
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

Since I was a little girl, I’ve always been drawn to the silver screen. Growing up in Tennessee, I used to spend every weekend at our small town’s tiny theater and watched almost every film that came through, often multiple times.

As soon as I turned eighteen, I packed all my things into my tiny car, said goodbye to my folks, and drove to Los Angeles with one thing in mind: to work in movies. I didn’t care if it was as an actor, a writer, or just a lowly production assistant, I just knew it was a world I wanted to be a part of.

I quickly discovered that while I have the looks to get me an audition, I can’t act my way out of a paper bag. And while I have some talent for screenwriting, I didn’t have the connections to get me anywhere near a writer’s room, much less representation.

As the months turned to years, I found myself struggling to make ends meet, living paycheck-to-paycheck as a production assistant on various low-budget films and TV shows. The glamour of Hollywood felt like a distant dream as I worked long hours for minimal pay, barely scraping together enough money each month to cover rent on my tiny studio apartment as I slowly found myself in my mid-20s with nothing to show for my years of work.

My days were filled with menial tasks - fetching coffee, running errands, and organizing props. It was tedious, unfulfilling work that left me feeling like a cog in a giant machine, rather than a creative soul. Despite my best efforts, I couldn't seem to climb the ladder, stuck in a rut of dead-end jobs and dwindling savings. Friends back home were already getting married and having kids while I didn’t even have enough time to date.

One particularly grueling day on set, I overheard some of the producers discussing their latest project - a big budget action movie starring a trio of major Hollywood stars that was also going to be an awards vehicle.

They were lamenting the challenges of finding the right junior producer to keep the actors all happy and on schedule. In a moment of desperation, I mustered the courage to approach them after filming wrapped.

"Excuse me," I said, trying to sound confident despite my racing heart. "I couldn't help but overhear your discussion about needing a new junior producer for this upcoming film. I know it's a long shot, but I've been working as a PA on sets for almost a decade now, and I'm eager to move up the ranks. I may not have the most impressive resume, but I'm a quick learner, highly organized, and I thrive under pressure. Plus, growing up in a small Southern town, I've got a natural charm and warmth that could come in handy when dealing with high-maintenance stars."

The producers exchanged skeptical glances, clearly sizing me up. One of them, a middle-aged man with a gruff demeanor, leaned back against the wall and crossed his arms. "Look, kid, we appreciate the enthusiasm, but this is a huge undertaking. We're talking about a $250 million production here. The last thing we need is some greenhorn fresh off the bus from Bumblefuck, Tennessee, screwing everything up." He eyed me critically, his gaze lingering on my thrifted clothes and tired eyes.

But another producer, a sharp-dressed woman in her 50s, held up a hand to silence him. She looked me over appraisingly, a glimmer of something - perhaps curiosity or a willingness to take a chance - in her expression.

"I don't know, Jack. The kid's got moxie, I'll give her that. And let's face it, we're going to need all the charm we can get to deal with these actors."

She turned back to me, extending a manicured hand. "I'm Vivian Elkins, the executive producer on this project. Why don't you come by my office tomorrow morning at 8am, and we can discuss this further?"

I shook her hand firmly, trying to hide my surprise and delight. "Thank you so much, Ms. Elkins. I won't let you down. I promise to work twice as hard as anyone else to prove myself."

Vivian nodded, already turning back to the group. "Alright then, see you bright and early tomorrow. Don't be late!"

I floated out of the stage on cloud nine, barely registering the curious stares of my fellow PAs as I passed by. For the first time in months, maybe even years, I actually felt hopeful about my future in this city.

The next morning, I showed up at Vivian’s office at 7:45am. It was a sleek, modern space with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Hollywood Boulevard. The scent of freshly brewed coffee wafted from a gleaming espresso machine in the corner. She gestured for me to take a seat across from her mahogany desk, where a stack of scripts and schedules teetered precariously.

"Alright, Melissa," she began, leaning back in her ergonomic chair and steepling her fingers. "Let me tell you the skinny about the job that you're about to walk into."

Vivian launched into a rapid-fire rundown of the cast and their issues with each other. Dominic Gleeson slept with John Hall's wife years ago. If John stayed sober, he could handle their scenes together. But if he drank, the past all came back to him, and he'd be liable to start a fight.

Dominic drank like a fish and liked to fuck anything that moved but his real problem was with the harder drugs like heroin. His benders had cost previous productions several days of shooting and millions of dollars in lost permits and crew overtime.

The youngest male star, Harry Black, was constantly late to set because he often stayed up all night partying with some starlet. He also had the bad habit of giving terrible notes to the director and stalling production when he didn’t get his way. He was an incredible actor and character study but didn’t have the mind for writing dialogue.

Getting insurance to cover these three men had been a nightmare, but Vivian saw a Best Picture Oscar in this project, so she was willing to deal with a little chaos to get the performances she needed.

