too, but I didn't have time to figure out where to cut it in, and on the blurry monitor in Sergei's editing closet it's too hard to judge. When we get back to LA, and I've had time to watch every frame, I'll do something better. Something I'll be proud to put my name on.

I still won't show it to my fictional "Aunt Flossie," of course, nor to any of my real relatives: they all think I'm giving tours of the stars' houses and running errands for Hollywood producers.

"It's perfect, Steve," Nolan reassures me as he snaps the clear plastic jewel case closed on the third copy of the DVD I burned. He's written "Lucky Gal Productions Scene 1: Pepper Posey" across the disc. "Perfect for what we need right now."

"Bullshit," I grumble. "It sucks. But it'll do for now."

Steve puts his arm around my shoulders and squeezes, then presses his lips to my forehead. That is not an accidental kiss, I think, but I let myself relax against his chest — it's not gay to get a friendly kiss from your best friend when you've just made your biggest step yet on your shared life project, right?


Chapter 16: Steve


"Okay, I'm in," Zoe says, setting her wineglass down on Burke and Kati's dining room table so hard a little sloshes over the rim. "Just give me a time."

"What's that?" I say, looking across the table at her in surprise. She's said almost nothing through dinner, not since we showed the rough cut of our scene with Pepper on the TV in the living room, but there was clearly something she wanted to say and it's finally burst out.

"Make me a Lucky Gal," she says, her little pixie nose scrunching and her blue eyes sparkling as she grins at me.

We're over at Burke and Kati's place the night after we finished our editing session for supper and a private screening of our twenty minute rough cut in Burke and Kati's living room. Nolan was wiped out when we got back to the motel a little after three thirty in the morning, and he didn't get up until noon; I watched the video on a bleary loop on my laptop for a couple hours before I crashed, too. Even though Nolan wasn't happy with it, and once I was watching on a better player than in the editing booth, even I could see the flaws, I still thought it was hot.

Hot enough to get the right people excited about Lucky Gal Productions and our vision for porn done right.

"Aren't you under contract someplace?" I ask. After 'Heart's Hunger' hit big and catapulted Zoe to relative stardom, I just assumed that all the big studios had gone into a bidding war for her exclusive performances.

"Nope," she says, her grin widening. "I'm on retainer for anything Wolfie does, but he only does something once a year or so. Otherwise, I'm a free agent."

Ah, of course, I think. Wolfie — Wolfgang Zemper, legendary impresario of erotic film and the auteur of 'The Heart's Hunger.' He works on his own schedule, in his own space, studios and streaming and contracts be damned.

"But you've got an agent, right?" I ask. "Obviously you can't just drop whatever you're doing and work basically for free; there must be someone we have to talk to."

Zoe narrows her eyes and glares at me.

"You're talking to someone right now," she says, her voice dropping a register and taking on a cold edge. "I've always decided who I shoot with, and when I shoot, even when I was making those shitty gonzo bang van basement shorts for cash in an envelope. And I want to shoot with you and Nolan; you're doing something fun here, something fresh, and I want in. Pepper can't be the only gal who gets lucky this week."

Tommy, who has been looking down at his plate the whole time, pushing mashed potatoes around with a fork, says quietly, "I think it's a good idea, too. For what it's worth. Not that I could tell her what to do, one way or another."

"Damn fucking right," Zoe says, shooting him a glaring look, then suddenly breaking into giggles. She leans over and puts an arm around his shoulders, giving him a squeeze. "I wouldn't do it if you really thought it was a bad idea, but I'm also really happy to have your support."

"Well, fuck," I say. "That's ... wow, Zoe Chapelle, shooting with Lucky Gal in our first week? I mean, I'm a huge fan ..."

"Same," says Nolan, his voice hushed. "Huge fan."

"I think that sentiment is pretty unanimous at this table," Tommy says, glancing over at Burke, whose face has lit up in a hundred-watt smile that makes his dark eyes glow.

"I've got that space leased for the rest of the week," says Burke, "and a fresh set of sheets for the bed. Let's do it tomorrow."