As she outlined the chaos that awaited me, I could feel my stomach twisting into knots. This was far beyond anything I'd dealt with as a lowly PA. But I was determined to rise to the challenge, to prove that I had what it took to succeed in this cutthroat industry.

Vivian finished speaking, her expression stern but with a hint of amusement dancing in her eyes. "So, Melissa, are you still interested in taking on this role?" she asked dryly.

I swallowed hard, meeting her gaze head-on. "Absolutely, Ms. Elkins. I understand the magnitude of the task ahead, but I believe I have the skills to keep these men in line."

Vivian nodded thoughtfully, tapping a pen against her lips. "Alright then, you're hired. Report to set Monday morning at 6am sharp. Oh, and one more thing..." She leaned forward, her voice lowering conspiratorially. "You may have to resort to some unusual methods to keep these men in line, if you know what I mean. Whatever you need to do, I don’t want to hear about it. It’s better that way."

With those ominous words ringing in my ears, I left Vivian's office feeling both exhilarated and terrified. I had landed my first big break, but at what cost? As I stepped out onto the bustling streets of Hollywood, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was walking into a den of lions, armed with nothing but my wits and determination. But I was ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead, knowing that this was my chance to finally make a name for myself in the city of dreams. Little did I know just how wild the ride would be...


CHAPTER 2

I arrived on set Monday morning precisely at 6 am, bleary-eyed but ready to tackle the day. The sun was just starting to peek over the horizon, casting a golden glow over the bustling production area. Crew members milled about, sipping coffee and prepping equipment, while the actors' trailers hummed with activity behind closed doors.

I spotted Dominic Gleeson emerging from his trailer, looking every bit the brooding leading man with his chiseled features and piercing blue eyes. He wore a hoodie and furtively glanced both ways as a shady figure approached. When he was sure no one was looking, they shook hands, completing a covert transaction in their palms.

"Oh fuck," I thought to myself. "First day of filming and he's already getting his fix." I made a beeline for his trailer.

Knocking sharply on the door, I called out, "Dominic, it's the new junior producer, Melissa. Can I please come in?"

After a pause, the door creaked open to reveal Dominic, his leading man looks even more striking up close.

"What the hell do you want?" he growled.

I stood my ground, maintaining a professional demeanor. "We need to talk about today's shoot, Mr. Gleeson." I looked past him and saw the baggy on the counter. Definitely heroin. "And why I can't let you do what you were about to do."

Dominic's eyes narrowed, a flicker of annoyance crossing his face. "What business is it of yours?" he demanded, trying to slam the door shut.

But I wedged my foot inside, preventing it from closing completely. "Because I'm responsible for keeping you and the rest of the cast on schedule and sober," I replied firmly, holding his gaze. "And I can't do that if you're busy mainlining smack in your trailer."

He scowled, clearly not used to being challenged. "Or what? You'll fire me?" He snorted derisively.

I sighed inwardly, realizing this wasn't going to be easy. But I also knew I couldn't back down now. "We both know it’s too late for that," I said calmly. "But I'll make a deal with you. If you can stay off drugs, you can have free use of my body whenever I'm in your trailer."

It was a desperate Hail Mary. I didn't even think a man of his experience would consider it special, having little old me at his disposal when he could probably go pick up any woman he wanted from any bar within walking distance.

But Dominic stared at me, clearly taken aback by my proposition. For a long moment, he said nothing, just looked me up and down with an unreadable expression. Then, slowly, a smirk spread across his face.

"You really are a dumb little country girl, aren't you?" he drawled, shaking his head in amusement. "Think you can buy me off with your tight little ass?"

I bristled at his condescending tone but kept my cool. "Maybe so," I admitted, meeting his gaze defiantly. "But it beats watching you spiral out of control and potentially ruining everyone's chances at making a great film."

Dominic chuckled darkly, running a hand through his messy hair. "You're either very brave or very stupid," he mused, his eyes roving over my body again. "But I suppose I can respect your resolve."

He stepped aside, allowing me to enter the trailer. "Alright, Melissa. You've got yourself a deal. Just remember, I expect total submission in return for my cooperation." His voice dripped with innuendo as he closed the door behind us.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come. I had no illusions about what Dominic meant by "total submission". But if it meant keeping him sober and on track, then so be it. I would endure whatever degradation he had in store for me, no matter how humiliating or degrading it might be.

"So, shall we get started then?" I asked, trying to sound nonchalant despite the butterflies rioting in my stomach. "You should really be on set in thirty minutes."

Dominic grinned wickedly, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. He reached out and grabbed my wrist, pulling me closer. "Thirty minutes is plenty of time for a little fun, don't you think?"

Before I could respond, he pressed me against the trailer wall, his body pinning mine. I gasped as I felt his hardness pressing against my thigh.

"You're going to be a good little slut for me, aren't you?" he breathed hotly in my ear, nipping at my lobe.

I shivered, despite myself, at the dominant tone in his voice. Part of me recoiled at the idea of submitting to this arrogant, drug-addled man. But another part, a darker, more primal part, responded to his raw sexuality and the thrill of the forbidden.

"Yes, Dominic," I whispered, my resolve crumbling. "I'll be your good little slut."

His grip on my wrist tightened, and he yanked my arm up above my head, pinning it to the wall beside my face. "That's more like it," he purred, grinding his hips against me roughly. "Now, let's see what kind of noises you can make when I touch you."

With his free hand, he cupped my breast through my shirt, squeezing it harshly before unbuttoning the shirt to expose my bra. "Mmm, nice tits," he muttered approvingly, fondling my nipple through the thin lace.

My skin prickled with heat as he continued to molest me, his touch leaving trails of fire wherever he touched.

Dominic's fingers deftly unclasped my bra, freeing my breasts to his hungry gaze. He palmed them roughly, kneading the soft flesh as he licked and nibbled at my neck.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," he groaned, his erection straining against his pants. "Can't wait to bury my cock in you."

Without warning, he hoisted me up, wrapping my legs around his waist as he carried me to the trailer's small sofa. He tossed me down onto the cushions, following swiftly to cover my body with his own.

His hands roamed everywhere, groping and pawing at me with a desperation that bordered on violence. I whimpered, overwhelmed by the intensity of his desire, even as a shameful thrill coursed through me at being so thoroughly claimed.

"Please, Dominic," I begged, my voice trembling. "Be gentle with me..."

He paused, his fingers hovering over my sensitive nipples. "Gentle?" he repeated incredulously, his eyes glinting with mischief. "Sweetheart, you're in the wrong place for gentle."

With that, he captured a pert bud between his teeth, biting down hard enough to make me cry out. At the same time, his hand delved lower and unbuttoned my jeans.

Dominic shoved my jeans and panties down in one swift motion, exposing me fully to his ravenous gaze. I squirmed beneath him, acutely aware of my vulnerability as he loomed over me, his face inches from my sex.

"You're dripping wet already," he observed, his voice thick with arousal. "You wanted this, didn’t you?”

Without waiting for a response, he dove in, his tongue lashing at my clit with brutal intensity. I arched off the couch, a strangled moan escaping my throat as pleasure spiked through me like a live wire.

"Ah, fuck yes," Dominic growled against my flesh, his fingers digging into my thighs as he ate me out with abandon. "This cunt belongs to me now, understood?"

I could only nod frantically, my mind reeling from the onslaught of sensation. Dominic's tongue was relentless, swirling and probing, driving me closer and closer to the edge with each passing second.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, he pulled back, leaving me panting and aching for release. "Don't worry, baby," he purred, his breath hot against my soaked folds. "I'll give you what you need... but on my terms."

With that, he positioned himself between my thighs and thrust into me with a single, powerful stroke. I screamed, my back arching off the couch as he stretched me wide around his girth. He set a punishing pace, fucking me hard and fast, the force of his movements jolting me with each brutal plunge.

"Dominic! Oh God, Dominic!" I couldn't form coherent sentences, my world reduced to a haze of pleasure and pain as Dominic ravaged me. Each savage thrust sent shockwaves through my core, building the pressure to an unbearable crescendo.

Suddenly, he gripped my hips and angled me just right, hitting a spot deep inside that made stars explode behind my eyelids. I convulsed, a ragged scream tearing from my throat as I came undone, my pussy clenching around his pistoning cock.

Through the aftershocks, I dimly registered Dominic's grunt of satisfaction, followed by a few more erratic pumps before he buried himself to the hilt and emptied himself inside me with a guttural roar.

Breathing heavily, he collapsed on top of me, his weight crushing me into the cushions.

I lay there, spent and boneless, as Dominic's chest heaved against mine. His sweat-slick skin felt feverish against my own, and the musky scent of sex hung heavy in the air.

After a long moment, he lifted his head, his blue eyes glinting with a mix of triumph and something darker, more possessive. "Well, well, well," he murmured, trailing a finger down my cheek. "Looks like you're going to make a fine little cumslut after all."

A shiver ran down my spine at his crude words, even as a twisted sense of pride swelled in my chest. I had pleased him, kept him distracted from the drugs, if only temporarily.

Dominic pulled out of me, leaving a trickle of our combined fluids to seep down my inner thigh. He stood, adjusting his clothes with a smug smile, as if to say, "Job well done".

With a final, patronizing pat on my bare hip, Dominic sauntered towards the door, pausing to glance back at me sprawled on the couch, still naked and vulnerable, before he strode out gleefully.

I hurriedly put myself back together, trying to ignore the way my thighs trembled slightly as I zipped up my jeans. My cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and illicit excitement as I recalled the details of my tryst with Dominic.

By the time I emerged from the trailer, I had managed to compose myself somewhat, though my heart still raced and my senses remained heightened. The bustling set greeted me, a cacophony of activity and voices that served as a welcome distraction from the turmoil brewing inside me.