Chapter 17: Nolan


Steve and I sit on the bed in the office, dressed in matching black slacks and blue Oxford shirts, while Kati fusses with Zoe's hair in the other room and Burke checks the cameras and microphones. He offered to handle the handheld camera work, so I can focus on the scene with Zoe, but Nolan and I both agreed to stick with the original plan. It's not that I don't trust Burke, or that I doubt the decisions he would make in capturing the scene; I've seen his work, and with his decades of experience at every level of the industry, there's no way he wouldn't deliver exactly what we need. But Steve and I agree that we need to establish the DIY vibe of Lucky Gal as one of the things that sets us apart; camera work that's too polished just doesn't sit right.

"Hey, it's your vision, not mine," Burke says. "I trust you to know your business better than I do. I'm just happy to make the space for you to work your magic."

Burke gives my shoulder a squeeze and tousles Steve's hair before he leaves us alone on the set. My pulse races and my head spins.

Zoe Fucking Chapelle has suddenly become Fucking Zoe Chapelle, and I'm not sure I'm ready for that. I've worked with a lot of big names before, stars on the rise and legends making a comeback, and I never felt nearly this nervous about any of them. After all, when you boil it all down, we're just doing what bodies do, and hopefully having a good time, or at least making something that will entertain people.

But there's something different, something special, about Zoe Chapelle. "A fucking ray of sunshine in the bleakest gloom," that's how Steve described her when they worked together on some of the sleaziest sets on the industry's bottom rung. And that's what I've seen this week in our handful of encounters around Burke and Kati. Zoe is quick with a smile and a kind word, funny and smart, but also clearly comfortable in her own skin and with the choices she's made.

I wish I could be half as comfortable. It's not that I regret the career I've carved out for myself — I've had a lot of fun, and as I've learned how the industry works, I've been able to turn a profit with the fun. Meeting Steve and working with him on Lucky Gal Productions has been the best thing that's ever happened to me by a very wide margin; and even if we fail, even if all we manage to produce are two rough scenes with Pepper Posey and Zoe Chapelle (Zoe Fucking Chapelle!), it will all have been worth it.

What has me nervous, I think, is that I want to do right by Zoe. Her story is a legend in the industry, the scrappy cam girl who blazed her own trail with years of work, caught the eye of Wolfgang Zemper, and somehow beat Fannie Hawkins at her own game on the set of "The Heart's Hunger." That movie was supposed to be Kati Kumbuquets' triumphant return to erotic cinema, an instant classic on par with "Penelope the Pirate Queen," Kati's big break-out film almost thirty years ago. And somehow it became the vehicle for Zoe's triumph, lifting her from an unknown toiler in porn's dankest basement to a place among the stars.

Instant success, years in the making.

"The Heart's Hunger" was one of the great love stories of adult cinema, the dirty movie equivalent of "A Star Is Born" or "When Harry Met Sally." How can a raw and raunchy scene with me and Steve possibly compare, no matter how fun and fresh?

"Penny for your thoughts, Nolan?" Steve asks, resting his hand on my knee.

"I'm just ... a little nervous. Zoe is ... well, she's got something special, you know?"

"And that's the only kind of gal we want, right? Special? Pepper was special, Zoe is special ... Lucky gals are special gals. Maybe that should be our new tagline."

I try to laugh, but it comes out as a strangled sob instead. Steve squeezes my knee and leans closer, his lips almost touching my cheek. I lean away, my muscles tensing; too much, I think, this is all too much ...

"She's not made of spun sugar," Steve says, his voice barely above a whisper. "She's special, but she's not fragile, and she's here because she wants to be. Remember, she asked us, not the other way around."

This time my laugh actually sounds like a laugh. She did ask us. "Make me a Lucky Gal:" her exact words. And who would dare to argue with Zoe Chapelle?

"We should get t-shirts that say that," I say, and when Steve gives me a quizzical look, I repeat Zoe's words to him: "Make me a Lucky Gal. We could have our partners wear them before the shoot, peel it off them as part of the scene ..."

Steve tousles my hair.

"I love you, man," he says, shaking his head, dark eyes sparkling. "I absolutely love you."

And then the door opens, and Zoe steps inside.

***

While Steve goes through the consent form with Zoe, I sit on the edge of the bed and try not to look like I'm staring. Her short blonde hair, normally straight and loose above her shoulders, has been curled into ringlets that swing when she moves her head. Her makeup, also typically on the understated side, is striking, with smokey wings around her eyes and a nearly fluorescent aquamarine shade on her full, pouting lips. She wears a loose white shift that gives just the barest hint of her subtle curves, her perky tits and flared hips hidden and revealed when she sways from foot to foot in front of Steve.

Zoe nods her agreement to each point of the consent form, then looks up at the camera mounted over the bed and says, "I'm ready to be a Lucky Gal."

"And I'm ready to make you one," Steve says, putting his arm around her waist and guiding her to the bed.

She lets out a giggle — almost a nervous giggle, I think — and kneels beside me. My hands tremble as they grip her hips and pull her to me, my fingers rolling the loose fabric of her shift up her thighs and to her waist. Steve lets out a whistle, and I glance down to see the little red panties revealed beneath the dress. My cock, half hard already, stiffens at the sight; I can see the shape of her cleft beneath the silky fabric, and a few stray curls of her dark blonde bush that peek out around her thighs. Zoe grabs my face between her hands, turning my mouth up to hers, and presses her lips, hot and soft and wet, against mine.

***

"Too much!" Zoe gasps, writhing against me. "Holy shit, too much!"

Steve has his magic wand pressed against Zoe's clit, the device's steady hum muffled between her clenched thighs. She pushes her head into my chest, her ringlets a tangled, sweaty mess, and groans. Steve flicks his thumb across the base of the wand and the hum fades to silence.

"'Too much' doesn't mean 'stop,'" Zoe says when she catches her breath, laughter shaking her body and making her firm, palm-sized breasts jiggle. "I can take it ... I can take more ..."

"Oh, I know you can," Steve says, spinning the wand between his fingers like he's a trick shooter in a Wild West show. "But that doesn't mean I want to give it to you right now. Maybe I want to make you beg for it."

"Ooo, I like to beg," Zoe says, suddenly turning in my arms and stretching herself across my lap. My cock, freed of its constraints soon after Steve and I finished unwrapping Zoe, presses against her hip, and I let out a gasp. She turns her blue eyes toward me and sticks out her lip in a pout as she grasps my erection with her slim, agile fingers.

"Please give me your big hard dick, Nolan," Zoe says. "I need it soooo bad ..."

"And what are you going to do with it?" I ask. I glance away from her and see the handheld camera on the pillow; get a closeup of her face, I think, those lips, those eyes, this is pure gold ...

"I'm going to suck on it," she says, sliding my foreskin over my puffy glans. My hands are shaking almost too hard to hold the camera, but somehow I get it balanced on my shoulder and zoom in on her face. "I'm going to wrap my lips around it and lick it like a big fat lollypop. I need it, Nolan, I need it so bad ..."

My heart is pounding in my chest — can the microphone hear my heartbeat? I wonder, because it's deafening in my ears ...

"What about me, Zoe?" Steve says. I look over the viewfinder and see him moving up behind her, stretching himself against my thigh and nibbling on her neck.

"I'll share," Zoe says, winking at me as she turns her head toward Steve. "I'll suck the tip while you suck his balls."

My blood roars in my head, shutting out all other sounds, and my chest heaves. I feel Steve sliding against me as he works his way toward Zoe's lips — toward my cock — and I feel his erection press into my hip. He pulls Zoe's mouth to his, his tongue tangling with hers, but all I can see is what his mouth would look like on me.

He kissed me, my brain hisses, he kissed me, and now he's going to ...

Steve's hand brushes Zoe's hair, slides over her shoulder, walks slowly across my chest, moving lower, lower. Zoe squirms against me, moving herself to give Steve's fingers access to my body, ready to share me with him, ready to turn the attention that should be hers onto me. My muscles tense, my jaw tightens, and I struggle to take air into my burning lungs.

"No!" I yell, kicking out with my feet. I scramble up the mattress, banging my head against the wall, and nearly knock Zoe off the bed. She lets out a shriek, and Steve catches her by the shoulders, steadying her.

"No no no!" I yell again, legs lashing out, limbs trembling. I catch Steve in the chest with my foot, and he lets out a groan, doubling over, while Zoe slides away, her eyes wide and wild.

"What the fuck is going on in here?"

I hear the door swing open, slamming against the wall, and I see Burke striding onto the set. His massive body is blurry — why is he blurry? — and I realize there are tears running down my cheeks.