I checked my call sheet. John Hall's scenes would be up next. I decided to check and make sure he was ready in his trailer.

John was an aging Australian heart throb who had been cuckolded by Dominick years ago. After a long, tumultuous day on set, he had visited Dominick's trailer in order to hash out some earlier conflict and found his wife inside, with Dominick inside her.

The news had dominated the headlines of the day, and I was surprised they would ever work together again. I guess everyone had a price, and I’m sure Vivian had promised them every best actor award in the book.

I knocked on John's trailer, steeling myself for the potential confrontation that awaited. When I opened the door, I found him sitting quietly on the couch, nursing a whiskey glass, his weathered face etched with a melancholy resignation.

"Hey John, just checking in to make sure you're ready for your scenes," I said softly, trying to diffuse any tension.

He looked up at me, his piercing green eyes seeming to bore into my soul. "Ready as I'll ever be, love," he replied, his Australian accent thick and weary. "Just trying to numb the memories, ya know?"

I nodded sympathetically, understanding the pain that lingered between him and Dominic. "I can only imagine," I said gently. "If there's anything I can do to help, just let me know," I offered, hoping to provide some measure of comfort.

John gave me a wry smile, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "Thanks, sweetheart. Care for a drink?"

"I appreciate the kindness, John, but I think I'll pass," I said firmly, recalling what Vivian had said about John and drinking. "How can I convince you to put down the bottle until your scenes are done?"

John chuckled and set the glass down on the table. "Take your top off,” he said with a laugh.

I blinked, caught off guard by the sudden command, before shrugging. Dominick had just emptied his cock deep inside me, this was a pretty tame request in comparison.

I unbuttoned my shirt, letting it slide off my shoulders and pool at my feet. Standing before John in just my jeans and bra, I met his gaze steadily, refusing to look away. "There," I said simply, awaiting his response.

John's eyes roamed appreciatively over my exposed skin, lingering on the swell of my breasts before meeting my gaze once more. "Very nice," he said, his voice low and husky. "But I’d prefer to see it all.”

I hesitated for a brief moment, my nipples already hardened from the cool air and residual arousal. But I had given my word to keep the cast in line, and John needed to focus on his performance, not his own demons.

Slowly, deliberately, I reached behind and unclipped my bra, letting it fall away to reveal my breasts, full and perky, with pink nipples that stood at attention. I crossed my arms over my chest, suddenly self-conscious under John's intense scrutiny.

John stood and approached me, his eyes locked on my bared breasts. "Beautiful," he murmured, reaching out to cup one gently in his palm. His thumb brushed over my nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

I bit my lip, trying to stifle a gasp. This was so different from Dominic's rough handling - John's touch was tender, almost reverent. It made me feel cherished, desired in a way that went beyond mere physical attraction.

John's other hand slid around to my back, drawing me closer as he leaned in to capture my lips in a slow, sensual kiss. His mouth moved over mine with a gentleness that belied the passion simmering beneath the surface.

As John's lips caressed mine, I melted into the embrace, savoring the warmth and tenderness of his touch. His kiss awakened a deep longing within me, a craving for connection that transcended the fleeting pleasures of lust.

When he finally broke the kiss, I felt dazed, my senses reeling from the intensity of the moment. John smiled at me, his eyes filled with a quiet affection that made my heart flutter in my chest.

"Thank you, Melissa," he said softly, his voice tinged with gratitude. "You've helped me find my focus again. Now, let's get me in front of the cameras where I belong."

I nodded, still feeling a bit lightheaded from the unexpected intimacy. As John got dressed in his wardrobe and prepared to head to set, I helped him smooth out his rumpled clothes and adjust his hair, my fingers brushing against his skin in a fleeting caress.

"You're welcome, John," I replied, smiling warmly at him. "Remember, I'm here to support you, both on and off camera."

He returned my smile, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "I won't forget, love. You've shown me that there's still beauty and grace in this chaotic industry."

With that, he gave my shoulder a reassuring squeeze and strode out of the trailer, leaving me to collect my scattered thoughts and prepare for the next actor, the young Harry Black.

As I watched John exit the trailer, I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment wash over me. Despite the challenges and scandals plaguing the production, I had managed to connect with two key players and help them refocus their energies.

Harry Black, however, presented a different challenge altogether. At twenty-five, he was the youngest lead in the film, and his reputation preceded him - a charming ladies' man with a penchant for partying and a string of high-profile relationships.

I knocked on his trailer door, steeling myself for the encounter. Harry answered, looking every inch the Hollywood heartthrob in his fitted T-shirt and designer jeans. His chiseled features and disarming smile immediately put me on guard, reminding me of the many actresses who had fallen prey to his charms.

"Harry, hi," I said, trying to maintain a professional tone despite the flutter of awareness that stirred within me at his proximity. "I just wanted to check in and make sure everything's okay before your scenes later today."

Harry flashed me that trademark megawatt smile, his blue eyes sparkling with amusement. "I'm glad you're here, actually," he purred, leaning against the doorframe in a relaxed pose that showcased his impressive physique. "I had some notes I wanted to give the director about my scenes. I think we need to change up all of the dialogue in scene four."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by Harry's assertiveness. "Scene four? That's a pivotal moment in the story and we're shooting it in an hour. Are you sure about those changes?"

Harry shrugged, his grin never wavering. "Trust me, Melissa. I know my character better than anyone. These tweaks will make the scene pop."

Fuck. This was exactly the kind of drama that Vivian had warned me about. I needed a way to get Harry's mind off these changes, and fast.

I glanced around the trailer, my eyes landing on the plush leather couch in the corner. Inspiration struck, and I turned back to Harry with a mischievous smile. "Tell you what, why don't you take a seat and relax." I reached back and tied up my hair.

Harry settled onto the couch, sprawling out languidly as he eyed me with interest. "And you’ll have the director meet me here?" he asked.

I kneeled in front of him. "No. For the next twenty minutes, I want you to forget about those changes and just fuck my face."

Harry's eyes widened in surprise, then slowly narrowed as he considered my proposition. After a long, tense moment, he nodded, a sly smirk spreading across his face. "Alright, you got yourself a deal," he drawled, his hands sliding down to remove his belt. "Let's see how well you can handle a real star's cock."

With that, he undid his belt and pushed his jeans and boxers down, revealing his impressive erection, already half-hard and throbbing with anticipation. I swallowed hard, my mouth watering at the sight of him. This was going to be a challenging task, but I was determined to prove my worth as a producer and a woman who could keep up with Hollywood's most notorious bad boys.

I took a deep breath, focusing on the task at hand. Reaching out, I wrapped my fingers around Harry's thick shaft, giving it a firm squeeze. He hissed in pleasure, his eyes rolling back momentarily as I began to stroke him slowly, savoring the heat and hardness of his flesh.

As I worked him over, I leaned in, my warm breath fanning over the swollen head of his cock. I flicked my tongue out, tasting the salty precum that beaded at the tip. Harry groaned, his grip on the couch arm tightening as I lavished attention on his member, my mouth closing around him in a tight suction.

I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with each pass, my nose pressed against his pubic bone as I struggled to accommodate his size.

Harry's hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I pleasured him with my mouth. His hips rocked forward, pushing deeper into my throat, and I gagged slightly, the burn in my esophagus only serving to heighten my arousal.

Despite the discomfort, I redoubled my efforts, determined to bring this arrogant actor to climax and prove my worth. I sucked harder, my tongue swirling around his shaft, and Harry let out a guttural moan, his grip on my hair becoming bruising.

"I'm close, Melissa," he ground out, his voice strained with impending orgasm. "Fuck, your mouth feels incredible..."

With a final, desperate thrust, Harry hit the back of my throat, triggering his release.

As Harry's hot seed flooded my mouth, I swallowed greedily, relishing the taste and texture of his essence. I continued to suckle gently, milking him for every last drop, until he finally stilled, his body going limp with satisfaction.

I released him with a soft pop, licking my lips clean of his cum. Harry's chest heaved as he caught his breath, a look of stunned appreciation on his face.

"Damn, Melissa," Harry breathed, his eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. "That blowjob was transcendental. I forgot what I even wanted to change in the script."

I smirked, wiping the remnants of his release from my chin with the back of my hand. "Good, now you should get to set, and apologize to the director for being late."

Harry grinned sheepishly, tucking himself back into his pants. "Yes ma’am, thanks for the reminder and the... distraction."

I stood up, smoothing out my jeans and straightening my blouse. "No problem, Harry. Just remember, I'm here to help you stay focused."

With a wink, I headed out of the trailer, leaving Harry to gather his things and head to set. Another crisis averted, another star placated. It was just another day in the life of a junior film producer, dealing with larger-than-life egos, insecurities, and sexual tensions.

But somehow, amidst the chaos, I found a strange sort of thrill in navigating these treacherous waters. Perhaps it was the rush of power that came with knowing I held the keys to success (or failure) for this multi-million dollar production and its pampered performers.

Or maybe, deep down, I reveled in the raw, animalistic energy that crackled between me and these men, a spark that threatened to consume us all at any moment. Whatever the reason, I knew I was exactly where I belonged - in the midst of the madness, holding it all together with a steely resolve and a willingness to do whatever it took to keep the show running smoothly, no matter the cost to my own sanity or morals.


CHAPTER 3

The rest of the eight-week shoot passed in a blur as I continued to use my body to keep the men in line. Dominic would page me whenever he had a craving for heroin, and I’d let him fuck me raw instead.