"It's okay, Nolan," Steve says. I feel his hand on my shoulder, and I try to shrug him off, but he grips me hard, fingers digging into muscle and bone. "It's okay, it's —"

"Holy fuck," Zoe gasps. She's got her hands pressed against her chest, and she's breathing hard. "Nolan, I was just ... just ... holy fuck ..."

I crumple against Steve with a sob, and he rubs soothing hands over my back. Burke is coming closer, and through my tears I can see his face is like thunder, dangerous and stern.

"It's okay, Nolan," Steve whispers again, a mantra against my ear. His breath is warm, his body is firm, and I let my tears run over his skin.

"I don't know what's happening here, guys," Zoe says, her voice unsteady. "But I think you've got some shit you need to sort out. I'm going out now, and if you need me you can call me back, but ... really, dudes, you should ... you should probably just fuck already, okay?"

My hot tears drop onto my lap, and I shudder in Steve's arms. The door closes again, quietly; I can hear the latch catch, and then silence. I blink and look up, past Steve's shoulder; the red light above the door is still glowing, but Zoe and Burke are both gone. Steve and I are alone.

"It's okay, Nolan," Steve whispers again, running his fingers through my hair.

And then he kisses me, a firm, sure kiss against my mouth that I meet with open lips and questing tongue.

This kiss is no accident.


Chapter 18: Steve


Ishouldn't be doing this, I think, even as I'm doing it. Even as I'm pulling Nolan to me and kissing his pretty, pretty mouth and brushing the hot tears from his cheeks. He tastes like peppermint and musk, like sweat and salt, and I want to drink from his lips forever.

But I can't do that; I shouldn't do that. Nolan is not for me — not his lips, not his eyes, not his fingers that are laced behind my neck and holding me so tightly that I can't pull away from him even though I should. Even though I must.

"Nolan," I gasp when I'm able to pull my mouth away. Before I can speak again, though, his lips are on me again, sliding from my mouth to my chin and then down my throat, teeth grazing delicate skin and tongue tasting its way toward my chest. I tangle my fingers in his fiery hair, and I'm not sure if I'm going to push him away or pull him closer until my fingers make the decision for me, bringing him tight to my chest. My heart pounds against his face as he kisses his way over my skin.

"Nolan," I say again, more firmly, voice growing steadier. His hands grasp my waist and he pulls me down and under him — he's stronger than I expected, determined, and when he stretches out on top of me I feel completely, deliciously at his will.

"It's wrong, Steve," Nolan whispers, his voice catching. "It's ... it's ... it's wrong ..."

"What's wrong?" I ask, letting my fingers dance between his shoulder blades, brushing the ridiculous — and ridiculously cute — skull tattoo on his back. This wouldn't be the first time I've been with a lover — or, at least, a potential lover — who suddenly had a change of heart and started to listen to that voice in his head that chants wrong wrong wrong when the thought of making love to another man invades his mind. But it would be one of the few times that someone I love — deeply, completely, truly love — got this far before running away.

And I don't know if I can take that. I don't know if I can survive Nolan's rejection.

I don't know if I want to survive Nolan's rejection. Tears sting my eyes and I reach down to push him away.

"It's wrong to deny what I feel, what I want, what I need," Nolan says, squirming his way down my body until his mouth hovers above my belly. He bends down to press his lips to my navel, and I shudder under his touch; my cock, which has gone soft in all the drama, retreating back against my body, suddenly shudders to life.

"What ... what do you need?" I ask, my voice low and soft, almost fearful. Do I dare learn what Nolan needs? What if he doesn't need what I need?

"You, Steve," Nolan says, his voice ragged. He looks up at me with tear-filled eyes but smiling lips. "I need you. I love you."

"Oh, Nolan," I groan, feeling a giant weight lift off my chest as I reach for his face, tilting his chin to me and smiling up at him through my tears. "I love you, too ..."


Chapter 19: Nolan


You would think, for the number of times and the number of women who have sucked my dick over the years, that I would be pretty good at blowjobs. That I would pick up by osmosis, somehow, the perfect technique, and would be able to give as much pleasure as I've received.

You would be wrong.

Steve lets out a yelp when my teeth scrape their way down his shaft, and then he squirms when I lock my lips around the tip of his cock and suck.