I’d spent many hours in John’s trailer, enjoying a “cuppa” on the couch with my top off. He seemed like too much of a gentleman to ask for more, although at that point I was willing to do whatever he asked. Despite our age difference, he had never lost the charm or boyish good looks from his younger heart throb years.

Harry seemed content to just have me jerk him off and let him finish in my mouth while I looked him in the eye and told him how great of an actor he was.

Things had settled into a nice rhythm, and it was my efforts that had brought us to that point. That is, until the very last week of shooting. Dominic and John were scheduled to have their big scene together on the very last day and it was the most expensive setup yet.

The tension leading up to the climactic showdown between Dominic and John was palpable. The entire crew could feel it, an electric undercurrent of animosity and unresolved conflict simmering just below the surface. They had barely spoken to each other for the entire eight weeks, exchanging curt nods and icy stares whenever their paths crossed.

The day of their big scene arrived, and I showed up early to check on John in his trailer. He was pacing back and forth, his brow furrowed in concentration as he rehearsed his lines. He stopped abruptly when I entered, turning to face me with a mixture of frustration and desperation in his eyes.

"Melissa, I don't know if I can do this," he admitted, his voice trembling slightly. "Dominic and I... there's still so much anger and hurt between us. How am I supposed to pretend to be friends on screen when we can barely stand to be in the same room?"

I stepped closer, placing a comforting hand on his arm. "John, you're a consummate professional. You'll rise above this and give the performance of a lifetime. And if you need a little extra motivation..." I trailed off suggestively, letting my meaning hang in the air between us.

John's eyes locked onto mine, a flicker of intrigue sparking in their depths. He set his script aside, his tall frame looming over me as he stepped closer, invading my personal space.

"What did you have in mind, Melissa?" he asked, his voice low and husky, dripping with suggestion.

I bit my lip, a shiver running down my spine at the predatory glint in his gaze. "Dom has been fucking me regularly, calling me his little cumslut. He thinks he owns me." I purred. "Why don't we sneak into his trailer and let him walk in on us? Give him a little taste of his own medicine?"

John's eyes darkened with desire at my proposal, a wicked grin spreading across his face. "Oh, I like the way you think," he growled, his large hands gripping my waist possessively.

Without warning, John crushed his lips to mine in a fierce, dominating kiss. His tongue invaded my mouth, claiming every inch as his hands roamed over my curves, squeezing and kneading the supple flesh. I moaned into the kiss, my body responding instinctively to his bold advances.

Breaking away, John's breath came in ragged gasps as he stared down at me, his eyes blazing with primal hunger. "Let's go serve Dom with a little revenge," he snarled, his voice thick with lust and malice.

I nodded eagerly, my heart pounding in my chest as I followed John out of his trailer and toward Dominic's. We moved stealthily, ducking between trailers and golf carts to avoid the crew's wandering gazes. I knew Dominic wasn't supposed to finish hair and makeup for another half hour, so we had plenty of time to get started.

We slipped into Dominic's trailer unnoticed. On the counter was a large stash of booze and drugs, clearly intended to be consumed after wrap. At least I hoped. I turned to John, whose eyes roamed over me like a wild animal.

Without warning, he ripped my shirt open, sending buttons flying, before he pulled down my bra. My bare breasts bounced free, nipples stiffening instantly in the cool air. Before I could react, John's mouth was on me, sucking and nipping at my sensitive peaks as his hands roamed down to grab my ass. I cried out in surprise and pleasure, arching into his touch.

His strong hands ripped my jeans open, breaking them at the zipper before he roughly pulled them down. I stood there, exposed and vulnerable, my panties the only thing left covering my intimate areas. John's eyes raked over my naked form, drinking in every curve and hollow, before he dropped to his knees and yanked my underwear down. I gasped as the cool air hit my wet pussy, my legs trembling with anticipation.

With a wicked grin, John buried his face between my thighs, his tongue delving into my slick folds without preamble. He licked and prodded at my clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body. I gripped his hair, my hips bucking against his face as he devoured me with abandon.

The sound of John's eager slurping and my own wanton moans echoed through the trailer as he ate me out with reckless abandon. I was quickly spiraling towards climax, my thighs clenching around his ears as he drove me closer to the edge. When I came undone, I sent my own juices flying all over his face and the floor of the trailer.

Panting heavily, I stumbled backward, my legs still shaking from the force of my orgasm. John rose to his feet, his mouth and chin glistening with my arousal, a triumphant gleam in his eyes.

He quickly removed his own pants and unsheathed his large, uncircumcised cock. My gaze locked onto John's impressive erection, my mouth watering at the sight. He gripped my ass and lifted me off the ground, positioning me against the wall as he notched the head of his cock at my entrance. With a single, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself inside me, stretching my walls to their limits. I let out a strangled cry, my nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, his thick length pumping in and out of me with ruthless intensity.

John pounded into me relentlessly, the force of his thrusts making the trailer creak and shake. I wrapped my legs around his waist, meeting him stroke for stroke as we rutted against the wall like animals in heat. The sensation of his massive cock filling me so completely was overwhelming, pushing me closer and closer to another explosive climax.

I was so lost in the moment that I didn't even notice when Dominic slammed the trailer door open. Dominic froze, his jaw dropping as he took in the shocking scene before him. John was still buried deep inside me, his hips jerking erratically as he chased his own release. I was draped limply over John's shoulder, my breasts bouncing with each brutal thrust.

Dominic's eyes widened in disbelief, his mouth opening and closing soundlessly as he processed the sight of his co-star fucking me against the wall of his trailer. For a moment, he simply stood there, paralyzed by shock and rage.

Then, with a roar of fury, Dominic charged forward, causing John to step backwards, with my arms still wrapped around his shoulders and my legs still wrapped around his waist. Dominic quickly removed his pants and positioned his cock at my rear entrance.

With a savage grunt, he plunged into my ass, his thick shaft stretching me wide open. I screamed in pain and pleasure as he bottomed out, both of my holes stuffed full.

There, suspended in the air between these two men, both of their cocks inside me, I had never felt so thoroughly claimed.

"What the fuck, Dom?" John cried out but Dominic didn't listen, already setting a brutal pace, his hips slamming against my ass cheeks as he fucked me in tandem with John's relentless thrusts into my pussy. The dual penetration was almost too much to bear, the stretch and burn of being filled to capacity by two massive cocks driving me to the brink of madness.

I was nothing more than a plaything for these two alpha males, a receptacle for their basest desires, a means for them to exorcise their deepest demons. As they pounded into me mercilessly, I could feel my climax building once again, the intense stimulation of having both holes occupied simultaneously pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

Suddenly, Dominic reached around and grabbed my breast, pinching and twisting my nipple viciously as he continued to rail my ass. The combination of sensations proved to be too much, and I shattered, my inner walls clamping down on both cocks as I came hard.

Waves of ecstasy crashed over me, my body convulsing in their grasp as I rode out the intense orgasm. Through the haze of pleasure, I could hear the grunts and groans of the men fucking me, their thrusts growing erratic as they neared their own climaxes. Finally, with one last, brutal shove, Dominic buried himself to the hilt in my ass, his hot seed spurting deep inside me as John followed suit, flooding my pussy with his own load.

As the men emptied themselves within me, their cocks twitching and pulsing with the force of their releases, I collapsed against John's chest, my legs trembling uncontrollably. Dominic withdrew first, his cum leaking out of my abused hole and trickling down my thigh. John stayed buried deep, his softening cock still nestled inside my spasming cunt.

After a long moment, John spoke, his voice hoarse with exertion. "Well, that certainly was just what the doctor ordered." Dominic just glared at him. I couldn't help but laugh, the absurdity of the situation hitting me like a ton of bricks.

At that second, I looked over in the doorway and noticed Harry, his pants around his ankles as he slowly stroked himself. "Holy FUCK that was hot!" he said with a grin.

The three of us, still panting and disheveled, turned to stare at Harry, his erect cock glistening with pre-cum in his hand. Dominic's glare intensified, but John just chuckled, a wicked glint in his eye.

"Your turn, mate," John quipped before slowly laying me down on the couch. I looked at Harry with a lusty expression and spread my cum soaked thighs apart in invitation.

Harry wasted no time, stepping forward and positioning his cock at my entrance. With a low groan, he thrust into me, his thick shaft sliding easily through the copious fluids coating my inner walls. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as he began to move, his hips rocking in a steady rhythm.

Dominic stood there transfixed, unable to look away. His eyes were glued to the erotic spectacle unfolding before him in his own trailer, watching as Harry pistoned in and out of me, his heavy balls slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust. Dominic's own cock, still semi-erect, twitched in response, betraying his lingering arousal despite the intensity of his earlier encounter.

I reached up to pull Harry down for a passionate kiss, my tongue dancing with his as he continued to pound into me. The mix of flavors - his saliva, my own, and the tang of their combined releases still dripping from my holes - was intoxicating.

Lost in the heat of the moment, Harry broke the kiss to bury his face in the crook of my neck, his hot breath fanning over my skin as he nibbled and sucked at my pulse point. His hands roamed my body, groping and caressing every curve, his fingers dipping between my thighs to tease my sensitive clit.

I arched into his touch, my back bowing off the couch as I chased another climax. The feeling of being so thoroughly taken, so utterly possessed by these men, was unlike anything I'd ever experienced. It was raw, primal, and utterly addictive.

With a final, deep thrust, Harry brought me over the edge, my body seizing up as waves of pleasure crashed through me. I screamed his name, my voice echoing off the trailer walls as I clung to him, my nails digging into his back. Harry's own orgasm soon followed, his cock pulsing and twitching inside me as he filled me with his hot seed.