"Too hard," he says through laughter, "too fucking hard! Haven't you ever sucked a dick before?"

"No," I mumble around his shaft, which twitches against the roof of my mouth and then suddenly lurches toward the back of my throat, stiffer and thicker than I expected. My spit flows thickly down his cock, pooling in the tangle of dark hair below his belly, and I gasp for breath until Steve grabs me by the ears and lifts me off his erection.

"You suck at sucking dick," he says, then pulls me to his lips for a kiss. I sputter for a moment, still choking on the spit that pooled in my mouth, and then kiss him back, hard and hungry. His slippery cock presses against my belly, and I reach between us, fingers seeking and then finding his erection. Steve's laughter turns to a moan when I stroke his length, holding his cock just the way I like mine to be held — firm but gentle, palm gliding over the sensitive underside and then turning around the tip and sliding back down.

"You give a decent hand job, though," Steve gasps, bucking his hips toward me. I press my hand to his chest to hold him in place and quicken my strokes. My erection presses against the back of his thigh.

"I need you in me," Steve suddenly says, choking on his words as he groans. "Fuck, Nolan, oh fuck, I need you to fuck me ..."

"I ... I've never done ..." I blink, my heart pounding, and I feel my erection start to flag.

"Like hell you haven't," he says, reaching his hands between my legs. He squeezes my shaft, cups my balls, and brings me quickly back to firmness. "You were just balls deep in Zoe Chapelle not five minutes ago."

"But ... but it's not the same ..."

"Fucking is fucking," Steve says, pulling my cock closer to him. He bends his legs and lifts his knees against my chest. "And I need you to shut up and fuck me."

I reach between his legs, sliding my fingers down his tight balls, and find his puckered hole. When I run my fingers around the entrance, I feel it open to me, ever so slightly, and Steve lets out a moan.

"Lube?" I ask, looking up to lock eyes with him. He nods and reaches his hand back over his head, fumbling under the pillows for a moment before emerging with a little plastic bottle. He thumbs the cap open and tips it toward me; I let the shimmering, viscous fluid pour over my hand, then return to the gentle work of opening Steve and making him slippery under my touch.

"Harder," Steve grunts when I guide the tip of my cock toward his hole. He grasps his knees with his palms, bending double beneath me, and grimaces. "Fuck, Nolan, you're so big ..."

"And you're so tight," I grunt, pressing my hips forward. The pressure of his ring around the tip of my cock is intense, almost painful, and I don't think I'm going to fit, I don't think I'm going to get past this, and then ... and then ...

"Oh, fuck!" we both gasp at the same time, and then we laugh as we kiss.

I reach between us and find his cock, harder than I've ever seen it, and stroke him as I fuck him, delighting at how he throbs in my hand. He pushes up to meet me, fingers digging into my ass, urging me deeper, deeper, deeper ...


Chapter 20: Steve, six months later ...


"So fucking hot," Zoe shouts from the aisle, startling me out of my reverie. I look up to see her turning away, her arm looped in Tommy's, her long backless blue gown shimmering in the auditorium's dim lights. She puts her fingers to her lips and blows me a kiss, then winks and blows another to Nolan, whose eyes track the sinuous movements of her ass.

"Are you nervous?" Nolan whispers, leaning toward me. His red hair is neatly combed, the wayward curls tucked behind his ears, except for one insistent cowlick that rises from the top of his head. He's let his short cropped hair grow out over the last few months, and the soft curls delight me. "I'm really nervous ..."

I reach up to smooth his hair, but the unruly curl springs back up as soon as my fingers glide over it. Just like a certain cock I know, I think, suppressing a grin. Instead of trying to fix his hair, I pull his face to me for a kiss. The auditorium is packed for the 42nd annual Golden Dong awards, filled with the glittering royalty of adult film, but I only have eyes for Nolan.

"Why should we be nervous?" I ask. "We know we've got the best films in the category, and fuck anyone who doesn't agree."

Nolan smiles and kisses me again, teeth dragging over my lips.

"Yeah," he mutters, "fuck 'em."

We've got two entries in the Golden Dongs this year: Best Indie Debut for our short with Pepper Posey (the good version, which Nolan toiled over for weeks before I told him it was finally good enough), and Best Bi-Sexual Performance (MMF) for the scene with Zoe Chapelle, which is the most insanely dirty, raw, and sexy thing I've ever seen. And whether one wins, both win, or neither wins, I feel like Nolan and I are already world champions.