Exhausted but sated, I lay there, limp and boneless, as Harry carefully extracted himself from my spent body. The four of us - Dominic, John, Harry, and I - just stared at each other, panting and flushed, the tension in the air palpable. No words were needed; the sheer intensity of what we'd just shared spoke volumes.

"I trust everyone is ready to give their best performances today, yes?" I asked the room.

Each man nodded, still looking dazed from the aftermath of our tryst. Dominic's eyes lingered on me with a possessive gleam, while John and Harry exchanged knowing smirks. I smiled inwardly, knowing that I had successfully exorcised some of John's demons and took Dominic down a notch at the same time.

John and Harry quickly dressed and made their way to wardrobe, leaving me alone with Dominic.

He approached me, his expression unreadable as he towered over my naked form. He reached down, his fingers trailing along my collarbone before cupping my cheek, tilting my face up to meet his intense gaze.

"What you did today was very fucking hot," he declared, his voice low and menacing. "But I'll also need to punish you for it."

A thrill ran through me at his words, a mix of fear and excitement. I had known this might be a consequence of crossing Dominic, but the rush of adrenaline was exhilarating.

"I understand," I replied softly, my eyes locked with his. "Please, show me what I deserve."

Dominic's grip tightened on my cheek, his thumb pressing firmly against my lower lip. With a swift motion, he shoved his cock into my mouth, burying it as far as it would go and holding it there.

I gagged around his thick length, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes as I struggled to accommodate him. Dominic's grip on my face remained unyielding, forcing me to take everything he gave me. I could taste the remnants of his earlier release mixed with the musk of his arousal, the bitter flavor making my stomach churn. Despite the discomfort, I found myself relaxing my throat, allowing him to push even deeper until my nose was pressed against the coarse hairs at the base of his cock.

Dominic held me in place for several long moments, his penis throbbing against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. Then, with a guttural groan, he began to withdraw, only to slam back in with renewed vigor, fucking my face with brutal intensity. Tears streamed down my cheeks as he used me, his hips snapping forward with each punishing thrust.

I surrendered to Dominic's rough treatment, letting him use my mouth as he saw fit. The pain and degradation only served to heighten my arousal, my pussy clenching around the emptiness left by the men who had recently filled me. I focused on the sensation of Dominic's cock plundering my throat, the vibrations of his grunts and curses resonating through me. It was a filthy, degrading act, but I craved more, my submission to him complete.

Dominic's pace grew frenzied, his cock pistoning in and out of my mouth at a breakneck speed. With a final, brutal thrust, he erupted, his hot cum flooding my throat and spilling out around the edges of my stretched lips. I swallowed frantically, trying to gulp down every drop as he emptied himself into me. When he finally stilled, I released his softening cock with a gasp, my jaw aching and my throat raw. Dominic straightened, his chest heaving as he looked down at me with a mix of satisfaction and contempt. "Clean yourself up," he ordered brusquely before turning on his heel and stalking out of the trailer, leaving me lying there, spent and humiliated, yet strangely fulfilled.

I slowly sat up, wincing as I rubbed my sore jaw. Using the back of my hand, I wiped away the tears and spit, trying to clean the mess Dominic had made of my face. As I caught my breath and regained my composure, I couldn't help but smile to myself. Today had been a day of reckoning, of pushing boundaries and exploring the depths of my own desires. With a newfound sense of confidence and liberation, I stood up, got dressed in my tattered clothes, and headed out to face whatever challenges the rest of the last day might bring.


CHAPTER 4

The final setup went off without a hitch and the performances by the three leading men were elevated to such a level that I don’t think there was a dry eye on set by the end of the day.

As the cameras rolled and the scenes unfolded, I watched in awe as John, Dominic, and Harry poured their hearts and souls into their characters. The newfound chemistry between them was undeniable, their interactions electric and raw. I could see the passion and dedication in every line delivery, every gesture, every glance. It was clear that something special had happened during our little tryst earlier, a spark that had ignited a fire within them, pushing them to new heights of emotional depth and vulnerability.

Later that night at the wrap party, I said my goodbyes to each men, letting Harry jerk off into my panties one last time.

Six months later, the film debuted to record box office numbers, attracting the critical acclaim and audience numbers that most filmmakers could only dream of. True to her word, Vivian never asked me the details of how I kept those men in line on such a long and tumultuous shoot. But she did make sure I was rewarded handsomely for my efforts.

And so, I basked in the glow of success, my producing career set on a trajectory that I never could have imagined when I left small town Tennessee.

Behind closed doors, however, I carried the memories of those wild, unforgettable days with John, Dominic, and Harry close to my heart. They had marked me in ways that went beyond mere professional achievement, etching an indelible imprint on my soul. In quiet moments, I would often find myself reminiscing about the forbidden pleasures we had shared, the lines we had crossed, and the unspoken understanding that had grown between us. Though our paths may never cross again, I knew that those few, extraordinary weeks would forever change the course of my life, leaving an irrepressible mark on my spirit and shaping me into the woman I am today.
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