When we had finally fucked it out on Burke's leased set, our limbs sweaty and tangled, both of us spent, Zoe tiptoed back into the room and stood over us for a long time, a big grin on her face. I guess Kati fixed her hair and makeup a little while Nolan and I were fucking, because she didn't look nearly as messy as when she had disappeared.

"That was really fucking hot," she finally said, bouncing up and down on the balls of her feet. "I mean ... holy shit, that was hot. Aren't you glad you finally got that out of your systems?"

Nolan laughed and threw his arm over his eyes, curling against me. I put my arms around him and held him against my chest, stroking his sweat-slick skin with my hands.

"Yeah," Nolan whispered, his voice muffled against my chest. "Yeah, I'm really glad."

"And now that you've finished fucking each other," Zoe said, hopping onto the bed and straddling my legs, "you can get back to fucking me, right?"

"Give a guy a minute to recover, will you?" I said with a laugh, looking down at the smear of cum on my belly that Nolan's stroking had pulled out of me.

But who was I kidding? My cock was stiffening again already, coaxed to a repeat performance by Zoe's grin and Nolan's kisses, which were returning as well, running up and down my neck. The red light was still on above the door, and the tapes were still rolling, and there was a lot more fun to be had ...

"Steve!" Nolan's voice, and his elbow in my side, snaps me out of my very happy memories. I blink away the images of Nolan and me pulling Zoe back down on the bed, tickling and stroking and licking until she begged for respite.

"Steve, it's us!" Nolan shouts, grabbing my hand and pulling me out of my seat. "We did it, Steve, we won!"

And I know I should be pushing my way to the aisle, past the applauding people in our row, I know I should be hurrying down the aisle hand in hand with Nolan and climbing on the stage to grab that stupid, beautiful, dildo-shaped statue. But right now, all I want to do is stand here with my fingers laced with Nolan's, letting this moment wash over us.Lucky guy, I think as Nolan gives my shoulder a shove, starting me on my way. I'm such a lucky fucking guy ...


The Heart's Hunger
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Love blooms in the unlikeliest of places ...

Zoe Chapelle is ready to turn her career, and her life, around; she's been stuck in a rut of poorly-produced films of questionable quality, augmenting her income with her cam show for a cadre of dedicated fans. When the opportunity to be part of a production by Wolfgang Zemper, one of the legends of adult cinema, comes her way, she jumps at the chance, even though she feels out of her depth.

Tommy Dare fell into the industry on a whim, and has drifted from shoot to shoot, always more of a background player than a star. When Zoe Chapelle, his biggest cam-girl crush, shows up on the set of the new Wolfgang Zemper film, Tommy hopes to finally steal a scene or two. He doesn't bank on having his heart stolen in the process.

"The Heart's Hunger" is a story of clashing egos and ambitions set behind the scenes of an adult film, perhaps the unlikeliest of places to find true romance.


Matador
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Matador: A MMF Bi-Awakening Cuck and Bull Story

When Francie discovers her husband Kevin's secret cuckold fantasies, she's disgusted ... and then intrigued ... and then, when they begin dipping their toes deeper into the dark waters of desire, hungry for the thrill of transgression ...

Kevin thinks he knows what he wants: he's fantasized about sharing Francie with another man, watching her taken by a passionate bull, surrendering to his lust, and then claiming her again for himself. But sometimes our true desires emerge as a surprise even to ourselves ...

For a couple of years now, Ramone has been one of the most desired bulls on the Take My Wife app, helping countless couples live out their fantasies and leaving them supremely satisfied. He certainly doesn't expect his next couple to claim his heart as well as his body ...

"Matador: A MMF Bi-Awakening Cuck and Bull Story" is a tale of discovery and passion, where the most hidden desires are unlocked and the deepest secrets are shared among lovers.


Couples Massage
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Couples Massage: A MMF Bi-Awakening Story

Danny and Meredith have gone on a beach vacation for their anniversary, hoping to rekindle a bit of the spark that has dimmed in their marriage over the years. An innocent mix-up leads Danny to explore cravings that he has kept hidden from himself.

But is he willing to risk everything to scratch this new itch?


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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